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THE CIRCUICISION OF CHRIST
1st JaIiiary.

O Jesu,, conseCrate to oi aliwtys,
Baptizel I n blood fr us froin Infant days,
lie thine, o Lord, by holy prayer and vow,
Tie year we ent.er by Thy mnercy now.

Wi know not, Master, and we would not kiiiow,
What shall befal us day by day below ;
Or, if the angel ofThiywil and love
ThIls year slial bear is to Thy rest above.

But well wu kniow Tly tenideriesi and power
Will nover rain t nor fail us, honir by hour,
And all our supplications blid lit one,
Thy will ii us, 'Thy will by us, be donie.

-ilckersteih's I cr to Year.

THE EPIPHANY.

" Arise, shine.: for thy light is conte, ard the glory
of t/he Lord is risen upon thee."-isaiah lx. .
Iltse, Captive Zlon, stine: Thy liglit la coe;
Tie glor'y of the Lord on The iat ih risen.
Arise and sing: and Iin Thy pcilace hoine
Forget tie dust, and laikcieiu s of lhy prhior.
Ltost and astrity, 'Tiy Sihephert now iath founi tht;
CiiliIdlesi so long, thy children iinter round thev :
A widlow for these veary centcnries,
Thy lusihituid luith returned n.nd II i le, rice.

Yet, faint, and feeible to thre eyes or rnimi,

Dawns the far îiay spring for the dead anl dying
Ea0crth ciiinot read lonvené nilglity-rn.gtio plan,
Whcre sieps yon uiant in I manger iying :
But God's own courrier leads His Eastern sages
Thuere toe adore the (q r-eat De sir f ages,
Who shtqw'er before Hi icst li-st s otfferings,
And worship lu that, Bnlhea the Kling of lingis,

o Tironr wiho, biLdlit ligbt frari dai-kne'ss shiri.
write in our iaii'rts le<letiti icioin's earilit, sitiiy,
rIhe- humian only vciling the Dlviie,
LocIvel's oroiation in t.hitt bl<tldn gloiry.
Faith lmnows 'Thete now. oh, grant tus the frtiii icn
IlîereaI',er of ''hy (icclienl',S glorious îVision ;
Now (olic IVIIII lin , all hall EiiImIInatual 1
Then iaid for ev'r, we with (ori to dwell.

.J U LIE.

CHlAPIlm XII .-- oatntied.
On and ot, a long, long way they went, till

anotlher vilîlage camito ii sight. Up the straight
street they weilt.

Hlere and( there a man or womanii haide hlin
" Good day," or passed a remark on the wveatther,
Re answorod them, but made no relrence to
the little body Iying iii the car-t; and by-n-by
tlie village was left behiid, îtnd t hey iere IL a
country road igain.

Preseitly hie turied dowi a Iluit-, al i s-:111
faruilînuîse in sight ; lie tdirovo up tIo the door,
jumiped toivi,andii took Julie citreftlly nut ni tIhe
cart.

Into the hoituse lie \ent, through a stoie
passage,anld initoi al tonlodloored:t kitceen--a cleitn,
fl-shî, br-iglht kitchien, vithl tlie tireiglit danei-ig
oi the polislied clins and lins tîttît iiig on1 t le
well-serub l dresser. Tel was hiid c si t y
whit eloth ; it looiked so iciet' anlidl temtiniîîg.

The person lexpecced tIo lind wis ovidemily
not there, so be piîsed iii ihle dlnvy andic i.-
ed, "l 111arth li lart la 

Foott-eps Souided over tlie ki clenî, ,d fttll
upoi the sîairs. "' l'In ot-tminiiig. .1Iii," anlswî'ered
ia i-rat Iii ilIed Voie, at. : ,ob aiid ti ,iglh welre
el clcati.

The inan looled down on senseless Julie viti
almîtostasileilo of satistactioi as lie heard tihe
stiflod sigh.

"l Martha," hie said, turiiing to meet her in
the dloor way, "l Ier-e's sumn iiitt to coifort you.

up in the rond. Sho's hadIi an aet-
itn" and he phiced Jutlie in tle tistoniishiedl

womnan's arims. .

The woman burstinto a flood of tears. "S/ o
minds me ofour little one," she sobbcd. " 0 -
my Julie ! my Julie 1" and pressed a kiss on the
still white face, carried her tenderly into the
kitchen.

CHLAPTE1t XIV.
MAW17ilA.

I must tell you about this man and woman,
so we must go back ton years ago.

Ton yeurs ago Martha was a nurse-not a
nursemaid who looked after children, but a nurse
who went about nursing sick people; and a very
elever nurse she was. The doctor in the village
would have been badly off without her help, and
Nurse Martha was knonvi by everybody.

She lived, whenî she was not away nursing
people in their own houses, in a pretty cottage
wit b a young sister. whom she loved devotedly,
ai.d spoilt a great deal, some people said.

This sister was a pretty girl, with pleasant,
taliig manners, and before sho was eighteen
years old a gentleman, Ihtr above ber in position,
fell in love with lier, married lier, and took ber,
awlay to his own honte.

Martha missed Jessie sorely, but was too un-
sellish not to rejoice in her good prospects, and
read with eagerniess the letters Jessie wrote to
ber fron lier new and beautiftl home. They
went travelling about froin place to place ; they
crossed the sea and went to Franc(); thien, a
short year after, satd tidings came to MarLha,
telliuig of Jessie's deati witli the news that she
had left a baby behind-a little girl a few weeks
old.

Mr. Strickland st a"ed îabroad a nonth or so
longier, and Mdartha was not very much surpris-
ed whcn one day a closed carriage stopped ut
lier cottage door and out of it came Mr. Strick-
land and the baby, and the ba by's nurse.

Iow Martha cried over Jie child i "It
was so liko Jessie," sie said.

" And will you take care ofi er for me ?" Mr.
Stickland added. " I could trust ber with you,
Marth:l , more thani with any one else in the
world.'

" Tako care of lier !" Martha felt jealous Of
any one else touching the child. And that very
eveniung the nuise was gimissed, and Nure
Martha installed in ber plice ; and sie and Mr.
Stricldani sat together and tiied over the
baby's future.

I tturied out that Mr. Strickland had had a
good post offered hii in India, which ho was
loth to refuse; and as il was impossible to take
out Jessic's baby with him, the best thing he
could think of was to leuve it witi Jessie's bister.
And M arLha quite agreed.

Mr. hStrickland then arranged to senti her la
suin of ioney quarter by quarter lor the ex-
penses of the littie girl. " And if when I come
hone-and it nay h many years hence," he
said-"1an I id 1' litIte Jlie aî li(ppylicalthy
girl I shall pay youdun, Marthl, the sum of
live hîuidrled pound ; it will be a nest egg to pro-
vido for your old Ige."

3nrîîlhaî vehîeent ly dieclarevd thai she wanited
nothinîg ihr talking cllarg'e of Jessi's child, ex-
eepi tlie inciley tiI the ba by i 'lf would cos;
hLit M r. strickhbuida tiookl nc oth-e il tiat. anti
siumîpl wrole dIown[l ] lltiheciîn on a, pice
o Palier, adil, hIanling i I lar:b , aile lier
keep itsute.

Theil, vith aL ltender fairewell Io t he unIcli-
seious ls t le chibl,the til her phwed hier in NIIrse
Marthîa's arims, aiid said gild-bye in a hulky
voice. A week later lie had 'ailed to Itidii,

iaid so litilo Julie becaue Marthîa's eharge.
A kinid and faiithful protectoi Martha madte;

its onvîî mothier could sehrcely have boei 'onîder
of the lit île one. And so the years %vent by, :id
Julie, as she called lier, grew into a happy well-
ciired-tor h* t- lild.

The moniey came regularly quart er by quarter,
ani helpied to make Mart' own home more

comfortable, just as Mr. Stickland intended ;
because, since the cure of the baby had come,
Matitha had vei·y little tinie for nursing sick
folk, and nursing had been her living.

It was a comforting thought, too-the thought
of the five hundred pounds that was to make
some provision for the time when she herself
was old, and had becomie too feeble to work;
and Martha often looked at the paper with the
written conditions with a feeling of great com-
placency.

When Julie was about six years old Martha
had a proposal of marriage. It came from John
Gerring, who owned a small farm. Martha had
knownî him for many years-he was a second
cousin of hers-and as she had always liked him
very well, shie thought the best thing she could
do was to accept hîim.

So a few montihs later they were married, and
Martlha, with Julie, left the cottage home and
the village where she was born, and went to
John's Gerring's farm, more than twenty miles
away.

John Gerring was rather " near "-that was
the only fault she found with him; and by
" near " Martha meant rather stingy. He liked
hoarding money; and how his eyes glittered
whbeit one day Martha siowed him Mr. Strick-
land's conditions on that bit of paper !

- le was a silent, surly sort of man, though
kind enough in hisk way. lis wife would have
noticed] it more, and been lonely, perbaps, if it
hadn't been for Julie. And what a lively little
chatterbox Julie was, and what winsome ways
she had i She could even coax pennies
out of' John Gerriii., which is saying a great
deal What pains Martha took to teach her te
read, dreading, as she grew older, that Mr.
Strickland would one day wish lier to be sent
to school.

She had been married tvo years, and Julie
was eiglt, when the child fell suddenly ill. She
fitded and drooped, and wien Martha suggested
that a change of air might do lier good, John
Gerring, thinking of the fivo hundred pounds,
packed off Martha and Julie to a seaside place
though it made it very uncomfortable for him-
self withotut his brisk, tidy wife to keep hin
comfbrtable at home.

But the change was no good at all. Poor
littie Julie lied, and was buricd at the seasbore
place, and Martha came back alone-oh, how
much aloiic!--vit h ber heart left in Julie's
grave.

John Gerring grew surlier and more silent,
brooding over the blow that had come; lie was
fond of ' Julie ii his way, but lie liked five hun:
dred niounds more. And then, just a week after
Martim's sad return, lie picked up a little girl
lying stunned in the 10ad, just, about Julie's
Hsiz e.

Wliy diin't lie take her to the village whore
htlp could have stlonest been got ? John Ger-
riinti could hardly have told. Fir74 in bis mind
caie his wite. looking so sorrowfui at home.
Wouillnî't it cheer ber i bit to have this little
girl to iirse ? and Mariha loved nirsing so..
'hieî-:i reward iiigit be offered for the child

For sle belongedl to geit le folks by lier looks;.
and wliy shIitildi't John tGerring have the re-
ward as well as anothter man ? Hadn't John
Gerritg thiund her ? " Shie mighît have died in
the road but Lor himlie sîaid over and over

So. wiit ch tlioights st ruîgglinig through
hi., mind, loi al raigh as I have put it, but

liîîle conulsed bits at a time-Johin laid out
little J lie in his cart, antd wentjoggling towards
hii home. And as you knov poor Martha's
history, you are not surprisîed at lier erying
out, " My Julie! iy Julie !" as shecarried ber
into the kitchen Sie soon found that lier head
had been hirt, anid with a tew hurried questions
as to how John had t'oint ber, and where, she
carried lier lff to bed.

All. tú while John Gerring sat waiting for hie,


