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Thanksgiving.
November has come with its festival day,
The sweeteat home feast of the year,
When the little ones mingle in frolle and

play,
And share In the Thar.xsgiving cheer.

And let us remember that tale of the past,
Of the Pligrims who gathered thelr
band,
And offered up thanks for the corn when
at last
It waved o'er the famishing land.

For hunger had wasted thcse strong,
patieat men,
‘Who struggled and laboured in pain,
And the blessing of plenty which glad-
dened them then,
Gave courage and hope
once again,

And the fame of thelr
bravery never de-

cays,
While year after year
rollg away,

Siuce the morning that
ushered in prayer
and {n praise,

The birth of our Thanks-
giving Day.

“ QOME, FOLLOW ME.”

A few weeks ago we
-watched a young girl
and a Ilad somewhat
older go down the
aisle op Communion Sun-
day apd stand Dbefore
the people assembled in
the church tb say that
they had resolved to fol-
low faithtully, God help-
ing them, the same Tesus
who long ago called to
the fishermen on the Sea
of Galilee, *“ Come, follow
me.” And we thought
as they came back after
the simple ceremony, their
faces so b-ight and fresh
and hopeful, how much
better it was for them to
give to Christ's service
the becuty and freshness
of their lives than to wait,
a8 some young people
think they must, till
years have Dpassed by—
perhaps the ‘best of their
Jife. God wants, and we
ought to give him, the
very.strongest and fairest
and eweetest portion of
our Jives, and not the
worn-out ends of them.
If Christ loved us enough
to lay down his life for
us, is our Uving service
any too preclous to offer
him.in return ?

But boys and girls have

.such. strange ideas of
what followlng Christ
means. Sometimes they

seem to think that ‘they
must become very holy
before they are fit to be-
come his disciples. “Don't
ask me to 'be a Christian now."” sald a

'bright boy the other day, “ for I can't do

it. I'm not good enough, and there are
100 many temptations in the way. When
-you're older it’s different; but-I don't be-

lfeve it's ever so hard to be a Christian”

as it Is when you're a boy.” You see
he thinks he must fight his' way alone
till the temptations which he feels are
about him are overcome or have- passed
away, -and then he will offer himself to
Christ. )

Bat don't you see how greatly milstaken
he 18 ? Temptations will not stop com-
"Ing after he Is grown up, but will only
-grow stronger; and' for those that come
to him.now he needs Christ’s help, hour
by hour,'to conquer them, And ‘when
‘he has truly, given himself to Christ,
those very temptations will lose the
greater-part of thelr power over him; for

temptation and-sin come from Satan, and -
whea Christ comes into the heart to.
re!gn, ‘Satan-and his-evilcworks must go

- ® v

-men; which is the worst *”

.body. dut polsons.the mind and polsons
‘crazy, how svrely it bardens. the heart.

out, for there i8 no agreement bLetween
Christ and Satan.

Christ wants you now, you need Christ
now. If you are to lead a life that wiil
make the world better and nobler becauso
you have been in it, it is time for you to
begin. Won't you come to him to-day
and ask his forgiveness for the past and
his help for all your life to come ?

WHICH 18 WORSE?
BY AMY LEONARD.

Mira came in one day with a smiling
face and showed me a box of candy she
had had given to her. After a few days
she told me she didn't like her candy,
for it had wine in it. Afterwards ghe

sald the more she ate of it the better she
liked it; she wished she had some more

* That is what makes so many druok-
ards; a little poison alwvays wants com- |

ny.n

“YVell, I don’t think I'll have any more
given me, and perbaps I won't eat them
it I do.”

1 would not eat anything that bad )
poison in it.” i

“Is alcohol real poison ?*

* What is poison ?”

““ Oh, those horrid things like arsenlc )
and Paris green that kill rats and bugs.
1 would rot touch them for anything.”

* They kill Tats anl bugs; alcohol kills

** Do you think it kills many "
* About one hundred thousand a year,
we are told; alcohol not only poisons the

{

the heart How quick it makes one

No other poison does-that. Don't you

‘think it best-to keep clear of it 7"

N

“ Oh, yes, of course, but I didn't think
a little in candy would do any burt.”

* That !s just the way every drunkard
begins, by taking a little that he thinks
won't do any -harm. So he drinks til
his body and soul are poisoned. Would
that man who, a few mlles frem here
last week, killed his wife, the mother of
twin bables but three weeks old, have
done such a deed 1f his soul had not
been poisoned with alcohol ? No! The
paper eaid he was not bad only whén
erazed with liquor; then he shot himself.
There is a Book where these thlngs are
noted, and one day it will be seen who
helped and who hindered; who sald
‘Flourish the saloon,” and who sald
‘Down with it."”

_ A LAKE IN TRE ALPS.

A LAEE IN THE ALDS,

Climbers in the higher iegions of the
Alps and other lofty mountain ranges
are cften agreeably surprised to find a
lake between the cliffs where they least
expect it. The little lake shownr in our
pleture is a typical one of the sort. After
climbing up a long, steep and rough path
where huge precipices and wild moun-
tains rise on every side, the blue waters
of the Oschenen Lake burst suddenly in-
to view. From the great white snow-
fields, that we see on the further side,
several sireams are alwaygs seen flowing
in the summer months, and very pretty
water-falls dash themselves down the
precipitous z:des of the mountains into
the lake Sometimes there are other
fails besldes those of water. A rock,
loosened by the heat cf the sun from its
iry bed. will begin to topple over on cne
side and then suddenly lose its balance
altogether and go plunging down the
mountain side jnto the abyss below. But
it does not go alone, for on its way ft
cRuons aga‘nst others, which, in their
turn, are hurled against others, and all
Join to form a tremendous rock asa-
lanche. 1t is a grand sight to see these,
bounding. by.gigantic.leaps over the edge
of the cliffs and then whizzing silcatly
through -the air tfl] thev reach the water
with a splendid splash. The nolee of
their fall wakes many an ccho in the sur-
rounding cliffs, and.we are sorry for any
unbappy men or animals that may chance
to be in thelr way.

BELIEVING AND TRUBTING.

Faith accepts as truo everything which
God has eald Trust puts all to prac-
ticeal and personal use. The nced of
trusting {8 8o great that tho Biblo is full
of exhortations concerning it: ** Trus. in
tho Lord and do good;” * Trust yo In the
Lord forever;” ** O Lord of hoats, blessed
is the man that trusteth In thee;” ' Thou
wilt keep him in perfect pcace whose
mind is stayed on thes, becauss ho trust-
eth in thee.” The comfort of every pro-
mise {5 ours it wo trust. We may be-
lleve it all—~what ratlonal person would
doubt what--God has said 7—but the
blessedness of the promises Is ours only
when we trust God to carry them out in
our Ilifo and being. When shall we
trust ? When we aro consclous of sin
let us trust the finished work of Christ
for us. When tempted, trust him who
i3 ablo {0 keep wa {rom falling. When
perplexed, trust him who has promised
to lead the blind by a way they knew
not. Wben tired, trust him who says
“X will rest you,” When full of pain,
s0 that even prayer {s difficult, trust him
who says : “ Your Father kioweth what
things ye have need of before yo ask
him.” When you ara weak and unable
to meet the duty or tho paln of life, trust
him who says: " My grace is suflicient
for thee.”” ‘When resourccs fafl, trust
bim who says - “ God shall supply all
your need.”” “ Trust in him at all times,
ye people, pour out yous heart beforo
him : God is a refuge for us."”

COME NEAR.

There are some things which will do
little good far off. A man might atand
outside & house on a bitter night, and,
looking throug: the window, sce very
plainly a glowing fire in the generous
fireplace, without being any warmer for
it. To thaw his chilled ingers, he must
come in and come near.

A fountain of water may be aprianging,
clear and cool, at arm's icugth, but what
good will it do it a thirsty posser-by
does not come near enough to take a
drink ? Then, too, no matter how
wholesome and invitlng any food may
be, the hungry boy will not have the
good of it If he does not take and eat ft.

So there are other things. more import-
ant than fire or food or drini, which can-
not bo used at a distance. It will do no
good to read of the, ** water of lfe ™ In
the Bible, if one does not take it. Jesus
calls, *“Come unto me.” It is not easy
to keep up a conversation with a friend
at a distance; and especially if one Is
in trouble, it I8 impossible to tell one’s
griefs in a loud tone at a distance.

So let all come near, come very close
to the Saviour. so that his words can be
heard in the heart. and his help may b3
felt each moment.— Happy Her.os,

CRUEL AND HEARTLESS.

) We often hear of the crucl things
drinking people will do to obtaln money
with which to buy strong drink, they
will pawn anything, however necessary
‘it may be to the home and family, and
{ many a littie child has Leen almcst heart-
{ broken because ita father has tahen some
of its possessions. We have known men
to pawn their children’s shoes or books,
to scll a pet bird or dog. In fact any-
thing that wil} bring them a bdit of
money. But here ts the worst instance
of cruelty we ever heard of, the most
heartess, and being a mothes’s act makes
it much worge. Mr. Bristo \Wallen re-
lates tho instance as foilows .

A little gir] suffering from diphtheria
y was brought to a London hoapital, To
i save her life, a Ilttle sliver tube was in-
i scTted 1o her throat, through which to
{ breathe.  The child improved rapldly.
; and the mother begged very bird wo take

her home. The physician Rare permis-

sion, but before the day was over re-

solved to visit the child's home-the next
{ morning. He found the child dead, and
» tha neighbours told him that the mother
; had pawned the tube for elghteen pence,
lgnldkvfas out spending the money fn

rink.” :
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PLEASANT HOURS,

Thanksgiving.
BY SUBAN CUOLIDOE.

The beautiful summer I8 cold and denad,
S8he hns passed away ko the rest
Tho other fajr summers long slnce fled

From the woods and the meadow-crest: !

The blossoms of spring were white and
gweet
put thoy paled and shrank f{rom the
touch of tho heat,
The ficlds are shining yellow and dun,
Where the autump gathers] its tale of
grain;
We thank thee, Lord, for tho blessed

sun,
We thank thee for the rain

Our beautiful summer is passcd and fled,

We aroe older grown and gray,

Tho spring I8 gono from tho youthtul
tread,

The lnugh from the lips once gay;
The childish hope in the chlld'sh cyes
Is darkencd by many a sad surprise;

But the promise stands sure as then

it stood.
Wo can smile in loss as we emiled in
galn,

And we thank thee, Lord of the year,

for the good,
And we bless thee far the pain.
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Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
Rev. W, I, Withrow, D.D., Editor.
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JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE.
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.
DECEMEER 4, 1898.

THE COMING OF THE MESSIAH.

PROMISED TO ADAM.

*“ And I will put enmity between thee
and the woman, and between thy seed
and her seed; it shall bruise thy head,
nndr thou shalt bruise his heel.”—Gen.
3. 15.

Like a bright star shining amid the
darkness, so through the long ages the
promise of the Messiah shone in the sky

il at last the Star of Bethlehem led |

where the Young Clifld lay. He was in-
deed the bright and morning star. No
sooner had Adam's sin * brought death
into the world, and all our woe, till one
grenter Man restore us.” than the pro-
mise was given that Satan’s head should

be bruised, that his kingdom should be !

destroyed. T'or four thousand years that
promise sustained the hearts of God's
people, thie patriarchs and the prophets,
who saw his day afar off, ané were glad.

To our first parents—driven from the
rinless bowers of Paradise, thelr joys of
Eden shattered. the tralling of the Ser-
pent around and over all, their first-born
son the murderer of his brother. and
all the hapless ruin of the fall around !
them—canme this blessed promise to
resCue their souls from utter despair. to
sustain their hearts as they fared forth
trom the gates of Eden, guarded ever-
more by the flaming swords of cherubim,
into. the wilderness world. And God was
siill with them. He did not forsake
them, but gave this blessed promise
whiich grew brighter and brighter-as the
ages-pagsod, till.at last it was fulfilled in
the cominyg of his Son. Jesus of Nazareth,
born of the Virgin Mary, to restore our °
-iost and: rufued raco to: highest Christian
manhood.

EVERGREEN 80HOOLS.

v We reprint this article from Onward,
, as we aro anxlous that it should rcnch
v all our schools .

¢ We hopo that our schools will try more
than ever to keep open all the winter.
i We know that, i some cnses, on account
,ol had roads and the great distance to
be travelled, this s diflicult; but where-
ever the week-day school is kept open
for five days in the week, we think ft
ought not to Le impossible to have the
Sunday-schoo! open on onc day of the
week.

A very considerable pumber of our
Sunday-schools, unfortunately, close in
the winter, thus the school hecomes scat-
tered, and it is often difficult to re-
organize In the spring and takes a long
time to get into runmning order. We
think it most d'sastrous to the best in-
terests of the schools that these inter-
ruptions should occur.

In many cases It has been found that
the introduction of the Sunday-school
papers has been sufficient to keep the
schools open in the winter, where, with-
out them, they would have been closed.
i But if ft be found ahsolutely imposstible

to keep the school open regularly, the
next best thing—and uot a bad thing
elthar—would be to still take the papers,
and, as {8 done in many places, distribute
them to the familles at tho regular
weckly or fortnightly service, as the case
{ may be. Theee papers will all have the
leseons: and fathers and mothers, at the
home fireside, can have a Sunday-schcol
of their own children, and thus keep up
the good and godly habit of the regular
study of the Word of God.

‘This Is done with great success in some
scattered noighbourhoods where it is not
found practicable to have a school at ali,
and certalnly can be accomplished, with
Lest results, in very many places where
the e~hools have to be suspended during
the winter. But by all means
make an effort to keep it open,
notwithstanding rain and snow storms;
and it the younger children and
those residing at a great distance
cannot come, send them their papers.
Let them feel that they are not forgotten,
and urge them to keep up the memorizing
of the golden texts and “the memory
verges; and also urge the parents to bear
them recite these verses, and answer the
questions given in the papers. The par-
ents will thus themselves becomec more
interested in the school and the welfare
cf their children, and may be induced to
take a greater interest in the school it-
self, and become themselves adult schol-
ars—as thoy ought to be.

A BROTHER OF GIRLS,
BY JULIA H. JOHNSTON,

The old-time significance of the edel-
wels 1s familiar to most, but it is worth
while at any time to recall it, and some
may not know it. The edelwels, that
pale flower found with the greatest difii-
culty among the snows of Alpine heights,
was only to be worn by youths and men
of pure, true hearts. and noble, stainless
lives. In the olden days, the highest
compliment one could have was to ve-
ceive a gift of this snowflower of the
heights, It meant so much. . Well
might any one covet the honour of wear-
ing the edelweis, and seek to do it
worthily. As one had to climb high to
get it, so one had to aim high, in his life,
to wear it

‘“He is fit to be a brother of girls,” is
ba description that has come down to us,
*which is as significant as that other,

“He is worthy to wear the edelwels.”
* Here Is an ambition worthy of any boy.

To attain that good comradeship which
{s a most beautiful and helpful thing be-
' tween boys and girls, a boy should be
indeed true-hearted, purc-hearted, gentle
and manly, and should show it by the
fine courtesy and consideration which is
so winsome, and so- entirely worthy of
a strong character.

! The energetice, growing boy sometimes
thinks girls tiresome, and even-—yes, he
occasionally says it, * too silly.” They
are easily scared, he remarks, and can't
take care of themaeclves, and need no
t end of petting and fussing generally. A
fellow has to keep himsel! in and hold
himself down, and §t is *“no fun,” says
this boy. to attend upon his sisters and
t their friends.

' But. my dear young sir. you are grow-
| ing up, remember, and there is some-
i thing to be thought of besides fuu, al-

though the right sort is excellent and
even indispensable in its place. Yhat
+ sort of & man do you wish and intend to
tbe? You will not manufastuve your
 mavhood out of whole cloth In a week
or two.after you attain your prond ma-
{ jority and cast vour first vote. You.are:
¢ making.it now, piece by plece. If you *
had-no higher nmbmon than to be well-
manpered; it would be worth while to :

of home and In the circle just outslde of
it, with its daily study and soclal Inter-
change Qranted, for a moment, that
girls are sometimes tiresome, or that
some of them are 18 not that all the
more reason for thelr having good
brothers. who will help them to be
braver. more self-reliant and strong ?

The boy who is fit to be a brother of
girls has a magnlficent scorn of every-
thing low and mean. Language that he
would not use in the presence of his sis-
ter and her companions, he wlill not use
at all.  Rough, careless, slouching, sel-
fish ways he will never cultivate, but
will curd and cure them, if betrayed into
them, and this. first of all, because they
are wrong in themselves.

Tho brother of girle will guard
agalnst the sarcastic, irritating. con-
temptuous (and contemptible) sort of
teas!ng which harrows up a girl's soul.
It it Is required of a good woman that
the “law of kindners should be in “.er
tongue,” why should ft not be demanded
also of the boy and of the man le is to
be ? There i3 plenty of room for sharp-
ening of wits In allowable raillery and
pleasantry that has no sting In it.

One of the tenderest titles glven our
Lord is that of *“ The Elder Brother,” and
to many a favoured girl this has a deep
and sweet significance.  Well may any
hoy seek a kind brotherliness like the
Master's, which will make him a tower
of strength to wenker ones, and the good
comrade and helper of all.—Interior.

A company of men were in the Arctic
regions at Christmas time, and they
could not help thinking of their famiiies
at home, and longing to be with them.
But they knew it would not do to be
homesick, for it would unfit them for
their work, so they chose the best pos-
sible cure for it—they made other peéo-
ple happy. The little Eskimo children

around them had neiver even heard of a-

Chiristmas tree, and the men of the ship’s
company went to work to make one.
“Make one'? Why, trees grow !” Cer-

.tainly, but they do not grow in the

Arctic’lands, for these explorers were far
north of the tree line. But they took
bones of the whale, walrus, and other
anfmals, and tied them together so a. to
make a trunk with branches. That was
the tree. A Christmas without cindy
would seem strange to you, bui instead
of candy they made Dballs of whale fat,
* or blubber, of which. the Eskimo children
arc as fond as you are of chocolate drops
or peanut brittle, They hung these on
the tree, and prepared some little pre-
sents of buttons and beads, and that was
all, PBut it was enough for a delightful
time for the little Eskimos, and their
pleasure made the men so happy that

thoy forgot their loneliness and home- |

. sickness—Christian Herald.

SLANG FROM THE DAYS OF OLD
ROME.

Miss E. F. Andrews writes an article
on ‘“Some Vagabond Words,” for St.
Nicholas. Miss Andrews says :

* Passing through a vacant lot the
other day, where some boys were hav-
ing a game of tall, I heard one of .them
who had got & rap on the knuckles-from

a ‘foul, exclaim, ‘Jiminy, that hurts!
and then, after rubbing his fingers- a
moment, he went back to his place on
the ficld, little dreaming that he had
Just uttered a solemn Invocation to. the

old Roman demigods Castor and Pollux. |
For our vulgar ‘jlmlny' fs but a cor-.

ruption. of the Latin ‘gemini,' twins, a

name applied to Castor and Pollux. the-

twin sons of Jupiter and Leda. These
hero gods were the patrons of games
and festivals. of all kinds, and the es-
pecial friends of travellerS' hence. when
an old Roman exclaimed, ‘O Gemini-¥ it
was a devout-appeal to the.gods for help |
or protection, very much the same as
when a knight of old called on his
patron saint.

Sir Walter Raleigh, 2 man of courage
and honour, was once.insulted by a hot-
headed youth, who challenged him, and,
on his refusal, spat upon him fn public.
The knight, taking out his hundkerchief,
made this reply : * Young man, if I could
as easily wipe your blood from my con-
sclence as I can this injury from my
face, I would this moment take away
your life.”” The youth was so struck
with a strong sense of his misbehaviour,

that he fell'upon his korees, .and begged.

forgiveness.

To be cheerful in the- face of misfor:
tune ‘is to show the highest :type of
courage. ‘The Christian. may rest as-
sured that-he will'be able.to ‘do this, for

the. promises..of heaven .are- pledged. to.

practice upon your sisters-in the school: i ‘him In hils-day ol need.

WHERE 18 MY BOY?

There are heart-songs so intensely and
universally human and true that they
will always have their occaslon and thelr
sympathetic minla\ry. Ono of these is
the well-known hynmn, ** Where Is my
wandering boy to-night *  The follow-
Ing 18 condensed from a chapter of
autoblography in The Unfon Gospel

eWSB :

A young clivil cngineer of \Westorn
Kentucky, who assisted his father in his
business of railroad prospecting and sur-
voying, had contracted intemperate
habits. His work from place. to place
threw him into the soclety of loose men,
much moro than his father seomed to be
aware of, and being a generous, convivial
fellow, he paid for his popularity by
copying thelr Indulgences.

His dangerous appetite and his oc-
casfonal flts of disslpation were so
shrewdly concealed that his parents were
kept o tgnorance of them for two yeurs
—until he was twenty years old. They
were worthy people and constant church-
goers, the father belng choir-leader and
the mother a flne soprano singer.

Once, while the young man was em-
ployed on a section of road forty mlles
from home, it became necessary to ‘“lle
over” from Thursday noon till Monday.
Hlg father would be detained till Satur-
day, reaching home in time for the
choir-rehearsal, but the son returned at
once and went to a liquor-saloon to com-
mence a three days’ * spree.”

The saloon-keeper understood his cage
too well and kept him hjdden in his own
apartments. ‘When his father returned,
expecting to find the boy at home, a sur-
prise awaited him. Trouble began when
the question, ‘‘Where's Harry 2 in-
formed the startled mother that he wus
missing.

For the Sunday evening service she was
to sing a solo, and by special request—
because she sang it so well—her selec-
tion twas.to be the hymn : “ Where is my
wandering boy ?”

It seemed to her impossible to perform
‘her promise under the circumstances;

"and when, on Sunday morning, a police-
‘man found Harry. the certainty was no
‘more comfcrting than the suspense had

been; but she was advised that he would
be * all right to-morrow morning,” and
that she hnd better not see him until. he
‘“ sobered up

She contrn‘ ed her griet as well as she
could, took her part that day in the
choir as usual, and made no.change for
‘the evening.

Toward night Harry began to come to
himself. His father bad hired a man
to stay with him and see to his recovery,
and when he learned that his mather had
been told of his plight the information
cut him to the heart and lielped to sober
him,

When the bells rang he announced his
determination to go to church.. He know
-nothing of the evening programme. He
was still in his working clothes, but no

" reasoning could diesuade him, and his
-attendant, after making him as- present-

-able as possible, went with him to the

s service.

Entering early by a side door, they

: found seats in a secluded corner, but not

.{ar from the puipit and the orgau. The
' house filled, and after the usual succer-
slon of prayer, anthem and sermon the:
‘time for the solo came. It was probably
the first time in that church that a .
mother had ever sung out of her own
soul's distress :

.+ Oh, where 8 my wand1ing boy to-night,
The <hild of my love and care 7"

! “What faith sustained her, when every
“word must have been a cruel stab ? The
.great audfence caught the feeling of the
.song, but there was one heart as near to

‘breaklng as her own. That he was
present she had no knowledge.” She had
.8ung the last stanza,

“Go for my wandering .boy to-night,
Go search for him where you will;
But bring him to me with'all his bl]ght,
And tell him I love him still.”
“ Oh, where is my wandering boy ?”*

when a young man in a woollen shirt and
corduroy trousers .and -jacket made his
way to the choir stairs with. ontstretched.
arms, ‘and, $obbing like a child, ex-
claimed :

“Here 1 am, mother !”

The mother hastened down the steps
and’ félded him'In her arms. The- as-
‘tonished organist, -quick to take in .the
meaning of the-scene,: -pulled out all his
stops -avd .played *Old Hundred—
“ Praige- God from whom .all blessings
flow.” The congregation, with their
-hundreds of voices. joined in -the great
doxology, while the fathor, the pastor
and the triénds of the: returned- prodigal
stobd by him with moiSt eyes and wel-
coming hands.

The wayward boy ended':his: wander-
dngs then:and:there. That moment. was'
:a consecration -and the: beginning. of &

Ife ot so‘\rlety and Chrls‘.la.n :anemlness.
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Ths 8aloon Must Go!
BY MRB, N. C. ALGER.

From “ How to Fight the Drink !"
Aa Evenings Entertalnment by Miss L.
Penny.

T here is a king. a wicked king,
Who cumes this fair land.

H o spreads disease and death abroad,
And rules with impious hand.

E ven the smallest boys and glrls
Caunot escape his power;

Satan and all his hosts seem pledged
To help him overy hour.

A king who tortures boys and girls,
T'akes from them all they love,

L eaves them in poverty and vice,
Robs them of homes above.

O h, such a kipg, who ruins souls
By thousands every year,

0 ught to be burled down so deep
He nover could appear.

N ow this, we know, can never be,
Unless the people rise,

Strong in the strength which God will

glve,

And fight him till he dies.

M others and fathers—children, too—
Must join ¢his holy war,

Urgent the need—'tis land, and home,
And heaven we're fighting for.

Saloons are places where King Rum
Makes slaves of young and old,

‘I hen, when they've all their money syent,
They’re turned out in the cold,

G ood people, help us fight this curse,
Its deadly work you know; ’

O h, say, * No matter what it costs,
The vile saloon must go !"

WHAT SAVED HIM,
BY HELEN SOMERVILLE,

Lucy Fairbanks was going home from
school one afternoon, when she heard
the volces of two cf her school-mates,
who were standing inside the fence that
surrounded the home of Dr. Mills. Lucy
could not help but hear what they sald,
;{s they were speaking in quite a high
ey,

*“ Oh, Mamie! Did you see bir. Fair-
banks going past a few minutes ago ?”
That was Laura Mills' voice

“ 1 should think I d@id ! replled Mamie
Lord, empbatically. *Isn’t it just awful,
Laura, the way he drinks 2"

**Yes, indeed’! My papa says if he
keeps on, he'll become—a—sot !"

‘“Oh, Laura, -what's that ?” asked
Mamie in horrified accents.

“0Oh, it's when a man drinks and
drinks, till at last he becomes a sot !
safd Laura, impressively. ‘“My papa
ought to know, because he's a doctor. Y
don’t think 1 care to ‘sociate with Lucy
Falrbanks any more, do you ?"

*No, indeed,” sald Mamie, who gener-

ally agreed with her friend in everythlug..

Little Luey, with a heavy heart, hurried
home, fitled with wondering thoughts.
What did her papa drink to make it prob-

able that he would become that mys-.

teriously awfnl thing. asot? And why
should ‘these two girls, who-had always
been friendly before, make up their minds
not to-associate with her on account of
her papa’s tendency to become a sot ?
‘Why did her papa want to drink 2 Was
{t because ‘he was so very thirsty, and if
he was thirsty, what harm could there
be .in drinking ?

Lucy reached her home, a .neat-looking
white cottage in a small yard. Opening
the door she ran in, bursting into a storm
ot tears and. sobs. Her mother came
out of the bed-room, and in surprise jn-
-quired.the cause ot her tears.

Lucy tried to tell her, but the baby
awoke-and cried, and there was no op-
portunity just thea for the child to un-
burden her heart

*You may set the table for sunper,
Lucy,” gaid her mother, recking the baby
as she .spoke. 3
‘well and ‘has gone to bed.”

*“Is:panpe very sick, mammasa 2"’

“No, dear, he'll be all right in the
morning,” safd- Mrs. Fairbanks, who
Jooked sad .and troubled. They had sup-
per, and Lucy tried to-study her spelling
lesson for the next.day, but her heart was
S0 heavy that sha.could not fix her mind
on the werds. \When bed-time came. she

kissed her mother, and .going into her-

Htt'e-r-om knelt by the neat little béd
and prayeéd.

* Oh. Lord, bless papaand mamma and
babv, ard {f pipa gets thirsty again; keep
him from -drirking .so much. Make-me
A good girl, for Jesus’ sake, .amen.”
Then shé went to ‘bed, where she cried
herselt- to sleep. ‘ '

Afr. Fairbanks :appeared at the break--

Jast-table bis usual sell, gentle and tender
in his words to- his wife and child-~n.
Lucy watched.to sce 1f.he seemed thi. ‘¥,
hiut ‘be drank only one cup-of coffee as
usuall  After biewkfast ‘he weént away
to:business, and ‘Lucy- helped. her mother
with the work: tlll it was-time-to -goito
school. A

A4S the entered the-scliodl-Fard - she saw

“Your papa is not very-

L]

i Jaura Milla and Mamle Lord standing to-
! gethier, and with them Lulu Hannobn, who
was Lucy's special friend. * The two
Lu's” they wero often called. Lucy
smiled, and was about to speak when
Laura put her arm around Lulu and

, drew her away, while Mamie muttered

, something about  drunkard's children.”
i Lucy's eyes filled with tears, and she

She could not study, and falled both In

at recess. At noon she heard one of
the girls sny she was going to have a
party, but was not going to invite Lucy.
The little girl felt that she was ghunned

her.,
As it was Friday, Miss Lee, according
to her custom, read the schiolars a story.

father drank whiskey and abused his
family, till one night he turned poor lit-
tle Mary out of doors. Lucy listened to
the story with terrified Interest, her
cheeks scarlet with excitement, her eyes
open to their fullest extent. What It
her papa hecame like this unnatural
father of little Mary, aud should abuse
her mamma and baby and herself 2 The
idea took such complete possession of her
mind that she could think of nothing
else,

She felt afrald to speak of her fears
to her mother, and brooded over the
matter till the sight of her father threw
her into a state of nervous terror. She
could not eat nor sleep, and her mother
was very anxious about the child.

One evening Mr. Fairbanks came home
80 much the worse for lquor that he
foll over the threshold. When his wife
tried to help him he answered -her so
roughly that Lucy screamed aloud in
horror, and ran to her own room, where
she threw herself on the floor. moaning
and sobbing in her agony. Therc her
mother found her. and puat her to bed,
whero she tossed all night, muttering
and crying in her sleep.  In the morning

.she was in a raging fever, and Dr. Mills
was sent for.

Even in her delirium Lucy recognjzed
him as Laura's father, and she began to
repeat Laura’s name and to grow more
and more excited.

The sight of her father threw her into
paroxysms of fear, and she raved about
his “ drinking so much, and pleaded with
bim so excitedly “mot to turn her out
of dcors,” that the unhappy man, who
dearly loved his child, was obliged to
keep out of her sight.

schoolmates not to treat lier so cruelly.
-and she mentioned Laura's name 50 often
that the doctor svusnected something.
Golng home, he called hisg little daughter
and safd :°

*Laura, how have. you been treating
that little Fairbanks. girl 2

Laura.looked startled,-and stammered :
1 don’t know, papa. Why ?"
_ “Tell me the truth,” he sald sternly.
and as she began confusedly to tell some-
thing of the facts of the case, he said,
“1see. Well, my child, you have treated
her most cruelly. That little. girl, ner-

is lying at death’s door, and it is ex-
tremely doubtful if she gets well.”

Laura was shocked. * Oh. pava, let
me go to Lucy, and tell her how sorry I
am. 1 didn’t mean anything.”

** No, the sight of you would. agitate
her the more, and hasten the énd. She
has brain fever. You can do nothing
now. -Let this be a lesson to you to be
careful how you treat others. You may
go.n

Laura crept away, too miserable to do
anything but cry. At last she kneit
down and prayed to God to forgive her,
and to make Lucy better. Then she
went to Mamie and Lulu and told them
how sorry she was for her naughty be-
haviour. .

There came a day when Lucy lay help-
less and exhausted on hesr little bed. Dr.
Mills sald, in answer to Mr. Fairbanks'
frantic question, ‘“To-day will decide.
There is a possibility of her recovery,
but you must be prepared for the worst.”
The miserable man left the house. and
was gone several hours. Dauring. that
time he had asked God's .pardon for .his
past sins, and resolved to begin a-better
“life. It was ‘laie when he returned.
The bousez was- very qulet. The baby
was asleep, and his wite, tired-out, was
lyine on a couch. ]

. 1. Fairbanks crept into the sick-room.

.There Jay Lucy, perfectly auiet, -all the
fever gone from her face. Her eyes
were closed; the head, shorn.of the pretty:
hair, was motlonlegs on tbe pillow. So
she was gone:! With a cry. her father
-knelt by the bed, and . kisseld one of the
1ittle hands., ‘“ Dear papa'!” sald a weak
lv;ojce,, and 2 ‘faint smile parted Lucy's
‘Hps.

“My darling " murmured her father,
“the Lord has saved you. ‘Do.you love
Jme still,. Lucy 27 ’

hurrfed up the steps, and to her seat. .

arithmetic and spelling, and was kept In .

by all the world, and when she tried to .
eat her lunch, the food seemed to choke .

This time It was about a little girl whose *

Sometimes Lucy would be begging her |

‘vous.and delicate to a remarkable degree, ;

* 1 love papa,” she whispered,

. " Thank God for his goodness ! Lucy,
, he hns savad me from my silns, and I
) shall never drink anothier drop, God help-
| ing me The setting sun shono on
. Luey s happy face, and rested on a beau-
tiful £aster 14y sent in by Laura, Mamle
, and Lulu to thelir little triend. *Oh,
. Lord Jesus, 1 am zo glad ¥ sighed the
little girl.—Unlon Stgnal,

- ——

THE DEAD SEA OF AMERICA.
BY ELIZABETN UUMINGS,

Unlike the Dead Sea of Asin, which lles
in the deepest known depression of the
earth, over one thousand three hundred
feet bLelow the surface of the Mediter-
raancan, the Dead Sea of Amerlea sparkles
in a mountain valley, four thousand two
hundred and fifty feet above tho ocean
level. When man first belield it, its
shores in every d.rcction were desolate
stretches of what seemed o dazert. Now,
as one goes toward it from Salt Lake
City, he may sec on' one sldo of tho cars
a garden in which grow potatoes, corn,
beans, pumpklns, currantg, pears, appi2s,
plums,~—everything in fact, and oii the
other will b2 the barren plain not yet
under the hand of the cultivator, nor
frrigated with eweet water, Every year
the lines of plum-lke Lombardy poplars
go a little nearer to .  But it Is not
probable that they will ever be coaxed
to live near cnough to it to make one
vivid spot of green in the savage lovell-
ness of ity landscape,

When J first beheld the sea (for Salt
Lake {8 a sea In all its characteristics),
it was high noon, and under that radiant
sky it took on hues so resplondent that
only the words of St. John the divine,
describing his heavenly vision, would de-
geribe them :

‘““And I saw a se¢a of glass—mingled

with fire.,”
‘Straight ahead, at omne point, the
water line met the violet sky. To

the right and left were mountalnous
tslands, Antelope and Stansbury, glowing
in roseate hrown, pinks and purples. Be-
hind me rose the bare brown terraces of
the Oquirrh Mountains, To the east
were the luminous ranges of the Wah-
satch. To the west, ethereal as clouds,
were the Onaquis. Never before or since
have I seen a landscape of such noble
lines in such exquigite tints. Sometimes
1 have found the lake the greenest green,
1ilke an cmerald. Sometimes 1 have
found it blue as a sapphire. Sometimes
I have seen it palest green, while its
fslands seemed to float in the air. At
night I have seen it black with metalllc
lustres, or silvery under the moon. But
always it-was delicately transparent, yet
massive, as if it were some gem-like
substance molten.

Nothing lives in its waters save 8
minute shrimp. The fish swept into It
by its tributaries, the rivers Bear, Waber
and Jordan, and several lesser streams,
die quickly, and are once snapped up by
the great white gulls, ajways on the
watch for them. It has no outlet, .and
{s diminished only by evaporation. It
ts, too, subject to mysterious risings and
fallings. In spring its shores are bright
with flowers. Blue lupins, yellow rattle-
weed, and scarlet-painted cups look out
gaily from between the gay green of
the sage-brush, then in its fairest dress.
But as the season advances and the lake
{ grows warm enough for bathers, every-
| thing withers. The rains are few and
| far between. The vegetation of July
and August is but a faint dappiag ot
the alkaline coil with pale plnk«, yellows
and browns. But it supports insect life,
 for swallows circle above it
| lake shore are, at times myriads of
| gnats, food for the terns, which sit by
| the waves in rows, and calmly watch the
| visitors, as ¢ al.u the gulls, sure of
their own safety, since the law imnoses
a heavy fine for horming even one feather
of one pretty head.

A bath in this beautiful dead sea is 2
pleasure never to be forgotten. . You
may lle upon your back, your arms out-
spread, fn a foot of water or in fifteen.
The water sustains you like a warm, soft
bed. You cannot sink. Your only
diflicuity is to keep.your feet down. Yonu
have only to rermember that a drop of
that supersaturated, transparent brine in
the eyes, nose or ears Is extremely pain-
ful, and that to swallow even a small
quantity ls dangerous. You com out
in a delightful glow, and even after your
shower bath will find salt crystals on the
back of your head.and over your .ears.

Common salt i3 In the proportion of
one pound to every sevén pounds of
water, and lime carbonate, lime sulphate,
i Epsom salts, and lime chloride of mag-
. nesia, are-the solids present. The ocean

1 averazes ahout three per .cent salt, and.

. Salt Lake twenty-two per cent. Some
: one with a turn -for fizures has estimated
that there are 250,905,600,000 cublc feet-of
salt in-the Iake. At the present ‘market
value this would be worth.$105,183 296,000,

-~

About the-

a very tidy sum. Loaded in box cary,
ten tons to the car, you would have a
train loug enough to reach two hundied
timues around the earth. .
8alt lLake Is seventy five miles long.
by an average of thirty broad, and covara
an area of two thousand one hundred
square milea. Thausands of toas of aalt
are ovapornted from it every year, and
sevt to tho cattle ranches of tho West,
the mines of Stiverland, and to the ve-
finerics where 1t Is prepared for the table.
It scoms to mo the saltest salt 1 ever
tasted. A minec of wealth, it 1s also a
mine of health, for the winds that blaw
over it bear away with them vigourto all
the inhabitants of the valley. More than
all, 1t Is a spociacle of unique and A
Jesatic beauty, wmatchless, wounderful.

Legond of the Vino.
BY WARY LAMDERT.

Satan watched in jealous gleo

\While Noah planted the grapo vine tree.

Stealing .out when ali was done,

He cried—" Sweet plant, thou art scarce
begun;

Of ovil things thou ahalt have no scant,

My own, my charming plant !

Mine thou art, and miue shall be,

And T will carefully nurture-thee !

Through a llon, hog and sheep.

Ho plunged a dagger both swift and deep;
Drawing forth tho steaming blood,

He bathed the vine {n thelr gery flood.
Each attribute to the llying boast
Within the plant increased.

Christened by this motley thde,

A mongre! crew {n {ts vefns ablde.

Hidden ‘neath a verduresd crest,

Its beastly baptism ia mantfest,

Traces of this foster draught,
Impregnant with all the vices quafied.
Flash out'in glints from the ripeaed plant
Like evll rays askant.

Discord floats from out the truit,

Like volces hoarse from n strident flute.

He who drinka the garnered wine,

Imbibes these traits from the deluged
vine,

Drinking light, with gentle thirst,

Awakes the frlendllest nature first,

That babbles forth in a bleating psalm—

Just like a tethered lamb. .

Deeper draughts the tratis wiit bring

That lr:;ako him growl llke the forest

ng.

Deeper still, will bring him down

Below the jest of the vilest clown.

Quenchless flames of thirsting fires

Consumed his sout with their buse de-
sires,

He wallows round in the sweeping bog—

A wocful, flithy hog.

Reason {lles before the vine,

Whose tendrlls drip with the blood of
swine !

Charming plant of nectared firé:

A noble sprout of ignoble sire,

Paying him most royally

For all tho care he bestowed on thee.

Ev{l dreams that Satah weaves

Deceltful lurk in thy trellised leaves;

Luring by their vivid tone,

Through meshy snares that are cll his
own.

A woman at the Presbyterian hospltal
at Canton, hearing of Christ, loving him,
asked, “ How long can I live if [ remain

tin the hospital 2 **Four monthe.”
“ And how long if I go home ? ** Two
months;' replled the doctor. “1 am

going home,” she sald. * But,” urged
the doctor, “you will lose halt your
Hfe.” “Do you not think I would hn
giad to give half my life for the eake
of telling fay people of Jesus ?° And
she went home—C. E. World.

Mr. Charles E. Tripler. of New York,
The Sclentlfic American says, has accom-
plished the economical liquefaction of
air i{n large quantities. He recenliy
sent two and a half gallonz of liquld alr
to Professor Barker, of the Unlversity
of Penusylvania, The latter found that
a plece of tin thrust into thu intensely
cold liquid—311.8 degrees below 2éro,
Fahrenheit—became as brittle as glass,
but that copper and platinum were not
thus affecfed.  This sugzests the pro-
per metals from which vesaels intended
to contain llquid .air should be made.
The vitrogen of the air liquefles at a
temperature several degrees bhelow the
‘point at wxhich oxygen becomes liquid:
conscqurntly when liquid alr is allowed
to evaporate in an open disb the nitrngen

vaporizes first, and what ramaing s m-stly

Hquid oxygen, which posserses a char-
acteristic dblue colour. .In Mr Tripler's
apparatus ¢he atr, after passing through
three colls, each colder than the preced-

_ing, finally flows from thc end of ths

-1ast coll In a liguid stream. '
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Stop and Think.
BY B. E. RRIFOND.

My boy, whea they ask j;ou to drink,
8top and think,

Just think of the danger ahead;

Ot the heerts that in sorrow havo bled

O’er hopes tuat were drowned in the bowl

Filed with deoth for the body and soul.

When you hear a mun asking for drink,
Stop and think,

The draught that ho drinks will deatroy

Higi hopes and wmbitlons, my boy;

And the man vho a leader might be,

1s a slave that no ruan’s hand can freo.

O this terrible demon of drink !

8top and think
Of the graves whore its victims are Iald,
Of the ruin and woe it Lhas made,
Ot the wives and the mothers who pray
For the curse .to bo taken away.

Yos, when you are tempted to drink,
8top and think

Ot the dangor that lurks in the bowl,

Of the death that {t brings to the soul,

The hurvest of sin and of woe, ,

And spurn back tho tempter with “ No I’

THESE D0GS TALKED.

I met Blizabeth going to school this
morning. She was golng along so
gedately I looked twice to be sure it was
my lttle neighbour.

Usually Ellzabeth goes on the tips of
fior toes. Her halr floats back in a
tangled fluff of curls, and altegether she
{mpresses you as a whirlwind out on a

frolic.

‘*Good morning, Eligabeth,” I sald.
““Is your foot lame ?"

**Why, no” she answered, hopping

first on one foot, and thon on the other,
to be sure they were both in good work-
ing order. “ My feot's all right.”

*Then what made you go so slow ?”

“T was thinking of something, Miss
Kate. Do you think dogs can talk ?
It does make me so sorry to think they
~an’t. Joe says dogs are stupid not to

talk, but Dandy isn’t stupid, and I'm so
bothered.” And the blue eyes looked
at me so wistfully 1 wanted to kiss her

“1 wouldn't worry over that.” T said
* Of course dogs ran talk It's we who
are so stupld we don't understand them
that's all. They understand one an-
other, but as we don’t know their lan-
guage, of course we can't tell what they
say.”

“Do you really think so? Did you
ever gee a dog talk to anothker one *"

* Often.”

“When ? Oh, I wish I could.”

“You can it you keep your eyes open.
T saw two dogs have a conversation on
Flfth Avenue the other day that inter-
ested me very much.*

“Oh, Miss Kate, won't you tell me
about it > We can walk real slow, and
I have plenty of time. 1 started to
school early so I could have a game of
tag, but I'd ever so much rather hear
about the doggles.”

“Very well,”” I sald, walking along
beslde hei, and glad of a chance to get
her little fingers twined round mine.
Elizabeth has beautiful hands. I don't
mean they are soft and white and
daintily shaped. I imagine they are
very brown and fat and dimpled, but
they are the kind of hands that give you
loving squeezes, and are always ready to
do things for you, and that makes them
seem very beautiful to every one who
loves her.

“Let’s sece,” T said, ““the first dog I
saw was on the corner of Fifth Avenue.
He was a dreadfunlly forlorn little dog,
dirty and ragged and thin and pale.
You've scen dogs llke that, haven't you 7

*Oh, ye3,” answered Elizabeth. *“JI‘ve
often seen ragged, pale-looking doggies.”

“That was the kind this was, and le
wanted to cross Fifth Avenue very much,
but the etreet-cars were crossing, and
waggons, horses aud carrlages and peo-
ple, and every time he tried, he grew
frightencd and rap back.”

*Why didn't you take him over, Miss
Kate ?” asked Elizabeth.

"7 did try, but he did not know me,
:l:ld was afraid to follow when 1 called
uim.”

* Poor little doggle !

* That's what I said: but a friend was
coming. A great splendid Newfound-
iand dog canie along. his black coat shin-
ing ltke silk, his gold collar glttering
in the sunshine, and such an alr of cle-
sance about him that every one looked
at him admiringly as he stopped a meo-
ment on the crossing.

Just as he was about to go over, a
low whimper greeted him, and. turning,
he Jooked at the forlorn little doggle.
I don't know what he sald Y only saw
him bend his splendid head and seem
to whisper to the little fellow. You
should have sgeen it brighten up. 1ts

tall Jost ‘Its pititul droop and waved

proudly, and it cuddled up close to its
big triend in such a glad, happy fashlon
it was a pleasure to see it, and then
they started over together. The big
dog looked carefully arpund, walited for
a car fo pise, ran under a waggon,
around a carriage, dodged a bicyele, and
then the two were safe on the other
6lde. They touched noges pnlitely, just
as gentlemen would shake hands, and
then parted, while I stowed the story of
them away to tell my little Elizabeth
when I would sce her.”

“ Oh, Miss Kate, I'm so glad you told
me,” she crled, glving my hand a good
bye squeeze. " Now I'll nlways know
dogs do really talk and aren't a bit
stupld, but just as kind and polite and
ag considerate—"

** As all well-bred folks should be,” I
laughed. * Remember, Elizabeth, I told
you the Newfoundland dog was a splen-
did fellow. I doubt if a tramp dog
would bave been so polite.”

READING THE BOOK OPF THE TAW.

LESSON NOTES.

FOURTH QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THB HISTORY OP JUDAH.

LESSON X.—DECEMBER 4.
THE BOOK OF THE LAW FOUND.
2 Kings 22, 8-20. Memory verse, 19.

GOLDEN TEXT.

Blessed are they that keep his testi-
monies. and that seek him with the
whole heart.—Psalm 119. 2.

OUTLINE.

1. The Book of the Law, v. 8-11.

2. Inquiring of God, v. 12-14.

3. God’s Auswer, v, 15-20.

Time.—About 622 B.C.

Place..—Jerusalem, the capital of the
kingdom of Judah.

HOME READINGS.

M. A good king.—2 Kings 22, 1-7.

"Tu. The Look of the law found.—2 Kings

22. 8.20.
Effect of the book.—2 Kings 22 1.8,
Putting away evil.—2 Xings 23. 15-25.
The law in the heart.—Deut. 6. 1-13,
Hear, lcarn, and fear.—Deut. 3L 7-13.
The perfect law.—Psalm 19. 7-14.
QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.
1 The Book of the Law, v. §-11.
What Ja the Golden Text »

W.
Th.
R
S.
Su.

|
{

B

< A//' .

What were Hilklah and Shaphan do-

fng ?

How had the temple sunk into decay ?

What king showed a holy zeal in re-
pairing it ?

What did Hilkiah say to Shaphan ?

\What hook was this ?

What did Shaphan say to the king
about the moncy ?

What did he show the king ?

What clse dld he do ?

When the king heard the words of the
book of the law what did he do ?
2. Inquiring of God, v. 12-14,

What did the king command hig four
servants mentioned in verse 12 ?

What reason did he givoe ?

To whom did they go ?

Whose wife was Huldah ?

Are there any other prophetesses men-
tioned :n the Blble ?
God's Answer, v. 16-20.
What did God say about his written
word ?

.

Why did he say he would bring evil
upon Jerusalem ?

What had he observed in the behaviour
of the king of Judah ?

What message did he promise him ?

How did Josiah die ?

Did this break God's promise ?

What did the messengers of Jostah do ?

PRACTICAL TEACHINGS.

Where in this-lessen are we shown—
1. God’'s word studied curlously ?
2. God's word studled pénitently ?
3. God's word heard with comfort ?

CONVERSION OF ST. AUGUSTINE.

I cast myself down, I know not how,
under a certain fig tree, giving full vent
to my tears. .« So I was speaking
and weeping in the most bitter cortri-
tion of my heart, when, lo ! I heard trom
a neighbouring house, a volce, as of a
boy or girl, I knew not, chanting and oft
repeating.: *“ Take up and-read; take up
and read.” . . . I arose, interpreting
it to be no other than a command.from
God to open the Book-and read.the firs;
chapter I should find. . . I seized,
opened and in silence read that section,

on which my eyes first -fell—Rom. ‘13. |.

13-14: “Put ye on the ‘Lord Jesus
Christ.”
needed I, for instantiy at the énd of-this
sentence, by a I'ght as ft'were of serenfty’

infused into'my heart, all the darkness of |-

-New Testament Stories Ilustrated.
By E A

| The Cruise of the Albatross. A

No further would I read; nor |

Tho Coming of His Feet.

In the crimson of the morning, in the
whiteness of the noon,
In the amber glory of the day's retreat,
In the midnight, robed in darkness, or
the gleaming of the moon,
1 listen for the combng of his feet.

I havo heard his weary {cotstops on the
sands of Galllee,
On the temple's marble pavemont, on
the street,
Worn with welght of sorrow, taltering
up the slopes of Calvary,
The sorrow of the coming of his feev

Down the minster-aisles of splendour,
from betwixt the cherubim,
Through the wondering throng, with
motion strong and fleet,
Bounds hlg vlctor tread, approachtng with
-a~-musiec far_and dim~—
The music of the coming of his feot.

Sandaled not with shoon of stiver, girdied
not with woven gold, -
Welghted not with shimmering gems
and odours sweet;
But white-winged and shod with glory
in the Taborlight of old—
The glory of the coming of his feet.

He I8 coming, O my spirit ! with his ever-
lasting peace,
With his blessedness immortal and
complete,
He I8 coming, O my spirit ! and his com-
ing brings releass,
I listen for the coming of his feet.
—Independent.
A delegate to a young. people'’s conven-
tion being asked what his necupation
was, said, “I am a cheer-up-odigt
Not a bad business for the rest of us.

Fathersand Mothers

Have you watched thoe faces of the children-at
Christmas, as you handed them a bright new
book* If go, why not seo that face bri?vhu:ncxl
oftener by an occasional presentation of one of
the many beautiful volumes that are now being
issued. Do not wait until the child has a 1ik
mg for jeruicious literature; cotnmenco with
good picturc-books, read them the stories, and
as they grow up thcy will appreciato-and
thank you for your efforts.  Peruss carefully
the subjcined list.

acdonald
Uncle Remus; or, Brer Fox and
Brer Rabbit. By Jocl Chandler
Horris. Illustrated. Cloth....
Bony and Ban, The Story of a Print-
ing Adventure. By M. H, Cather-
wood,  Cloth..................
Labour of Love. A Story for Boys.
By Julin Magruder. Cloth......
A District Messenger Boy. By James
Otis. Illastrated. Cloth.".......
Allan the Hunter. A Tals of Threo
© Lions. By H. Rider Haggard.
IHustrated. Cloth.............

Story of the Pacitic. By Grant
Allen. Cloth..........0....... 50

The Eogene Field Book. Verses,
Storics and Letters: for School.
Reading. Kdited by 3ary E.
Burt and Mary B.- Cable. Cloth,

.............................

net )
"Childhond’s Songs of Long Ago. By

Isaac Watts, D.D. ~With Pic~
turings by Blanchie McManus.
Quarto. Cloth............. iee 195

Bible 8tories. By Lawrie Loving,
Fully illustrated.  Board covers.
Ohild Stories and Rhymes. -For the
Little Pcople of Nursery and
Kindergarten. By Emile Pouilsson.
Miustrated by L. F."Bridgman.
Qunma ,SCloth..t...,.ﬁ:,.ﬂi.ti.
Rhymes and: Songs for g e
Ones. By A, C. Hiny'gsq ‘and’
Esther J: Ritskay.  Illustrations
by George W. Picknell.  Quatto.
Cloth . ;

e Pleasant Land of Play. By S,
Th J. Rrigham.” Illustrated by h{ary
. A. Lathbury.” Cloth........."
Little Mr. Van Vere of China. By
. Harriet A. Cheever.  IHustrated

i Cradle, Starlesy - By ek
ot an e- ries,. 8.
¢ ‘Catharine “Parr: Traill. )}’Aitcd

Mary Agues FitzGibboa. Ilus.

2D Shots from Bey Lifo. 57 ¥
Spap Shots from Boy Life. . 3
' mp'c.- T. O’Hara. _Ianstrabcd. Cloth.

e
. 0 . m cuvre.
A ‘Auth%rdi“?rb{ab]q ons.”’ Cloth;

) 7% c(iit:. SC lote, illust;&t_&d. ceve
Little ¥olks'.-Speaker., Recitations, _
t Selected for Littlo Girls and Boys.

Iastrated. o eaiieenimeconaia.

i

195

12

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
. Toromte: - .
C. W. COATES, Moxrruar,. .

doibt vanished away.—St. Augustine’s
Contessions, n )
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