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narrative of His earthly life, This was done
at first by those who had kmown Him most
intimately daring the period of His ministry,
who had followed His Passion, Death and

Resurrection, and His Ascension at last into
heaven. It was naturally done by word of
mouth, But the time came when the founders
of the Church were growing old. Their words
would soon be heard no more. Or elee they
were leaving the communities which they had
planted, to go to distant lands, from whioh, in
all probability, they would never return. If
haman nature was then what itis now, it is
certain they would sometimes be importaned
to commit to writing that whioh they bad been
accustomed to deliver by oral teaching, or else
eome intimate associate would write down oare-
fully the record of those who had seen the
Lord. Common sense and ordinary prudence
would diotate such a course, that the simple
and straight forward narrative might not be-
come distorted or smplified in the proocess of
tranamission,

This, then, is the origin of the Gospels.
History olearly revenls this in the oase of Si,
Jobn, who wrote his Gospel shortly before his
death. It was written at the request of the
members of the charch at Ephesus, where he
spent the later years of his life, and it received
the attestation of others, hisa contemporaries,
who had slko been eye.-witnessos of Christ, and
could, gusrantee the correctuess of the narra-
tive (vce St. John xxi: 24, 25). Bat the neces~
ity ol some siandard acoonnt of Christ must
bave forced itsulf upon the minds of some of
the Apostles und founders many years before
8t. John's denth, And 8o in similar or parallel
waya tho Gospels of St. Matthow, 8t Mark and
Su Luke, bad come into existence, It makes
uo a.fferen.ce whether partial narratives, colleo-
tion ot disconrses, und the like, were already
in circulation or not. The opening worda of
8t. Luke's Gospel, and some internsl indios~
L:ons, mealke thig sltogothor probabls, Bat
waen thereverend men who were acknowledged
on sl mdes a8 the founders and guides o1 the
Chburch, engrafted auy wuch previous accounts
into their own words, they gave them an au.
thority which they had not possessed before,
snclL that they could' be received as absolute
truth,

That the course of things was almost certain
to be such as we have describsd, is clear when
we corsidor what Christianity was, how large
sud important a body of teaching it involved,
and how eskential 10 it was & knowledge of the
life snd words of its divine Author. And that
this was tho aotusl ocvurse of thingsis shown
by overy sorap ot historical and literary evi-
dence we posscsa.

Such, then, is tho simplest atatement of the
origin uf the Now Tesument. Colleoted, little
by hitle, iniocne vulume,it became a per-
potual und cherishod poesession in the Church
of the first age, and thus bas been tranamitted
through the same suthority to these latter
days, Bat it is w be observed that the Charch
hersolt existed and wayalreudy wide epread.
She had the Faith once delivered, and the
organizstion snd justitutivns which  her
juuncers bad erjoined, long before a line of the
Book was writen. Thus vhe Church was in no
sonse jouvded upon the Bible, buusimply upon
the Apostes sua Propbots, with Christ as the
ohict cornet-stone.~—7he Living Church.

Prrn speaks of the riken and exalted Christ
a8 ‘ the Sbephord and Bishop of our sonls; and
in the Episte to the Hebrews he is spoken of
as ' thut great Shopherd of the sheop.’ (1 Pet.
ii, 20, and Heb. xiii, 20). He spoke ot Him-
goll 10 the days of his flesh 88 ‘the good Shei)
bexd,” and aa layirg down His life for the sheop,
Every men is infinitely interestsd in baving
s soul under the care of this divine Shepherd,
He cnn tuke care of it 88 no other being can,

FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
THE OLD YEAR AND THE NEW.

I sat beside the hearth. The glowing embera

Cust thleir shadows weird on ceiling and on
wall: '

Outside the winter winds blew cold and dreary,

Against the pane I heard the rain dropa fall.

A sadly there I sat, and mused, and pondered,

A sound of distant bells fell on my ear,

Ringing upon the midnight slowly, sadly,

A solemr requiem for the partiug year.

A steslthy step upon my threshold roused me,

A hand undid the latoh npon my doer,

An old man stood before me, lowly bending

Beneath the weary burdens that he bore:

Then, starting up, I sorely wept, and pleaded

*“ 01 give me back the giftsa you bear away,—

The fondest hopes, most cherish'd aspirations

The friendships tried that light earth’s darkest
day.”

The wind played with the old man’s withered
tresses,

The rain beat coldly through the open door,

He slowly shook his head, and pointing up-
ward

Whispered ‘“Above, where time shall be no
more,"”

Then out amid the oold and rain be vanished,

And sadly tarned I to my fireside drear.

As distant bells rang out their notes of gladness

To usher in the Happy, bright New Year,

Across my threshold paséed & youthful stranger,

His golden locks npon his shoulders streamed,

His countenance was fresh with tints of morn.

Ing,
While on his happy face a bright smile beamed.
Within his arms he held gifts bright and shin-
1og,
“1 offer them,” he softly murmured low,
*“Fresh hopes, new friends swait you in the
futare
What the old year has taken I bestow,”
*Those, toc, may
anguish
““Ah | friend I've lost, time never oan restore,”
The New Year answered fondly, sadly imiling,
* Bright memories remsin forevermore.”
—F. C. 8.
Kirkton, Ont., January 1st, 1891,

varish,” oried I, in my
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‘Shine, sir, shine !’

The voice rang oat cheery and glad throngh
the frosty morning air. Other voices were
orying the same words, Sir Ralph had beer
hearing them all the morning, but this one,
someohow, was different. It was clear, masical,
its very tone wns a suggestion of asong, a
tender undertone lingered at its closs, like the
last fall of & fountain. Perhaps it was only
his fanoy that made him imagine so ; anyway

a slender face, with deep-set blne eyes, and s de.
licately-rounded chin. Bat Sir Ralph was in a
burry, so he only shook his head at the re—
peated question, and hurried on, All day that
vibrant, musioal voice followed him.

That pight he sat by the fire with Dully on
his knes, listening as usual to the story of her
day’s little pleasures. Old Hero lay on the
other side of the fire, ourled contentedly on the
rug, wagging his plumy tail now and then,
and watching his master and his little mistress
with bright affectionate eyes,

Bat Sir Ralph was very silent, and by and
by, when Dolly had danced away to bed, he
still sat there with the shadows heavy on his
face. The wind bad risen outside, the snow

was whirling and drifting among the trees like

writhing ghoats, and the wind rose in guata,

be stopped and looked down at the boy's face | &

wailing and moanfag, till the mia p1t bich
hands over his face aad shivecel Old Haro
got np presently, and waat ovar to his mster’s
knee and looked anxiously iato his fase, Bib
Sir Ralph does not ses him., Far saway he
looks, past the walls of hom», past the city's
boands, to a little c.antry gravayard, Tae
gnow is wreathing itaelf ia garlaads of heaven.
ly parity aboat the marble cross that marks
her piace of rest. He oatohas tha est) of her
voice; her step sounds iu the hall; her haud
toaches his, Tus fash of blar eyes is bafors
him, and he atretohes out his hand to alaip
hers, bat thay close together empty, aud he
falls baok in his ohair with a groaa, while the
old tide of love and loss and longing swesps
over him, Hero whines softly, and looky at
him with great liquid browa eyes. Taea Sir
Ralph lays his haod on the dog's shining head,
aod looka down into his eyes, limpid and
almost haman with their faithfal love.

‘Hore,’ he says, ‘she is safe in God's keep-
ing, sad we would not oall her baok if we
could,’ . )

And the dog whines again and kisses his
maater's hand,

* * * * x

The sur was shining in the old garden.
Bariy flowers were abloom, the blue birds let
fall notes of purest raptare, and down the
medows the larke obanted divinely. Sir
Ralph bared his head in the soft air of the
Sundsy morning, feeling the tender besnty and
the heavenly sweetness of it, this passsge in
the graud harmony of ‘God's great anthem,
which men call living, Tbe winds blew over
the bright spring grass, in soft undertons,
whispering of the flowers that dwelt in the far
wood shadows, pale, sweet-faced floswer-nuns in
forest cloisters, and the air was aweet with the
breath of their daily prayer. The sky bent
over, tender aud blae, like some great oup filled
to the brim with clear shining,

Sir Ralph heard it a1}, the melodis, the diaps-
son undertoning, the vox oceleste, viola and
flute, the throbbing of vox humana through it
all, and he bowed his head a moment as the
melody swept over him, aweetened, softened,
pisno, pianissimo, into infinite whispered
threads.

All at once a new voice came, clear and
sweet through it all, a hnman voice, s boy's
voice, s0 sweet, so0 olear, 80 full of spring's
own gladness, that Sir Ralph could only atand
and listen. Finally he saw hiw, standing
under the trees, with bis hands clssped betore
him, looking out and up into the bright spring
sky, There was no words to the song, some—
how there was no need forany words, you
understood him without. All the spring swoot-
ness was in his song, the blossoming flovera
were in it, and the mating birds andsunsbine,

He stopped singing when he saw Sir Ralpa
coming, and looked as if he were going to run

away,
‘G{)od morning,’ said Sir Ralph, ‘who taught

you to sing ?'

‘My mother,’ answered the boy.

‘1 shonld like to hear more of it, it is very -
ood.' 3

Carl blushed, and did not anawer a word,
and the morning reemed to grow very hot and
uncomfortable, with those keen gray oyes
studying his face, a slender face, with desp-set
oyes of %lne, Sir Ralph had seen it before,

But by and by, I know not how it came
about, for Carl was 8 very shy lad, he feand
himself telling thias man sll his story, about his
mother with her pale shining face, and about
the beantifnl dream wusio that csme to him.,
The teurs shonein his eyes as he talked, snd
he told him of the musio he longed tor, of the
hopes that came to him, with such soft, melo-
dious voices, only to bedrowned by the rattle
and roar and sweep of the great ity and the
battle of life,

Bir Ralph listened and nodded encouragingly.

Did he not know the paths and byways of tbe



