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THE I;RBSBNTATION OF OHRIST IN THE
TEMPLE.

BY 3. A, THOMSOX,

Huil§ Thou Messenger Divine
Of the covenanl of grace:

Liight, o’er Gontile Tunds Lo shine,
Glory of the cloen race,

Suddenly, in dnys of ol

By the fuithful gathered round,
As by Maluchi foretold,

Thou wert in Thy Temple found.

Mildly there Thy wlory beamed.

Tlew the promiscd Shiloli knoew.
Aaa Dube to be redeenseld

Thou did’st meet Thy peeple's view.

In Thy courts we find Thee now,
Bringing blessings fram above :

Priest and Pure Oblation, Thou.
In Thy snermnent of love,

Faith prevails where sight lath fajlad,
And, henearh the outwnnd Kign,

Sees anel hails Thy resence veilel,
Child or Mary, King Bivine !

Iessed was the Mother Muil !
Wessed al} the yure in lieart !
Thon wert on ber bosinn Inkd,
They with bev shall have their post,

Son of Mary, make us pnre

Like to bier wha pave Thee L], :
Like (0T hee, who-e pranise sure

da 1o ud) the pure on eantl,

Philadelphin, 1892, (Living Chureh.)
Little Trouble-the-House.

By 1o 1 Meane,

CHAPTER VIH.—wiat A GOOSE SHE 1S NOT
TOKEEP A PETOR Two,

( Continned. )

* 1 declare there’s nathing here, after all,” said
Miles, * what a goose she s not to keep a pet’
or two ; why she might have a rabbit hutch here'
in this corner, and cages full of birds hanging in’
the windows ; wauldn't it he fun for her? But}
I say, Polly, look at that chiair with Vittle wheels'
to the legs—just the thing fora ride, isn't it 2
Jump in, and I'll race you up and down the
room.”

This proved excellent sport, and with loud !
laughter they dragged the Targe chairabout, Miles
in it one moment, Lolly the next,

In their journeying they pulled the hearth-|
rug crooked, and threw down a small wriling-{
table ; and what with the open drawers, the
linen tossed an the (loar, and the ink from the
upturned inkstand staining the carpet, the neat
room wis being reduced 1o o state of hopeless |
chaos.  But further and worse mischief was to
folloy. |

Miles, whose restless eyes were moving every-.
where, stopped shott.

 What's that 2" he said. |

In a sheltered corer, close to Miss Cecil's
bed, hung a roughly executed pen-and-ink sketel
—a sketeh of a boy's head, aboy of about Miles'
age.

The sketeh was framed in a very poor wooden
frame, and covered with glass with g flaw in ir.

What with the badly executed drawing, the
ugly frame, and wretched glass, the picture was
anything hut a pretty one, but not all the artist’s
want of skill could prevent the brave, sweet
mouth from smiling at you, or take away from
the dark eyes their fearless glance.

Round the picture, encasing it as in an auter
frame, was hung up an old-faskioned and 1nmch
discolored-hoop.

It was on this hoop now that Miles fixed his
wondering gaze. ‘

“1say, Polly,” he exclaimed, “ I've found
out now what itis—she plays hoop here. What
arum old hoop | See! Polly, fetch me a chair,
and I'li get it down,” -

Polly did so, and after cousiderable difficulty,
for the hoop was very firmly fastened to the
wall, Miles got it into his hands.

Yes, it was a very old hoop indeed, a hoop
made afier an imcoutn and unwieldy fashion.
On one side of it, carved out in rough hayish
characters, were five letters—the letters in large
capitals were put one under the other so—=

7
R
A
N
K.
Together they spelt * Frank,”

“Well ' said Miles, “this is the rummest
lark, fancy her bowling this old thing ! [ say
Polly, she’s sure to he as mad as possible when
shesees thatink on the floor, so as we're in for
it, we may aswell have a bit of fun. Pl tell
youwhat we'it do, we'll take the old hoop and
hawl it down the avenue to meet her.  Won't
she be ina wav Lo find we have got hold of her
Plavthing 2 Why, she is a baby @

Without pausing 10 consider (indeed they
were past that) the children set out. For a time
they played quietly, and the poor old hoop did
its work as well as so ungainly an article could
be expected to; but it was very old, very dry,
and very hrittle, and afier a time they began to
quarrel over it.  Doth wished to have it, and
neither would yicld to the other's claim. In
their angry disputes, the noop heing violently
held and knocked aliout, came in two in their
hands.

It was just then Miss Ceeil came up.

“You naughty children I she began, and then
slopped short.

She was a slow person by nature, a person Ly
ne means quick to take in her surroundings, hut
this scene touched some part of her not aften
moved.  She suddenly became so stil] that the
children cxpecting a tosrent of angry words,
loaked up in wlarm, She oveither retnrned their
gaze, nor did she at ance speak. Two tears
gathered heavily in her dim, blue eyes, but they
did not fall.  She took the hroken picce from
Miles, and the broken picce from Polly, and
tried to join them together with her trembling
hands.  “Then, before she walked. away to the
house, she said,

“You don't quite know what you have done
tome.”

CHAPTER VI —UM SO GLAD 11§ A LEAKY
EOANT.

“1 am.sorry,” said Polly, when the governess
wias quite out of sight.

Miles did not speak.  With all the strength
of his nature he was wishing he bad left that old
hoop alone.  Why had Miss Cecil's eyes filled
with tears ? and most of all, why had she not
scalded him?

If she had scolded him he would have resent-
ed it, and felt quite comfortable, but she only
said, “ You don't quite know what you have
done to me.”

What had he and Polly done 2

‘They had disobeyed her, of course, but that
was nothing ; they always disobeyed her now.

Whiit else had they done?  Not much surely
—only untidivd her room, spilt a little ink on
the floor, and broken the very clumsicst old
hoop they had ever seen.

She must be a crcss old thing to misd that
much. L

And yet Miles had enough of justice. in his
nature to acquit Miss Cecil of this latter charge.

Whalever she locked she did not look cross ;
she topk away the broken pieces of 1the old hoop
s0 quietly, and spoke in such u gentle tone ; she
certainly was not cross then. ] :

- Miles gave a great sigh, :the miserable under-
current was coming to the suifwe and choking
him. '

He hated himself for his conduct of the last
three weeks ; he tated hinself for bringing 1he
look he had just seen into anybody’s face.

And yet he had no idea of confessing himself
beaten, or of turning back now—perhaps he did
not know how to turn back. .

“1Well! we had not much of a lark,” he said
turning to Polly, “the old thing was put out
about the hoop. But if she is found of bowling,
she may have my new hoop, she will like to spin
that aleng.” .

“Shall I run and speak to her about it ?” ask-
ed Polly.

“No, na; don't iet us bother her now. She
did not tell us to come in, so we wont come—
you and me, we'll stay out for 2 good hour or
two—and, Polly, I know what we'll do—we'll
go down to the lake and unfasten the old bont:
and get into her, and float about a bit. Oh!
hurrah ™ and at the thought r.hls.fresh fup
Miles forgot the broken hoop : Miss Cecil’s
face.

“Dut, Miles,” said Polly, who could never
have even dreamed or so daring a scheme,
“ain’t you ‘fraid ?” .

“Not 1,” said Miles ; © what is there tofear ?
I tell you, Pelly, this will be sport, and what's
more there's no harm in it, for [ was never for-
bid to get into the boat.” )

Where was Miles' conscience—that voice
within his breast which told him plainly what
was right and what was wrong ?

He knew very well that he would not have
dared to confide to his father, his governess,
or his nurse, his present scheme. He had never
heen forbidden to get into the old boat, for the
simple reasen that no one had suppcsed him
capable of performing such an exploit.

When he said these words to Polly, his con-
science (or a moment spoke out loud and clear ;
but it said such unpleasant things, that Miles
would not listen to it, and forezd it lo.l)e silent.

Soon he and his casily influenced little sister
were hurrying with all speed to the lake. .

“Yey, there she is ! said Miles, apostrophis-
ing the hoat. ¢ I was 'fraid she might be haul-
ed up.  There she is floating as neat and trim as
possible.  Ain't she pretty ? Polly, when I'm a
man 1 mean to be a sailor.”

“Oh! 1 wish 1was togrow up aman, or
that there were girl sailors,” said Polly. ‘

“ Never you mind that ; I'll have a big ship
all to myself, and 1)l take you aboard. Now,
let’s sce ; how will we manage 2 We'll get into
the hoat first, and then Il cut away the rope
with my pocket knife. No, there are nooars.
Well, never mind, we'll float ; there's a nice
little bit of a breeze.”

The old haat, a very crazy affair indeed, was
fastened by a rope to a large stone, and Miles,
catching hold of the rope, managed to pull the
boat to the water's edge, then jumping in him-
self, he contrived, with a good deal of screaming
on her part, to get Polly in after him.

Their first discovery was not a pleasing one.
The hottom of the hoat was full of water ;. there
were also no seats whatever for them tositaon
they miust either stand or lie, in the bottom of
the boat. .

1'll get out,” said Polly, who did not like her

position at ail ; but this Miles would not hear

fof. No, thev, would float across t- the island in
the middle of the lake, and land there, and play
as Robinson Crusoe.

As to the bot having water in it, all hoats
had : and it was cuite the proper thing for peo-
ple about ta be cast away on a desert island to
have not seats to sit on ; finally, ta cut matters




