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The Family Circle.

LOVE'S LITTLE Day.

“*T'here ate many to-tmorrows, my love, my Jove,
But only vne to-day.”

Lo ‘s the golden motn,
And on the air are borne
Song of the wooing bird and drone of bee.
Ange ! ooh Jove of mune,
lmprove the moring shine
Sweet  there's but ope to-day for you and me

Shadows of afternoun
I-all on our path too soon,
Deep'mng until they reach the evemog pray
From farther shoses of might
May rise to-mortows bright,
But, Love, for us, there 1s but one to-day

Graves of dead yesterdays,
Lte all along the ways
By which we came to stand together thas
Welook in vain to see
Where the to-mortows be.
Dear heart! there s but just to-day for us
—Lonvse Plallips, 1n Harper's fazar
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MARJORIE'S CANADIAN WINTER.

BY AGNES MAULE MACHAR.
CHAPTER 1L
Marjorie s tears were tlowing now. Her
father took her hand 1n his, while he gently
stroked her hair with the other ; and, after a
short pause, he went on.
‘*What I went through at that time, Mar-
jorie, 1 could never tell in words. 1t wasthe
blackness of darkaess. I koew then what it
was to be ** without God and without hope in
in the world.” 1 would have longed for death,
bug even that gave me no hope of reunion with
her who was my lifle—and what did 1 know of
a “beyond”? And healthy human aature
shrinks from a vacuum! So [ lived on, try-
ing to forget my sorrow in my work. Your
Aunt Millie came to live with me, and did all
she could to cheer me, She was passionately
fond of Tenayson's *“ In Memoriam,"” and
sometimes in the evenings, when I sat too
tired and sad to talk or read, she would read
to me bits of that beatiful poem, which I had
never cared to do more than glance at before
The beauty and musre of the poetry attracted
me at first, and by degrees some of its teach
ing fonnd its way into my heart I beganto feei
that human knowledge is not all knowledge,
and that tbere were other ways of getting
at truth than by our senses and our short-
sighted human reasoning. And sn, to make
a long story short, I began to stretch out my
haands through the darkness, to the Light that
can shine even in darkness, and that, as I
found, shone even for me. Your Uncle
Ramsay, 100, helped me by telling me that if
I wanted to get more light, I must honestly
seek to follow the light I had, and that Christ
had said, “If aoy man will do his will, he
shall know of the doctrine.” 1 began to study
Christ's life and words, and was amazed to
find there r.20y things that I had never seen
before—often as I heard and read the words
—things that transcended my own highest
ideal of moral purity, and that, alas, far tran-
scended my power of acting up to them. But
I felt that in the very desire to follow Christ
came the power of following. There were
many things that I did oot see for a long ume
—~some that I cannot say 1 see clearly even
yet : but this T have long been sure of : that
no hight has ever come to this world’s dark-
ness to compare with the diviae glory seen in
Jesus Chnist, and thatn the loving following
of am, 1s the hfe and hght of menl 1 could
say for myself, from the heart, what was said
by ooc who was also a long; and anxious seek-
er for truth, whose life 1 read some years
apo. **Fully assured that when I am mos: a
Chnistian, 1 am the best man, I am content to
adhere to that as my guide 1 the abscace of
better hght, and wait tull God shall aflord me
more.” And as the time has gone on, God
has given me more ligh?, so that some of the
very thipgs that oace were difficulues to me,
arc now additional proofs of the divine
ongin of a rehgion which proud human
natute could never, never have originated.’
‘The room was very still. The fire had
burned low as the absorbing talk had gone
on ; only the ticking of the cleck and the dis-

CoNTINUED,

THE CANADA PRESBYTERIAN.

tant sound of Rebecca's preparations for tea
broke the silence. Mr. Fleming's voice kad
grown tired and weak, but presently he roused
himself to say a few words more.

‘T have told you all this, my child, be-
cause 1n this age of conflicting opinions few
thoughtful minds can eatirely escape the in-
fection >f prevailingdoubt. And aschangesare
always liable to come, and some may soon
come to our life together, I think it may be
helpful to you hereafter to know what has
been your father's experience, and what is his
dehberate verdict after so many years of
thought and of tnial of the illusions of life with-
out the crue Light. I might not be able to
satisfy Mrs. Laae yet on a cross-examination,
and as it does not come natural to me to ex-
press mysell in her particular phraseology, T
never try to do so. But

** God fulfils himself in many ways ;"
and 1 am more and more satisfied that Christ's
law of love is the law of light ; and that in
those two words, loving and following, lies the
essence of that which is variously called “con-
version,” or a ‘“‘new heart” or practical
Christianity. ** Rise up and follow me,"” was
Christ’s summons to those who would be His
disciples, and then *If ye love me, keep my
commaundmeats,” and * This is my commaand-
ment, that ye love one another!”™ And now,
dailing, ring for lights and tea; for I have
talked rather too much and I feel a lutle
faint.’

Mr. Fleming talked no more that evening,
but Marjorie never forgot that conversation,
or rather her father’s earnest words, which
lingered in ber mind for months and years to
come. It made that mysterious something
called ‘conversion’ so much clearer and
simpler than it had ever seemed beafore. Just
to ‘tollow’ Christ; to try to do His will in
loving obedience ; she could try to do that,
and she would. And when she read in her
Testament that eveniog about the man sick of
palsy whom Christ teld to *take up His bed
and walk,’ 1t tlashed upon her ihat perhaps 1t
was just i trylng to obey Chnist that he re-
cewved the power to do it. And the hght
that had shone for her dear fatber and mother
would, she was sure, shine for her also.

But what could be the * change ’ her father
had hinted ai, as if something unkonown to her
were impending 7 Her father, she was sure,
was growing decidedly better. The doctor
no longer came to see him daily, and when
he did, he spoke so cheerfully, that Marjorie
felt quite reassured. Netue Lane and the
others gurls had often told her that she mught
have a step-mother some day—an idea which
seemed to her as impossible as st was painful.
But she felt sure tHht her father could not
have spoken of her mother as he had done,
if he had the slightest thought of such a thing;
and she dismissed it from her mind as out of
the question. Whatever the impending
change might be, it was not that. And, as
often happens, what it really was, was some-
thing which would in ail probability have
never occurred, even to her dreaming imag-
ination.

CHAPTER HIL
A NEW DFIFARTURE.

A few days after that Marjorie brought in
her father's ietlers to the situng-ronm, where
he had began to wnte again, though he was
not yet allowed to leave the house. One of
the letters bore a Caradian postage stamp,
aund the postmark of Montreal, and was ad-
dressed in the well-known flowing hand-writ-
ung of her aunt, Mrs. Ramsay. Another was
addressed 1 her Aunt Millie's famibiar band,
and Marjoric carried them in with cager ex-
pectation, for such letters were generally
common property. But instead of reading
tbemto her at once, as he usually did, Me.

“lemi 5 mercly opened them eagerly, and
after a hasty glance over their coateats, re.
sumead his writing.

* Well, father dear,’ said Marsjorie, ia a
disappointed toae, ‘aren’t you going to tell me
what Aunt Millic says? May I read her
letter?’®

* Not just now, dear,’ he replied, and Mar-
joric noticed that his hand was trembling a
little ; *you shall read both letters in the
cvening, whean 1 have time to talk to yoa about
them. Bat { can’t do that just now.’

Marjorie went oft to school, feeling a hittle
hurt, and wondering why her father cou dn’t
at least have let her read dear Aunt Millic's
letter, when he knew how eager she always
was to hear from her. However, she knew
her father always had a good reason for any-
thing that seemed strange to her, so she trust-
ed him now. But the day seemed a long cae
and after school she made haste to learn her
lessons before tea, so that afier tea she might
be ready as soon as her fatner was at leisure.

He did not write or study in the evenings
yet, and when Marjorie sat down beside him,
and told him that her lessons were aver, he
seemed quite ready for their talk.

* [ have agreat deal to talk to you about, my
child, he said, throwing his arms lovingly
about 7.er, ‘and the sooner I begin the better
—now, I dida't want you to read those letters
this morniog, because I wanted to tell you
first what they were about, and I didn't feel
ready to do it then. Marjorie darling, your
Aunt Mary most kindly invites you to come
and spend the winter with her in Montreal.’

‘ But, father dear, I couldnt go away and
leave you," exclaimed Marjorie in bewilder-
meat.

*My dear child, I am afraid that I must
go and leave you—lor a while,’ he said sadly.
* Ng, don't be frightened, dear; the doctor
thinks I am getting on nicely ; but 1 have had
a severe shake, and he thinks 1t would not be
prudent for me to risk staying here through
the winter. He strongly recommends me to
go south, and your Aunt Millie is most an-
xious that I should go to her, for part of the
winter, at any rate. Mr. Fulton and 1 have
been talking the m~tter over, and he tooen-
dorses the doctor’s advice. I can still carry
on some of my work in connection with the
office, even there. And as I shall probably
take a voyage among the West India Islands,
I can write some articles that will be of use
both to the office and to myself. I should
have liked very much to take you with me,
dear ; but there are several reasons against
that, besides the additonal expense. It would
be a serious interruption to your studies just
now, and you would find it very hard to settle
down after it. Theo your Aunt Mary has al-
ways been aoxicus to see more of you, and
that you should get to know your cousins, and
I know 1t will be much the best thing for yoo
to be under her care for a while. It will be
the next thing to having your own mother,
dear.’

Mar;orie had listened without a word, so
far too much stunned by all these unexpected
announcements to say a word. She could
scarcely realize at first, all that such a plan
involved. But as it gradually dawned upon
her that a long separatior: from her father was
really inevitable, her head saok down on his
shoulder and a burst of tears came to her re-
lief.

‘Don't suppose 1t isn't hard for me, too,
darling,’ said Mr. Fleming, tenderly stroking
her hair.  * But I am older than you, and have
had more expericnce in submitting to what
must be ; and then a few months don't seem
so long to me to look forward, as when 1 was
your age. But 1 am quite sure you'll have a
very happy winter, and that you'll soon learn
to luve your aunt and cousins, and my dear
old friend Ramsay.’

And then he went on to tell her stories of
things that had happened when they were at
college together, showing his friend’s goodness
and kindness of heart, and also his love of fun,
and before long Marjorie had almost forgotten
her first broken -hearted fecling, and was smil-
ing over her father’s narrative of his owa be-
wilderment whea he first woke up to the fact
that Ramsay actoally preferred his sister
Mary's socicty to his own !

*1 can tell you, Marjorie,” he said, 'it was
one of the severest soubs [ ever got 1o my
life, and how old Ramsay did cnjoy 1t ; and
Mary, too, after she got rid of her first shy-
aess.’

Mr. Fleming aod Matjorie talked a long
time over all the arrangements that had to be
cunsidered. Hc had a good opportunity for
letting his house furnished for a year, and as
he and Marjoric always spent part of the sum-
iner in some quiet country quarters, he
thought it better to avail himself of the chance.
Rebecca would remaimn in the house to look
after things, and could get oa very well with

{June 20th, 1804,

the old gentleman and his wife who were to
take the house. And Mr. Fulton had a friend
who was going to Montreal, and who could be
Marjorie's escort, so that her aunt need not
take the long journey, as she had offered to
do, in order to take Marjorie North.

‘ But Robin, father ! ” said Marjorie, sud-
dely looking down at the shaggy little terrier.
* We can't leave poor Robin in the honse, He
would break his heart.’

*Oh! that reminds me that you haven't
read your Aunt Mary's letter yet. [ told her
about Robin, and how unwilling I knew you
would be to leave him behind—as she would
have been herself indeed. And she says:—
“By all means let Marjorie bring *Robin
Adair.” He will find a very warm welcome
from all the fanmuly, including our big, good-
natured Nero, who will patronize him with the
greatest satisfaction.” Now read the letter
for yourself, and see if you don't think you
will love your Aunt Mary just as much as your
Aunt Millie, when you come to know her as
well.’

So Marjorie sat down to read her aunt’s
letter in which, after expressing the pleasure
with which she would receive her niece, she
went on to predict how much Marjorie would
epjoy the novel evperience of a Canadian
winter, the sleighing, tobogganing, snowshoe-
ing, and last, not least, the woaderful sights
of the winter carnival. *The children are
wild about outdoor sports,’ she said, *and I
am sure the exercise and fun will be very good
for Maijorie, for when 1 saw her 1 thought
that, like yourself, she read and studied too
much, and lived too dreamy and solitary a
iife.

Mrs. Ramsay had paid her brother a short
visit, on the occasion of their youngest sist-
er's marriage, and Marjorie could not but be
attracted by her motherly manuner and gen-
uine kindliness. She was her father’s commoon-
sense sister,’ as he used to call her, and he
had frequently told her how her happy tran-
quillity of disposition had often been a true
solace in his youthful troubles. He knew that
the influence of her calm, bnght Chrnstianity
and active, practical hfe would be very good
for his impulsive and rather dreamy Masjone,
and this more thaa half reconciled him to the
parting which he dreaded almost as much as
she did. And i1t was pleasant, also, to think
that his friend Ramsay should know and love
his little gl of whom bhe was secretly very
proud, and he knew his old classmate would
appreciate.

The next few days were very busy ones.
Dr. Stone was anxious to get his patient off
just as soon as possible, and there were many
preparations to be made. Rebecca, who at
first almost cried her cyes out at losing *the
master and Miss Marjorie, not to mention
poor little Robin,’ yet was glad to stay by the
old bouse, was almost buried in the boxes she
was packing, and the garments she was sort-
ing and putting to nghts. Masjorie and she
made a carcful inventory of the contents of
the house, a task which made Marjorie feel
herself of much use, as she carefully wrate
down her list 1n 2 neat memorandum book.
Mr. Fleming went into the city when the
weather was fine coough, and made arrange-
ments at the office and clsewhere. One of
his pleasantest crrands was to leave Marjorie’s
half-eagle—ncatly put up as it bad been
planned—in the hands of the ‘angel’ he had
met on that November aay, when his illness
had begun. She looked ili, herself, and Mry.
Fleming felt sure that the little gift of money
would be a real boon to her, if she would only
use it in procuring comforts for herself. But
he could not charge her to do this, for he
merely performed the part of a messeager,
only sayiog to her that he had been asked to
hand her the package, and thea at once com-
ing away without waiting for questions.

(7o ¢ continued )

Tho sure foundations of the state are
laid in knowledge, not in ignorance; and
cvery ancor at education, at culture, at book
learning, which is the recorded wisdom of
tho cxperienco of mankind, is tho doma-
goguc’s encer at intelligent liberty, inviting
national degeneracy and rain.—G. W. Cur-
s,
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