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FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
ADVENT.

By the Rei. John CuUen, MA, Author of
"Poems and Idylls."

Thou hait some, O gracious Saviour, once in
great humility,

Soon shall we Thy second Advont, with the
holy angels see.

Lord, come now in love and pity, gather those
- who far may roa,-

Weary ones who lonely wander,-take them to
Thy blessed home.

In Thy Word and in Thy servante, who pro-
claim the way of life,

Daily now 10 us Thou comest, giving peace in
daily strife.

In each prayer and sweet communion, Lord, to
us Thyself. reveal;

Sanctify us with Thy Spirit, lot us ail Thy good
ness feel.

Come, O Lord, to bless and succour ail who
look to Thce for aid,

Speak to us Thy word of comfort, lest our
hearts be sore afraid;

Come to teaen us and direct us, come to help
us and to cher,

Come iand give brig lit hope to lead us througi.
another holy yaar.

In the tirno of woo and sickness let us know
Thy chstening haud,

Aud when thus rLfined afdjerfcct, lead us to
Thy iromflised land;

Lead us gorly, holy Saviour, in the path
whùih Thîou hast trod,

To the corn ry whuro Thou reignost,-to our
Father and Our God.

Bless to us eali vinitation, when Thou conest
nair, 0 Lord,

Strcigitii us by grace and promise, open for
us a I Thy wurd ;

A.ùd when Ttu isiult cone to judgmont,
crowned with awfil mîîje..y:

We shall theu in bhol gkîdness hft our hands
end wekione Thee.

Gipsy's B1aby.
A STORY FOR OTHER PEOPLE' S CHILDREN.

Continued.
Hurrying up the stops, she went into tho

chuich, strîining Moilin more tightly to lier
heart, that bout s lusL bhi could hardly breathe

Insidu were tall pillars that upheld on archod
riof', wide aisiles, subd ued lig bt, a sense of space,
of quietudo-all strange and ow-inspiring t
the girl, who never had been in a place of wor-

Softly sho stole up the aisle, and thero, ut
the further end of the church, stood a young
man with outstretched bands, and what looked
like the 'gownd" of the picture in Gipsy's
eyes. He was talking to and smiling kindly
on a group of children who sat near, libtening to
him.

A rush of indescribable feelings, came over
Gipsy's ignorant soul, fuli of the latent, beauti-
fui faith of childbood-foclings of mingled awe,
wonder, and rapture, a strange, sweet certaintv
of belp and safety.

She bad found Jesus I All was well now.
Right up the aisle she came, looking neither

to right nor left-up to the very feet ot the as-
tonished minister, and hold her baby out to him
with both ar ms.

"g He said you'd cure people as was sick," eh
cried breathlessly, her eyes like two stars in
ber white face. «'- e said you loved littie child-
ren, and called 'em to yuu, and-and-l've been
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4--1,oking for you-cause my Mollie's sick; and
oh Jesus i you'tl make her well, and 'elp us to
get away from father, won't yer ?",

Some of the yont fal congregation began
to titter, but tears were in the minister's eyes
ts ho laid bis hand very gently on Gipsy s

.bead. ...
"My dear child," ho said; than paused, as if

here was something in his throat that hindered
h~is speaking. ..

Oh, sir i " cried Gipsy, breaking into sobs'
oh said as yon was gond and kind; and you'1i

,ure my baby quick, won't yer ? "
" Come with me, " said the minister, recover-

ing hie voice, and taking Mollie from her sis-
er's arme, ho carried her into the vestry,where
i bright fire was burning. " Sit down my
child," ho went on bringing a comfortable chair
tA the blaze, "and get warm. both of you. When
r have finished with thechildren. I will come and
,pcak to you."

Very soon he ieturned, and sitting down by
mpsy's side, he told ber very simply and ten-
lery that ho was only a servant of the dear
bord Jesus, but that Jesus was indeed witb
Gipsy-iooking upon ber. listening to her-
though ebe could not seo Him.

At first Gipsy's disappointment was intense.
but soon she waq listening with renewed eager-
ness to al that Mir. Soners told ber. After al.
lt iva truie that there was ;uch a Man as the
Lord Je.sus who did love and cali little children

IlHim, who couli cure sick people, and make
siCked onei good i

Some day she wonld sen TIim, Mr. Somers
said, and live for ever with Him. Meanwbil ,
[le would teach ber to love ind serve Hlim.

" I do love Him," .seritei Gipsy, with non-
viction, "'eause Heo so kinid. I know 1a,1
ure my baby, to.d."

Mr. Somersi thught of thn;e gracious word,,
'f oId-Accordi'ng to your faith be it unto you-
aid said Aman 1 "

Gip.y is a grown-up woman now, with littlu
children of h.îr own, who are never weary ni'
heari1e how mother wPnt to loolk fir Jesus and

found Him. They like to hear hnw Gipsy went
back to the old attio full of oy, to find her
father-alast-laid dyini on the bed, and Jim-
my playing his dr'um as if it were quite afestive
occa4sicn ; they never can be pursuaded to feel
any sorrow for the man who kicked poor Mol-
lie I They like to hear how Mr. Sorners found
the arphans a happy home with a kind old
widow, who cared for them as if they had been
ber own children; how Gipsy and Jimmy went
tr> school, and learned to be useful, industrious
nemrnbersi of society; but mort of all, they like
t -hear how the Lord Jesus eured Gipsy's baby,
throngh the intrunentality (if askilful doetor,
a friend of Mr. Somed, who worked amongst
the poor in the same loving self-sacrificing
spirit.

" Ah i that was a blessed day fur me, wben I
found the Lord, and asked Him to cure my Mol.
lie 1 "

This is always the way Gipsy finished bar
story. and as sur.ly as she does thiq, ber youag-
est cilld turne gravely to the plump, morry-faced
auntio whoqm they ali ove se dearly, and says,
with ever-renewed wonder-

So. you were mother's baby once 1
"Yes 1 " says Aunt Mollie, with a fond smile

at Gipsy.

A Christmas Sacrifice.
Br PAULINE.

Hurrah I a letter from home at last? It was
dintier hour at the Longly Boy's School, and
Ernest Kingdon was one of the last of the group
that was dispersing after the distribution of the

daily mail, which always took place at this
time.

Some say boys do nlot care for letters nor let-
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ter writing, but anyone watching Ernest's
bright face at this moment would have been of
a different opinion. "I wonder why Murray
did not wait," he said, as ho sprang up-stairs
two steps at a time, whistling to himseoif in a,
way that would certainly have drawn down
upon hi% head a reprimand had he been over.
heard by any of the teachers. Up two flights
of stairs, to bis dormitory, where a number of
boys were preparing themselves for dinner.
Ernest took a seat on the edge of bis bed and
began tearing open the envelope. " Home for
Obristmas at last," was the happy thought
which the sight of the handwriting brought to
him. This letter was to bring the money for
the jiurney.

Yes, thore were the bills, but - why,
what could it mean ; ane glance showed him.
there was only half the amount he had ex-
pected.

He crusbed the notes into hie pocket and be-
gan to road.

Ail round the boys were jroking and laugh-
ing as they washed their bands and related to
one another sto.ries of their morning'eZiperi-
ence, and the time.was passing, bat still Ernest
sat on the bed without stirring or hearing a .y-
thing.

"Helo i look at Kingdon, he's going to have
a fit oi-sonething 1"

',What'' tho matter, old boy? " from aaother,
"just lot me clap you on the back."

"You'd better hurry up about it tool The
hell will ring in half a minnte."

The boys clustered round with their different
comments, wondering what made Ernest look
as if he was going to choke.

It was true he was very red about the faâc,
but nona of them gueised that it was with the
effort to koop back omething ve-y like sobs.
ie was horribly afraid ho was going to cry,

and would wiIlingly have choked rather than
be seen doing such a thing-" AIL those fellows
watching too 1 " Where could ho go?

fIe shook off the detainnz hands of bis com-
panions, and rushed out of the roomi.

Down stairs again, even faster than ho had
corne up. only ihis time ho chose the back stair-
way, nover pausing till he was safe in a far
away class-room, where ho knew no one would
cone at that time-and thon ho gave way to
the tears which wonld be kept back no longer.

Do not laugh boys, I daresay therehave been
times when you have looked for a place to shed
a few tears too. Ernest was almos;t fourteen
and quite a manly boy, but ho could not help
it now, ho had had such a disappointment. Af-
ter a while ho recovered himself, and lifted his
bead from the table.

" What a baby I am," ho said thin.king at the
s-ame time what a aood thing he had opened
the letter before his brother had seen it. He
spread the offending missive before him, and
read it again. It was from his mother. She
generally addressed ber letters to them both,
but ibis was only to him, and ran thus :

ArIy Dearest Ernest,-I am afraid you will
feel badly when you hear what I have to tell
you, but my boy, it cannot be harder to you
than it is to me. One of you will bave to re-
main at school during the Christmas vacation.
It will bave to be so, Ernest; I cannot possibly
spare the money to have both of you come and
return, though you may feel sure I have tried
in every way to do so before writing. I ad-
di-ess myself to you because you are older than
Murray, and will. I hope bq able to make him
uiàderstand that this is unavoidable. To keep
you at Longly another year, as I wish to do, it
will be nocessary to exercise tbe sirictest econ-
omy, and I know your groat des:re is to help
me. as you will by bearing this bravely. One
ofyou muet come i order to take back the
things I have prepared for you. I do not say
which it is to be, for I long so much to see
both my sons that I oannot decide. You, must
nettle it between you. Murray is guite as able


