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luiH “ till In* coum that in to In- sont ; hoiiih critics 
HilggtiHt '• till In* conn* to Shiloh," and mohio •• The 
Pacific or Peaceable One." The Koptuagiiit appearH 
to preserve the true rendering, " till the things that 
lailong to him i<fr are renerved for him), come." This 
is given in a mixed form and paraphrase hy Canon 
l.iddnn i Hampton Lectures, p. 7H|, "The 'lying .laeoh 
IcKiks forward to a Sfiiloh, as one to whom of right 
belongs the regal and legislative authority, hut 
here he attempts to combine the ideas. We may 
translate the whole verse in this way : " The sceptre 
will not depart from Judah, or the ruler's rod from 
between his feet, until that which Isdongs to him 
corne, and he shall have the obedience of the |w*o 
pie." It is worthy of hole that a reference to Shiloh 
in this Messianic sense is nowhere else made in Old 
or New Testament, and there appears to Ik; a preju 
dice against using the verse on the part of writers 
who treat of Messianic prophecy, whereas it is tin 
doubtedly Messianic when it is prop, rly r< nderod 
and understood.

^unùim ^rljool I'rsson.
5th Sunday after Epiphany Feb 7, I892

». Faith.

We are about to speak of the Apostles Creed, of 
which the second part of the Catechism treats. 
But l*efore doing so let us have a lesson on Faith. 
I'aith and the faith are not the same tiling. 7/«. 
Faith is the body of truth w hich (iod has revealed; 
laith is the power or faculty by which we assent 
to this truth. It is of faith we are to speak to day.
I. Faith.

We begin the Creed “ l believe." Every one of 
us must believe for himself. There are some things 
we can see with our eyes. Same same . There 
are some things we can hoar with our ears. Same 

There are some things we cannot see or 
hear. What altout them ? We Iteliere them. 
Name some common things we believe, though we 
have not seen them or hoard them. [Earth mot- 
inn round tlu sun. That there is such a /dace as 
India. That there iras once a ijreat tire in lAtndon.)

The things of (iod cannot be seen, or heard, they 
must be Mtered. By the things of ( iod I mean all 
that is told to us about (loti and eternity, and Jesus 
Christ and the Holy Spirit. Seeing ami believing 
are two different things. When we have seen we 
do not want to believe. When we get to heaven 
we will not want faith, liecause we shall see God as 
He is (Heb. xi. I, (>). Faith—the *• evidence of 
things not seen."
II. Wiiat Truk Faith is.

When we say “ l believe" anything, we mean 
that we are quite sure it is true ; just as sure as if 
we could see it with our eyes. When we say “ I 
believe in the Resurrection of the Body," we mean 
that we are quite sure our bodies will rise again ;
just as sure as if we could see them. So that true 
faith is that which feels quite sure. We show that 
we have a true faith when we art u/nm our faith. 
Suppose a man on a ship; captain sends word there 
is a hole in the bottom of the ship, and that the 
ship is sinking : if the man wants to save himself 
he must get into a boat. The man may not be­
lieve it because he does not see it ; but if he be­
lieves it he will show that he does hy yettiny into 
the boat. If we believe the Articles of the Christian 

we must show our faith by our actions. 
Christian faith must lead to Christian Ufa. Faith 
and nothing more is worth nothing. See what St. 
James says. (ii. 1U-19 and 80). Faith is the root; 
and the Hower is holiness. You cannot have a 
nower without a root ; you will pot value a root 
which does not put forth leaves.

When you say “ I believe,” remember you mean 
“ I feel quite sure about it, and will act upon it." 
If we have the Christian faith, and our faith makes 
us holy, we shall be kept from sin and Satan. See 
what St. Paul calls faith. (Eph. vi. 16.) Only 
we must pray to God for faith—true faith—be­
cause God only can give it. (Eph. ii. 8.)

^m' Dkak, or do you suffer from noises in 
e head ? Then sen! 8 cent stamp and I will send 

a valuable treatise containing full particulars for 
10.me cure, which costs comparatively nothing. A 

»P endid work on deafness and the ear. Address 
80Fi Chase, Montreal. ,

Jfmntly îlrnùmg.
1 Changed Lots ; or. Nobody Cares 

CHAPTER XI.
' I M.K (II THE I ASI.

It was late one January afternoon, and growing 
dark, when Jem, closing Ins liook which he had 
l<»ng ceased reading, asked Eil to stop working 
and come and sit on the bed beside him, he wanted 
to talk to her. She had been standing the1 last 
hour under the little window, trying to catch the 
last ray ot daylight as she mended a pair of very- 
torn stockings. She threw down her work with a 
little sigh ; Jem had been coughing so badly that 
afternoon that she had hardly liked to speak to 
him at all, and soon perched herself on the edge 
of the shell which held Jem’s nanow couch.

Do you mind, Missie," he began rather ab­
ruptly, for he felt he dared not waste his words,
" that day in the summer, not last summer, but 
the one before when we were over Surrey way, 
and you asked me who you really was, as you 
weren’t my real, own sister?"

Dorothy squeezed the thin hand which had 
taken hers, and nodded assent ; lately she had 
hardly thought of her parentage, present anxieties 
had been too pressing for dreaming.

" Well. 1 was talking to mother, t’other day," 
he continued, with an effort ; “ and asking her to 
tejl me all about it ; somehow, 1 never liked to ask 
her before, for if 1 ever talked of it. she always 
put me off."

" Oh, Jem, what did she say ? " questioned 
Eil eagerly. “ I remember what you said, that Ro 
pulled me out of the water, and I was brought in 
all wet, but 1 must have been somebody’s little 
baby."

But even as she spoke, Dorothy’s thoughts 
wandered off to the common in Surrey, and the* 
little gate, and the stately house among the trees, 
which seemed ever to live in her dreams, with 
other vague remembrances of places and things 
never seen now.

“ Yes, that s right," he said. “ it was quite true 
what 1 remembered, you was brought back by 
Daddy, all wet, in a long white gown, and it was 
clear old Ro that really pulled you out of the water ; 
mother said poor father was in among the bushes 
close to the river, ’twas a very wild place up in 
Scotland somewheres ... he had been setting 
snares, I fancy, ’twas wild land, miles and miles 
from our camp, and getting on towards winter; he 
was setting quiet among the bushes, watching, 
and Ro was close to him ; he had seen no one all 
the afternoon, and heard nothing, till all of a sud­
den came a great cry and a splash, and he jumped 
up and saw a women, a lady she looked like to 
him, she had a very fine bonnet on, in the water, 
and a baby too, only he did not see the baby at 
first.

“ They both were took away fast by the water 
whicn was running strong. Father could not 
swim, but he sent Rover into the water ; he was 
little mdto than a puppy then, he caught hold of 
the baby’s long gown, and pulled it out . . . the 
woman did not move nor cry out after that, and in 
a few minutes he could not see her, something 
seemed to pull her down under water. He wrapped 
the baby up inside his coat, hardly knowing if it 
was alive or dead, and started back towards the 
van, meaning to tell anybody he met what he’d 
seen and give up the baby ; but it was a very lone­
some place, and he met no one at all, not a soul ; 
he had to walk miles and miles, and long before 
he got back it was quite dark.

“ He took the baby into mother, and she was 
fretting over Rose’s death, and it comforted her 

dike to have it in her arms ; she undressed it, 
warmed it up, and fed it, and it soon got all right, 
and mother being so pleased to have it, and father, 
he being afraid they would never take his word 
about it, but think he’d pushed the woman in, or 
frightened her, or something, he put the horse in 
that very night, and they came south, and for 
days and days they never went into a town and 
saw nobody, and nobody would have known you 
wasn’t our Rose, only Joe and his wife they knew 
she was dead, and asked questions, but mother she 
never told them anything, and Danny he knew

nothing neither, he came home very drunk after 
father had brought yon in, he was always prying 
to know where you came from.” Here a bad fit 
of coughing seized Jem, and it was some minutes 
before he recovered his breath.

“ Then the mother, my real mother, was drown­
ed," said Dorothy, who had been listening to the 
story with breathless interest.

“ Mother says, yes, she's sure she was drowned, 
that’s why she didn't mind taking you ; it seemed, 
Eil, as it you were just a poor little lost thing, 
and we was all wanting to love you," said Jem 
wistfully.

“ Dear Jem,” said Eil affectionately, “ 'twas 
very good of you to take me and to love me, but 
’twas sad for the poor mother to be drowned. I 
winder what she was like, and what sort of a 
house she lived in ! Didn” they put in the papers 
that a mother and baby had been drowned ? 
They’d be sure to think the baby was drowned 
too."

“ I’ve thought of that many times,” he answer­
ed ; “ but you see neither mother nor father could 
read ; mother says she never heard a word about 
it ; but then ’twas weeks before they were near a 
town again, and they never went back to that 
part of the country, they didn’t care to, you see. 
After a bit it would have been worse trouble than 
ever if twas known father had taken the baby, 
and he could never be quite sure Joe wouldn't 
talk.”

‘ ‘ Does mother remember the name of the place ? ’ ' 
asked Dorothy. If this was the true story of her 
infancy, what did all her dreams of the past mean ?

“ Yes, I think she knows whereabouts it was, 
hut she did not tell me the name, and she has the 
long white gown you wore, and some other things; 
they are beautiful, she says, and all trimmed up ; 
she thinks you must have come of gentlefolks ; it 
don’t seem quite right to me, Missie, darling, that 
we should keep you here ; I think of it as I lie 
here, and try to find out what’s right for mother 
to do, now poor father can’t be hurt by the telling

. . . but then they might punish mother for
stealing you, and you mayn't have no one to love 
you, as she loves you, LU."

Again Jem was half strangled with his cough ; 
.Dorothy laid her rosy lips on his thin hand, it was 
Very white now.

“ I shaU never love any one as much as I love 
you and mother, Jem, dear,’ she whispered ; 
“ but couldn’t we go and try to find out 
without telling anything, if a baby was lost, I 
mean who the baby was ? We needn’t let Joe go 
with us, we might go alone, you and me and 
mother.”

111 shall never travel far again, Lil darling,” 
Jem said sadly, as he drew her towards him and 
kissed her fondly ; “ but you’d never forget mother, 
whatever happens, she’s been good to you, as 
good as she knew how ; you may come of grand 
folks, but you mayn’t get more love than mother’s 
given you." He spoke in a tone of gentle sad 
reproach, which cut Dorothy to the quick.

“ It’s cruel of you, Jem, to talk like that,** she 
exclaimed hotly, “ you know I love mother, and 
it’s cruel of you to think I’d ever forget to love 
her."

“ No, no, LU, dear, I didn’t mean that, ’deed I 
didn’t, but I know you’d like things different, 
you’d like to live different and learn things and 
have things nice like the folk who lives in houses,” 
said Jem, with a very weary sigh.

“ Yes, Jem, that’s1 true,” she replied, and her 
voice shook with emotion ; “ it's true that I want 
things different, I feel as if I couldn’t always live 
like this, indeed I couldn’t, but is that wrong ? 
. . . And then, Jem, how is it that I seem to
remember things quite different, a big house and 
big high rooms with lots of pretty things all about 
and pictures all over the walls, and somebody 
called papa and somebody called mamma, and go­
ing about in a railway and in a ship ; I remem­
ber going in a ship quite well, Jem.”

" Those were the fancies you had when you was 
very Ul, LU,” said Jem, soothingly ; “ and you 
have been in a ship, and went over to Ireland once 
when you was very young ; I wonder you can 
mind that, you have forgot such lots of things.”

“ But it is « r mg, Jem, to wish for things to be 
different ? ’’ oiie persisted in a low voice, and Jem 
knew her tears were falling.

V


