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TWO EPITAYHS.

[*“Memento mori,” ‘Gedenke zu Leben.” )

“Think of Death }” the gravestones say, —
“Peace to Life’s mad striving ¢”
But the churchyard daisies—**Nay,
Think of Living.”
““Think of Life 1" the sunbeaws say,
O'er the dial flying ;
Liut the slanting shadows—*'Nay,
Think of Dying !”

©eThink of Death !" the night-birds say,
On the storm-blast dviving;

But the building swallows—Nay,
"Think of Living !”

#Think of Life {" the broad winds say,
Through the old trees sighing ;

But the whirling leaf-dance—*‘Nay,
Think of Dying !"

*Think of Death 1" the sad bells say,
Fateful record giving ;

Clash the merry Yule-peal—¢‘Nay,
Think of Liviug !

Dying, Living, glad or loth,
On Gon's Rood relying 3
Pray He fit us all for both,-—
Living, Dying !
—Charles 17, Stnbis,
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“NOT MY WAY.)”

TALE.

(Written for the Church Guardian.}
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[Coutinued ]

Before Percy could make any answer a heavy
hand descended on his shoulder, and a rich voice,
with the slightest touch of brogue in i, exclaimed :
“You're n fine fellow, Barrington ! Ilero am I for
the last half hour hunting for you. Have you for-
gotten your engagement to the Vizards? How do
Carruthers?”  John nodded cavelessly, and with
a farewsll word or twe to Dercy, strode ofly leaving
the new comer to pass his arm within young Bar-
rington’s and lead him away in the opposite divec-
{ion. A lhandsome gisnt was Sir Michael Stanton,
goud natured, self-indulgent, reckless and hot-
{empered as a typical Irishman. He was the last
man whom Jobn Carruthers would have sclected as
a constant companion for Percy. Iut such, never-
theless, he was. They had entered college about
the same time, whereas John was their senior by a
couple of years. The young Baronct had iaken a
vielent faney to Perey, and the lattor had beaen
attracted to him, though in a less degren. There
waere certain points of resemblance between them,
but the character of the one seemed an exaggeration
of the other. Sir Michael or, as he was familiarly
called by his nssociates, “Mike,” was the possessor
of e large income which he lavishly exponded,
rdding greatly therehy to his popularity amongst a
cortain set of his 2llow students, of whom he was
the leader. His position secured him the entrie
into the “best society” of the county, and Perey,
as being his chosen friend, as well as on his own
merits, was overywhero made welcome.  This
" evening the two young men wero cngeged to dine
at a country house some three miles out of Oxford:
Sir Michael had been to Percy’s rooms in ruest of
Lim, and not finding him there, had turned inte
the Lime-walk where he had so uncersmoniously
interrupted Johm Carruthers. Nomehow John's
last words were still ringing in Perey’s ®ars, as his
friend hurried him along, ‘Noblesse oblige, old
fellow ; the son of IIugh Parrington ought to aim
high.! ““That fellow Carruthers looked as if he was
laying down the law to you,” said Sir Michael,
and ho has made you as solomn as a Methodist
proacher or an old Jackdaw. Come, I think you
might express some little scnse of my good-pature
in looking you up, when you deserved that I should
drive over to the Vizards alone.” “Yery good of
you, Mike,” said Percy, half absently, “but do you
know, I think I shall let you go alone after all ;

you can easily make some excuse for me ; and I—
well I really must koep some evenings for work.”
Jut Sir Michael expressed such righteous indigna-
tion at the bad treatment whicl: he was receiving
and the impossibility of explaining things to tho
satisfaction of the “Vizards,” that Perey yicld.d,
as indead lis friend fully expscted ho would.

The drive bebind Sir Michaels quick and mettle-
some “Spanker,” of whom his owner wuas both
prond and foud, speedily bronght Percy to what
his friend called “a betier frame of mind,” and the
flattering welcome which he received from the
Vizard family, which included some very charm-
ing daughters, made him agreo that it would have
been both discourteous and absurd to have let his
companion come aloue,

«if I wore 2ot the ost unselfish fellow ulive,”
observed Sir Michrel as they sped back to Oxford
along the noonlit read that night, “1shouldn’t take
you with me to {hese places to cut me out.”

«All very fine,” laughed Percy ; “you know that
I am only weleomed as the shaduw of your very
substantin]l substanee.  Poor Percy Darrington
would not stand much chanes beside Sir Michael
Stanton of Castle Stanton, Sandy Mount, lerons
Lake, and all the rest of it.”

“Yes, and you think that the same Sir Michael
would be nowhere if the two men were judged on
their merits. Ab, you're u conceited dog, Mr.
Percy Barrington, though you seem so mighty
modest” ; and the DBaronet, feeling somewhat

which Jie resented by dashing along at a speed
which was not far from being dangerous and which
it took all his master’® nerve and strenglth o
control. ’

Tt will Lie seen that John Carruthers and JTevey
Barrington did not helong to the same set. The
former, while far from heing straitlaced,and enjoy-
g to the il many of the pleasures of his fellow-
students, he stood in the first mnk as regards
athletic sports, had no tendency towards dissipation
of any kind. There were twy ruling motives in
his life which made him steer wide of the rocks on
which so many young men at our Universities
make shipwreck—the one was lis deeply rooted
fove for Sybil Barringfon, tho vther and higher a
sense of his duty to Gop and his responsility as o
member of Christ’s Cliurel.  Added to this was a
righteous pride in the honowable stock from
which he sprung and upon which it was his firm
sexolve to bring no discredit.

Sybil's father had been right in lix estimate of
Jehn Carruthers, and  Mrs. DBareington had in-
sinetively felt {hat in him Percy would have net
.uly a devoted friend hut one whose influcnce
.ver her son must be for good. There was ne need

or the words she had spuken to John when the
voung men had parted from her after her hus.
Land's death “be wore than ever Perey’s friend !”
spoken not with any doubt of Perey, but in hor
passionate fondness for Ler sen. John Carruthers
desired beyond anything to be indeed Percy’s
friend. 1o was bound tc him by every tie of en-
dearing association—had they not been almost
brothers from their earliest youth? And was le
not Sybils brether?  That alone, had there existed
no other bond bebween them, would have made
Percy Barrvington oceupy in John's regard a place
apart from all other men. The warm affection
with which he regarded him did not however blind
him to the imperfoctions of his friend’s character,
while it was tho very fact of a certrin anxiety
being so frequently mingled with his thoughts of
him which gave a peculiar tenderness, on John
Carruthers’ part, to the relation between them.
Since the unlooked {for death of the roctor of
Longmoor otirer and graver thoughts had frequent-
Iy arisen in the young man’s mind in connection
with Porey; he was to suceeed his fatler; he was
to occupy a place which had heen for a quarter of
a century filled by one ¢f a most blameless and
nobly devoted life, Was Perey qualifying him-
self for the life hefore him

John was ncither a pedant nor a purilan; he
outertained no exaggerated notions of the life
which those devoting themselves to the ministry
of the church should lead. IHe had hitherto
formed no higher ideal of the life of a servant of
Christ than that of Hugh Barrington—that was
his standard however, and ho shrank from the

injured, gave Spunker a touch with the whip,.

theugh! that the son of him whom he held in such
loving reverence should full below it.  “NVoblesse
oblige,)’ he had said to Percy atthe very moment
when the influences which were leading him away
fromn that ideal had obtrnded themselves in the
person of Sir Michael Stanton.

Tt was impossible that Jolin should act the part
of mentor to I'erey. The younger man weunld
have resented such an atlempt asan  interference
which the closest intimacy did not justify, hesides
exposing him to what collegions, for the inosi
part, hold in unspeakable dread, the sneers of his
companions,  On the other hand Perey had been

auilty of no act which conld fairly have subjected

him to censure.  Ilad he ot hoen the son of ITugh
Barrington and the brother of Sybii, John felt
constrained 1o own (o himself that he would bave
seen nothing amiss in him. Ile was not inore
fond of pleasure, less devoted to study than
seores of other young men who would doubtless
turn out good men and true in their several places
in life, and yet, John would sum up his reflec-
tions, ‘things were not as- they should he with
Peyey”
( 70 be continucd.)
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THOUGHTS TOR THE TWENTY-FIFTH
SUNDAY ATYEL TRINITY.

XXV,

“Gather up the fragments thut remain.”

These words, contained in the last Gospel for
the Church’s Year, come to us with an added
solemmnily. ‘The Gospel, Sunday after Snndiy, hos
told us of the werds and works of Christ—glorious
and wondrons works anil wonds done and spokon
for wy, that zoe might be of those who believe (o
the saving of the soul.  Lesson by lesson las heeu
taught us, but it has vosted with eurselves whether
we have learned them,  Gop will netl force us 1o
become 1iis.  The invitation is sounded in our
ears ; the way is shown us so plainly that there can
be no mistake, hut we ust, choose for ourselves
whether or not we follow it.  No less, but yather
more, solemn than the close of the secular year is
the ending of the Yearof the Chureh, for it has
been a vear of direet, unwearied, unfailing teach-
ing of the things of Gon. Chirist has heen held up
to us, the stovy of Ilis Life on carth has heen
reeifed  in our  ears, His warnings constantly
repeated, His promises proclaimed, His love shown
forth, and He Himself ollered to cur acceptance,
whether we have accepted or refected Him D And
now the year is at il close.  JUmay be that never-
more for us the Chureh will complete her round of
saered services anid soered teaching ; it may he but
a Zittle while Jonger that we shall hear the faithiul
voiee of Christ's Witness in the world utter her
message. Letus thenGATHER UP TITE FRAGMENTS THAT
REMAIN—the fragnents of our dispersed energies
and good intentions, (if' indeed we be conscious of
a wasted past) and make a faithful use of what
remains to us.

The Creator of the Universe, who, at His will,
could infinitely inerease the little store of food,
making it more than suflice » MULTITUDE, yet com-
manded his disciples o gather np the fragments
ihat remained that nothing might be lost. Is it
not certain then that we, created in His Image, the
children of His Love, must he so precions in His
sight that Tle wonld not have one life wasted among
the countless millions of men. e wwilleth nut that
any should perish, but would have us gather up
the fragments even of owr mzsspent lives and uso
them for His service.

The Churel’s New Year lies hefore us, beginning
with ifs mnote of awful warning, to which may we
lister with wholesome fear, resolved that never-
more shiall it be utfered tu us in vain,

Expraven {o be always patient of the faults and
imperfections of others ; for thon hast mony faults
and imperfections of thy own that require a Tecip-
rocation of forbearance. If thou are not able to
make thyself that which thou wishest 1o be, how
canst thou expect to mould another in conformity

to thy will—T%omas @ Kempis.



