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not be nslonished that the ides of it had almost

ractically evaporated from amongst us,
gumly we cught carelully to redress the bal-
ance, not rushing violently in an opposite ex-
tremo, but slowly and steandily building agnin
the Tabernuclo of David that is fullen down, and
building ayain the ruing thereof. In 2 matter
tike this wo should not allow religious prejudice
1o poison our minde. ‘We should not despise or
under-ostimatle gront verities bhecause wo funcy
othors over-cstimate them. Those of us who
fool and know what i3 right here must nakeup
our minds to brave popular ignorance for o time,
in order to show in the end a more excellent
way. 'Phere is a chastencd, refined, reverent
tone and type of worship that is peculinr to An-
glicunism which wo should cultivate; and that
such a tone und type resting, ns we believe it
does, in faith, on the reslitics of the mysterios
with which wo nre dealing, is nceepiable to God,
we cunnol doubt, and that it has s benoficial
and blessed reflox sction on these who conscicn-
tiously practise it, wo are equally certain.—
Trish Feclesiastical Gazette,

Family Depmviment,

SOMETIME, SOMEWHERE.

BY ROBERT BROWNING,
Unansweral yet® ‘1'he prayer your [ps have pleaded
In agony of hearl those many years?
Doox faith Leghn (o AT Iy hope departing ?
Ana thinlk you all {n valn those fmlllng tears 2
Buy not tha Father hath not honrd your prayor;
You' shall hiave your desire sometime, somowhere.

Unnnswered yet ! Though when you first presented
This one pe titlon at the Father's throne

1L Begmod you could no wall the time af wsking,
Ko urgent wis your henrt to muke it known;

Thewgh yewrs bavo passed sinee then, do not despair;
The Tord wlll nuswer you sometime, somewhere.

Unnnswered yet? Ny, do not sny ungranted ;
Porhaps your part i nol yet whally dane :

The worlc begnn when first your prayer was ttiered,
And Goed will inlsh what He has began,

11 you will keep the Incense burndng there
1iin glory you shntl see, sometime, somewhere,

Unanswered yet 2 Falth cannot be ungnswered,
Her feet wers fiemly planted on the Roek;
Amld the wildest sTorms she stands undaunpted,
Nor aquuiis befors {he loudest thundershoek.
Bhit knows Omnipotence has ioard her prayer,
Amlerlos: 1t shall be done,” somethue, somewhere,
P e

STUPID CHRIS.

CILAPTER I,

One of the grontest pleasures in Chris's life
was going {0 toa with tho little Palmers, Mr,
Palmer was ono of tho mastors at tho Collego,
and his protty wite, who lookod much too youny
to bo the mother of nine-year-old Molly, was ox-
ccodingly fond of Chris,

To hor grout joy, she mot Mrs, Palmor in the
town, n& shie and Alico wore returning home
aftor doing some shoping for their motlhier next
morning, and waginvited to ton on the follow-
ing Saturday. Chris aceepted the invitntion
with tho saving clause: “ It 1 ean got allmy
lessons dono early, so a8 to have a veal halt
holiday,” and eamo homo in groat spirits,

Sho was rather elated, too, to find that she
had boon rvight in mantaining with the shop-
man that the lawn Mrs, Raymond wanted for g
dress lining was not the finost possible whito
cambric. Thore was ono thing sho wasn't
stupid about, she roflocted wit satisfaction,
whon her mothor laughed at Alice for complain-
ing in aningured tong that Vietorin lnwn ought
10 have beon specified in the list,

[11 v . R

L thought you had senwe enough to know
what Tmeant. It fea good thing Chris had

her wits about her " said Mre, Raymond stitch-
ing away briskly. 3

Mrs, Palmer has asked her to tea on
Saturday,” said Alice as Chris run off again.
“1 said I thought she might go, butI can't im-
ngine what she likes going for.” .

# Mrs, Palmereays she is go clever at amusing
the children,” remarked her mother,

“Ican’t think what she tinds to say to
them. I suppose we may have Jessio and May
Sharpe to toa as usual, mother ? It is our Essay
Club woek, you know.”

She and Maud wrote essays on subjects of
their own choosing with these two particular
friends, and they metonce a menth to read them
and discuss their ideas,

“ By nll means!” answered Mrs. Raymond,
' Iiveryono to her taste.”

Luckily for her hopes of & real halfholiday
Chris managed to scrape through her arithmetic
1 little better than usual on Saturday morning,
and st Ehree o'clock she started for the Palmery’
house. The Hollies, as it was called, was a little
nearet the town than her own home, Redmount,
and had a smaller garden, but Chris thought it
much pleasanter. Mr. and Mrs. Palmer were
wonderful gardenors, and from the first snow-
drops that peered in spring, to the red-hot-pokers
that flourished throngh the winter gloom, there
was nlways somothing bright 1o bo found in front
of their windows.

Then the house was 80 charming, with all
soris of quoer little tables, and draped pictures
on easely, snd tall feathery palms or sweot-
seented flowers in odd corners. Everything al-
ways locked so fucinutingly pretty, und yet as
if it was moant for us, Chris was sure that
whon Molly and Birdiosat up a schoolroom Mys,
Palmer would nover hang maps on the walls,
She might allow instructively historical pie-
tures, pietures perhaps, but thon they would be
gure to bo pretty ones,

The children wore on the look-out at the
drawing-room window, as Chris and hor maid
camo up the little drive, and thoy rushed to open
the door and welcome her,

“And Saruh noedn’t come for yon,” added
Molly, when hor fixst greeting was over
¢ Mother said daddy shoulﬁ take you home, and
thon we conld keep you as long as we liked.”

So Snrah departed with that message for Mrs.
Raymond and Chris sot forth to playin the
garden with o delightful sonse of frecdom.
They took hoer the whole round first toshow
her how the plants wore gotting on in tho tiny
greonhouse, and whero the flycatehor's nestwas,
and how the sceds were coming up. And every
child gave her a flowor cut of ite very own
gn]rdcn, 1ill sho had one in nearly every button-
hole.

“How grand you are, Chris,”" snid Mrs,
Palmer, as she cameo out on the lawn to spoak to
hor, “I am just off to the cricket match. Tea
will be roady at five o’clock, and Mr. Palmer
gaid o would come home in time for = game,
s0 don’t let the children get too tired first.”

“No, I won't,” said Chris importantly, “ We
have o lot of dolls clothes to make prosently,
you know.”

She always felt as if Mrs, Paliner loft her in
chargo of the children, which pleased her
vory much.

“ Nurse is very grateful to you for coming to-
day,” said Mre, Palmer, smiling, as she put on
hor gloves, *“She has a groat geal of mending
and airing to do, but sho will keep an eyo on
you all from the window. So none of your
tricks, you naughty chicks,” she added ‘in a
;lctip growly voico, to the children’s great do-

ight,

gAfmr they had insisted on kissing her all
avound, she was allowed to depart, and the child.
ren foll to playiug games. They played “1
spy,” and “prisoner's base,” and *‘flags,” and
all sorts of running, riotons games, till they
wera quite hot and exhausted, and perfoctly
happy. Chris certainly managed them all vory

well, always keeping baby on her side to make
things equal, and deciding all disputes by the
voico of the umpire, from which there was no
appeal. She was not always umpire herself,
and +when she was not, she bowed to his deci-
sions so promptly that the others could not help
following her example. '

 What a sweet young lady Miss Christinais.”
wag nurse's comment to tho nursery-maid; ay
she rang a little Dell out of the window as a
signal that tea was ready,

Chris came slowly across the lawn, with baby
hanging to her hand, and little Bertic clinging
to her other arm, while Molly and Birdie walk-
ed almost backwards in front of her. She had
quite forgotten that there were such things in
oxistence as French exercises and sums, her
face was radiant, and her brown hair took gold-
en gleams in the sun, while she catried her hat
in her hand. ‘

“JIgn't she sweol said admiring Tebecea,
“She never scoms put out whatever the chil-
dren do, and she talls to Master Baby so pret-
tily, A real little lady I call her,”

Chris brought her flock successfully in other
nursery, and furcher persuaded them (o follow
her good example, and wash their hands before
tea.

“Oh, I can’t sit down with litile pigs,” she
said shaking her head, when Bertie rebelied
against nurse’s decree,

She kept up the nonsonse about little pigs
after tea was over, when Molly wanted her
doll’s frock made, and the others wanted to go
out into the garden, Very stupid nonsenge per-
haps but it set them Lo build a stye of chairs fo
live in, and to go through all sorts of wonderful
performance on all fours, to keep up their char-
acter, while she sat and sewed, and Molly
watched her.

Chris had a perfect genius for making dolly’
clothes. She never exercised it at home, as she
had no dolls to work for, and notime to work
for them in; butshe had discovered how easy it
was 1o makeontfits for Molly and Binlie's lurge
family, and she never came to tea without
leaving some little garment behind hev as re-
miniscence of hier visit.

Nurse came and went with the clean linen,
and watched the happy little party with ap-
proval. Onco when she eame up there was great
grief because baby had hit his head against the
table, and wept thereat ; but Chris turned him
into a wounded soldict with «a bandage,and kiss-
ed and eavossed him so fondly that he was soon
comforted again,

#It’s quite a pity that child has no little
brothers and sisters of her own to take care of,”
thought nurse to herself. “ It comes sv natural
to her to look after people.”

By-and-by Mr. Palmer came home with his
wife, and was heard shouting to the children to
come down. Ie had brought two of the boys
back to suppet with them—boys who were old
enough not to mind playing with the little oncs.
Chris thought they wore grown-up young men,
and was deeply grateful for their condescension
playing gumes ;but they seemed to enjoy them in
immensely, and there was such mad running
and shouting and laughing, that Mrs. Palmer
declured the neighbors would think it was a
lunatic asylum,

At last the chil.lren’s bedtime could no longer
be ignored, so they said good-night, and were
carried oft by nurse sad, but cheered by hopes
of another game soon, and Mr, Palmer set off
with Chris for home,

“1tis very good of you to comeand play with
the chicks so often, Chris,” he said, as they
strolled slowly up the road in the calm spring
evening.

" “Oh, but I loveit!” said Chris,
Jjoyed myself s0.”

“Well, you have a perfect talent for amusing
thom, they think there is no one like you,” he
said with a kind smile,

“T have en-



