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narrative of His earthly life. This was done
at fret by thoo who had known Him mont
intimately during the period of His ministry,
who had followed His Passion, Deatfi 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 ele they
wore leaving the communities which they had
planted, to go te distant lands, from which, in
aIl probability, they would never return. If
human nature was thon what it ls now, it is
certain they would sometimes be importanou
to commit to writing that which they had been
acoustomed to deliver by oral teaching, or else
morne intimate associate would write down care-
fally the record of those who had seen the
Lord. Com mon sense and ordinary prudence
would dictate such a course, that the simple
and straight forward narrative might not be-
come diatorted or amplified in the process of
transmission.

This, thon, is the origin of the Gospels.
History clearly reveals this in the case eof S,
John, who wrote hid Gospel shortly before his
death. It waa written at the request of the
mombers of the church at Epheus, whore lie
opent the later years of his hIe, and it received
Ih attestation of others, his contemporaries,
who had alo been oye-witneee of Christ, and
could. guarantee the correotuess of the narra-
tive (,ee Sù. John xxi: 24. 25). But the neoces-
sity cf tome standard account of Christ must
have forced ilsulf upoo the , minds of tome of
the Apostes and foundors many years before
St. John'. death. And so in similar or parallel
ways the Gospela of Mt. Matthow, St. Mark and
St Luke, had come into existence. It makes
no d.fforunce whether partial narratives, collec.
tion ül daconraes, and the lke, wore already
in circulation or not. The opening worde of
St. Luke'a Gospel, and some internai indice.
Ltons, make thîs altogothor probable. But
wnen the reverend mon who wore acknowledged
on ail bides as the founders and guides oi the
Church, engrafted any sch provions accounts
into their own words, they gave them an au.
thority wbich they had not posessaed before,
such that they could be received ai abiolute
truth.

That tho course of things was almost certain
to bu suoh as we have described, is olear when
we covsider what Christianity was, how large
and important a body of teaching it involved,
and how essential to it was a knowledge of the
lie aLd worde o1 its divine Author. And that
this w as lho actual Course of things is shown
by every scrap of historical and literary evi-
douce we possela.

Sach, thon, ie the simplest atatement of the
ebgin of th ow Testument. Coilected, little
by JILLIIJ, ]DIU ue volume, iL bocame a par-
petual und cherished poausesion in the Chureh
of the firat age, and thus hau been transmitted
through the esme authority to those latter
days. But it is to be observod that the Charch
hersult euitted and was alrea&dy wide spread.
Sho had the Faith once dulivered, and the
organiration and institutions which ber
ituericos bad etjined, long before a line ot the
Book mças written. Thuis te Church was in no
seibe lounccd upon the Bible, but simply upon
the Apotles sna P'opbute, with Chiriat as the
chidt corneo-to.-2he Living L1urch.

PUTm speaks of the rimen and exalted Christ
as ' the Sbephurd and Bishop of our soule; and
in the Episte to the Hobrews he is spoken of
as •that great Shepherd of the sheop.' (1 Pet.
ii, 25, and Betb. xiii, 20). He spoke et Him-
self in the days of his flesh as ' the good Shep
hrd,' and as layirg down Mis life for the sheepEveiy man is nduitely interested in havinghbi soul under the care of this divine Shephord,
Re ean take Gre of it as no other bng ea.

FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
THE OLD YBAR AND THE NEW,

I mat beside the hearth. The glowing embersi
Osut their shadows weird on ceiling and on

Wall:
Outside the winter winds blew cold sud dreary,
Against the pane I hoard the rain drapa fail.
Ae sadly there I sat, and mused, sud pondered,
A Sound of distant belle fell on my Car,
Ringing upon the midnight slowly, sadly,
A maoin requiem for the parting year.
A stealthy stop upon my threshold roused me,
A hand undid the latch upon my door,
An old man stood before me, lowly bendine,
Boneath the wary bardens that h bore:
Thon, starting up, I soroly wept, and pleaded
" O give me back the gifta you bear away,-
The fondest hopes, most cherish'd aspirations
The friendshipe tried that light earth'e 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."
Thon ont amid the cold and rain be vanished,
And sadly turned I to my fireside drear.
As distant belle rang out their notes of gladnaes
To usher in the Happy, bright New Year,
Across my threshold passed a youthfu l stranger,
Ris golden locks upon his shoulders streamed,
His countenance was fresh with tinte of morn.

ing,
While on his happy face a brightamile beamed.
Within his arme ho held gifte bright and shin.

ing,
"I offer thom," ho softly murmured low,

Fresh hopes, new friends await yen in the
f uture

What the old year bas taken I bestow."
Thso, too, may parish," cried I, iL riy
Ianguuih

"Ah i friend I've lest, time never can restore.,
The New Year answered fondly, sadly amiling,
"Bright memories remain forevermore."

-f. C. 8.
Kirkton, Ont., January lt, 1891.

THE ANGEL OF ST. LUKBWS.
A CUIrTMAs STOar.

BY DOBOTIT DIAN.,

'Shine, ir, shine l'
The voice rang ont cheory and glad through

the frosty morning air. Other voices were
orying the same words, Sir Balph lad been.
hearing them all the morning, but this one,
somehow, was different. It was clear, musical,
its very tone was a auggestion of a song, a
tender undertone lingered at its close, like the
last fall of a fountain. Perhaps it was oniy
his fancy that made him imagine so ; anyway
ho stopped and looked down at the boy'@ face
a glender face, with deep-set blae eyes, and a de.
licately-rounded chin. But Sir Balph was in a
hurry, so be only ahook bis head at the re-
pested question, and hurried ou. All day that
vibrant, musical voice followed him.

That night he st by the fire with Dlly on
his knee, listening as usual to the story of ber
day's litie pleasures. Old Hare la o thre
other aide of the fire, outled contentedly on the
rog, wagging his plumy tail now and then,
aud watching his master and his little mistress
with bright affectionate eyes.

But Sir Balph was very ailent, and by sud
by, when Dolly had danced away to bed, he
still aat there with the ahadows heavy on his
face. The wind bad risen outaide, the snow
was whirling and drifting among the trou like
writhing ghosts, and the wind rose in gust@,

wailing and moiainy, titi tre Mia pit b)ilx
handi over his faoe ani hiveral Old Eiro
got up presently, and went ovar to his M uter'e
knee and looked anxiously into his fase. Blt
Sir Aàlph does not seo him. FBr away ho
looks, past the walls of hom?, paît the oity's
bounds, to a little oiantry graveyard. The
snow is wreathing itsolf ii garlandî of hveiaa.
ly parity about the marble cross that ma.ks
hor piaco of resF. Ea cstoles the eoà ) of her
voice i her stea sounds in the hil ; her hand
toaches hie. Ttie dfseh of blai eyes is before
him, and ho stretcha ont his hanri to clasp
hors, bat they oldse together empuy, and he
fails back in his chair with a groan, while the
old tide of love and loss and longiag rweps
over hini. Haro whines softly, and jooks at
him with great ligaid browa eyes. Taea Sir
iRalph laye hie haud on the dog's shining hoad,
and looks down into hie eyes, limpid and
almoat human with thoir faitiful love.

'Hore,' ho saye, 'she is safe in God's keop-
ing, and we would not Call her baok if we
coulds'

And the dog whines again and kisses his
master's hand.

* * * * *
The sun was shining in the old gardon.

Early flowers were abloom, the blie birds let
fail notes of paret rapture, and down the
medows the larks cbanted divinely. Sir
Ralph bared his head in the soft air of the
Sunday morning, feeling the tender beauty and
the heavenly sweetness of ii, this passage in
the graud harmony of 'God's great anthem,
which mon Call living. The winds blew over
the bright spring grass, in soft undortone,
whispering of the Dowers that dwelt in the far
wood shadows, pale, sweet-faed flwr-nuus in
forest cloisters, and the air was sweet with the
breath of their daily prayer. The sky bent
over, tender and bl ue, like some great oup filled
to the brim with clear shining,

Sir Ralph heard it all, the melodia, the diapa-
son undertoning, the vex celeste, viola and
inte, the throbbing of vor humana throngh it

ail, and ho bowed his head a moment as the
melody swept over him, sweetened, softened,
piano, pianimesimo, into infinite whispered
threade.

All at once a new voice came, olear and
sweet through it aIl, a human voice, a boy's
voice, so sweet, se elear, se full of spring's
own gladness, that Sir Balpb could only stand
sud listen. Finally he saw hua, standing
under the trou, with bis hande clasped botore
him, looking out and up into tLe bright spring
sky, There was no worde to the song, some-
how thore vas no nAed for any words, yon
undoratood hlm withont. Ai the spring aewoot-
ne"s was in bis Dong, the blossoming foyers
wrere in it, and the mating birds andeausbine.

He stopped singing when he saw Sir R.lpà1
coming, and looked as if ho were going to run

'a od morning,' maid Sir Balph, 'who tanght
yen te eing?'

yoy metoher,' answered the boy.
'I should like to hear more of it, it is very

good,'
Carl blushed, and did net answer a word,

and the morning eemed te grow very hot and
uncomfortable, with those keen gray eyes
etudying hie face, a elender face, with deep-set
eyes of blue, Sir Ralph had seon it before.

But by and by, I know not how it came
about, for Carl was a very shy lad, ho fcund
himseif telling tbis man ail hie tory, about his
mother with her pale shining face, and abaat
the beautiful dreamr musie that came te him.
The tear ahone in hisoeyes se he talked, and
he told him of the music ho longod for, of the
hopes that came te him, with each soft, melo.
diou voices, only to be drowned by the rattle
and roar and sweep of the great city and the
battile of hIfe.

Sir Ralph listened and nodded encouragingly.
Did ho nou know the paths and byways of the
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