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like this if we teach men to think they are doing
a favour when, perhaps, they do pot half fulfil
“their duty. Peoplo do not, as a rule, object to
being told plainly and candidly what they ought
to do, and if, the rightful claims of King's College
upon Chureh people generally, and Kingsmen in
particular, were boldly and clearly staled, it could
not fail that the response would be a hearty one.

Teb. 28, 1883. Euvsenius.
—_——
Family Department.
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THE PENITENT'S PLEA.

By R. M. Orrorp.

JEsus, see me, lost and dying,

Unto Thee for shelter flying,

Hear, O hear, my heart’s sore crying :
Hoed e, Jrsus, or I die !

All my sin and sorrow feeling,

Come I asa the leper, kneeling ;

Come to Thee for help and Lealing ;
Heal me,; Jesus, or T die !

Nought have I to plead of merit,

Nought but eurse do I inherit ;

By Thy gracivus, quick’ning Spirit,
Save me, Jesus, or I die!

Not my tears of desp contrition

Can secure one sin's remission,

Helpless, hopeless my condition :
Help me, Jesus, or I die!

Y¥ar away my deatt worka flinging,

Nothing owning, nothing bringing,

Unly to ‘Thy mercy clinging :
Bless e, JEsus, or I die!

Nothing but Thy mercy pleading,

Pardon, cleansing, shelter needing ,

In Thy side, once pierced and Dleeding,
Hide me, Jrscs, or I die!

Sin-cursed ! in Thy grace, Lord Lless me,
Nuked! in T'hy beauty dress e,
Prodigal ! in love caress we:

Take wme, Jests, or I diel

By Thy erass, where liope iv beaming,

By its crimeon fountain streaming,

FYowing for the world's redeeming :
Cleanse me, JESUS, or I die!

Save we, and I'll praise Thee ever,
Yor the love which changes never,
¥rom which not e'en death can sever:
In a land where none can die !
-V, Y. Obgerrer,
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“NOT MY waAY.”
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A TALE.
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(Continued.)

To Stephen Ray it had been a keen and unmixed
gorrow to learn from John Carruthers what had
occurred. That he himself was placed as regards
the Barringtons in a falso position, was the least
port of it, for self played ever a minor part in his
reflections, but the knowledge that Perey, in whom
he felt a strong and affectionate interest, had fallen
so far short of his hopes respecting him ; the know-
ledge that John's own happiness was sacrificed (for
Mr. Ray bad long since read his secret) ; the loss of
Sybil to himself and thoee to whom she was De-
coming of more and more usefulness, all combined
to form a heavy trial to Steph®h Ray. But his
life had been oue of trial, and he was ready to
take up this new burden. He had striven to com-
fort John by the assurance of his Theartfelt
sympsathy, and had given him the promise, cagerly
sought, that he would continue the work which he
was to have laid down had Tercy fulfilled the
hopes which both had entertained respecting him.

And Nolly, poor Nelly, needed comfort too,
patiently and sweetly as she bore her trials, this
grievous ona of losing the friends whose lives
from earliest childhood had been so intimately
interwoven with her own, was almost too hard for
her tender heart. Tt needed all John's courage io
tell her and Stephen Ray’s wise and loving guid-
ance to help her face the truth. Day after day
bad pessed and Sybil's familiar step and veice

were not heard at Carruthers’ Hall,

At last thexe !

came a letter to Nelly. It ran thus:—‘“Dearest
Nell,—How I have longed to see you, and at least
have the comfort of 2z word of fareweil from you,
you cannot know ! But I have thought it best for
both of us to refrain from seeing you. Gop bless
my own darling Nell. Remember me alwaysin
your prayers, as I shall ever think of you. Say
‘good-bye' to John for me, and tell him that I
leave papa's grave in his special carc. Iiverin
fondest love, your own Sybil!” The Rectory,
Lonygmoor.

John found Nelly sobbing over Sybil's letter,
which she handed him without a word.

“Will you let me keep if, Nell?” he asked,
when he had read it. .

“Yes, Jack.”

And John still treasures that little blotted note.
He did not seek to seo Sybil again before hor
departure ; if even her love for Nelly had not pre-
vailed with her to come to the Hall, he might well
suppose that she wished to aveid him. IHad he
but known how she yearned for a sight of him,
how her heart beat at every footfall, and how the
sound of the closing garden gate sent the blood to
her pale cheeks, he would have risked her dis-
pleasure |

Sybil could never afterwards remember how
those last days in her old home were spent.

‘Mechanically she helped her mother in the pre-

parations for their departure ; then escaping from
the house would wandor about the grounds or sit
beside her father’s grave, her hand resting on the
turf, and gathering now and then one of the finy
daisies that grew upon it. Shc had never fully
known what deep afiection bound her to Longmoor
until now, when it seemed as though to leave it
were leaving part of her very life behind. No
Zwitzer pining for his nativel hills could feel the
wretchedness of liome-eickness more acutely than
did Sybil already in anticipation. She did not
know to what extent the thought of John added
intensity to her sorrow, and the days passed with-
out any attempt to unravel the confusion and dis-
tross which made her so ubterly unlike her old
bright self.

Steplien Ray, though intuitively knowing Mrs.
Barrington’s prejudice against him, was not like
John to be deterred from seeking an interview
with mother and daughtar. He was informed that
Mrs. Barrington regretted that she was engaged.
Miss Barrington was not within. Turning from
the house he sought her in the grounds and
church-yard, where, as ha expected, he soon dis-
covered her. As he approached Sybil looked up
with a startled gesture; then perceiving who it
was, she walked to meet him and held out her
hand.

“Dear Mr. Ray,” she said, “I have been wanting
to see you, and might have known that you would
not let us go without coming to us.”

“Your mother will not see me,” he replied,
while his very look of heartfelt kindness gave
Sybil a little thrill of comfort. “I confess that I
did not think she would, although I need not tell
you, Miss Sybil, that she wrongs me in supposing
that T have had any hand in what has occurred.”

“\Vho could suppose it !’ exclaimed Sybil, with
a little impatient wave of the hand. “Mr. Ray, I
have always recognized you as a true friend, and I
want to tell you that I am very, very gratetul to
you. You have taught me much that I hope never
to forget, and though now”—her lips quivered
and the pale cheek grew paler still—“though now
in this trinl that has come upon me I may have
lost heart for a while, yet I trust, by Gop’s help, I
shall be stronger scon and able to take up else-
where somte of life’s duties which I must lay down
here.”

“Gop bless and sirengthen you indeed, dear
child, your loss is no light one to me, but still
you know the great bond by which we are bound
together, and which ne earthly circumstances, no
time, no distance can dissever—all one in Him,
remember-— oze here ~ gne hereafter.” He pointed
to her father’s grave while he spoke, and Sybil did
not seek to check the tears which seomed to
relieve the weight of sadness that oppressed her.
“You will let me write to you and I shall hear
from you,” he went on; “we need some visible
token from those mear and dear to us, and you

will want to know how all our little plans and
projects are taking shape.”

«] ghall indeed,” said Sybil. “You will give
my love to all my ‘Coom]’ children, and tell them
I shall never forget them, and to all my dear old
people. Good-bye, Mr. Ray. Gop bless you.”

Sybil felt less unhappy after her brief inter-
view with her friend. It was o comfort to her to
know that he and not another would occupy the
place in which she had so fondly hoped to see
Percy. No soreness of heart with regard to her
brother could make her unjust to one whom she
regarded with feelings of veneration and sincere
aflection. .

A day or two after this one of the old servants
who had lived with the Barrington’s almost since
John could remember handed over the keys of
the Rectory to the butler at the Hall. The two
had a little melancholy chat together over tho un-
expected departure of Mrs. Barrington and her
daughter.

“A world of change, a world of change, Mis.
Davy,” said old Dison solemnily. “I warrant you
we shall all misg the dear young lady’'s face here at
the Hall."

The old housekeeper shock her head and sighed.
“You may well speak of change, Mr. Dixon ; every-
thing is sodly changed to me. It's true that I've
zot a comfortable little home of my own, but it
scems as if I couldn’t enjoy nothing since our dear
Miss Sybil is gone. Only those as lived with her
knew wlat she was.”

“T think, Mrs. Davy, that it might be a comfort
to our young lady to see you and have a chat
about Miss Sybil,” said Dixon, who, finding upon-
enquiry that Miss Carruthers would see her at once,
ushered the old woman into Nelly’s room. It was
indeed a comfort to them both to have a long talk
together. Poor Nelly wanted to hear so much
about her friend, and the old servant needed no
encouragement to speak of her dear young mistress.

“You must coms and see me sometimes,” said
Nelly, as she shook hands. “You can understand
better than most people how I miss her, and I
shall always be so glad to see you. You seem to
helong to them, Mrs. Davy.”

On her way home through the park the old
woman met Jobn Carruthers himself, and was
passing with a courtesy when he stopped her.

“They are gone?’ he asked, and she said after-
wards that the Squire looked as whito as ashes,
“Yes, sir, they left iwo days ago, and I have just
taken up the keys to the Hall. Mrs. Barrington
gave me orders to do so.”

“All right, all right, Mrs. Davy.”

Jobn nodded and rode om, but not towards
home. He traversed the park and the upland and
mile after mile of country, and at such a speed
that his good horse, Brownie, must have thought
his master possessed by a new spirit. The moon
was up before, on his return, John reached the
Rectory gate, and here Brownie was suddenly
brought to a standstill, and John alighted, and
fastening his horso to the gate, which was locked,
sprang over it. O! how unspeakably lonely looked
the familiar spot! how desolate! John traversed
the moonlit garden and seated himself where he
had found Sybil awaiting him on the day when
they had last met. . Tho flutter of her white dress,
the touch of her land, the sweet, shy smile that
greeted him, and now she was gone, he had lost
her, he had put her away from him when she was
his. It seemed as though he had come hers to
drink the cup of bitterness to the dregs. 7The
night wind whispering in the clematis and wild
vine spoke to him of his lost love and his lost
hopes. 'The past unrolled itself before him ; he
saw himself a child with the young Barringtons;
he saw Sybil, the merry school girl, the maiden,
half gir), half woman, with her sweot, winning
ways ; he saw her as he had known her of late, as
she was to him “a perfect woman, nobly planned,”
the wife he had pictured to himself, cheered by
whose sweet presence and elevated by whose pure
compazionchip his life was to have tended upward
movre and more,

Then in his great loneliness he asked himself
had ke done right in taking the step which had
sundered him from Sybil? Was he justified in

acting as a judge in the matter of Percy, in in-



