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FAMILY DEPARTMENT.

THE IN-COMING CHRIST.

" When Jeans came to the place . . . and
eaw him, Be said, . . m&ke haste and
come down, for to day I must abide at thy
house. " And be made haste, . . . and
reéeived Him joyfully."

Yea, Lord, to day 1 I am so poor
In ail that can be worthy Thee,

I bad not tbought beside my door.
Snob Guest would pause, to sup with

me.
Yea, Lord, to-day; I am so weak,

And Thon art strong I the time speeds
fast;

To day Thy word of meroy speak,-
The blessinge that for me Thou hast.

Yea, Lord, to-day; for never more
B ave 1 Bo needed friend like Thee;

I pray Thee now as ne'er before,
Thon gracions One, draw near to me.

So near-so near-a yparlieg heart
* Deign Tby abiding p1aceto inake:
Bid every h:ndering thing depart;

Enter, and fuil possession take.
Enter, and bid unballowed aim,

Paesion and pride alike begone;
FI om lower loves I turn with shame.

Waiting, to welcome Thee alone.
Nay, I no longer e'en may wait;

To day, Be hastei to this abode;
Fiing wide, O toul, each lowly gate;

E.ter, my Jeans, and my God i

Advent, 1888-

EPIPHAN Y.

In the green fielde of Palestine,
And by its windiog rille,

Along the Jordan's sacred satreamn,
And o'er the vine clad hills--

Once lived and roved the fairest Child
That ever blest the earth,

he holiest, the happiest,
And yet.ot humbleat birth.

Kindly in ail Hie deeds and words,
A*d gentile as a dove;

Obedient, affectionate,
His very soul was love.

How beautiful Hlis childhood was,
Barmless and undefiled;

Q ie it not a blessed thought
Tbat Christ was once a Uibild?

MISTRESS CICELY.

A SBoIr OP TWO HUNDamD YxàaB Aao.

[ContinuedJ
"Yet you admit ho is flying from the pur.

suit of justice."
Her eyes flashed thon.
"I admit no auch thing. If justice were all

ho bad to look for, ho would mot need to bide."
Colonel. Widdrington amiled ironically.

" Thank you, Mistross Cicely-that Je quite
enough; not but what I knew it before. Re
was bere this morning; ho fled this afternoon.
It in all very plain; and the beat thing that
you can do for yourself and him now is quietly
to reveai the nature of his hiding-place."

Cicley was vory pale, but ber young face put
on a look of resoiion beyond bar years. hhe
gased with unutterable sourn into the face of

er ?ather's foe.
"'You wili mot? Thon it will be my duty to

protecute a search. I bave a warraut for doing
so, it youare to see is. Re cannot be fur

away. Most likely ho will feel safet amongst
bis own people, and an old houese like Ibis will
b. fûii of bid ing- bos. I am sorry to give yon
this annoyance; but it is your own obstinancy
that obliges me to do so. I and my mon do
not quit this bouse till the fugitive is found."

Cicoly rose aud faced him without flincbig.
How insolate and lonely she looked in ber
youth, ber innocence, and ber sorrow so brave-
ly borne i

" Do your worst," she said, in a low voice
that did not tremble; " God will proteot the in.
nocent."

Colonel Widdrington turned on bis heel with
a smothered exclamation, and strode from the
room.

Captain Lorimer lingered a moment longer,
yielding at lat to feelings that had been riaing
within him for many hours, but had become
welI.nigh irrasistible sino be had #rst met the
clear, sweet glance of Cicely's deep grey eyes.

" Mistress Cicely," b said, in low tones that
bespoke his sincerity botter than any words
conid do, ' balieve me, I bate this errand as
muh as man can do, and I give you my word
of houour as a soldier and a gentleman that I
will be your friand, and stand by you and your
father to the last."

III.

Four long, anxious days of werying suspense
passed by, during 'which Cicely felt abe had
g, own yeare older. Colonel Widdrington and
his troopers were in, sud about the house the
whole time, and the movements of ail the ser-
vants as well as ber own were closely watched,
and it seemed impossible that anoy secret could
long be kept from the eyes of so many spies.
Cicely did not know the exact whereabouts of
ber father's hiding-place, though ehe was aware
it was not far sway. Qd Jakes would give
ber a reassuring word or look every now and
and then, but ho had to be very cautions, and
she could not but see that his face grew hag-
gard and anxious as days passed by, and still
those hostile soldiers hung about, watching
every movement on the part of the household
as a cat watches a moose's bole.

The only ray of comfort that gilded the dark-
neas just now was the courteous friendliness of
Captain Lorimer, who seemed to do al in bis
power to save ber from annoyance, and to keep
Lis men as quiet and orderly as possible. Cicely
was gr ateful to hin, and ceased to shrink from
his approach, but she was very much surprised
when, on the evening of the fourth day, h re
quested the favour of a private interview with
ber, sud only granted it ont of a sort of terror
lest a refusal abould somehow hurt ber father.

" Mistress Cicely," ho said, in low rapid tones,
"believo me, I have not asked this favour with-
ont sufficient reason. I hardly know how te
communicate the plan I have laid for your
father's esospe, lest you should fear treachery
or a trap, yet I pledge you my honour as a
soldier that I will keep faith with ydu even tili
death."

Cicely clasped ber bande closely together.
She was young, and true to the heart'es cor,
and truth eau recognise its like when the beart
is unseared by sin and shame.

" My father's escape I Did you say my
father's escape ?"

"I did sad [ mean it. I have all my plns
laid and 'atured. If youand he will true t &e
ho may be free to.night. Listen, Mistress Cioely,
for time is short. I know ho lies in concea.
ment somewhere near. We all know it, though
thus far the secret spot has eluded searoh. But
if you wili have me conducted thither after
dark by some trustworthy messenger, ho shall
quit bis hiding-place disguised in my olothes,
my two servants shall attend him (they are
faithful to the death in my service entrnsted to
them by me), and mounted on my strongeat
obarger ho will reach the coast ero day bas
fully dawned, and thera yon eau join him and
proceed to k rance, and remain there in safety
til the atorm bau awept by. Believe me, weet

lady, that, bastily as I speak, I have not been
hasty in action. Alil bas been arranged most
carefally, even to the ishing smack that will
bear you across to France. All je ina readinees,
all now lies with you. Will you truat me
enough to revoal to me the secret of your
father's biding-place ?"

Quivering in every fibre of ber being, Cicely
atood like a marble image; what would sho say
to this supreme question involving the issues
of life and death ? Yet one questi >n sprang to
her lips before she found an answer.

" And you i What will become of you ?"
Be smiled tranquilly.
"B ave no feari for me. I am a favourite

with the King, Heaven prosper him i I shall
have no trouble in gaining hie pardon, mor,
unless I greatly err, tbat of your father like.
wise. I have no belief in bis guilt. I believe
his innocence eau be proved, and I will bo the
man to prove it. Mistress Cioely, will you
trust me ?"

Bhe looked long and earnestly at him, and
thon held out her band.

"I do trust you sir," she said, iu tones of
deep feeling. "May God deal with yon as you
deal with the helpless man to be placed now at
your mercy."

Fifteen months later, in the golden autumn
days, Mistress Cieely Deloraine and ber father
stood once again beneath the loved roof of their
old ancestral home, which they had quitted in
trembling stealth, fesring never to see it again.

They were not alone ; a yonng soldier was
with tbem. in the gay uniform of Ris Mjesty'e
favourite regiment. He beld Cicely's hand in
his, and looked into her fair face with glances
of loving pride.

" .iome again at last, sweetMistressCicelvl"
he said with play ful fondnese, "and the
threatening clouds ail rolled away. When am
I to be rewarded ? Have I waited long enough
yet?'

She looked at him with grave, sweet con-
fidence.

" I tbink I trusted yon from the firat time I
saw you. Yon know that I love you. You are
our truest, best friand, and I am yours for life
and deatb."

" My blessing on you both, my children,"
said the old father, bis voice trembling with
emotion. "I thank God that I have lived to
see this day."

OUR DAUGHTERS.

T n Rev. Dr. Hills, a hort time ago, preach.
ad on "Jairus' Daughter." and, making a ples
for young girls, used these stirring words:

" There i&a more dreadful thing than death
for a girl of twelve. She bas reached a oritioal
age. If possible, she needs more care, more
consideration, more tenderness, more advice,
more restraints, more prayers than ever. Ise
the child well? is mot half so important a
question as ' Is it well with the child ?' What
iê ber disposition? What are her tastes?
What are ber asoec'ations ? Where does ehe go
to achool? Whoseeshop is she in? What are
the booko she reads? D.ies @he attend oharch ?
Doe ehe read the Bible? Doest ehe say ber
prayers? Is she growing botter ? Or, i she
growing worse ? What ie ber reputation ? L
ashe allowed to walk the atreets ail tie eveing
without a protector ? Mothers 1 the generation
which succeeds ns will be as you guide and
govern the girls who are now but twelve years
old. Moral and spiritual death really cormes
without premonitory symptoms. Even when
the symptoms areseen, when they are alarmiug,
when they are desperate, the case is not to be
despaired of. Jairus applied to Christ when
his daughter was dying. Christ raised her
from the dead. Your child has gone wrong
bas been orrupted, and is now oorrupting
others, but ahe i not beyond reach, nor beyond
prayer. Thia is a vital faot. Never forget il,"


