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g Now sorrow shall aud sighiug forsake our

@ The trees forgetlixx; to be still shall clap

¥ Anl frown the east, the harron east, whero we

g Eor heavenly showers are blessivg thoe sced so
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THE TEMPERANCK WAVKE.

‘_k MIGHTY wavo 18 aweeping, 13 swoop.
A g o er the land,

It waters a rich roaping upon the Larren
sand;

A hicavenly Nilo o'erllowing spreads soil from
shoru to shore,

Aud temperance hands ure wowing good seed
the nation o'or,

Tho goodly seod is springing o'er many a
suuny fiold,

Thu sowl-:ts glad aresinging to sce the promsed
yild,

hopoful sown,

And sunny skien confexdng Qod mniles upon
his own

£ it now some tieldaare showing thoe vipening
tiugs of golil,

Aud reaperstorth are goiog to harvest's hattle

HE]

Strong in the strength that'alent ye, go forth
yo good wml true |

s.et harvests now bo plenty, for labrers aro

not fow,

In thiy God shows wost cloarly ‘tis his caune
ye fight,

Ho holds the cause so dearly he maguilies
your mght,

When way thero such a harvest souge, tho land
groans with the load,

Aud they that erst were starving throng
around from uvery road.

Aud ay they come one song they siug, ‘tig
freedom » joyous song,

Ther voices huve so glad & ring ‘twill he
reiembored long,

** Ne moro shall haploss mothers weep above
their babes at night

For him the heartless demony steep till ho
shall ahock bher sight ;

No more the fawished ery for bread stolen by
the robber bands,

For temperanco is to justice wed—locked are
their snowy hands.

happy homes,

Aund as the tear is drying the gladd'niug
luughtoer comes—

Nuw shall the desert placerejoice and blossom
as the rose,

The wilderness shill hear »
seenes discloso,

From arid soil ahall waters spriug and stream
the desert through ;

The Jamo asido their crutches lling aud rush
the aght to view,

Now shall the mountaivs aml the hills shout
out for very joy,

voico and happy

their bands and ery t”
But, lo ! some fislds already wou andin tho

garner stored ;

Tho harvesters, their labour done, sit round
tho joyous board.

From Halton’s halls the laughter rings, the
anthem rises high,

Tho joyous souy that Miriam sings—tho sea
passed over dry,

“The Lord hath triumphed gloriously, the
boasters are no moro,

He led us through victoriously, but sunk
thoeimn far from shore.

Vain were their vauntings and their boasts,
for Jarael’s God still reigns.

And wrenched from Bgypt's slavish host his
own usurped domains.”

Fruni Simcoy, t0o, the herald comes to cheer
us with the nows

That wine in all her happy bomies has turned
to Sharon's dews.

in pity gaze,

‘The trumpots sound a harvest feast, and Stan-
stead shouts her prise.

And other fields aro turning, tho roapers to
them pross,

This lesson quickly loaruing, God gives the
right success.

Of victory certain, who shall cease till every
fiold be won—

Till Scott Act holds a province leaso—the
hquor trafliz dono ¢

Al this shall.ba forever whera the barron

sands have blown,

Whero nothing good, or green, or fair has
ever yet been known,

Thero have tho heavonly waters flowed, huvo
washed the fonl avay,

And on the bavren lane
and generous clay,

Anl fast the seeds are springing by Tempor-
ANCO YOWETS S0WN,

And heavenly choirs are singing, lor there
the laud 1s won.

hestowed the rich

-, 4. Jameson.
-

“ GivE, und it shall be given yow.”,

«1IT GOT AGOING.”

Ong bright Fourth-of-July morning,
I was driving to town, AsJ oame to
the top of the hill just sbovo the bridge,
on tho outskirts of tho placo, a little
boy, from a cottage on the north sido
of the road, fired off a swmall cannon.
Ho was 80 near tho road, the cannon
mado 80 big » noise, and the wholo
thing camo #0 unexpectedly, that my
little bay pony took fright and shied,
with a spring, to the othor aide of tho
road. Ho not unly newly overturned
the earriago in doing #o, but was with
difliculty roined in and prevented from
running away.

“ You should not fire your cannon
20 noar the roud,” wid I to the little
boy, after T had got the pony somewhat
quict ; ¥ you frightened my horso badly,
and nearly made him run away.”

«J didn’t mean to,” said tho little
boy ; “but it got agoing bofore I saw
tho horse, and then I couldn't atop it.”

1 said no more, but drove on, think-
ing of the boy’s answer, as I have often
thought of it since, though all this hap-
penoﬁ YORYS 820,

What I have thought is this. I
wish I could make every boy think of
it, and feel it. It would do him much
good, especially if he would try to
apply it to his actions. That little
boy’s cannon was just like his habits—
just like evorybody'a habita. Kabits,
like the cannon, are not easy to stop
when once they get started. They are
protty sure to keup going, uatil, if they
aro bad habits, they do mischiefy in
spite of all you can do to stop them.
If you get in the habit of telling wrong
storics, you can't so casily stop it. It
you get & habit of meddling dishonestly
with what don’t belong to you, it isapt
to go on until it does you some terrible
nmischief. If you get into the habit of
being idle, and wasting your time and
opportunity, be assured it will not stop
and change to a good habit just when
you sea how bad 1t is, and wish to get
out of it

Look out, then, for the beginning of
a bud habit. Remember, there are
thingy that, like the cannon, you can’t
eastly stop when you once set them
agoing.—Observer.
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WHAT TO DO W1TH ONE'S
BIBLE,

BY REV. J. H. JAMES,

Tuk Bible of your own is not, to be
kapt on & ehelf merely to show as one
of your treasures, but to be used every
day. Maoy seom to think it is
enough to bo able to eay, “ I have read
80 many obapters in the Bible.” The
question in regard to all reading is not
how much the eye has passed over, but
how much has remained in the memory.

If you were far away from home
and your father were to write to you
about coming home, telling you what
railroads you were to travel on, and
what trains to take, cautioning you
about wrong trains and telling you all
you nceded to know of your journey
it would be wise to have that lotter
with you snd read all its directions
very carefully, over and over again.
This is just what our Heavenly Father
has dono in this book. Hae has pointed
out the way to heaven, giving us many
counsels to keep us from getting astray
and particular directions as to our
course each day. Yet he knows that
in order to get the full bonefit of his
instructions we must be really inter-
eated in the book. So he has taught

us many things by pleasing storics
which help us to sce how he wants his
ohildren to Jive. Now it is not hest
for one to go picking out hers and
thero a story, and neglecting other
things ; yet I think most children will
find more intereat in the Blessod Book
if they learn firat about Jesus and his
lifo on earth from the parts of the New
Tostament that make these things
plain. In reading the stories, how-
evor, wo must be careful to get not
merely tho facts but the lesson they
arq weant to tosch ua,

The othor day a boy, who ir far
from his parcnts at school, had a lettor
from home. He camnot road writing
very well, 80 he took tho lettor toa
friond to road to him that he might
know exactly what his mother said to
him, 8o you should get your friend
%o help you to understand this wonder-
ful letter from heaven. The objoct of
Bunday-school teaching and of preach-
ing is to help people understand the
Bible. It is delightful to talk over its
precious Jesmsons with friends wiser
than ourselves. But no human friend
can give us such help as we get by
asking for the Holy Spirit. There are
two precious promises about this
mutter of belping us to understand
and do our Father's will that you will
do well to find for yourselves, to often
think of, and to aak the Lord to fulfil
to you. Jobn 14: 26, and Ezekiel
36: 27.

I AM NOT MY OWN,

“T wisn I had some money to give
to God,” said Susy ; ‘‘but I haven't any.”

“#God does not expect you to give
him what you have not,” said her paps,
“but you have other things besides
monoy. When we get home I will
road something to you which will make
you see plainly what you may give to
God."

So after dinner they weat to the lib-
rary, and 8usy’s papa took down a large
book, and made Susy read aloud: “¢ I
have this day been before God, and havo
given mysolf—all that I am and have
—to God ; so that I am in no respect
my own. I have no right to thia body,
ar any of its members; no right to this
tongue, these hands, these feet, these
oyes, theso ears. I have given myself
olean away,””

“ These are words of a great and good
man, who is now dead. Now you see
what you have to give to God, Susy.”

Susy looked at her hands and at her
feot, and was silent, At last she said
in a low voice, half to herself: “ I don't
belisve God wanta them.”

Her papa heard her. “He does want
them, and he is looking for you now to
seo whether you will give them to him,
or keop them for yourself. Ifyou give
them to him, you will be careful never
to let them do anything naughty, and
will teach them to do every good thing
they can. If you keep them for your-
gelf, they will be likely to do wrong
and to get into mischief.”

«Have you given yours to him, papa.”

¢Yes, indeed, long ago.”

“Arve you glad?”

“Yes, vary glad."

Susy was still' silent; she did not
quite understand what it all meant;

“Jf you give your tongue to God,”
said her paps, “you will not allow it to
speak unkind, angry words, o tell tales,
or speak an untruth, or anything that
would grieve God's Holy Spirit.”

«T think Tl give him my tongue,”
said Susy.

“And if you give God your hauds,
you will watch them, and keep; them

from touching things that do nat belong
to thom. You will not let them be
idle, but will keep them busy about
somothing.”

“Well, then, I'll give him my hands.”

“And if you givo him youx feet, you
nover will let them earry you where
you ought not to go; amd if you give
him your eyos, you will never, never
lot them look at anything you know ho
would not like to look at if he were by
your side.”

Then they knelt down together, and
Susy's papa prayed ta God to bless all
thoy had been saying, and to acoept all
Susy had now promised to give him,
and to keep hor from ever forgetting
her promise, but to make it ber rule in
all gho said, and sll she did, all she saw
and all sk heard, to remember, “T am
not my own,”"—T%e Sunlight.

ALLSPIOE.

Tae home of the allspice tree wna
South America and the West Indies,
especially Jamaica. The tree is a
beautiful overgreen. The flowers are
small and do not make much display.
In Jamaica the tree grows without
any care, but the fruit iz worth so
much that the planters give meore
attention to this crop than to amy
other.

The berries must be picked before
they are ripe or they lose their pleas-
ant flavour, Que huundred and fifty
pounds of the raw fruit is sometimes
gathered from one tree. The crops are
uncertain; it is only once in five years
that it is abundant.

CLOVES,

The clove tree is a native of the
Molucea Islands. It is said to be the
most beantiful, elegant and precious of
all trees, It i3 comical in form and
lives from one hundred to two hundred
yoars., The spice is not the fruit as is
generaliy belioved, but it is the
bloesoms that are gathered before they
unfold.

About a dozen of these blossoms
form a cluster at the end of each branch
and twig of the tree. Oloves are
gatherod in December and are dried
quickly in the shade.

In the year 1521 the Molucea Islands
were inhabited by a great number of
people wko were industrious, enter-
prising and happy. They devoted
most of their time to thu cultivation
of the clove tree. Cloves were carried
to all parts of the civilized world from
these islands. At that time the
Spaniards and Poitugnese came and
took the first ship load of cloves to
Burope. About one hundred years
Iater the Dutch drove away the
Spaniards and Portuguese. They also
sent ships to these beautiful islands
and destroyed every clove tree. Every
year they sent ships there, aund to
other islands where the birda might
carry the weeds, to destroy all of the
trees. Any of the natives who dared
to set oud a clove tree was put to
death. The natives all died or were
carried away as slaves. Then to raise
the price of the clove the Dutch burned
a part of the orop every year. - These
annual burnings continned uatil 18
late a8 1824,

“ WiLL you join me in a cup of tes,
Mr. Simpkinst” Mr. Simpkins: “Ah,
thank you; but wouldn’t it be rather
crowded "
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