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Tomperance Hymn.

From Gallir's teeming wine.
l’l‘esﬂ; .
From Holland's streams of

u, . .

where  thousands, in thelr

. blindness,

Prepare the balt of sin ;
From many a fiery river,

From many g Doisonous rill,
God calls us to deliver

The victims of the still.

wWwhat though they sing of
pleasure,
While fach the goblet fills;
\What though their Dliss they
megsure
By quarts end pints and
gllls 5
in vain, with lavish kindness,
Heaven gives us ghrain for
bread §
pistillers, In their blindness,
Make whiskey in its stead.

Skall we, by temperance afided,
. In health and peace to live —
Shall we 10 men degraded
Refuse the boon to give ?
The fountain! Oh, the foune
tain !
The balmot health proclaim,
. Till men, o'er sea and moun-

ain,
Shall speed to tell its fame?

Wwalft, waft, ye winds, the story,
And you, ye waters, roll,

Till temperance in its glory
ahall spread from pole to

pole 7
Till health and peace and
blessing
Shal] follow in its train,
And Christ, all hearts possessing,
God over all, shall reign.

ON THE HUDSON.

No river on the continent can equal
the Hudson for magnificent scenery, his-
toric interest, and literary association.
Our own St. Lawrence may have a more
majestic flow, and the storied heights of
Quebec & more intense historic s3pell.

IN THE HIGHLANDS OF THE HUDSON—STERAMER ToWING CANAL BOATS,

The Thompson and the Fraser may be
more sublime, amid their mouatain sur-
roundings. But the grandeur of the
Hizhlands and thoe Catskills, and the
soft beauty of the Tappan Zee are all
suffused and glorifled by

That light which nover was on sea or
shore,

The conse.cmtlon and the poet's dream.

The genfus of Drake, of Halleck, of
Irving, of Willis, have invested every
mountain and vale with a poetic spell
and peopled them with
the airy creations of the
{magination.

On my recent visit to
the Sunday-school Con-
vention at Boston, I made
a run to New York by a
route over which I had
gene before, and a very
pleasant route it was—
that by the New York and
New  Enpgiand  Railway.
1 stayed over a few hours
at the quaint old town of
Providence, haunted with
the memory of its founder,
Roger Willlams. As he
landed on its shores in
1636. he was greeted by
the Indians with the salu-
tation *“What Cheer,”
which seemed to be the
only English words they
knew. The words are
perpetuated §n the name
of steamships, banks.
hotels, the public park
and other *“\What Cheer"
institutions of Providence.

It §s a charming ride to
the qunaint old town of
Norwich. a pleasant city
of 25,000 Inhabitants, its
streets terraced on a steep
agelivity looking over the

Thames, for which a local writer claims
that not even Richmond Hill or Green-
wich Observatory looks or & Thezmes
more fair. -

At New London, largely inhabited by
retired captains and sealers and whalers,
one takes the famous Norwich Line
steamers for New York., These are
among the largest steamers that ply
upon the crowded Tong Island Sonnd.
They can earry about a thousand pas-
sengers and are perfect palaces of splen-
dour.

In the carly
morning, as one
approaches the
great and busy
port of New
York, he gets a
splendid  view
of the magnifl-
cent Brooklyn
Bridge and sky-
scraping baild-
ings of lower
New York.

No city in the
world that we
know has such
a long, wide
thoroughfare as
Broadway, and
none so crowded
with magnificent
buildings, many
of those in the
lower part have
ing from twelve
to twenty
storles. The
New York sys-
tem of parks,
Centra!, River-
side, Morning
Side, Washing-
ton, and others,
make it one of
the most attrac-
tive regorts (m

Amerlca. But It s of the
magnificent  Hudson  River
that wo set out to write,

Or leaving New York, we
pass the strange phenomenon
of the Palisades--n wall of
tolumnar basaltic rock, antlo-
gous to that of tho Glant’s
Causoway, varying fronl tid
huudred and fifty to six hun-
dred feet high, and extending
for fiftecen milles. Thelr
splintered  and  time-worn
crests present most plctur-
esque appearances.

Weehawken, a lttle turther
on, i1s invested with melun-
choly assoclations as tho his-
toric duelling-ground of New
York. Now most megnificent
facilities for the transaction
of an enormous business oc-
cupy the site of tho old duel-
ling-grounds, and staunch and
elezant ferries convey Das-
sengers to the famous city of
Dicdrech Knickerbocker, of
Peter Stuyvesant, and of
tiendrich Hudson.

Further north the river {s
invested with numerous liter-
ary associations. Undercliff,

. the homo of the poet Morris,
jdlewild, the home of his
companjon poet, Willis: and

Sunnyside, the home of the

most genial and best-beloved

on both sides of the sea of

Amerfcan wrhers, \Washing-

ton Irving. Here too s the

tamous Sleepy Hollow, with

its weird legend of the *“head-

less horseman,” and of the
luckless woolng of Ichabod Crane; and
near by is the old Dutch chureh in whose
qulet graveyard, beside the Hudson
which he loved so well, sleeps the dust
ot the sweetest writer of his time.

West Point, the famous military
academy and garrison, with its Revoiu-
tionary associations of Washington and
his generals, and of the hapless Andre
and Arnold, is to the Hudson what Que-
bec is to the St. Lawrence. It is itsejf
well worth visiting for its charming
prospect and romantic memories. Weo




