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-~ FAMILY DEPARTMENT-
* THE IN-COMING CHRIST.

“When Jesus came to theplace , . . and
, eaw him, He ¢aid, . . . make haste and
come down, for today 1 must abide at thy
bouse. *“And he made haste, . and
reteived Him joyfally.”
Yea, Lord, toduy ! I am so poor
In all that can be worthy Thee,
1 bad not thongbt beside my door.
Sach Guest wounld pause, to sup with
me, :

' Yes, Lord, today; I am o weak,
- Apd T?on art stroog | the time speeds
828t ;
To day Thy word of mercy speak,—
The bleseings that for me Thou hast.

Yea, Lord, toay ; for never more
"‘Have Iso needed friend like Thee;

I pray Thee now as ne'er before,
Thou gracious One, draw near to me,

So near—so nesr—a yearning heart
Deign Thy abiding place to make:

Bid every hindering thing depart ;
Eoter, and fall possession take.

Enter, and bid unballowed aim,
Puesion and prideatike begone ;
From lower loves I turn with shame.
Waiting, to welcome Thee salone.

Nay, I no longer o’en may wait;
To duy, He hastes to this abode;
Fling wide, Oroul, each lowly gate;
Euter, my Jesus, and my God !

—C. A. L.
- Advent, 1888-

EPIPHANY.
In the green fields of Palestine,
Aud by its winding rills, -
Along the Jordan’s sacred stream,
Aud o'er the vine clad hills—

Oncelived and roved the fairest Child
Thut ever blest the earth,

The holiest, the happiest,
And yet ot humblest birth,

~ Kindly in all His deeds and words,
ALd gentle as a dove;
Oledient, sffectionate,
Hia very coul was love.

How beautiful His childhood waes,
Hurmless and undefiled;

Q is it not a blessed thought
That Christ was once & Child ?

MISTRESS CICELY.

A Story or Two HuNDRED YZARS AGoO.

_ | Continued]

Yot you admit he is flying from the pur-
suit of justice.”

Her eyes flashed then.

] admit no such thing. If justice were all
he had to look for, he would not need to hide."

Colonel. Widdrington emiled ironically.
. “Thank you, Mistress Cicely—that is quite
enongh ; not but what I knew it before. He
was bere this morning; he fled this afternoon.
Itis all very plain; snd the best thing that
you can do for yourself and him now is quietly

to reveal the nature of his hiding-place.”
Civley was very pale, but her young face put
on & look of resoiuvion beyoud her years. She
azed with unutierable scorn into the face of

er father’s foe. :

- “You will not? Theu it will be my duty to
protecute asearch. 1 bave a warraut for doing
80, it youvuare to see it. He cannot be far

away. Most likely he will feel safest amongst

| his.own people, ‘and an old hodse like this will

be full of hiding boles. Iam sorry togive you
this annoyance; bat it is your own obstinancy
that cbliges me todo so. Isnd my men do
not quit this houee till the fugitive is found.”

Cicely rose and fuced him without flinching.
How insolate and lonely she looked in her
youth, ber innocence, and her sorrow so brave-
ly borne!

“ Do your worst,” she said, in 8 low voice

-| that did not tremble ; ** God will protect the in-

nocent.”

Colonel Widdrington turned on his heel with
a smothered exclamation, and etrode from the
room. .

Captain Lorimer lingered a moment longer,
yielding at last to feelings that bad bean risiog
within him for many hours, but had become
well-nigh irresistible sinco be had first met the
olear, sweet glance of Cicely's deep grey eyes.

* Mistrees Cicely,” he ¢aid, in low tones that
bespoke his sincerity better than any words
conid do, *believe me, 1 bate this errand as
mush &3 man can do, and I give you my word
of bonour asa soldier and & gentleman that I
will be your friend, and stand by you and your
father to the last.”

IIT.

Four long, anxious days of werying suspense
passed by, during which Cicely felt sbe had
giown yeors older. Cclorel Widdrington and
his troopers were in and about the house the
whole 1ime, and the movements of all the ser-
vants as well as her own were closely watched,
and it seemed impossible that any seoret could
long be kept from the eycs of 8o many epies.
Cicely did not know the exact whoreabouts of
her father’s hiding-place, though she was aware
it was not far away, O.d Jukes wonld give
ber & reaseuring word or look every now and
and then, but he bad to be very cautious, and
she could not bat see that his face grew hsag-
gard and anxious as days passed by, and still
those hostile soldiers huog about, watching
every movement on the part of the household
88 & cat walches & mouase's hole.

The o)y ray of comtort that gilded the dark-
ness just now was the courteous friendliness of
Cuptain Lorimer, who seemed to do all in bis
power tosave her from annoyance, and to keep
Lis men as quiet and orderly as possible. Cicely
was grateful to him, and ceased to shrink from
his approach, but she was very much sarprised
when, on the evening of the fourth day, bere
quested the favour of a private interview with
her, and only granted it out of & sort of terror
lest a refusal should somehow hurt her father.

“ Mistress Cicely,” he said, in low rapid tones,
 believe me, 1 have not asked this favour with-
ont sofficient reason. I bardly know how to
commubicate the plan I have laid for your
father's escape, lest you should fear treachery
or & trap, yet I pledge you my honour as &
goldier that I will keep faith with yéu even till
death.”

Cicely clasped her hands olosely together.
She was yourg, and true to the heart's core,
and truth can recognise its like when the heart
is ungeared by sin and shame,

“ My father’s escape!l Did you say my
father's escape §"

“] did, and I mean it. I have all my plans
laid and matured. If you and be will trust me
he may be free to-night. Listen, Mistress Ciocly,
for time is short. f koow he lies in conceal-
ment somewhere near. We all know it, thongh
thus far the secret spot has eluded search. Bat
if you will have me conducted thither after
dark by some trustworthy messenger, he shall
quit his biding-place disgnised in my olothes,
my two servants shall attend him (they are
faithfol to the death in my service entrusted to
them by me), and mounted on my strongest
charger he will reach the coast ere day has
folly dawned, and there you can join him and
proceed to trance, and remain thore in satety
till the atorm han awept by. Beliave me, swest

lady, that, bastily 8s I speak, I have not been
hasty ip action. All bas been arranged most
carefally, even to the fishing smack that will
bear you soross to France. All is in readiness,
all now lies with you, Wil yon trust me
enough to reveal to me the secret of your
father's biding-place ?”

Qniveriog in every fibre of her being, Cicely
stood like & marble image; what would she say
to this supreme question involving the issues
of life and death ? Yet one questi n sprapng to
her lips before sbe found an answer.

“ And yon! What will become of you ?”

He smiled tranquilly.

“Have no fears for me. I am a favonrite
with the King, Heaven prosper him! I shall
bave no trouble in gaining bhis pardon, nor,
unless I greatly err, tbat of your father like-
wise. I bave no belief in his guilt. I believe
his innocence can be proved, scd I will be the
man to prove it. Mistress Cicely, will you
trnst me ¥’

Bhe looked long and earnestly at him, and
then beld out her hand.

] do trust you sir,” she said, in tones of
deep feeling. *‘ May God deal with you as yon
deal with the helpless man to be placed now at
your meroy."

Fifteen months later, in the golden autumn
days, Mistress Cicely Deloraine aud her father
stood once again beneath the loved roof of their
old ancestral home, which they had quitted in
trembling stealth, fearing pever to ree it again.

They were not alone ; a young soldier was
with them, in the gay uniform of His Mujesty's
favourite regiment. He held Ciceiy’s hund in
his, and looked into her fair face with glances
of loving "pride,

** Home again ot last, sweet Mistress Cicely!”
he said with playful fondness, ‘ and the
threatening clouds all rolled awszy. When am
I to be rewarded? Huve I waited long enough
yot?’

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

“ I think I trusted yon from tbe first {ime I
saw you. XYou know that I love you. You ure
our truest, best friend, and I am yours for life
and death,”

** My blessing on you both, my children,”
said the old father, his voice trembling with
emotion, ‘ Lthank God that I have lived to
see this day.”

OUR DAUGHTERS.

Tax Rev. Dr. Hills, a short time ago, preach-
ed on “Jairus' Daughter,” and, making a ples
for young girls, used these stirring words :

“ There isa more dreadful thing than death
for a girl of twelve. She has reached & oritical
age, If possible, she needs more care, more

oconsideration, more tenderness, move advice,
more restraints, more prayera than ever, *Is
the child well? is not half e0 important a
question as ‘Is it well with the child?* What
i+« her disposition? What are her tastes?
What are her a-soo'ations? Where doesshe go
to school? Whoseshop is she in? What are
the books she reads ? D )es sheattend charch ?
Does she read the Bible? Does she say her
prayers? Isshe growing better? Or, is she
growing worse ? What is her reputation ? Is
she allowed to walk the atreets all the evening
withoat & proteotor? Mouthers! the generation
which succeeds us will be ss you gunide and
govern the girls who are now bat twelve years
old. Moral and epiritual death really comes
without premonitory symptoms. Even when
the symptoms areseen, when they are alarming,
when they are desperate, the case is not to be
despaired of. Jairus spplied to Christ when
bhis danghter was dying. Christ raised her
from the dead. Your child has gone wrong
has been corrupted, sad is now corrmpting
others, but she is not beyond reach, nor beyond
prayer. This is a vital fact. Never forgetit.”



