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““{be New Testament wae written, Itshows tha

Christ’s first aad great method'for saving souls

propbet, bat was iofound 8 Cburch in living

- conpection with Himself, He being foundation
7 - and Head. That great purpose was reslized, and

to day, the Holy Cutholic Church exists as the
‘rednlt.. Througn the Church, the last conee
orated Bishop, the last baptized child, is linked
in living boman conpection with the Man Je-us
of Nuzureth, The bands of Jesus were liftes
up over the Aposties, theirs laid on their sue-
cessors, and 8o on until they rest on Chriatians
to dsy—praclically the bunds of Jesus stretch-
ing down through the ages. Thisis the Church,
Christ’s body, and no book, no philosophy, no

' - mere hnmun associstion can take the place or

do its work.—Selected.

FAMILY DEPARTMENT-
WORK FOR LITTLE FOLLOWERS.

There’s always work in plenty for little hands
to do,

" Bomething waiting every day that none may

: try batyou

Little bardens you may lift, happy steps that
you can take,

Heavy hearts that you can comfort, for the

blessed Saviour’s fake,

There's room for children’s service in this basy
world of ours;

We necd them 8s we need the birds, and meed

: the summer flowers;

And their Leip at task and toiling the Church
of God may claim,

And gather little followers in Jesus' holy
Name. ’

There are words for little lips, sweetest words
of hope and cheer—

They will bave the spell of music for many a

' tired ear. N

Don't you wish your gentle words might lead
somae sonls to look above,

Finding rest and peace and guidance in the
dear Redeemer’s love ?

lant they ring.

SThere are orders meant for you—swift and jabi-

-~~0 the bliss of being trusted on the errands of

the Kioe!

Fearless march in royal service; not an evil
can befall

Those who do the gracions bidding, hasting at
the Maaster's call. -

There are songs whioh children only are glad
enough to sing—

Bongs that are ss fall of sunshine as the sun-
niest bhour of spring—

Won't you sing them till our sorrows seem the
essior to bear,

As we feol how aafe we're sheltered in our bles-
ged Saviour's care?

Yes, there's always work in plenty for the lit
tle ones to do,

Sometbing waiting every day that none may
try but you—

Little burdens you may lift, happy steps that
you may take,

Heavy hearts that yon may comfort, doing it
for Jesus' sake,

—Mrs. Margaret E. Sangsterr,

MAUDIE'S TEXT,

BY THR HONX. KATHESINE SCOTT, AUTHOR O¥
¢ M158 BROWNE'S DISTRICT,” =T0.

| Continued]

Ouve day, later in the week, Maudie was hav-
ing & pice play with Teddie, the little ones
having all gone to bed, and father and mammie
were busy talking very gravely, Muudie's

attention was aronsed by bearing father say—

“ Well, poor Tom must be helped somehow.
and it really is difficult to see how we car do
it. Maudie's text bas been in my head all day.
Avgel, and I almost think I've hit on some-
thing I”

* What, Eddie? Do tell me !"”

Maudie alwaye liked to hear fatherand mawm-
mie call one another * Angel” and ‘ Eddie;"”
~he thooght it sounded like & book; and Teddie
was oalled after father.

* ¢ What is that in thine band ?’ you know.
Why! my pen, Angel! I have enough todo at
pregent without it, bat sitting ap at night I
could manage something.” )

# Oh, Bddie, that 18 a .good thought! Amd
your?A’ngel isn’t maob use, is she  What counld
[do?

“ What you are always doing, and what
keeps everything straight and happy, my Angel
in truthI” -

Father was stooping over mammie, whose
eyes were full of tears, and Maudie quite forgot
Teddie in looking at them, Then futher went
out, and Maudie crept up to mammie, and pat
ting her hand softly on her cheek, found the
tears were runping down, _

“Mammie | what are you crying for? What
kind of tears are these ?"

Mammie was langhiog now.

“ What kind of tears, darling? Sorry tears
out of one eye, and glad out of the other; " and
mammie laughed merrily.

“ Do tell me, though—what were you and
father saying sbout the text? I was slmost
forgetting it, because it’s such a long time since
Sapday.”

“ Yes, darling, but we musin't forget it.
And now I'll tell you, Uncle Tom, who has
jost come home from India, is very ill, aud
father wants to send him some money, bant you
know we havo vot very much4 so father has
been thinking and thinking, and now he’s go.
ing to writesomething, and use his head and his
pen. That is what God has given him in Ais
hand; do you see, darling ?"

“Ob!l I see! That is nice! But what did
father say you had ? and what made you cry
glad and sorry, mammie 2"

Mammie laughed again. *“The sorry was
becanse I can do very little, as I am ili; and

the glad was because father reminded me of

something T have in my hand ; and we all have.
There is a beautiful bymn which says—

‘Take Moses’ rod, the rod of pray r.
That was what father meant; That is one
thing I can do which will help ns all; so yon
see 1t is tiue, we have each something in our
haods.”

Maudie was considering very gravely.

¢ 1'd like 10 be like father, and do something
for Uncle Tom.”

¢ Well | perhaps you will, for father is going
to ask Uncle Tom's little girl to come here:
and if she does, my litile helper will have to do
a great deal, for she is only Rosie’s age, and has
no nurse, and can't speak Eoglish.”

“Oh, mammie! what fan! what grand
fan 1"

“I'm afraid perbaps it won't be all fan,
dearie, but we’ll try and make it.” Mandie
was 80 excited at the thonghts of an Indian
cougin, that she would hardly go to bed when
narse came for her, and was surprised to find
that nurse was very grave and rather oross ag
the mention of the cousin.

* Your poor mamma will be worn out, and
you'll have to be & pattern of goodness, Miss
Magdie, or we'll never get on. So Munde began
to feel a little sobered.

The following Taesday the littie cousin really
did come, and Mandie found what mammie had
eaid was qniet tree,  Violet was her name, and
Rosie and Violet oughtto have been two very
dear little sweet fl ) wers, bat Violet had never
played with any children before, and she did
nothing bat ery and soold. Mammie was the

only person who could make her good—her

celd hands and her gentle voice always qaie‘ed

her; but n6 one knew but father how often

mammie had to uwse her rod of prayer for

patience for herself, aud patience for nurse, and
tor dear litte Mandie too.

Nobody but father knew how it was that, in
spite of mammie’s being ill, things went on
smoothly, and how many little equabbles were
settled peacefully by mammie’s sofs,

Ope day nurse made the jam, and Maudie

'was allowed to go to the Lkitchen and really

help, pulling the fruit off the stalks, and doing
various little things; but the next day some
belp was needed which Mandie did not at all
want to give.

Violet was ssleep on Mammie's sofa, and
mam mie was doing some needlework for nurse,
whea she appeared at the door.

“If you please, ma’am, could you write some
lahels for the jams and jellies, just to know the
d:fferent kinds apart2”

¢ Miss Maudie shail do it, nurse. I'm sure
she'll be able to, and I'll get on with your
work. Come, Maudie, here’'s my indellible
pencil, and here are the tickets, and I'll show
you how.”

Poor Maundie's face fell. She could write
very tidily for her age; bat it was the lesson
ghe liked loast, and if she wag to wrile at all,
she liked ink. :

¢ Oh. mammie, please, I needn’t do it.. Ido
want to play. Violet has boen so tiresome all
day, and up-et all my house, and I'm jast pat-
ting it tidy.”

** And how gbout belping mammia ? You
know 1 told you if wo tried to help Uscle Tom
it wouid be hard work for us all—even for you,
my darling.”

“If I wore big, I'd liko to holp you, but I
cap'tnow, mammie,” and Maudie went back to
her doHl's honse, After a bit she locked round
and saw mammie with her eyes shut, looking
very tired. Somelhing inside gave her a little
prick, but she weot on playing. Then she
looked again, and there was mammie stitohing
away 0 hard, and looking so white,

The little child badreally a_battle to fight,
and then shegot up slowly. * Mammio, I'll try
and do them.”

Mammie's pleased face was a reward,

“ Thut's right, darling. Here's the one to
copy from. ['m making it very short.”

Kind mammie only put “ R Jam,” for * Rasp-
berry Jam,” and “'S Jam.” for * Strawberry,”
and % B.C. Jum,” for * Black Currant;” bat,
ot! the labor it was for poor Maudie! After
abe had done six her fingers ached, and the
last one look very funny.

** What is the matter with this one, mam-
mie ?'

*“ Why the J has turned its foot the wrong
way, and the M is standing on its head,” and
mammie went into & poalof laughter, tiliMaudie,
who had been beginning to feel rather grumpy,
laughed too.

** But the others are very good, darling ; and
do you know you are doing the sermon again—
doing it like father, too, with your pen ?”

Mummie was 8o clever at thinkipg nice
thoughts! Maudie felt gquite happy again, and
worked away until she done them all and her
fingers were stiff.

Baot father's kiss when he came in, and his
voiceas hesaid, ** Why, Maudie, you are remem-
bering your text weil,” mude her very hsppy,
apd the last time I heard of her she was wtill
irying, not only to remember but * fo do the
sermon.”

A Subscriber in Cape Breton writes: “ The
GUARDIAN i8 quite a welcome visitor, and we
look forward anxiously for the day of ita arri-
val. Cannot yoo maks it tri-weekly ? "

Wz want 10,000 subscribers; whe will help

in securing them?



