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the services of the Church so warm, attractive,
and sympathetic, so hospitable and so gracious-
ly radiant, that men will find thore more of that
rest which human nature craves, but for which
it sooks in vain outside the golden guto 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 relense and ease from the application of the
store or the counting-house. When will it gain
that rest more sweetly and healthfully than in
communion with the Prince of Peuco? The
body, worn with toil of field or forge or bench,
demands its sabbatic respite; where will it find
repose and rocreation more invigorating than
in reclining liko John of blessed memory, on the
bosom of Mim who said ; © Come unto Me and
rost.” No man hus roally rested whose spirit
has not refreshed itself in Jesus Christ. Tho
body has not rested it the spirit which dwells in
it haa failed to make its peace with God.

If thoro cnrcless, indifferent men would only
broak in upon the monotony of habit, with
what different feclings they would soon come to
regard the Day of Rest, Sunday morning with
its chiming bells would be a gladsomeday. [t
would bo the day of all the weok.

Of all races, the Ameorican must have its one
day ofrest in seven,

o0ld the observence of God’s primary injunetion (o
the Jews, Disobedionco is destruction of physi-
cal ag woll as moral health.  What shall we do
to rovive the people? Wil not hearty, united
sorvices inspiriling music, plain, bold, bracing
sormons, bring the idlers of the market-pluce,
the habituen of the Sunday resort, to the house
of prayor ?  Will not & more consistont oxample
upon tho part of Church poople aid in bringing
1n tho careless and luke warm ?

But after all, is not our chief' hopo of botter
things in the youngor goneration? If we can
interest the young, tho growing boys and girls,
tho youths appronching manhood, then we have
hold of the fathers and mothers of the coming
agzo, we hold perhaps in our grasp the future
religious dostiny of Amorics, Lot us interest
tho young, Get thom into seme work fitted for
them. Fiund places for them in Sunday-sehool,
choir, or guilds. Make thom foel a responsibi-
lity for tho prospority of the parish. Preuach
ocensionally special sermons.  Knights of Tem-
oranes, Daughtors of the King, St. Andrew’s

rotherhood chapters, will pluy no unimportant
art in our work. Ilow many parents will be
drawn to tho Church by our intorets in their
children| Seeking opportunities to win these
dear young szouls to Christ, manitold ways will
opon, unspolcon suggestions aid us, in preparing
tho way of the Lovd. The Holy spirit will teach
us a8 He tanght apostles of old.

A vast, aresponsiblo Inbor is ours, If we were
wlong in it, failure weuld be certain, but One
will bo with us a8 wo toil, in whom wo shall be
strong indoed. When we have doue our best,
wo may lonve the rosult to lim *“ whodooth ex-
ceeding nbundantly above all that we ask or
think.” As wo pray in His name, men's hearts
will opon to follow ** tho good and the right
way.”” There will come n day of pentocostal
poweor, of apostolic energy, when as onco, de-
spite the scorn of Jow, or the sword of Ruman,
Chrigtians gathored in upper room, in cata-
comb or basilica, to worship Christ, so ouco
moro Christinns shall gatnor in growing
nunmbers in the houso that is catled by 1lis
name, to supplicato and bless Ilim through
whom alono wo have rodemption, rogeneration,
and immortality.
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The drive and worry of
this poople make even more imperative than of
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REPENTANCE.

Lorp! I have wasted all my powers,
My life has passed In 111 :

Hut teach me tn my wayward hours
Ii'en now to do Thy will.

My Ciod ! It s not Thou who hast
Been slow Thy gifts to glve:

"I'ls only T whose heart has becn
Too backward to receive.

0! glve me now a sbmple falth,
And purge my heart from sin,

And eazer let me be henceforth
A heavenly home to win.

011 do we sirive in deadly fight
Temptation to repel,

And oft we've felt thejtempter's might
When in the strifo we fell,

But bt wo fall, O God, restore,
Strengthen our falnting heart:

And give us falth for evermore
To know Thee as Thou art.

Lord ! let me consecrate to Thee
The powers that Thou bhast glven :
My weanlth, iy health, 1y life, my all,
To serve the Lord of Heaven.
AnrcnigE Boyp CARPENTER.
The Palace, Rlpon,

JULIE.

CIIAPTER XIX (Continued.,

Julie ran in her excitement to tho window
and pulled aside the blind, but she could only
seo a large object that must havo been the cab,
and some forms moving in the dark, and thena
man’s voice fell npon her ear; like u soothing

sound it camo,

“Martha ! How are you, Martha ?
ismy dear litle girl ?”

A gentleman’s voice—an educated voico—it
fell like an echo from the past.  She hoard Mar-
tha's voico replying to him, in a low trombling
tone, and before she had time to think any more,
My, Strickland was in the room,

“Julio!” ho cried. ¢ Little Julio!”

What & very tall manhe was ! Julio felt her-
relf lifted in tho air; and gathered close in hiy
arms ; and afier he had kissed hor about « dozoen
times, bo put her down at last, drew an arm-
chair to the fire, and took hor upon his knee;
and then, for the first timo, Julic had a proper
look at him,

1o had a pale face, with such a kind expros-
sion, Julic thought, and a beautiful long far
moustache, and his hair was gotting gray u
little un the temples, and his brown eyes eagorly
reanned Julie's faco, as if he were never going
to take them away again.

“Juhie t little Julio?
papa

“Yen” whispoered Julie, lifting her soft oyes
up to his, and feoling semohow quito at home
with him. I've been longing for you to come
a long, long while, papa.”

The answer scomod to please him very much ;
he drew hor closor in his arm, and looked with
tho groatost satisfaction into tho ponsive face;
and vory naturally the litUe arm went stealing
round his neck, and Julie laid her cheok aguinst
his shoulder,

Of course ho had heard from Martha how
vory ill she'd beon, and now he turned and ask-
ed & hundred questions of her health; and
while Martha answored them, Julie stroked his
coat, and tried to think a little of the past.

Sho liked his coat, it wus tine and soft; it
was a plousure to Julio to touch it, Sho used to
touch somobody’s cout like that. Whose coat
could it have been?  she wondored. John Ger-
ring's coat was rough and course, and John Ger-
ring’s hands woro dirty. Papa’s hands were
cloan and white and soft, just like somebody

How

Are you glad to sce

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,
ina vague and dreamy way. When the chil-
dren went to his tea-parties her place was
yenerally on his knee, and so the position seem-
cd familiar to her in a dim and misty way.

“The fever seemed to touch her memory,”
Murtha was saying when she roused herself to
listen. “It took it clean away; she couldn’t
remember me nor John,nor anything else about
her; but time may bring it back, you know,”
she added falteringly.

1 trust so,” was the apnswer, in his deep
and pleasant voice. * Nay, Martha, don’t re-
proach yourself; hor sickness was not your
bringing. TLet me thank you again and sgain
for all your tender nursing. Thank God!”
he added roeverently ; “she might have died,
you know,”

Poor Martha ! She was glad to slip away
just then to bring the supperin.

“Well, Julie,” said Mr. Strickland, smiling,
‘“and what do you think of papa ?”

Hor eycs had been fixed 8o earnestly on his
fuce, that he was obliged to ask the question,
Julie thought he was the handsomest man she
had ever seen, but she could not tell him so.
Shedid not answor his question, but put the
other arm around his neck as well,

“Do you think,” she asked, in a troubled
whisper, “I shall vemomber it all by-and-by #”

‘l‘ Yes, Julic; ves, my little girl, I'm sure you
will,”

“Thero wore a lot of others,” she said
dreamily, “only I can't remember them, you
know. | wish T could,” she added wistfully,
“Thero was somebody like you, papa, only it
wasn't you ; he had « ring like yours upon his
tinger, and a watch and chain like yours, and [
used to sit upon his knee.”

Perhaps you dreamed of me,my darling." Mr,
Strickland answored, stroking the fair soft hair,

“ No,” said Julie, seriously ; “ I thought
vou wore dead, you know. Wait! she eried
suddenly, caiching hold of his hand ; * some-
body used to do that, too, to me, It was—it
was Oh 1" ytopped Julie, piteously, * who
was it papa ?”

“Julio,” suid Mr. Strickland, undoing the
clinging arms, and holding both hands in his,
“I think you love me a little ; do you not, my
child 77

*Yes,” said Julio with a sigh,
glad you’ve come !”

“Then will you promise to try and do some-
thing for me, if I ask you ?"” Mr. Strickland said.

“Yes,” said Julie, brightly, prepared to slip
ol his knee, feoling quite sure it was something
he wanted her to fetch for him ; and she was
always such a famous ono for waiting on o:hers
you see,

* Promise me, then, dear Julie, that you will
try not to think at all ; don’t try to remember
any of the time that's past,” said Mr, Strick-
land, holding her closer in his arms. ¢ What,
do you want to run away from me ?"

Somchow Julie began to laugh a little then.

‘I thought you wore going to ask me to
fetch you somothing,” she said, “and I was
getling ready to run at once, you know.”

“I'm glad you're such a willing puss,” he
answered, laughing too. *“ Oh! I'll want a lot
of wailing on; you'll find out by-and-by, I'm
such alazy fellow, Julie ; you can’t think how
lazy 1 am. lodia's just the sort of place to
make one lazy, you know,”

And then, as he saw the interest awakening
in her eyes, he began to tell her stories about
his Indian life, till little Julic was quite on-
thralled, and had forgotten to think of the
past.

And by the time supper was over and bed-
time had come round, Julie was laughing as

“Oh, I'm s0



