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The Land of Boautiful Thought.
BY E. J. HALL

fhere gre weary ones who have had no
rect,
Who have spent their days in the dim
by-ways
Of the dreary land of Worry,
\WWhose blistered feet Lave trod the stroct
R Of the crowded city of Hurry;
Who have never heeded the soul's behest,
M .efl thejr care and gone forth and sought
R The jend of Beautiful Thought,

Jh, these froubled ones have known small
Joy !

They have never seen the silver sheen

E  On the ocean of God’s love,

B l.et never rise their tear-dimmed eyes

% 10 the sapphire gkies above;

@ Thelr griet and pain have had small alloy,

Jecaugg they have never gone forth and
gought

‘Tho Jand of Beautifut Thought.

BT is ot othor tried ones I want to tell,

B ho have gazed thelr fill with many a
thrill

On the mountain of God's strength,

Feen tho dimpling face of the river of
Grace

Flowing Its infinite length;

Dt its waters drapk—have grown strong

: and well,

QB ccause they have truly, earnestly sought
’ The jand of Beautiful Thought.

B hough oOften they've seen the wreck of

B\ nd trod with tears for many years
£ The Jonely valley of Doubt,
B o% they spend their days on the hi'ls
o of Praise,
, With breezes of joy about;

¥ n the highway of care they no longer
s mope,
- e.auge at last they've been wise and
: sought
The 1and of Beautiful Thought.
Millpurn, Ont.

TEE SAND-MARTIN.

E I do not know of any more interesting
MRlittle builder than the sand-martin. It

ks 8 wonderful little bird, as you will
-onfess when I tell you avout it.  First

these birds are. In the summer they
gabound not only in England, but actually
J¥.:s far off as the northern parts of
BYSwedenp and Norway. When ‘“e sum-
Bnxer has passed away they take thelr de-
Nnariure, and mcke thelr winter home as
Bfar away as Indgia and the south of
BB frica,  Sometimes they have to cross
B nany miles of sea, and it is no uncom-
ghnon thing to sea hundreds resting dur-
ng thelr fiight on the masts and ropes
. f any vessel they may happen to pass
Ron their journey. It is the first of all

it he birds of passage to return to England
T the spring, and when you read of some
Blone having seen the “ first swallow ” in
the spring, you may be sure it was a
Bsand-martin and pot a swallow, that had
@Ebeen geen.  But you need never mistake
a saind-martin for a swallow. It is a
Bcmaller bird, its under part being white
iand its upper part mouse-coluured; when
BEEon the wing it moves with a pecullar
B erking flight, which readily distinguishes
Bt from either the swallow or Its near

howeyer, is best known on account of
B he wonderful house which-it forms for
Fearing Its young, It selects the face of
somo cliff, where the rock is not too hard,
nd Lores a passage with a wonderful
amount of regularity acd skill. When
beginning to work, it clings to che face
fof the bank with its feet, and pecks away
at the bard surface, loosening the earth
bit by bit  During the work the bird
assumes all manner of positions, its beak
acting as a kind of pivot, the bird work-
ing ag Often as not with its head down-
wandg, Looking at its tiny beak you
B ~an hardly belirve that it could achieve

i the result it does; especially as if yon
. f*d you would find yourself unable to
R0 anything of the xind with a strong

Epotket-knife. The little tunnel into the

nk having been formed, the bird con-
iteg in a tolerably gircight ltne with

a little upward slope for a conslderable
distance, sometimes about three feet,
gomeiimee aven -eight or nine fect long.
At the end a chamber of somewhat larger
dimensions is formed, which the blrd
lines with some grass and feathers very
prottily arranged, on which the pluky-
white eggs are laid.

The samne parents rear several broods
of young birds cach year, but t* 3 birds
do not multiply very fast. The chief
reason for this is that although they are
quite secure so long as they remain In
thoir curious nests, yet when the young
birds make their first attempts to fy,
thers are many foes, such as the magple
and crow and gparrow-hawk, on the look-
out for them, and thus
large nulibers are snapped
up before they are able to
take care of themselves.
Then, again, many boys, I
am sorry to say, think it a
very flne sport to climb up
the banks and root out tha
nest which they cannot
reach, This §s a cruel
and foollsh sport, and the
more S0 because the sand-
marting are very good
frlends to the farmeys,
killing files and other in-
rects that otherwise would
be very troublesome.

money, 80 ho sliyly hid it away In his
low straw caves of the house. Ho could
not forget about them, however, and his
mind was strangely troubled.

That ovening his mother wont to the
village store to Yuy some houschold
necessities. She returned to the house
with both hands full, and called Indra,
the buy, to come and hold some of the
things while she lighted the little tin
lamp. A bottle of mustard of° and n
pound of salt were glven into his hands.
but he had no szoner taken them than in
gume atrangoe way they fell from his

hands, Tbke salt burst its covering of
'dry leaves and mixed with the dust on
the floor, and. the ofl bottle broke and

il

, n‘d' and the only ones in the neighbour-
oad,

* One morning scveral of them were
unssing. & fact whlch caused my father
to say some very cemnhatic things, It
was plsin that n tw . Jogged thief and
not an anlmal, had taken them, as there
were a number of footprints around the
ten-house.

** Several days later a number of othera
JDisappeared, and then my fatber was
wild eyed Ho bought a savage dog that
wis warranted to cat a man on the
slightest provocation, and turned him
lrose at night. le also borrowed a
tear-trap from one of tho nelghbours and
vet it near the doorway of the hen-house
But It was all in vain. It was only tha
matter of a few nights when a number
more hens disappearced witt. uo signs of
the thief.

It was then that my detective ability
began to develop by laying plans to
catch the thief.  On Sunday night, while
my folks were at church, I conceived a
plan that 1 thought might work. I se-
cured a pot of red paint from the barn
and fixed it over the doorway of the hen-
housa in such a manner that it would be
sure to fall on any one opening the doof
Then I had figured that it would only de
necessary to look for some ope covered
with red paint to be sure of the thief.

* But my dream of logking for a man
covered with red palot was short-lived.
My father, returping from church, hap-
pened to go vut tu the hen-house to sec
1* everything was all right e opened
the door to louk 1Dside and gut the con
tents of the paint-pot over his head This
s¢ startied him that he forgot about the
bear-trap unttl he had put his foot into
1t and had it clvsed upon hun witk a
snap.  That awoke the dog and he selzed
the other leg.

"~ Hig cries brought the houschold out
on & run. We managed to get him loose
and over to the hurse-trough, where we
washed off what we could of the red
paint, and 1 gave up m) efforts to catch
that particular thief.”—The Epworth
Herald.

IN THE CARS.

We obsgerved that our handsowne
young-louking conductor eyed little Tom
sumewhat gieedily, preseutly he coaxer
him with a ripe peach to sit on bis knce
and something in the way he
touched the shining curls mads
mother Jean say: *“ You must
have a little boy at home.”

“Two of 'em, madam,” ho an-
swered eagerly; ‘one no bigger
than this one, but he can sing
1ike a choir; I wish you could
hear him sing, ‘Jesus loves me.* ™

‘““He goes to Surday-school.
then ”° said mother Jean, and
Tom pricked up his amall pink
ears.

“Oh, yes, indeed,” sald the
conductor proudly.

‘“What church do you belong

THR SAND-MARTIN,

THE STOLEN PIOE.

A little Hindu boy was running along
the road shuffling his feet in true boy
fashion. Suddenly hig toe struck some-
thing hard in the sand, ard the force of
the blow brought out sjx pice (money to
the value of three cents) from thelr
hiding-place. The boy's bright black
oyes grew still more shiny as he viewed
the treasure. He did not wonder about
the pice belng there, becauso he saw some
Ifttle children of a rich neighbour play-
ing In the sand as he was on his way
home from school.

He knew that the plce must belong to
them, but he also knew that on the next
day would be the village market, and
with those six pice he could purchase
enough swectmeats to satisfy even the
most troutlesome of “ sweet teeth,” as we
call them In America. So be quickly
tied up ths plce !a & corner of hls cloth,
and turned about and yan home as fast
as he could. Ho was afrald that hls
brother or his mother might discover the

all its preclous contents was wasted.

thought, This 18 my pumshment fur
taking tnose pice.”” That week they ate
dirty salt with thelr rice, and had no

mustard oil with which they would have
frled had been spilled.
The boy 13 now & Christian young man,

tuat,  God manifests himseif among the
heathoen.

CATOHING A THIBF.

A well known police officer gives in
the Detrolt x'rce Press an experience of
his boyhood. We do not wonder that he
remembers it :

“My first experience as a thief-catchor,”
sald the detective, as he smiled goftly to

imself, “ came when I was a young lad
on my father’s farm. My father kept a
large number of chickens, of which he
was extremely proud, as they were high

but has not forgotten hia lesson (carned )
when but a chnid, and a Hindu child at

tn™* was the next gentle question

“Well, I don't belong to
any chutch myself; you see
I'm a rough man and 1
lead a pretty bard life, but I want my

Into the childish mind flashed lho‘wlfe and children to have the best of

everything, and {4 won't be my fault if
they don't have it
“Don’t you think,” asked his new ac

fish or greens at his house, because the ; quaintance, * that the very lL-at ‘hing

they <ould Lave would be the ccmfort
of knouwing that you were a Chriatian »
that in al your daugers and hardships
you were one Of thuse for whom all
things wcik togetker for guod »  Could
you possibls g.5¢ tLem any b'essing as
great as that ?*

Little Yom found himself set softly
down In his mother's lap. Newmarket
station was in sight, but the conductor
tent h:s «ail hcad and eald with mach
j feeling .~ Thapk you, madam, I nnver
i thought of that before.”

t Then he went forward to his place, and

I xaew by the ivvk oun mother Jean's
{ face that she was pray.ng fur him, that
{ the littie seed might nut be caught away.

" We cannot escape history "—~Iincoln.



