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" A parish does not exist that a certain num-
ber of neople may enjoy ‘“ clequent preach
ing’ or ‘“artistic ninging,” or that thoy may
have a beaulifnl churoh in which to worship,
or casrhioned pews in which to disposo them-
gelves. It does not exist to pay u large ealary

~to “a flrst-olass map,” or three or four thou-
gand & year “io first clase perfcrmera” in the
organ loft. If these things are the ends for
which pa ishes oxist, wo must confess they
sre hardly worth tho trouble of organizing
or sustaining. And it is just because theae
things are taken to be ends—because 80 many
good people feel that, having all these, ths par-
ish is complete and its purpose reached—that
80 many of our parishes avo so useless, cnmber-
ers of the ground, sud shames to the Cbhurch
whose name they bear.

How many sinners are brought to repentance
and better minds? How many unbelievers are
trained for Holy Baptism ?  How many child-
ren are instructed for Confirmsation? Hov
many outcasts are gathered into the fold?
How many poor and destitute are cared for,
warmed and filled? How bravely 18 the battle
fought for the Liord Jesus against the world and
the devil? How much does the parish do, snd
bow many dollara does the parish give away?
These are the qucations which will test the
value of tho use, good frierds who read this of
St. Paul’s, or St. John's, or St. James’ parieh,
of 'vzlhich you sars, perhaps (we iruet), justly

roud.

P The sad thonght is, that St. Paul’s, 8t. John's,
or the rest, may bo very * yrospercus,” very
very ‘strong,” very “ large" parishes, able to
command ‘‘ the first talent,” both in pulpit and
organ loft, and very well satisfied with them-
gelves, without being able to give any anawer
at all to sueh gquestions, and slas! withont any
idem, often, that such questions are not utterly
impertinent and sbsurd }

If you belong to asoy suoh parish, good
reader, do met yoursclf thinking. For, posi-
tively, your parish may be, according to its
own meagure, a very fine parish indeed, when
it really is not worth houso room in the Church
or diocese."— Church Journal.
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“TInto you it ir givon lo know the mysteries
of the Kingdom of God,”—8t. Linke viii- 10.

O isthomless profound of rest,
In Gui to 1ead a Fathor’s name;
Aud child-like clingiag to His breast
My birthright iu His love to claim |
O Miracle of graoce to kneel
With boldness ay the Throne of thrones;
Blood-washed with notsing to conceal ;
White robed amid Giod's ransomed ones,

O mystery cf lovo divinel
Etorng) Spirit, dost Thon choose
To make wy lowly hears Thy Shrine
Axnd therc Thy light of life diffase ?
And an I of the couvsen Brids,
Given by the Futher to the Son
In all His glory giorificd
And in His perfect anion ove?

O love which only love can know !
O joy which only faith can share!
A child of God at school below;
A chijld st home for ever there,

~Bickersteth's Year to Year,

A MISERABLE CHRISTMAS

AND A .
HAPPY NEW YEAR.

[Continued.]
The last order was shouted through the
window as the carrisge rolled rapidly away,
In a few minutes they gained the spot where

the old woman wae lying ss one dead, under}

the leafless hedge, with the blood staining the
thin shawxl which was wrapped about her. Her
old, wrinkled face had lost all its apple-red and
her grey bair, scanty and short, had fallen
from under ber white cap. Both Dr. Layard
snd Katie oxclaimed in one breath, ¥ Mrs,
Duffy I

Kate was not wanting in nerve, though she
foit a little shaken and exceedingly troubled.
Sne left the carriage and sat down on the bank,
supporting Mrs, Daffyin her arms, while Dr.
Laydrd meade a brief examination of the
wounds in the poor old woman's neck and

shoulder, His expression was very grave, and
he stood for & few moments deliberating silent:
ly, with his oyes fastened upon the death-like
face of Mrs, Dnffy and the pretiy anxious face
of his daughter,

“Is it dangerous 1" asked Kate, falteringly.

“ Almost fatal,” he answered; * within a
touch of death. There’s one chamce, I'm
thinking of driving straight to Lentford Hos-
pital, It’s a good, level road all the way, and
tho hospital is at this ead of the town. If yon
get’into the brougham first, I can lift the old
woman and place her in an oasy post vre againat
you. Could you hold her pretty much as you
are now for an hour or more? I'd do it my-
golf; but you could not lifv her in as Ishall do.
Aro yon strong enongh ?”

“Iwill be strong eno~gh; I will do it,”
said Kate, lifting up her head with deterriina-
tion and endurance in every line of her face,

{t did not ocear to Dr, Layard that his car-
risge wus a new one, handsomely lined and
fitted up ; but the servant’s soul ran more upon
such subjects, and he began to protest againet
lifting the wounded and bleeding woman iuto
it. Such a very miserable old ocresature, too
thought Bob; not & bit of a lady.

‘“Dolt ! idiot1 brute!” ejaculated Dr. Lay-
ard, in a high wrath; and Bob, who had only
uttered half his protest, shut his mouth and
was Bilent,

It seomed a very long time o Kate, though
the carriage bowled rapidly along the smooth,

| straight old Romsn road. Poor Mrs, Dufiy

gave no sign of life, but lay against her heavily,
while her grey hbead resting upon Kate's
shoulder, She held her as tenderly as she could,
row and then clasping her warm fingers about
her wrist, which was knotted and brown with
age and hard work, but which gave no throb
back to Kate's touch. Dr, Layard, who rode
outside with Bob, looked round from time to
time, nodd ing to her, but with so grave a face
that she felt the case was very serions. Bhe
thanked God very fervently when the spires of
Lentford came in sight, and the last notes of
the moreing chimes fell upon her ear. There
wero streams of people going to ohurch, ex-
changing cheery salutations with one another;
bat many a person caugbt a glimpse of Kate's
palo and agitated face, and the grey head lying
sgainst her neck, and folt & shadow pass cver
their own Christmas gladness,

Dr. Layard’s carriage drove into the ocourt
yard of the hospital, and then Kate wes quiokly
relioved of her burden. Mra, Daffy was curried
away, sud Dr. Layard followed her, Kate sat
there anxious and troubled, while the cloek in
the nesrest church tower struck ome quarter
after anothor, and Bob drove up and down at a

.snsil's pace in dreary and monotonous tarrs.

At length some one beckoned to him from the
hoepital portico, and Bob responded with an
alaority which betrayed his impatience, Kate
only saw at the last moment that it was Dr.
Carey, not her father, who had summoned him;
and she shrank back, breathless and tremulous,
into the corner of the carriage which concealed
her best from him,

** Bob, your master says you must drive
home,” says Dr. Carey; “he will return by
train in the afternoon,” '

“And the old woman, sir?” said Bob;
‘ how,s she goin’ on?" _

**Very little hope,” answered Philip Carey,
whose face Kate could not see, but whose voisce
made every nerve thrill.

¢Ta it murder ?” asked Bob, who bad known
Dr. Carey as his master's assistant, and atood
on veory little ceremny with him.

“I'm afraid so,” he said; “ how are they ail
at homs Bob? Miss Brooks and Miss Kate 1

**She's in there,” said Bob, pointing with
his thumb to the carriage. Kate roused her-
gelf to lift up her head with dignity, and git
erect upon her seat, snd meet Dr. Carey's saln-
{ation nalmly. It was nearly four weeks since
he had written to her, and she had replied,
“Come,” Hoe lonked at her with an amazed
and confused expression, and took off his hat,
but did not attempt to speak. Boith of them
colored, a d both bowed stiffly and in silerce.
Then Philip Carey, stili bareheaded, and as if
lost in thought, walked slowly back up the
broad sieps uf the portico, and Kate eried most
of the way home.

“1 rever saw anythiog like that,” thonght
Bob; ““and they used to be like brother and
sister, almost."

It was late in the aftermoon when Dr. Lay-
ard retarned, and then he had to see the supsr-
intendeut of police. The stranger who had
passod through the toll gate had not yet been
found; bat he could not be far off, and Bob was
ready to swear t0 him when he was taken.
Kato's Christmas party passed off more suc-
cessiully because one of the invited guests had
beer almost murdered on the highway. The
news ran like wild fire through the town and
neighborbood, aud the farmer's wife came to
tell of Mrs. Duffy’s morning visit, and her
checrful carols just before the villian met her.
She and Xate mingled their teara together over
the recitul, and Kate cnded ber miserable
Christmas by going (: Led with & very heavy
heart,

The next day the stranger was found, and
sworn to by Bob, thoogh be flatly denied hav-
ing been anywhere in the direction of the toll
bar, Neither Dr. Layard nor the toll man
could swear to him, as he had passed on the
farther side of the oarriage while they were
talking at the other window., He was an ut-
ter siranger in the neighborhood, without
friends, and he stated that he wason the tramp.
A very old piatol was found in a ditoh near the
spot where Mrs, Duoffy had been shot. The
man was sent in safe custody to Lentford, to be
brought face to face with the old woman, ifshe
should recover conscionsness enough to identify
him and give her evidence against him.

For twenty-four hours or more it continued
very doubtfol whether the poor old creature
would ever rally.—She had not spoken since
she had been found, but she lay perfeotly tran-
quil snd patient on her hospitul bed. Now
& gleam of a smile, like the momentary glim- -
mer of the sun on & cloudy day, crossed her
face, and her lips moved slightly, ns if she were
whisporing, She knew when they were doing
anything for her, for she tried to help herself,
to raise her thin hand. or turn her grey head
upon the pillow for them to see her neock.

Dr, Carey, who had known her in former
days, spent as much time as he could beside
her bed; and towsards the close of the day, just
before the night nurse was coming to take her
turn, he heard her voice speaking artioulately,
bat slowly and faintly, and he stooped over her
to listen to what she said,

“Dr, Layard's daughter!
daughter !” she murmured,

“Would you like to see Dr, Layard's daugh-
ter?” asked Prilip Carey, in his clearest and
most pleasant tone,

Ay, ay,” whispered the old woman.

“To.morrow you shall,” he said; *itis too
late now, To -morrow.”

“Ay, ay,” she answered, cheeriuliy.

“You will be better to-morrow,” he sug-
goated.

Dr, Layard's



