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FAMILY DEPARTMENT

' GR4f'UDE I OLD ÂGE.

<Thy mercy beardumy infant prayer;
.TyoeWith al amother's Cairo

SataineA my childhood da s
nh gooÉes waohd my penlng1, youth,
Adrmedm hiedr to love tbyruth,
And11aledmy po wlth Iralse.
Ad nov kn are and f, tby name:Dot taimylnguimi eart infiame,
And bow my faltering kne.
Oh, yet thMg besoin logis the lire,
Tble drooping hgart and trçmnbing lyre,
Have yet astra in for The.
YTes, braken, ùneess, st, O Lord

TIs evoice, transported; *hall recorA
Thy gocdness, tred so long..711 sinlklng slow ln calmn de qay,

em met away
Into a fbraph song.

A GIRL WITHOUT A GIFT.

s' 5-

BT DÂ!5Y R. OAMPBELL.--(CotinUd.) .

Ned looked auxioualy ut Reginald. " W
may as well break our engagment," ho said.

"Tien its settled," Isabel said; gayly. Once
she would have resonted the boys' reluctance
but now ahe hastened ta say,.I Come Reglu
aid j ?rince positively won't stand another
rniute ."

'The boys were on time. Aunt Henrietta, in
a'sudden burst of indulgonce, Had Lacy and
Hairriet mare ice cream, and a morry evn
followed. Halfpast nine was AuntHeuriettaE
hour for the bouse ta ,be closed, but Isabel
begged for a balf hour Iater "this once."

elI, said Réginald, after the guests had
gao,' ,I believo you caun do aunything with
matIer Isabel. I nover had such a good time
at borne, in my life, befare.",

His ceusin looked surprised-" Is'nt ahe
always this way ?' ahe asked.

ot much," Roginald said. "Ita because
you're a girl, I bohievQ-she bas always wanted
a girl, and father too. I wish yod lived here
all the time," Reginald said unexpectedly.

Somethin made Isabel stop on the stairs,
and say: "Why don't you try your mother,
Reginald? I don't believe she'd be so hard on
you '&;You think."

"You don't know hier," was all Roginald's
repliy, as they separated for the night.

Thé next morning, ut the breakfast table,
Mr. Kingaley, who nover could keep anything,
said, "Woll, Isabel, what ar you going te do
with yonr money ?"

"I have'nt docided yet, 'Uncla," Isabel said,
coloring.

Aunt Henrietta looked keenly ut the young
girl. "Get your money, Isabel," she said in
her dedided voice, "I want ta see if this purse
I have will hold it."

There was an awkward pause. In vain Isa-
bol tried to think of some excuse. Tom looked
at herin astonishment. Thon ta evrybody's
surprise, Reginald sprang from the table, and
burat forth in a most unexpected manner-

"I borrowed the monoy, mother, of Isabel.
I ran into debt at collège. I gotin with a man,
who seemed all right-he was lots older than I
-and before I knew it, I gambaled. Thon I
borrowed of him, and came off owing him some.
Then h followed me here, and threatened me
until I did'nt know what ta do. Ned's been
awful good, and lent me all he could, and with
Isabel's; monoy, I paid him off day before yes-
terday. He left town night beforo last, but
made us boys promise ta meet him . first,
but thanks ta the girls, we did'nt go. I'm juat
sick of the whole. business, and never want to
think of botting again, as long as I live. The
way that man led me around-I just Wonder
now that I could lot him." %

Reginald, the roserved, had probably nover
made stch a long speech bofore in l life.

"Well, well," said Uncle Albert, clearing
Liis throat, "'my boy you should have come to
me."

"And how did you expect ta repsy Isabel,
and N ed ?" aked his mother.

r rÔ'om0 inalïowan ' DDILLf l%5L 3 i2
somae confasion'. Of) course they'd have t
wait, but t'iere both so kind and gênerons."

And would you go ta your cousin befor
ud come tnome?" aaked .knut Hçnrietta, re

proaehfally.
Isabel-wanted metoqgo ta you," said he

son,' "but you know, mother, you're-vI
always knawn how you hated gambling an

eèrythuing like that, And I .couldn' face thit. fc hmugie.,
"Wall" his mother replied, with unwonte

moderation, "I believe I am hard, but I don'
niean to b. After this, Reginald, do confid
in me. I shudder when I think of your danger
but'I don't beliéve you'll evor gamble again.'>

This was all that was said at the time
Later, as they stood on the veranda, Isabe
said, "It was real brave of yon, Reginald, t
do that.

"Pshaw V" said the boy, carelessly.. "
was'nt going to have you blamed. But was'n
mother just wonderfui ? I never dreamed she'd
be like that."

And Isabel carried home lier presents, aftei
all and when the time came for her to leave
-ven Aunt Honrietta said at parting, "Ho
gc shall miss you, Isabel r i don't know wha
we shal do without you "

Great were the lamentations from high and
low, when the stage finally carried the young
girl off. Marian's face was just like Aun
Heurietta's new scarlet pony, Ned said, she
had cried § hard. The boys, of course, were
outwardly comosed, but were heard ta declan
that "take a livcly girl like Isabel from Clifton.
the town did'nt amount to much "-a sligh
which Marian bore with unusual meknuess
And as Isabel's sweet face disappeared in the
distancé, Aunt Henrietta was heard to say te
her sorrowing partner, " Wll, Albert, for a
girl Who has'nt any particular gift, Isabel ii
rcally a very nice girl, after all.-Standard oj
the Cross.

HIDING IN THE ROCK.

Craigie, bave you seen little Jean to.day I
asked Davy. Craigie was an old sailor, and a
fuanny looking man.

Have you seen little Jean ?-Davy repeated.
Yes, said Craigie.
Please whore?
I had just run my boat into the cove there,

where I saw little Jean coming along the sands,
I think it was rather risky, knowing the tide
would soon turn ; but I thought of the
'stairs' yonder, andeoncluded it would be all
right.

Thé -stairs I involuntarily exclaimed Davy.
The stairs were constructed in the aide of

the cliff, partly of wood, but in places the as-
cent was belped by the outlino of the rock. It
was at the worst part of the beach, though,
that one took the 'stairs ' into which the waves
came foaming and rushin like wild animals
all !et loose at once. a ran with all his
might for the 'stiirs,' and looked don. Did
he sée er?

Where was little Jean this rough October
day?

Little Jean had been to the red School bouse
at the corner of the roade that afterndon.

And ashall I tie the strings of my little
Jean'a bat? asked the school mistress; aLd
shall I pin your shawl, dearie ? It is time now
to go.

1i yon please, toacher.
And which way will you go home ta night

-- over the pasture, or across the sands?
Acros the sands. · It is much the shorter

way.
But don't the tide turn ?
Oh, I think nat. I can run quick ta the

'atairs.' Mother la sick, and needs me to help
Davie.

Yeu help Davy? Yon are a smart girl.
Let me give you a kias, de'.

- itie eauflawed the -path widing
Sthrough a ravine own to the ses; and then

trotted along ,th. sauds.
e How high- the rocks :aro she aaid, watching

.. th seabi fiying"about the oliffs. And the
ser-4oanugly it is -

r.But what makes the little figure in the. red
.shawl hurry faster along the narrow sands be-

d tween thl ses and the cliffs.
.I believe the tide las turned ?-She looked

anxiously out to sa.
d She saw the water frothing about. Wreck-
t ers' Ledge, and:well understood what the si g
e meant. The tide had turned and was angriy

foaming about the firat obstacle.
Now, little one, hurryl I Hurry, harryI The

tide is comingI
j Where are the stairs ?

Little Jean looked and saw their well worn
Une mou theliff. If she col only
I eah them. ?

The water rolled within six feet of her-four
feet, three fot. Quick, quick, little one l

It seemed as if the waters knew that the lit-
tle girl was on the sands, and strove hard to
overtake her.

Two feet! One foot i And now as shestood
b on the lowest stop of the stairs, one bold wave

washed thé frings of her red shawl. She
mounted the second, the third also, but the
waves were pressing hard after her. A huge
billow came rathful and rushing. It almost
touched her, There was a broad shelf of rock
above ber, and thero the cliff receded, making
a sheltering hollow. Could she reach it ? She
would try. -Up, up, up she climbed and gained
the place osafety. No wave would reach ler
thoro. She thlrew hersolf down on the large
stop, and crept into the hollow; safe, safe at
last. She would rest a while, she said. And
in the aurs of the tired child, the noise of the
ses became a montonous music, hushing her
to drowiness, then te aleep,

She fancied that an angel came te her.
Then the angel seemed ta change, and on ta

his locks went a sailor's cap. He seemed ta
lose his wings, and put on a fisherman'a rough
jacket., Thon he- spao with Davey's voice,
and called to ler, " Little Joan ! Little Jean I
Darling, what are yen doing there ?"

" Oh, Davy, is this you ? Only hiding; only
hiding in the rock."

Thon this good mhun angel took her in his
arm, and carried lier up the stairs, acrossthe
pasture, and so home.

" My little girl had a narrow escape. I
wouldn't go across the sands again," said the
mother, atroking Jean's soft hair.

" But I wanted to help you the sooner. I
won't go again. I am sorry to worry you,
mother."

" And Davy said that you were hiding in thé
rock, dear. The SAvIouR is the precious
refuge ta his children-a Rock of Safety.
Don't forget it. Always be found hiding in
the rock."

Little Jean did net forget it.' ILsu-
* Through lite, and when death's wave came

rolling towards hor, ahe was found hiding,
hiding in the rock.-Bxchange.

Taim LATE Pao'E8sson MzIoEL1s.-OnO of the
greatest of the Old Catholic leaders has been
removed by a sudden death. Priedrich Michelis
was born at Munster in 1815. In 1864 he was
appointed Professor of Philosophy in the
Lyceum of Brannsberg. He attacked the
Jesuits, and the new dogmas of Papal' In-
fallibility in 1869-70, thougli also resisting Bis-
marck's ecclesiastical policy ln the Prussian
Diet. He denounced Pions IX. for heresy and
apostlay frn thé " Old Catholic Church," and
was among the signera of the Nuremberg pro-
test in 1871. On the completion of the schism
he took a leading part on the orthodox aide,
and till his death none have labored more
busily and bravely, confident that the divine
"truth la great, and shail prevail," eventually,
whatever De the present edds.


