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the error of Dissent are identical. Both parties
bave treated the Church not as a Divine institu-
tion established for and by Christ Himself, and
moulded and developed as His Holy Spirit alone
thought fit and chose to operate on it, but they
have profanely laid human hands on the Ark
of God; they have dealt with the Church as if
it were an invention of man's which they were
ut liberly to eut, aud carve, and fashion, and
alter, to suit theories of iheirown devising, and
to fulfil ideals that seemed to them the most de-
sirable and complote.

In conclusion, the lessons of history as well
as the plain testimony of Scripture, and the ex-
ample and behaviour of the Aposties, ought to
impress upon our minds (if wecome to the sub
ject in the teachable, humble spirit with which
we should regard all God's manifestations of
Himself) this ail-important truth-that the
Church is God's creation ; that ffe has commit-
ted to it, a4 a trust, the doctrines which He em-
poweru it to proclaim ; that -He bas fixed the
ines of its evolution and development; that He

has instituted ils ministry, and assigned the
various orders their respective functions; that
He bas drawn up its constitution, or form of
government; that He bas endowed it with its
means of grace as sources of spiritual health
and sustenance: and that it is tor man only to
avail himself thankfully and carefully ofthe
spiritual provision therein vouchsafed to him-
even as a patient in the hospital, not venturing
on so indecent and inexcusable an impropriety
as the citoration or breach of the rules of the
institution, of whose benefits he is an unworthy
recipient. For us to commit suceli an impro-
prieLy in the Church would be to take the
Foundci's place, whereas we are only there of
lis bounty, and on sufferance, not as by right.

FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
" W HITHER Hiil E IIIMSELF WOULD COME."

St. Luke x : 1.--By J. C. S.

Of old the Saviour's loyal band
Went forih beforo His face

To sprcad abrond throughout the land
The riches of His grace,

They sought thoso who in darkness lay,
Whose hearts were cold and numb;

Thoy straighten1 ed paths and smoothed tho
way

Where 1le Himself would come.

Again to-day the summons fails
On many a heedless car,

To tuccor those whom sin enthralls,
Who mourn in gloom and fear,

But Christian hands and hearts are weak,
Their lips too oft are dumb,

Will none lis erring children seek,
Ere He imselfshall come?

Can we to whom His Word is given,
Forbear to make it known ?

Are holy joys and hopes of heaven
Meant for ourselves alone ?

How can we feod on living bread
While tboy taste not a crumb I

Rise I hbaste the blessed feast to spread
Where Be llimself shall come I

O Saviour I look with pitying eye,
On these our careless hearts i

And send Thy Spirit from on high
Who zeal and love imparts.

Take Thou oach slfish thought away,
Unseal these lips now dumb,

That we may faco Thee in that day
When Thou Thyself shalt come.

RELIGION is not a pot Of hyacinth, to be set
in a parlor bay window for passets by to look
at, and to be examined only by ourselves when
we have company; but it is to e a perfume
tilling all the room Of the hoit.

TE OURJRH GUARDIAN.
CHRISTA'S SUFFBRING.

BY Mas. 3MMA &EWITT.

Mrs. fRosengarten sat benesth the ehade of the
great elin, darning stockings. Christabel, aged
fourteen, lay at her feet upon a rug in a very
comfortabl.e, if unladylike, position, doing what
she was pleasod to call reading; but, in reality,
she was dreaming. Dreaming day-dreams 1
Beautiful visions eh e wove, sud as her eye k[n-
died and ber cheeks flashed, and the breath
came quick and fast between ber balf-parted
lips, ber mother smiled at the pretty picture
made by the daughter of whom she was so fond,
so proud. Her fond smile was half checked by
a sigh of anxiety a moment later, for this same
pretty, high spirited daughter had one or two
faults that Mrs. Rosengarten had some little
diffculty in coping with, and she could not help
feeling auxious as to what life miglt hold for
ber child.

" What is it, Christa dear? " she asked pre-
sently.

"O motheri" exclaimed the girl, in a burst
of enthusiasm. " O mother i I wish I might be
on eof them."

" One of what, dear? I am afraid you wilil
have to explain a little or your stupid old
mother will not understand." smiled Mrs. Rosen.
garten.

"Why mother, I have just been reading he
most lovely, horrible story ofsome missionaries
-how they went out to India and first suffered
all kinde of privation and then fell in with tribes
who were so hostile that several of the mission-
aries only escaped with their lives, and the rest
were killed. Even the younger ones (there was
a girl sixteen and a boy fourteen) were called
upon to suffer-to suffer for Christ, motherl
Only think of it I What a glorious life to live?
What a glorious death to die I And the girl,
mother, the girl gave ber life that ber brother
migbt hoe aaved 1"

But smebow the degree of enthusiasm with
which Christa had succeeded in inspiring her
mother was not at all satisfactory.

"What is the matter, nother ?'
"I was just wondering, Christa, dear, if yon

vore called upon in a foreign land to save your
brother's hile at the expense of your own,
'whether you would do it cheerfully," answered
Mrs. Rosengarten, quietly, as she set a neat darn
in the heel of little Horaces stocking.

" Why, mother 1" exclaimed Christa, checked
and hurt, " how can you doubt it? Do you sup-
pose for one moment I wouldn't gladly suffer
in bis place? To suifer for Christ I Mother,
may I be a missionary some day ?'

" We will settle that question when yon are
a little older. I hope that whatever path my
darling daughter may be called to walk, she
will take it cheerfully, and that if eh. should be
called upon to suffer for Christ, she will not
sbrink."

"I Never fear for me," answered the girl con-
fidently.

" But dear, 'what is your ides of sufering for
the sake of right? Tell me clearly."

"Wby, don't you know ? I've just told you
All this about these people ont in India."

"And in no other way ?"
"Why-no-not that I can-think of-just

now," hesitated Christabel.
"I am afraid, Christa, that your ides of

religion and mine do not entirely agree, then."
The daughter saw that her mother looked

very grave.
" Why, niotheri don't yon believe in all

this ? I thought you did," answered Chris-
tabel, in a tone of thorongh disappointment.

" Certainly 'I believe in all this,' as you ex-
press it, but there is more, very much more
thau is written in books about miaaionaries, that
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bas part in the suffering for right that you so
long to do."

"If one gives one's life for others, what more
can one do? Bren Christ himself has said
'Greater love than this bath no man,' yon
know ?'

"But then, Chritabel, it is not everyone
who is so situated that he can give up bis life
for others. What then ? Is there no way.for
him to prove that he loves God as well ss an-
ether who has been so fortunate as te be
martyred "

Christabel looked puzzled and dissatisfted,
but remained silent.

"Tell me, Christs, word it a little differently,
and tell me what you think i absolautely the
noblest mission on earth?" b .

She besitated a moment auJ then replied
with kindling eye:

"Self-sacrifice fer others."
"And yet, Christabel," questioned Mrs.

Rosengarten, gently, "you, who eau think of
going to foreigu lands, te giveiyour life te
people you have never known nor even seen ;
yon, I say, felt it bard wben little Harry
wanted you te stay and play with him yester-
day afternoon when le was sick"-

Christabel crimsoned.
'"O mother I I didtit mean--that is se dif-

ferent," stammered she--"and besides you said
I might go."

"Ti ue. I did sayttou might go, and having
given my proiise,Ttould not retract it with-
out positiye rd'cessity. I am not finding fanlt
with your going. I am only saying that if
you are looking for opportunities of saffering
for the cause of right, yon miV'find them
right around you. Poor HarryT lhe needed
you sadly yesterday. He crted a9nd said that
he thought as sister had been out efer-y after-
noon, she might stay home one day with ber
little lame brother."

"I didn't think of it that.eyay," answered
Christabel ber eyes filled with tears ; "It seems
so different to do some little tbing like that
from giving your life 1" (

"Ah, Christabel, I am afraid that is the mis-
take a good many Christians make. If I may
express it so, they are very willing to give
their death, but cannot make up their minds to
sncrifice their life. It is by giving our daily
life to the service of our Saviour that we are
known as his flock. One of the most touching
incidents I ever beard rerated was in regard to
a poor, ignorant servant girl. When asked
what evidence ehe bad to nake her think she
was converted, she replied, 'Please sir. I sweeps
out all the corners now, wben missus isn't
lookin'.' Rer questioners considered her testi-
mony suficient Believe me, dear child, such
a thing as that is quite as well worthy th 4
name of religion as anything else is."

"Mother," askred Christa, slowly, "when I
practise my scales faithfnlly for a balf hour
when I hate 'em, ani I know yon would never
know the difference, am I suifering ?"

"Certainly, dear child. Have yon never
beard the expressiogýi'faithful in little thingse?'
We cannot all be heroes or heroines, a the
world counts, for there is, fortunately, batlittle
call for a race of martyrs, but we cawmlk
our allotted path cheerfully, whether that be
on a sick bed, in foreign lande, in the parlor,
or in someone's else kitchen. And le or ehe
wbo does this, walke straight toward God.
Now, dearie, I muet go lie down a little while."

" Al right, mamma, dear, I'll stay here and
think. You have made it all seem so differ-
ent."

When Mrs. Rosengarten returned an heur
afterward, Christabel was gone, but the neatly-
mended stockings she bad left and the empty
darning basket proved that she had thought to
some purpose and that "Christa's Suffering,"
had begun.-The Churchman, . -


