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ministering to soule diseased is by sober
conviction and systematic training in religious
life and habit. Such a murture and admonition
the Church provides, as she had it from the
Apostles. We have only to use it consistently
to find in it, all that we need and all that
the word needs.-Living Church.

FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
INFLUENCE.

They tell us that each pebble dropped
On ocean's glassy breast,

Muet make a pulse in th' boundless deep
Whose ripples never rest;

But over sweep throngh coral caves,
Or break on distant sands,

To kiss cold faces which the deop
Holde far from loving bande;

Or eddies 'round the treasures loat,
Which har calm bosom bides,

Yet etill forever ebbs and flows
Upon ber changing tides 1

They tell us that each word we speak,
Tho' ne'er so softly said,

Shall still bc throbbing thro' the air
Long after we are dead I

And that, although we hear them not,
Around us ever ring

The laugh and sigh of long ago,
The shifting breezes bring.

It may be that with mighty words,
Like puleos on the deep

We stir the hearts of other mon,
And rouse thonm from thoir sleep.

It may be that each word wo speak,
Like an echo on the air,

Though scarcely heeded when 'tis said,
Yet leaves its impress thore.

Howe'er this be, 'tis God's doorce
We cannot live alone.

No one can fold his arme and say
"My lifo is all my own."

The life of each is bound to al]
By cords we can not sover,

A ripple that shall never causeo
Upon timena mighty river.

-Pacißc Churchman.

Daddy's Boy.
(Br L. T. MMADI.)

CaAPTR XVII.-Lcontinued]
Ronald did not again allude to the Christ-

mas gifts. One quick glance ho gave as they
drove home together at bis aunt's rather ex.
pressionlese face, but for the rest of the short
drive ho kept his eyes fxed on the window,
though it is to be doubted if ho saw much of the
familiar landscape.

After dinner, without asking leave from any
one, ho qieitly disappeared. Ho alipped up to
his bedroom, and, locking the door, began care-
fully ta collect together and pack up in a shoot
of brown paper aIl the presents he had recoived
that morning. He tied his paroel rather un-
tidily with a piece of whipcord which ho hap.
pened to have in his pocket, and thon watch-
ing hie opportunity, ho went downstairs and
out of the houe.

He carried a bulky brown paper parcel in
his arme, and ho was awfully afraid that ho
might be seen and bronght home in disgrace
belore this parcel reached its destination.

He was far tao much excited to think of put-
ting on hie overcoat, but just as ho was, n his
little tight-fitting black velvet suit, ho ran up
the avenue panting, and aven Btumbling as ho

ran, for the night was very dark, and hie parcel
was badly tied and heavy te oarry.

The questions of right or wrong did not ven
occur te him. His whole soul was set on what
seemed te him one most obvious duty, the
making up to Peters and the alms-women for
the dreadful way they had been negleoted that
morning.-He had scarcely been able te eat hie
own Christmas dinner for thinking of them.
With hie usuai habit of jumping te conclusions,
ho imagined thom to be really starving. He
felt ure that Peters had gone in debt for the
eggs, and ho was absolutely certain that the six
almswomen and the old sexton Peters would be
put out for a whole year in their calculations
owing to hie want of thought.

After the firat flash of hurt feeling had pas-
sed ha ceased te blame Aunt Eleanor for not
giving him ber puree.

" She can't be expected te understand, poor
thing," ho said to himself; " he could nt
gnose that it was always father's and my way.
No. I krew ail about it, and I am the one to
blame. I should bave talked it aIl over with
Aunt Eleanor a few days back, and tried to ex.
plain it to ber. She is a little slow about tak-
ing in a thing, Aunt Eleanor is, and I should
bave spoken very slowly, and been patient, and
taken a long time over it. Poor Aunt leanor,
abs can't belp being slow. Well, I muet try
and get ber ail to myself to-morrow, and in the
meantime I'll explain how things are to the
almswomen and te Peters. I am so glad I got
those Christmas boxes this morning, bocause
they will be botter than nothing to give themr
while they are waiting for their money. I
wonder now if I had better give my musical
box te Jane Pratt or to Peters! I's s dear lit-
le box, and it plays the 'British Grenadiers'
so nicely. It would amuse Jane Pratt when
she is alone to turn the handie and hear the
'British Grenadiers' striking up; but thon
Peters is the one that has the gift for music.
How well he did his anthem to.day I Wouldn't
father have been delighted 1 ".

By this time Ronald had gained the high
road, and taking a short out across a field which
ho knew very well, ho found himself exactly
opposite the neat little almehouse wbich had
been built more than a hundred years ago by an
anceetor who may have possessed -as kind a
heart as hie own. Ronald stopped in front of
the little gate which led to the almshouses, and
here ho feit a sensation of great uneasiness.
Five of the almshouses were in complote dark
ness; not a ray of light from any modest little
candle abone ont on the wintry landscape.

" It's just as I feared," said Ronald te him-
self; " they can't even afford a bit of light on
Chritmas day. I suppose they have had te go
quite etarved to their beds, poor things I poor
things l'

The sixth almahouse, however, reflected on
the gravel path a quite unusal brillianoy.
This almehouse was considerably larger than
the others, and the old lady who reeided there
was always treated with marked respect, a
good deal of deference, and nota little.concealed
envy by the inferior almswomen.

Ronald atole up now to the casenent, and
peeping over the short, white blind, looked in.

" Dear, dear," ho said to himself, " I did not
know that Susan Blake was rich enough to give
a party.-Why, of course, that accounts for ail
the little candies being put out. I do deolare
-ho bas got the five other almswomen in-
Mary Cotter and Aun Boale, and the rest. How
smart they ail look, and aren't they having a
good dinner ! Why, that's plum-pudding that
Susan Blake has just put on the table; jolly
one it looke, to; nearly as good as ours. I
wish i had had another bit of ours at dinner;
I wanted to, only I was so sure that Peters and
the almswomen wore starving, and that took
away my appetite. Well, well, Susan Blake
muet have saved a good deal of money; it's
very generous of her te invite the other aime-
women to dinner. Oh, and if thora isn't Peters

sitting at the head of the table in the wooden
aru.ohair 1 how red his face is, and how bappy
he lroks I So, he's cutting the plum-pudding
now. Well done, Susa Blake. I think you're
a very noble woman."

Ronald ran round and knocked vigorously
with his knuckles on the oak-beamed door.

"Let me in," ho called out; "I've got a big
rarcel in my arme, and I can't lift the latoh;
et me in please, Mrs. Blake."

Mrs. Blake opened thq door, and instantly
ail the almswomen got up and dropped little
cartaies, and expressed great delight at seeing
Sir Ronald.

"I You'll sit in the arm-obair, Sir Ronald."
said Peter, relinquishing his throne of dignity
and oomfort with a hastily euppressed sigh.

"And perhaps, my dear, you'd like a delicate
8lice of the pudding," said Mra. Blake, as she
reached down a valuable china plate from ita
shelf over the mantlepiece.

"id like the pudding very much indeed,"
said Ronald, " for I'm quite hungry, indeed, I
have been having a rather anxious time, and
I'm very hungry, so you need not make the
slice of pudding too thin, Mra. Blake; and,
Peters, you muet not think of giving me your
seat, you muet oit where you are and out the
pudding; you don't know how snug you look
there with your face so shining and red. No,
Ilil stay by the fire and eat my pudding. Oh,
Mrs. Blake; I'>n Bo glad you were able to save
a little money, and that you are not keeping it
for yourself, but are spending it on others.
They would have ai tbarved but for you, Mrs.
Blake; but you've acted on that verso out of
the Bible, 'It is more blessed to give than to
receive.' Doesn't it make you very happy to
feel that you are such a noble woman ?"

Eh, my dear I" said Susan Blake, in rather a
bewildered way as ehe placed Renald's pudding
before him. "I don't quite know wkat you
are driving at, darling. I hasn't saved no
money ; how could I, dear ? And this is the
roast beef and the plum-pudding, and the curly
greens. and the cake, and the tea, to say noth-
ing of two bottles of wine which the good lady,
your aunt, sent up from the big bouse yester-
day, and, of course, Peters comed in for his
share, for Peters was mentioned particularly
by your aunt in her note, my dear."

"It's a nice pudding," said Peters; " but I
thiik, Mrs. Blake, and no offence is meant,
ma'am, that the meat was done to a turn too
much. I likes it more with the red gravy in
iti ma'am."

" I'm of your way thinking, Mr. Peters,"
said Mary Cotter, " the meat was done a turn
too brown ; but as you say, no offence ie meant,
and we must be all thankful for smaLl favori
and not cultivating of a complaining spirit."

" Dear, dear," said Ronald, when he could
find breath to speak, " how dreadfully I mis-
judged Aunt Eleanor. I nover thonght she
would give you ail such a beautifut dinner; it
is a good dinner, isn't it ? And you are none
of you starving, are you? You don't know
how miserable I was in church when I ramem-
bered about your sovereigns and your half-
sovereign, Peters. It was ail my own fault,
and I can tell yen I was unhappy, and I did
beg Aunt Eleanor to give me lier purse in
church, and she would not. Poor, dear thing,
I don't suppose ahe had so much money in her
purse, and, of course, she know that you had
plenty to eat to-day. I hope I wuan't rude to
Aunt Eleanor. Peters, you did eing the anthem
well 1 How many raw egge did you take this
morning ? You have a great gits for muie,
Peters.-Well, I came to Dring yoa aIl a few
little presenta, and to tell you that l'Il ask for
your money to-morrow."

The information that their sovereigns were
likely to be forthcoming gave immense pleasure
to the six almewomen, and Peters also an-
nounced 'that ho generally laid in a store of
tobacoo with his ten shillings, and that ho
would have mibsed his aooustomed weed very
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