
THE CHURCH GUARDIAN. February ', 1894.

the services of the Church so warm, attractive,
and sympathetic, so hospitable andi se graciouis-
ly radiant, that men will find thore more ofthat
rest which human nature craves, but for which
it seeks in vain outside the golden gate of the
Church ? It can be done. Rest for the wearied
body is not gained by idling on street corners,
lounging about the farm, visiting godless re-
sorts, on Sunday. The wearied mind demands
a release and ease from the application of the
store or thecounting-house. Whan will itgain
that rest more sweetly and healthfully Ihan in
communion with thu Prince of' Peace? The
body, worn with toîl of field or f'orgo or bonch,
demands its sabbatie respita; whiere wil it find
repose and recroation more invigorating thani
in roolining liko John of blessed meiory, on the
bosom of Rim who said ; "l Coma unto Me and
rest." No man has really rested whoso spirit
his not refreshod itsalf' in Jesus Christ. 'Tie
body has not rested il the spirit which dwells in
it has failed to make its peace with God.

If these careless, indifferent mon wolil onily
break in upon tho monotony of habit, with
what different feelings they would soon cono to
regard the Day of .Rost. Suindaîy mo-iiiig witli
its chiming bells would be a gladsome day. 1t
would b the day of all the wook.

Of all races, the Ainrican mnust have its one
day ofrost in sevon. Tle drive and worry of
this peopoC makc aven more imperative t haln of'
old the observance of'God's plrimary injuiction to
tho Jews. Disobedienco is destriction otpliysi-
cal as well as moral lcalth. What shall we do
to revivo the people? Wili not hearty, iunited
sorvices inspiriting music, plain, bold, bracing
sormons, bring the idlers of the market-place,
the habitues of the Sunday resort, to the house
of prayor ? Will nlot a muore consistent oxamuple
uponu the part of Chuurch peoplo Iid in bringing
Ili the carloss and lhuko wari

But after all, is net outr chief holi of better
thinugs inu the younîîgor. genueration ? i Wa canu
intorest the younîg, the growing boys and girls,
the youths approaching manlood, theunwe have
hold of the fathors and mothers of' the coming
lige, we hold perhaps in our grasp the fiuturo
roligiouis dostmly of Aumîericat, Lot us interst
the young. (ot thomî ilto sone work lilted foru
thom. inu placos or then in Sunday.sehool,
choir, or guikis. Makîe theî loo a ueslposi bi-
lity fbr the prospority of the larish. I 'roach
occisioially special sermmons. Knights of 'lTi-
p orance, Dauglhtors of' the K ing, Nt. A îml row's
Brotherhood chaipters, will lay n, unimtiat
part in Our vork. Ilov nuuimy Iarelits will be
drawn to thie Church by our intrets ii tleir
children I Seeking opîportunuities to> wti these
deur youug souls to Christ, ainiill ways will
opon, uniîspokuoi suggestionis aid us, in pr'parig
the way of the Lord. ''ie lioly spirit will teach
us as He tauglt apostles of old.

A vîust, ut responsiblo labor. is ou rs. I wo werei
allone in it, faihi-iro woid be certain, but One
will bo with iius as wo toil, in whoi we shall be
strong indood. When we have doute (ourI best,
wo may leave tho resîult to llimit "I whodoeth ex-
ceeding abuindantly above ll that we ask or
think.' As we pruy in His namue, ienî's hearts
will opon ta follov " the good and the righît
way.' Thora wili cone a day eo' peiteostal
powor, of apostolic enorgy, when as onco, de-
spite the scorn of Jew, or the sword ut' .Riliin,
Christians gathored in ipper ron, in catt-
comb or bisiliea, ta worshilp Christ, so once
Moro Christiains shall gathelr ii growving
înumbers in the houso that is cal led by 1is

nuamîao, te supplicato aud bless ilni through
whom alone we bivo rodomuption, regenueration,
and immortality.
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REPENTANCE.

LoeID! I have wasted al Zmy powers,
My life bas passed lin ill:

Blut teach me ln my wayward hourts
E'en low to do Thy will.

My ood 1 It 1i not Thou who hast
Been slow Thy gifts to give:

'Tis onliy I whose heurt has been
To, backward tII recelve,

o ! give rne now a sitmple faitl,
Aid purge ny heart frorn sin,

Andi enger let me IXe lencefortih
A heavenîly home tu win.

ut do w, strive lin deadly flgit
Tempiation to repel,

A nd oft we've felte LIeterpt0r% 111igh1t
when n the strire we fell.

%u, i V( fall, O God, restore,
si rengthien mior fainlting heart:

A ti give lis faith for evericmare
To koibw Tie as horu art.

Lord! let mie consecrate to Tlihe
The powers ihat, Thou hast give'n

My wealth, My healtl, xay lIfe, iny aill,
To serve tlie Lord of ieaven.

A mCn i lE nomYD CAîR P'ER.
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JULIE.

CHAPTER XIX (Continued.)
Julio ran in, her excitenent ta the winIdow

and pulled aside the blind, but she couîld only
sou a large object that must have been the cab,
and somo forns moving in the dark, and then a
nan's voice fell Iupon lier car ; like a soothing

souind it camo.
SfartLha lov are you, Martha ? HIow

is ily dear liti lo girl ?"
A gentinan's voice-an educated voico-it

flil lilke an echo from tho past. She hoard Mar-
tha's voice replying to himun, in a low tramblin g
tone, anid befo:re she hadl time te think any more,
Ar. Strickland was ii the room. .

"1 Julie !" lie cried. "l Little Julio!"
What a very tail mI lie was 1 Julie flt lier-

sel' lifted in the air, and gatliered close in his
an rs ; and anfior lie had kissed lier abhout a dozon
times, be put her dlown at last, drow an ami-

Aiir to the tire, and took lier uponi is kne
and thon, for the first tiie, Julie lad a proper
look at hii.

He hald a pale face. with suchL a kind expros-
sion, Jilie thou ght, anidL a beautifuI long fir
nmolstahe, and his hair was getting gray a
litt la on the temples, and his browin eyos cagorly
sa nned Julie's face, as if he wore never going
to t ake themîî away again.

"Julie ! little Julio? Are you glad te sec
paila ?

VYos." whispored Julia, liftingr lier soit oyes
up to his, and foéoling somolov quitoe at home
with hii. Pve been longing for you to cono
a long, long whilo,

Tho answor scomed to please himî very iuch;
lie drow lier closor in his arm, and loolked with
tho groatest satisfaction into the pensive face ;
and vary naturally the little armn wenît stealing
round his neck, and Julie laid her check agaiist
his shouldor.

Of course ho had hoard fron Martha how
very ill she'd beon, and now ho turned and ask-
ed a hundred questions of lier halth ; and
while Marthai answored thom, Julie stroked his
coat, and tried ta think a little of the past.

She liked his coat, it was fine and soit ; it
was a pleasuro to Julie ta touchi it. Sho used to
toicl so body's coat like that. Whosp coat
coulId it hava been ? she wondered. John Ger-
ring's coat was rougli and course, and John Ger-
ring's hands wore dirty. Papa's hands were
clen and white and soft, just like soImlebody

else's. The ring on his little finger, too. seemed
quite familiar to Julie, and the watchchain and
seals she knew quite well. Why couldn't she
remember more ?

She was thinking of Mr. Atherton. you see,
in a vague and dreamy way. When the chil-
dren went te bis tea-parties her place was
generally on bis knee, and so the position seem-
ed familiar to her in a dim and misty way.

"The lever seemed te touch her memory,"
Martha was saying when she roused herself te
listen. "It took it clean away; she couldn't
remember me nor John,nor anything else about
ber; but time may bring it back. you know,"
she added falteringly.

" I trust so," was the answer, in his deep
and pleasant voice. " Nay, Martha, don't re-
proach yourse!f; ber sickness was not your
bringing. Let me thank you again and again
for all your tender nursing. Thank God 1"
lie added reverently ; "she might have died,
you know."

Poor Martha I She was glad to slip away
just thon to bring the supper in .

"'Well, Jtulie," said Mr. Strickland, smiling,
" and what do you think of' papa ?"

Her eycs had been fixed so earnestly on his
face, that he was obliged to ask the question.
Julie thought lie was the handsomest man she
had overseen, but she could not tell him so.
She did not answer his question, but put the
other arm around his neck as well.

"Do you tlink," she asked, in a troubled
Whisper, "I shall reenmber it alIl by-and-by ?"

" Yes, Julie a yes, my little girl, I'm sure you
wilIl."

There wero a lot of others," she said
dreanily, " only I can't remember thom, you
know. I wislh I could," she added wistfully.
" There was sonebody like you, papa, only it
wasn't you; lia had a ring like yours upon bis
finger, and a watch and chain liko yours, and I
uîsed to sit upon his knee."

Perhalps you dreamed of me,my darling." Mr.
Strickland aisworod, strolcng the fair soft hair.

" No," saidl Julie, seriously ; " I thought
you were dead, you know. Wait h she cried
suddenly, catching hold of bis hand ; ' some-
body used to do that, too, to me. It was-it
waIs- . Oh !" stopped Julie, piteously, " who
was it papa ?"

" Juio," said Mr. Strickland, undoing the
clinging arms, and holding both hands in bis,
" think you love me a littile ; do you not, my
child ?"

" Yes," said Julio with a siglh. " Oh, I'm so
glatd you've como 1"

Thon will you promise to try and do soie-
thing for me, if I ask you ?" Mr. Strickland said.

I Yes," said Julie, brightly, prepared to slip
oil his knce, feeling quite sure it was something
ha wanted her to fetclh for hini ; and she was
always seuc a famous one for waitingon o:hers
yoi sec.

" Promise nie, then, dear Julie, that you will
try net to tLhink at all ; don't try te remember
any of the time that's past," said Mr. Strick-
land, holUng lier closer in his arms. l What,
do yot want to rail away fro nie ?

Somehow Julie begazn te laugli a littlo thon.
" l thought you were going ta ask me to

fetch yoi somethiing," she said, " and I was
getting ready to run at once, you know."

"I'mn glad yoi're stchl a willing puss, lie
answered, laughing too. " Oh! l'il want a lot
of waiting on you Il find out by-and-by. 1'm
sueh a h izy fellow, Julie ; you cau't think how
lazy I an I idia's just Ilhe sort Of place to
mîîake Ona lazy, you kn'ow."

A nd thcn, as ho satw the interest awakening
ini her eyes, he began to tell lier stories about
his Indian hie, till little Julie was quite on-
thralled, and hald forgotten te think of the
past.

.And by the tinie suipi)per was over and bed-
tinie had (.omne round, Julie was laughing as
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