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THANKSGIVING HYMN. 
Bv MBS. J. E. AKESS. 

Ob give thanks for the sumiher and winter, 
Give thanks for the sunshine and rain, 

For the flowers, the fruits and the grasses, 
And the bountiful harvests of grain : 

For the winds that sweep over our prairies, 
Distributing vigor and health, 

Oh give thanks to our Heavenly Father 
For Nature's abundance of wealth. 

Oh give thanks for loved friends and relations 
For sweet converse with those that are dear: 

Give thanks for our country's salvation, 
From famine and war the past year ; 

That while kingdoms and empires have fallen 
Our government firmly has stood 

Oh give thanks to our Heavenly Father 
For all this abundance of good. 

Oh give thanks for each lawful ambition, 
That gives a new impulse to do, 

Give thanks for each fond hope's fruition 
And for all God's goodness to you; 

Ne'er forgetting whence cometh the power 
That all of these blessings secures ; 

Oh give thanks to our Heavenly Father 
Whose mercy forever endures. 

How Shall We Make The World Better? 

From the Dispatch. 

We are continually bemoaning the 
state and condition of things in this 
world, berating this and finding fault 
with that, heaping up sins of commis
sion and omission against our neighbors 
and one another, till everything seems 
upside down and the whole fabric of 
society not worth saving. But if we 
should stop and consider that it is we 
ourselves and those akin to us who have 
helped to bring about this very state 
and condition so shocking to contemp
late, would we not be more sensible 
and in a better mood to correct and im
prove what we now censure. In order 
to help others we must help ourselves, 
firstly. We cannot make the world 
any better by preaching without prac
tising. Good precepts are well but 
good examples are a thousand fold bet
ter ; and here is where the great trouble 
lies. There is too much crying out 
against our neighbors and too little self 
accusation—too much pulling at the 
motes in our brother's eye and too little 
thonght of beams in our own; too 
much holding the glass to others, 
which should reflect but ourselves. 
'When shall we learn these truths, and 
with face turned to God, contrite, 
meek and bumble in spirit, seek His 
grace and walk in wisdom ? Only in 
this way can order and harmony come, 
and that quiet, inward peace for which 
the world is longing. How soon we 
might rejoice with a joy unspeakable 
and full of glory if each one in all god
liness and honesty would do their duty 
and strive to spread abroad love and 
good will to each other, working and 
praying for the incoming time " when 
all shall see eye to eye." Let us then 
begin at ourselves to make the world 
better. Let our example be right in 
the sight of all—our lives psalms to 
those with whom we are, and living in
spiration to our neighbors abroad. Let 
our every day acts, the smallest and 
slightest, be fragrant as blossoms with 
goodness, love and mercy. Then peace 
and harmony and unity will twine 
around us like the green leaves of the 
ivy. and there will be no one left to 
find fault, or " cry peace where there 
is no peace," for salvation will 
come to the world. M. A. M 

Marriage. 

ty unlike himself, and she will be a no
bler woman for having manhood beside 
her that seeks to correct her deficiencies 
and supply her with what she lacks, if 
the diversity be not too great, and there 
be real piety and love in their hearts to 
begin with. The old bridegroom, hav
ing a much shorter journey to make, 
must associate himself with one like him
self. A perfect and complete marriage, 
is perhaps, as rare as perfect personal 
beauty. Men and women are married 
fractionally, now a small fraction, then 
a large fraction. Very few are married 
totally, and they only, I think, after 
some 40 or 50 years of gradual approach 
and experiment. Such a large and 
sweet fruit is a complete marriage, and 
it needs a very long Summer to ripen 
in, and then a long Winter to mellow 
and season in. But a real, happy mar
riage of love and judgment, between a 
noble man and a woman, is one of the 
things so very handsome that if the sun 
were, as the Greek poets fabled, a god, 
he might stop the world in order to 
feast his eyes with such a spectacle. 

THEODORE PARKER. 

A TEMPERANCE SPEECH.—" I have 
been thinking, since I came into the 
meeting to-night, about the losses I've 
met with since I signed the total absti
nence pledge. I tell you. there isn't a 
man in the society has lost more by 
stopping drink than what I have. Wait 
a bit till I tell you what I mean. There 
was a nice job of work to be done in the 
shop to-day, and the boss called for me. 
; Give it to Law/ says he. « He's the 
best hand in the shop/ Well I told my 
wife at supper time; and says she, 
' Why, Laurie, he used to call you the 
worst. You've lost your bad name, 
haven't you?' 'That's a fact, wife,' 
says I. And it ain't all I've lost in the 
last sixteen months, either. I had pov
erty and wretchedness, and I've lost 
them. I had an old ragged coat, and 
a shockin' bad hat, and some waterproof 
boots that let the wet out at the toe as 
fast as they took it in at the heel. I've 
lost them. I had a red face and a trem
bling hand, and a pair of shaky legs, 
that «rave me an awkward tumble now 
and then. I had a habit of cursing and 
swearing; and I've got rid of that. I 
had an aching head sometimes, and a 
heavy heart, and, worse than all the 
rest, a guilty conscience. Thank God ! 
I've lost them all! Then I told my 
wife what she had lost. ' You had an 
old ragged gown, Mary,'says I. 'And 
you had trouble, and sorrow, and a poor 
wretched home, and plenty of heart
aches, for you had a miserable drunkard 
for a husband. Mary! Mary! thank 
the Lord for all you and I have lost 
since I signed the Good Samaritan 
pledge !' "—Independent. 

Men and woman, and especially 
young people, do not know that it takes 
years to marry completely, two hearts, 
even of the most loving well-sorted! 
But nature allows no sudden change. 
We slope very gradually from the era-
die to the summit of life. Marriage is 
gradual, a fraction of us at a time. A 
happy wedlock is a long falling in love. 
I know young persons think love only 
belongs to brown hair, and plump, 
round, crimson cheeks. So it does for 
its beginning, just as Mt. Washington 
begins at Boston Bay. But the golden 
marriage is a part of love which the 
bridal day knows nothing of. Youth is 
the tassel and silken flower of love j age 
is the full corn, ripe, and solid in the 
ear. Beautiful is the morning of love 
with its prophetic crimson, violet, pur
ple, and gold, with its hopes of days 
that are to come Beautiful also is the 
evening of love, with its glad remem
brances, and its rainbow side turned to
ward heaven as well as earth. Young 
people marry their opposites in temper 
and general character, and such a mar
riage is commonly a good match. They 
do it instinctively. The young man 
does not say " My black eyes requires to 
be wed with blue, and my over-vehe
mence requires to be a little modified 
with somewhat of dulness and reserve." 
When these opposites come together to 
be wed they do not know it, but each 
thinks the other just like himself. Old 
people never marry their opposites; 
they marry their similars, and from 
calculation. Each of these two arrange
ments is very proper. In their long 
journey these young opposites will fall 
out by the way a great many times, and 
both get away from the road; but each 
will charm the other back again, and 
by-and-by they will be agreed as to the 
place they will go to, and the road they 
will go by, and become reconcsled. 
The man will be nobler and larger for 
being associated with so much humani-

THE LUCIFER MATCH.—The inven
tion of our present lucifer match was 
great because it was so small, and it now 
turns out that the production of this 
most useful, but at the same time most 
dangerous firework, was due to a hap
py thought which flashed through the 
brain of Mr. Isaac Holden, who so 
terms the idea in his evidence before 
the patent committee. Mr. Holden had 
to rise at 4 in the morning to pursue 
his studies in chemistry, and experi
enced the gravest inconvenience from 
his tedious efforts to obtain a light from 
flint and steel. He was giving lectures 
at this time to a very large academy. 
He goes on to say: " Of course, I knew, 
as other chemists did, the explosive ma
terial that was necessary in order to 
produce instantaneous light; but it was 
very difficult to obtain a light on wood 
by that explosive material, and the idea 
occurred to me to put under the explo
sive mixture sulphur. I did that, and 
published it in my next lecture, and 
showed it. There was a young man in 
the room whose father was a chemist in 
London, and he immediately wrote to 
his father about it, and shortly after
ward lucifer matches were issued to the 
yror\d."~PaUMa!l Gazette. 
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<nm YOUNG PATEONS. 

WORK FOR WOMEN.—The United 
States census returns show that, in
dependent of women farmers, there are 
45 female stock herders, 5 barbers, 24 
dentists, 2 hostlers, 3 professional hun
ters and trappers, five iawyers, 525 
physicians and surgeons, 97 clergy-
woman, 7 sex ons, 10 canal woman, 195 
dray women, 1 pilot, 4 gas stokers, 33 
gunsmiths, 7 gunpowder makers, 16 
shipriggers, with large number of arti-
zans, machanics. inventors, telegraph 
operators, teachers of navigation and so 
forth. In view of these facts, who 
may say what women may not do, if it 
be all proper to be done ? There are 
no sexes in heaven. 

THE LITTLE BOY THAT DIED. 

The late Dr. Chalmers is said to have 
been the author of the following beautiful 
lines, written on the occasion of the death 
of a young son whom he greatly loved. 

I am all alane in my chamber now, 
And the midnight hour is near, 

And the fagot's crack, and the clock's dull tick, 
Are the only sounds I hear; 

And over my soul in its solitude, 
Sweet feelings of sadness glide ; 

For my heart and my eyes are full when I think 
Of the little boy that died. 

I went one night to my father's house, 
Went home to the dear ones a l l ; 

And softly I opened tfie garden gate, 
And softly the door of the hall. 

My mother came out to meet her son, 
She kissed me and then she sighed ; 

And her head fell on my neck and she wept 
For the little boy that died. 

I shall miss him when the flowers come 
In the garden where he played ; 

I shall miss him more by the fireside. 
When the flowers are all decayed; 

I shall see his toys and his empty chair, 
And the horse he used to ride. 

And they will speak with a silent speech, 
Of the little boy that died. 

We shall go home to our Father's house— 
To our Father's house in the skies, 

Where the hope of souls shall have no blight, 
Our love no broken ties ; 

We shall roam on the banks of the river of peace, 
And bathe in its blissful tide ; 

And one of the joys of life shall be 
The little boy that died. 

Anecdote of an Elephant. 

The Leisure Hon); an English mag
azine, tells this touching story, as related 
by Maj. Brown, of the Fortieth regi
ment : During the seige of Pondicherry, 
in the East Indies, by the British army, 
when M. Lally was governor there, there 
were in the French garrison several war 
elephants, all of which except one, died 
from the scarcity of provisions, and the 
survivor would have shared the fate of 
his companions but for his uncommon 
sagacity, which rendered him a favorite 
with every one, and the object of general 
admiration. This animal, in the absence 
of his keeper, was one day amusing him
self with his chain in an open part of the 
town, when a man who had committed a 
theft and was pursued by a great num
ber of people, despairing of all other 
means of safety, ran for protection under 
the elephant. Apparently delighted 
with the poor wretch's confidence, the 
creature instantly faced about and met 
the crowd, erected his trunk and threw 
his chain in the air, as is the manner of 
these animals when engaged with the 
enemy, and became so furious in the de
fense of the criminal that, notwithstand
ing all the gentle arts made use of by the 
surrounding multitude, neither they nor 
even his mahout or driver, to whom he 
was fondly attached, and who was sent 
for to manage him, could prevail with 
him to give up the malefactor. The con
test had continued for about three hours, 
when at length the Governor, hearing 
the strange account of it, came to the 
spot, and was so much pleased with the 
generous perseverance of the honest quad
ruped that he yielded to the elephant's 
interposition, and pardoned the criminal. 
The poor man, in an ecstacy of gratitude, 
testified his acknowledgments by kissing 
and embracing the proboscis of his kind 
benefactor, who w^s apparently so sensi
ble of what had nappened that, laying 
aside all his former violence, he became 
perfectly tame and gentle in an instant, 
and suffered his keeper to conduct him 
away without the smallest resistance. 

> 
Luther's Snow Storm. 

Most of my young readers probably 
do not know that Martin Luther, one 
of the greatest and best men that ever 
lived, was in his boyhood so poor that 
he went about the streets of the city 
singing songs for a little money to buy 
food to keep him from starving. But 
he was a faithful student, and deeply 
pious, and God raised up friends for 
him, and made him, at last, the great 
and useful man that he was. 

On a cold, dark night, when the 
wind wat blowing hard, Conrad, a wor
thy citizen of a little town in Germany, 
sat playing his flute, while Ursula, his 
wife, was preparing supper. They 
heard a sweet voice singing outside : 

Foxes to their holea have gone, 
Every bird into its nest; 

But I wander here alone, 
And for me there is no rest. 

Tears filled the good man's eyes, as 
he said, " What a pity it should be 
spoiled by being tried in such weather." 

" I think it is the voice of a child. 
Let us open the door and see," said his 
wife, who had lose a little boy not long 
before, and whose heart was opened to 
take pity on the little wanderer. 

Conrad opened the door, and saw a 
ragged child, who said : 

"Charity, good sir, for Christ's 
sake." 

"Come in, my little one." said he. 
" You shall rest with me for the night." 

The boy said, " Thank God !" and 
entered. The heat of the room made 
him faint, but Ursula's kind care soon 
restored him. They gave him some 
supper, and then he told them that he 
was the son of a poor miner, and wanted 
to be a priest. He wandered about 
and sang, and lived on the money peo
ple gave him. His kinds friends would 
not let him talk much, but sent him to 
bed. When he was asleep they looked 

termined to keep him, if he was willing. 
In the morning they found that he was 
only too glad to remain. 

They sent him to school, and after
ward he entered a monastery. There 
he found the Bible, which he read, and 
from which he learned the way of 
life. The sweet voice of the little sing
er became the strong echo of the good 
news, i ; Justified by faith, we have 
peace with God, through our Lord Jesus 
Christ." Conrad and Ursula, when 
they took that little street-singer into 
their house, little thought that they 
were nourishing the great champion of 
the Reformation. Tho poor child was 
Martin Luther ! « Be not forgetful to 
entertain strangers." The following is 
the whole of the song on which Luther 
sang the memorable night; 

Lord of heaven, lone and sad, 
I would lift my soul to thee ; 

Pilgrims in a foreign land. 
Gracious father, look on me; 

I shall neither faint nor die 
While I walk beneath thine eye. 

I will stay my faith on thee, 
And will never fear to tread 

Where the Savior-Master leads; 
He will give me daily bread. 

Christ was hungry, Christ was poor, 
He will feed me with his store. 

Foxes to their holes have gone, 
Every bird into its nest; 

But I wander here alone, 
And for me there is no rest; 

Yet I neither faint nor fear/ 
For the Savior-Christ is near. 

If I live He'll be near me ; 
If I die to him I go. 

He'll not leave me, I will trust him, 
And my heart no fear shall know. 

Sin and sorrow I defy, 
For on Jesus I rely. 

—Presbyterian. 

sciousness, and found that, feeling very 
ill, he had left his men, intending to 
return home, but weakness overpower
ing him, he had fallen by the way. Li
on's instinct (is it only instinct?) led 
him to me. Leaving the faithful fel
low to watch by his master, I followed 
the course pointed out by my husband, 
and soon heard the cheerful sound of 
the woodman's axes ringing through 
the forest, and coming to the* place 
where they were felling timber, took 
four of the men back with me. Con
triving a rude litter of wattle branches, 
we took my husband home, smitten down 
by that fearful scourge, the colonial fe
ver. 

J^LLSWORTH & KNAPP, 

DEALER IN 

DRY GOODS, 

GROCERIES, 

CLOTHING, NOTIONS, 

A WEDDED pair have been found in 
Georgia, of which it is said the husband 
has been married twenty years, and had 
never quarreled with his wife, and 
stranger still she had never quarreled 
with him. They have a family, too, 
which adds to the story, and yet neither 
teething children, cholera infantum, 
midnight walks with baby in arms, new 
dresses, cold breakfast, buttonless shirts, 
nor staying out at night, have raised a I ^ upon him, and were so pleased with 
ripple. his pleasant countenance that they de-

Faithfulness and Sagacity of a Dog. 

Noneofmy Australian pets, of which 
I had quite a menagerie, was more high
ly prized than Lion, a Scotch shep
herd's dog, or collie. 

He was given me when quite young, 
and my husband had taken no little 
pains to train him in all useful canine 
lore, as well as to perform many amus
ing tricks. He invariably attended us 
wherever Mr. Shephard and I went to
gether, even to the kirk, though at first 
the vergers demurred at lettiug him 
into the sacred building. His good be
havior, however, soon won for him the 
respect of all. Indeed, I often wonder
ed, as I observed his serious demeanor 
as he quietly sat during the whole ser
vice, and contrasted it with the sleepi
ness of some of the audience and the 
inattention of others, if he was not "as 
good a Christian dog as any of them.1' 

When we went to sojourn on the gold 
fields, Lion was greatly depended on as 
a watch and guard for me when my 
husband was away. It was quite a trial 
to the poor fellow to remain at home 
when his master, of whom he was very 
fond, went off on his prospecting 
tramps; and sometimes he would steal 
off and follow before he could be for
bidden. 

It was one of my pleasures, when my 
work was finished, to call Lion, and 
with his aid seek my husband out in 
the bush, and accompany him home. 

One day, shortly after Mr. Shephard 
had left home with a gang of wood
cutters, I missed my dog. " Ho, ho!" 
thought I, " no pleasant ramble in the 
woods for me to-day " A little later, as 
I sat within the tent sewing, I heard a 
rustling through the shrub, and looking 
out, saw Lion coursing '• like mad" 
down the hill in front of the house, his 
coat covered with foam and his tongue 
hanging out. Into the room he bound
ed, and running up to me, with short, 
panting barks endeavored to make me 
understand. I patted him on his head, 
and said: " What is it, Lion, poor fel
low !" 

He looked wistfully at me for an in
stant, and as 1 made no motion to stir 
from my seat, raised his head and gave 
a low, painful whine, as a dog will when 
he is hurt, then ran out of the tent and 
toward the hill and back to the door
way, where, pausing, he broke out into 
the most dismal howl, then coming up 
to me, he pulled my skirt, and then, 
giving me that strange, unutterable look 
that dumb creatures only can give, he 
ran into my bed-room and came out 
bringing my gauntlets and sun-hat, 
which were on a chair, and laid them 
at my feet. The whole performance did 
not take two minutes. " Does master 
want me, Lion ?" I asked. The short, 
sharp, glad cries he gave, the frantic 
wagging of his bushy tail, told he un
derstood me, and was glad that I un
derstood him. 

Grasping the little satchel I always 
kept ready for emergencies, containing 
arnica, camphor, lint, bandages, and a 
flask of brandy, I took a canteen of 
fresh water, and followed my faithful 
friend. Hurry as I might, I could not 
keep pace with his desire. Constantly 
he would rush forward, and then com
ing back, would pull at my gown as if 
to hurry me. 

At length, about a mile and-a half 
from home, I found my husband fallen 
on the ground insensible. Using the 
restoratives I had brought, I soon had 
the delight of seeing him return to con* 
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WILL SELL AT COST 

TOM. 30 DATS. 
Granges will have a ehanee to compare 

prices. 

Best Japan Tea, 70 cts.; best Syrup, 35 cts.; Codfish, 
8 cts. 

FOR 30 DAYS ONLY. 

g l X B Y ' S CITY BAKERY 

AND 

Farmers' Restaurant. 
The Only First-Class Bakery, 

And the only 

Respectable Eating House 
IN THE CITY. 

Msis Street, opposite Baker's Popular Hardware 
Store. 


