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Pax Vobiscum.

My peace | leave with thee.”
O words most sweet to me—
Inheritance divibe.
Thou weary, longing heart,
Ri<e and possess the part
Of what is freely thine.

O soul, bend not to care,—
His } éace is everywhere;

Only be wise to see .
What things are worth thy thought ;
All is too dearly bought

That keeps lis peace from thee.

Not pleasure, fame nor gold,
Nor aught the world doth bold
Bring thee the gift with them.
Only when day by day
Thon followest the way
Of Him of Bethlehem.

No living thing to wrong,—

Thy spirit pure and strong
Thy being thus shall keep.

His peace sball then bLe thive.

Peace, love and light divine
As endless ages sweep.

The Singér of the “Holy Angels.”
RY GENEVIEVE IRONS.
(Continued.)

You may imagine how much he was missed at
the Cathedral ; all Val-d'or came to inquire how
he was getting on, and if he would ever be well
enough to be chorister again; but for a fortnight,
as we have said, Prosper lay unconscious, and the
doctor gave small hope of his recovery. After
that he began to mend, but very slowly indeed.

The weeks, went on, and the colour began to
creep back into Prosper’s cheeks, and he was able,
with bhelp, to walk from his room into the next,
where he could watch the birds making their nests
in the ivy, and hear them sing. /{e had never
sung since that Christmas night. He could only
speak now in a faint whisper, which you could
just hear if you were very close to him ; bis voice
was gone | The doctor eaid that the violent injury
to hig head, and then the long unconsciousness in
the snow, had given him such a shock as to make
it most likely that he would never recover it. It
was hard as he sat there, looking at the birds in
the ivy, to know that they could sing, but that he
could only listen ; and it was harder still to hear
the Cathedral chimes, and to think of all the other
boys taking their parts in‘the service, while his
place was empty. The tears came very often into
Prosper’s eyes, ay, and they ran down his cheeks
too, when he rememberéd the happy days when
he was the singer of the Holy Angels.

Sometimes at night he would hide his face in
the pillow, and pray and pray with all his boy's
heart that God would give him back his voice.
“I'll never be vain of it any more,” he would
whisper ; *‘ only, good God, let me sing again.”

And now the spring was noarly gone, and
Prosper was well at last,—fat, rosy, and brown,
quite like himself in all but his voice. The doctor
said that for this nothing more could be done ; a
sudden shock might perbaps bring it back again,
at any rate it was more likely to do so than any-
thing else. Meanwhile, they could only wait, and
hope for the best. Prosper was wonderfully
cheerful and happy, and he was looking forward
to returning before long to live with his grand-
father. DBut before this Madame de Coulanges
would have it that he should go away for change
of air. She would take him to Germany, to
Switzerland; he ehould have baths, and drink
waters, and see if that would not restore his voice.
Early in June they started, and late in August
they returned ; but nothing had come of it all.
It was hopeless then. ;

““ When I get home," Prosper said to himself,
] must go and see the Cathedral.” Months

back they had wanted him to go, but he felt that

he couldn’t.

1t was a lovely day in August when he reached
Val-d’or. He left the house of Madame de Cou-
langes up on the bhill, and walked through the
town towards his home. He must needs pass the
Cathedral—would he, dared he, go in ? Yes, he
would; he had not seen it for more than eight

wontks: b was brave enough now, surely. No
scrvice would be going on, there would be posong-
iny. S0 he passed through the poreh and went
ia.  The full morning sun was streaming through
the stained windowa into the dim. misty aisles.
A low murmuring sound of a voice in the far dis-
tance was just audible, but P'rosper heard nothing.
He only saw the great columns and arches laid on
with tender, creeping coloured lights from  the
windows. He only felt that he was there, in the
Cathedral iz bovhord's heaven.  He knelt down
on the wide tloor, cloge to a clustered marble
pillar, and kissed it ; it was cool and strong.

There came a voice, very swect, but uncertain,
as if the singer were not sure of his part. A ger-
vice was going on then, after all ; it was the Oftice
for the Dead. The voice rose again very trem-
blingly, sang a few mnotes and stopped. \Would
there be a break down? The choristers looked
at each other, wondering what they should do.
Just then a voice came up from the nave, clear,
full 'and stréng? it scemed to gather strength as
it went, and the boys recognized at once that it
was Prosper’s. IFor a moment after the first out-
burst he stopped, but only for 8 moment ; he had
taken up the part (uite unconsciously, he was
actually singing before he knew of it. It had
broken upon him as a sort of lightning flash of
joy: God had heard his prayer, * L2t me sing
again !

Aud ob, i% was singing, Prosper’s very best, as he
knelt there by the pillar in the August sunshine.
Only one in the Cathedral did not hear it, and
that was old Simon, who lay quietly asleep on
the bier. No doubt Marc was singing to bim
to-day.

For long after this, Prosper was known far and
wide as the singer of the Holy Angels. His
prayer had been fully answered, his voice had
come to him again. Do you doubt that his prom-
ise was faithfully kept—* 1 will never be vain of
it any more "' ?

THE END.

Coming to Christ.

Christ's Spirit is given to Christ'sredeemed ; 1t
is His promise to His people. Think you that you
can obtain it of yourselves, before you offer your-
selves to Him ? Noj it is not only a great truth of
the Gospel, but it is the very Gospel itself, that
all which 1s demanded of us, in the first instance,
ig that the love of Christ should constrain us to
come to Him, that feeling our own weakness and
His power, we should come to Him in repentance
with faith, grieving for our own evil avd trusting
to Him to cure us.—7. Arnold.

Getting Ready to be Happy.

Too many of us are looking forward to happi-
ness in the future years, instead of getting all the
epjoyment possible out of the present. 1t is well
to remember that the time will never come, in
this world, when we shall have everything we
want, just where and when we want it. The only
way to be happy i8 to enjoy all we have, to the
utmost, a8 we go along. It is right to lay up for
old age in youth: right to prepare for a rainy
day ; but it 18 not right to bend all our energies
to this end, and put off until the future the happi-
ness we might epjoy every day. It is far too
common to see people working and saving, deny-
‘ing themselves all recreation and many comforts,
to lay up money to buy more land, to build
a larger and finer house, or to save for their chil-
dren, thinking that when they have accomplished
this they will be happy, and begin to take comfort.
The hoped-for point may never be attained, or, if
it 1s, sickness or death may have come first, and
the dear ones whom we expected to be happy
with may be gone for ever.

How much better to use some of the good things
of life as we go along ; to make our bumble homes
a8 cheery and bright as possible now, instead of
waiting for a better house ! Don't starve to day,
either body, mind, or soul, thinking that yon will
riot to-morrow. Dou’t hoard and scrimp through
all the best years of your life, that you may be
generous in ybur wills.

If we are ever happy in this life, we-must enjoy
what every day brings us. We must be grateful
and glad for all the good which comes into our

lives, and patiently bear our trials, believing that
all, 1f richtly used, will fit us for the emjoyment
of perfeet happiness hereafter.

True to God

Never lower vour principles to this world's
standard.  Never let sin, hdwever popular it may
e, have any sanction or countenance from you,
even by a smile,  Theimanly confession of Christ,
when His cause 13 unpopular, 18 made by Himself
the condition of His confessing us before God.
1f people find out that we are earnestly religious,
as they soon willif the light is sbhining, let us
make them heartily welcome to the intelligence.
And then, agmn, in order that the lights may
shine without obstruction, we must be simple,
and stady simplicity.  Thisis by no means so easy
as it at first sight appears; for in this highly arti-
ficial and vretentious age all society is overlaid
with numerous atfectations.  Detesy affectation as
the contrary of truth, and as hypocrisy on a small
scale, and allow voursclves to be seen freely by
those around vou in true colors. There is an
affectation of inditference to all things, and a lack
of sensibility, which is becoming very prevalent
in this age, which is the sworn foe to simplicity
of character. The persons who labor under this
moral disorder pretend to have lost their freshness
of interest in everything ; for them, as they would
bave it believed, there is no surprise and no en-
thusiasm. As Christians we must eschew untruth
in cvery form ; we must labor to seem just what
we are—neither better nor worse. 'To be true to
(God and to the thought of llis presence all day
long, and let gelf occupy as little as possible of our
thoughts; to care much for His approval, and
comparatively little for the impression we are
making upon others; to feed the inward light
with oil, and then freely let it shine—this is the
great secret of edification. May He indoctrinate
us into it, and dispose and enable us to illustrate
it in our practice.

Hints to House-keepers.

A useful means of washing the hair is a solu-
tion of moderately strong borax in warm water ;
rinse with clear water and dry thoroughly.

Two ounces of borax to eight or nine gallons of
water for washing clothes will not only save &
great deal of labour, but also save nearly half
the quantity of soap ordinarily required, while
the linen itgelf will be as white as snow.

Frozex Strawserries.—After carefully steam-
ing, lightly rinse one quart of strawberries: - Mash
them thoroughly and add the juice of two lemons
and one pound of granulated sugar. Set them
aside in a cool place for an hour, then add one
quart of water aud place in av ice cream freezer
and freeze.

Browsx Brran Brewis.—The left-over crusts of
brown bread may be utilized by placing them
in a tin pan with a pinch of salt and covering
them with cold water; cover tight and set over
the fire to boil until they are quite soft. Serve in
a deep dish. ISat with milk, butter or syrup.

Inviany Bassocks.—Scald eight heaping spoon
fuls of meal, stirring in two cupfuls of boiling
water ; add four large spoonfuls of flour, a little
salt, one-fourth teaspoonful of soda, two well-
beaten eggs and milk or cold water enough to

make a thick batter ; drop from a spoon into hot
fat and fry brown.

Seicep AppLeE Tarts.—Stew the apples, sweet-
en them, and flavor with mace and cinna-
mon ; add the juice and grated rind of one lemon
if the apples have not much flaver. Line pie-
dishes with paste, fill them with the prepared
apples, and bake until the tarts are thoroughly
done. Bars of paste, about a quarter of an inch

wide, crossing the tgp of the tarts, are quite or-
namental.

Inpiax Grivprk CaLes.—Dissolve one teaspoon-
ful of soda in boiling water and stir it into two
coffee-cups of sour milk, add one saltspoonful of
salt. Make a batter stiff enough to pour, using
balf meal and half flour. A beaten egg may be

added. Indian griddle cakes take longer to bake
than wheat griddle cakes do.
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