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T FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
' THE RESTING.PLACE.

A voice has called mo to the
. Por qniet rest,
Fai from the place which rapid footsteps press
. In esger quest;
. Avd bhere I lie and wait from morn to night
Till there shall be
‘Somo marching order sent in words of light
To set me free. ’

But while I wait within this anchor-vale

. Tlook away

To whore the sunny joys of life prevail,
And bear One say,

‘i After the quiet ard the rest of life
Thou shalt be strong;

Arnd when hast died away the noise of strife,
Thou shalt have song.”

. And Ho shall teach me in these quiet days
Of peace ard rest, ’

The oid, forgotten songs of joyous praise
Which I loved best;

And so that He be with me while I stay,
And make me glad,

There is no hour of all the passing day
That can be sad.

And go I thank the Father-voice Lthat bade
Mo rest awhile

Where visions of the future make me glad,
And in His smile

The guiet days shall pass, till odce again
It 18 His will

That I should leave the vale of night and pain,

Wilderness

And serve him still %
— Mariann% Farmingham.

" LIFE A SCHOOL.

A THOUGHT FOR LENT.

Gtal. il 24,

Lirg, like school, is the preparing
For tho time that is to be;

And tho need of all our learning
In the future we shall see,

Oft the copy-book is smeared—
Poor the copying ut the best;
Ofton hand and heart are wearied,

So we soek and crave our reat.

Then we learn our task so badly
That we give our “Master” pain,
So He tells us, oh ! how sadly,
“ You must do these o’er again.”

It seems hard, this lesson learning,
That we see no need to know;

All the while our hearts are yearning
For the time when we may go.

But onr “Master” knows the reason
Of the task behind, before—

And will help us through each lesson —
He has learnt them all, and more,

Yes! He belps us, if confiding
In His wisdom, strength, and love;
S0 we'll trust Him and His guidings
Till wereach our “home above.”
Enrietie A. Raymond,

“ AS A LITTLE CHILD,”

BY ELLEN HAILE MALLORY.

From The Churchman, N.¥.

T is such a wee bit of a small story this time
that I really don't know if any one will care to
listen. But I'll tell you about it just as it all
happened, and perhaps, who knows, yon'll re-
member its lesson for a longer time than yon
would a larger one.

The way it came to be told was this: Jamie,
the baby, and their mother were sitting look-

ing into the fire. * The wnight was rhutting
down after s long cold day—one of ‘hose real
cross days, you know, when the clouds look go
sullen becsuse they .are so gray, and weary
with spow that basn’t quite made up it mind
to fall, ‘ _ '

A chilly wind was blowing too.

_. Perbaps becausé they didr’t care to be hustl-
ed and hurried about by the wind that the
snowflakes had not begun te fall.

It was much more confortable indoors than
out. At any rate Jamie seemed to think so
as he held his fat hands to the glowing fire.

I am sure the baby thought so, for he guar-
gled and jumped and threw his fat hands about
with 8o much energy that if it hadn’t been for
bis mother’s arm he would have flown with the
sparks right up the chimney.

Jamie had been looking in the fire with a
very sober face for a long time before the baby
began his crowing, and the gurgle and chuckle
and the sight of the two pink feet flying wup
and down, as if they were trying to “tread”
very doep water, made him turn his sober
il')rovm eyes on the baby's lenghing, happy

ace.

“ Mamma, are babies good for anything ?”

“Why Jamie!” wasall she had time to say,
before he hurried on with :

“T don’t mean aren’t they gond to hug and
kiss. Of course they are. But arve they,
really now, mamma, good for anything?”

“ Of any use, I suppose you mean, don’t youn
dear? Ob, yes, indeed, Babies help to make
a great many peopls very happy. They bring
joy to sad hearts, and teach us lessons of pa-
tience and gentleness, and even of forgiveness
sometimes. Besides they make us so happy
with their loving baby ways; snd yes, I knew
a baby once that did even a great deal more
than that. He cleared up a dreadful family
quarrel and made ever s0 many people very
happy just by means of his yellow, corling
bair, and his clear, brown eyes and happy,
emiling mouth.”

“ Why, if he looked like that he must have
looked like our baby, mamma. It wasn't our
baby, was it? He never quarrels.”

" Neither did the other baby, bless his dear
little heart, but he walked, no,crawled right in

he stayed until everybody came back into the
sunshiné again.”

“ Oh, mamma, plesse tell me sall sbont it.
Papa won't be home for ever o long ; Robin's
just driving down to the station. Please tell
me all about that baby.”

Mamma’s baby was winking his long black
lashes over his brown eyes, slowly, and still
more slowly. The pink toes were curled up in
a warm flannel blanket by this time, and
baby was—slready—quiet—gone—off—to—the
land of “Nod !

Mamma held him very clozsiy to her as she
swayed slowly backward and forward in her
rocking-chair, and then she said.

# Tt was ever 80 long ago when the baby in
my story was a baby. He is a large man now
with a quick decidod way about him, merry
brown eyes, and such a bright smile. But he
can look stern sometimes, and wher he draws
his eyebrows together, there isn't a bit of &
smile in his eyes.”

¢ That's just like papa,” interrupted Jamie.
“Why, when he just looked cross omce, and
didn't say & word, I saw Dash put his tail be-
tween his legs and walk right under the table.
He thought somebody must be in the way, and
bhe didn't know but it was he, Don’t you
know 1"

“Yes, I know! but I was telling yon about
the baby,” Jamie's mamma laughed.

*“That baby was born, and lived a while,
way off in England. And he had for his home,
when he was about as large as our baby, one
of the most beautiful houses in the South Coun-

try. I hope you will see it sometime, Jamie.

{he shadow of a tremendous quarrel and thereffa

Tts walls aro ooverad with ivy, o83 it has sach
great chimneys. The rooks are glwayg calling
to one agother in the old, old treey, that.stand
all about it, and indoors the house 1 ful]?qf old
queer pictnres, and such heavy chairs., _"Why,
yon couldn’t lift one, Tamie, if you tried ever
po hard.” = - g

“And can lifi'a good many pounds,” in.
terrupted Jamie, doubliog np his arm to show
mamma his musele. : ‘

“The people who lived in this old house ‘in
those days were two very nice, very oareful,
very particular old gentlemen. . They were
brothers, just 88 you and the baby are, only
they were twin brothers, and really and traly
it was very hard to tell which was Mr, Edward
and which was Mr, John. _Even the old house.
keoper who bad lived with them for “thirty
years, used to make a mistake once in a while
and call ‘Mr, Edward’ ‘Mr. John,’ if she happen-
od to meet him in a dark corner. :

“ Well, these two gentlemen lived all alone,
with the servants almost as old as themselves,
in the queer old houss, and very lonely aad
very sorrowful they were sometimes.

“ The resson was because their niece, their
only sister’s child, had married and gone .away
to live in quite another part of England, and
her uncles never saw her, did not even hear
from her, and never had since that gray, dark
wedding morning, when they had seen her
drive away from the church door with her hus-
band, without even going back fo say ‘good-
bye' 1o her old home.

“The reason for that was that the two old
genilemen didn’t approve of people gatting
married.

“‘Thay never had married,’ they used to say,
‘and they had always been very-happy. Why
Lucy should want to leave them and go away
with a yonrg mau she had known>Each a short
time, only thiee years, they couldn’t under-
stand at all’

*“So they said ‘good-bye’ to her atthe church
door, shook hands very stiffly with her new
husband, and then went back to their beautiful
old house under the elm trees, where even the
rooks seemed to miss Lucy, and cawed and
chattered about her in the windy March after-
noons. , e
-~ 4 But she didn't come back again for all their

lling: ' The old gontlemen never asking her.

“ ‘She wont away and left us,’ they used to
say to one snother, ‘well, we must Yearn to get
alopg without her,’ " -

“ They must have been very cross old gentle.
men, mamma,” said Jamie. T

“ No, my dear, not at all. But theéy thought
that because pretty miss Lucy had lived with
them all her life she ought always todo: so,
‘They couldn’t bear ohanges. ¢3Vhy should
young people want them,’ -they said to one
another. Cotent

‘S0 the days and months and yearswent by,
and still the old gentlmen were all dlbne in the
gray house. They were getting to b8 very old
gentlemen, t00. If would have been very pleas-
ant to have Lucy back again 0 read the papers
that their tired old eges made such hard work
of nowadays, or to have heard her sweet veice
or her light footstep about the quiet old house;
or even to have seen the baby, they said to them-
gelves, as they sat in front of the fire.

¢ For there was a baby. Lucy had written
them about it herself, and had begged the old

euntlemen to let her bring it, to snow it them

ut though her uncles had answered her pitifaf
little letter very £olitely, they had never said
one word about the baby. '

“ But they thought about it. Oh, yes, in-
deed! I don't believe there was an evening
when they sat in front of the fire, the two 'old
gontlemen, that they didn’t think about that
baby, and Mr. John was very much surprised
to hear himself saying out loud, one evening :

«« wonder if Lucy's baby has brown eyes.
Our mother’s were brown and so are Lnoy's.’

“Yes, and so were Richard's; do you re-




