
FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
The following ODE . was composed by the

Poet Laureate of England, Baron Tennyson,
in honor of the Colonial-Indian Exhibition, and
was set to music by Sir Arthur Sullivan, and

ung as part of the opening ceremonies. ler
Majesty the Queen seemed greatly pleased and
tremendous applause was given by the audi-
ence:-

I.

Welcome i weleomûl with one voice
In your weltare we rejoice,
Bons and brotera, that bave sent
Fron Isle and cape and continent,
Praduce of your feld and flood,
Moitnt and mine and primai woo;
Works of subtle brain and hand,
A-nd spiendorsi of the mornlng tantd-
Glitsfrom every Britisb zone ;-
Britons i liaio your own t

May we nd, as ages ru
Thxe motherfeatuired ln tiae son,
Anad in ay yoers for avor ba
That aod s.rengtb and! constancy
Whcb bas mode your father's great,
la or ancia,ît. Islsand state;

ad where'er her fiag may Ity
(itarying between sait andi slry,
Moa"te milit or Eriton kovn;-
Britons i hoi your own i

III.
Brlitain fougt lier sons or yore;
Britain faied; and never more,
(larceos o! uîrgrowing kmn,
Bhilvo sin our fatltorls sin-
Men that In a narrower day-
Uzprophetto ruers tbey-
roe ram oi the mntiers nest

Tbalyum, eaglecf tirest,
r' faraga for hersait t aieî;-
3nnonrs i liaid your own i

IV.
habera o our glorons past,

liroilorg muati w ti t I laet:
shatinnot we, LI rougi,0gond îînd iii,
Cicanve to ne aio~LIwr sI 111 ?
]trltatn12'S inyriat! volutes cli
sons, be %eldui, encdi and ait,
mita un-e iruperill wvloie-
oeiwth Britala, licat ad io sot-,
One ti, no flrg, anc "let, one trne I
lînctons, biotS yonr own i
And God guiard all.

As will b noticed, the first verse isa welcome
from those at home to thoir colonist visitors ;
the second, a wish for the prosperity of the col-
onies; ithe third an allusion to the unfortunate.
War of Independence; and the last, an appeal
for Imporial union. The second verso has been
translatod into Sanscrit, by Professor Max iui-
lor, as a complimont to India, but the other
voi-ses were sung in English.

BOTTLING A SERMON.

There they est, Ora sd Otta, curled up on
the hassocks in one of the front pews-one of
the very flrst pows in the niddle block--a pos-
ition not in gonoral favor; eonsequently they
wcre beyond the range of any gaze which, if
not actually offended by thoir untidinees, would,
at least have scrutinized them curiously and
critically. Nobody.saw thoni but theminister.
whe could only look and wonder at his odd
little boarers, then wait until the sermon was
over .. or the purpose Of epeaking with them.
It vould not be diffioult to gnose how they got
there. The honey bo, the brown wasp and
bluo-bottle come to eburch in- the summer
weather, when doors and widows stand wide
open,-just se those waifs from the street
*trayed in.

There they sat, baru.-hoaded, bare-footed,
with dirty little Lande folled in their laps,
hair like brush-heaps, and eyes more like coal-
bins than anything lse under the sun or earth.

The paestor soon discovored that, spite of the
intense heat, the passing flash of tho lightning,
the tnunder pulses throbbinig in the distance%
Le had two hearers whocse attention nover
wavered in the least.

Once the lighta flared, thon almst went out.
Next soie one with squeaking boots
left the place. Again, a hymin-book fell with
a loud crash, yet these bundlis of rags, with
black sparks fbr eyes, neither lifted nor stirred.
He was roal sorry, this good, kind man, when,
the service over, ho looked and they were gone
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-had vanisbed like two little bats that belong-
ed to the darkness and loved it. He had not
gone far, however, on his homeward journey,
when a shadow within a shadow stirred; a
thin, dirty little hand reached ont and touched
him.
. "O sir, please give me some for my sick
mother."

"Give you what, child ?"
"Wine and milk," replied the eager young

voice. " We've nothiug to to buy them with,
and the doctor wants ber to have them. You
said come without money, you know, and I'm
here. Oho's brought the kettle, and I've got a
bottle."

" That was my text this evening," remarked
the minister to a friend who had just joined
him. "Come buy wine and milk, without
money and without prico;' These children
were my most attentive hearers. Theg.l, yon
perceive, Las applied it to the one great need
shle is conscious of. What can I do?"

" We'lIl go with them to thoir home, and se
what le required of us," replied the gentleman.
If this story is true, neither kettle nor bottle
shall romain empty."

Up a narrow court in the Church's rear, they
feund a wornan far advanced in consumption,
who lad evidently soen botter days. Worseo
oeus, too, because love of wealth and pleasure
Lad led her down to the horrible pit, and into
the miry clay the Bible tells us about. Her
husband was in the grave: wealth and station
had vanisbed like a dream, and now as the
waters of a dark valley crept chillily about ber
feot she looked ad longed fer an upward ray
te piorce Leî spirit's gloorn. The Rev. Mr.
R--, while ministering to er bodily needs,
lost no time in pointing to her the Sun of
Righteoueness; and as he talked foar and
agony faded out of the womans face, and the
liglt of a great hope dawned in her beautiful
eyes. Those two little bundles of rage, Ora and
Otta, sat curled up in one corner listeningjut,
as they Lad listened frorn the pow, with hands
folded in thoir laps, lips apart, and a deop, dead
ahiming in the orbs that never for an instant
left the speakers face. Ora met him on the
stairs as Le was going out.

II know what it means now," ehe whispered.
"Iaybe I wouldn't if you'd brought the
words withoat the wino and milk."

THE YOUNG MAN'S QUEST.

BY •. B. C.

Tho halle of the grand palace were fillod
with gueste; music and feastings were the or-
der of the hour, when from one of the massive
entrances, a slight figure emerged.

It was that of a man, yonng, and to judge
from his rich dress, welathy. But bis face
looked old; in truth, ho was dissappointed,
restless, discontented. Hie cared neither whore
he went nor what ho did. Tired of his
empty, frivolous life, he asled for somothing
botter, and started on the impulse of the mo-
ment for a city not far away, there ho stayed
for several days. Thon, on. through the vill-
ages and towns, never stopping at one place,
never tiring, ho continued on his way.

The ohildren looked at him in wonder-the
old women stopped thoir spinning long enough
to auswer his questions, but in thoir own
minds, voted him " an imbecilo;" Thoy could
not understand him, and his ways were cold
and haughty. "Good bard work is what
that man needs," said the hard-working pea-
sants.

At lst ho reached a certain smali village,
on the outskirte of which were beautifal forests
of olla troes.

Underneath oe stood a woman tall -and
stately. Drawn towards her by an irresistible
impulse, ho saw that her face was unlike that
of any of the woman ho had 'ever seen. No
longer yodng, it yet shone with a pure radi-
ance ndt of earth. Rer dark hair was pushed
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back from ler broâd forehed, hor eyes were
clear and penetrating. She seemed to look
into îLe very heart of thinge.

And now ber eyes were turned towards the
youth, and ho shrunk before the look. " Tell
me who thou art," he cried in a voice 3f won-
der and awe.

" I am truth," she answered, calm and low,
"Thon I am thy servant," the other exclaim-

ed joyfully. "Trathis whatIseek."
"It takes time and patience to be my pu-

pil," Trnth said, warningly. "IPerhaps thou
wilt tire."

''Nover," replied the yonth; and ho stayed
with her and learned her lessons, hard though
they wero.

His heart grew lighter. "Now, indeed, I
am content," e ecried. But te his surprise as
time wen; on a great longing sprang up in hie
heaurt. The wonderful trutbs he had soarchod
for and found, he longed for othere to know.
Ho determined again to wander forth-this
time to proclaim the glad tidings to aIl who
would listen. He thought that all ho had to
do was to thunder forth his message and tb t
the waiting people would respond jovfnilly,
forsake their errors and follow him. But to
his amazomenett, people resonted his plain lan-
guage, bis abrubt manner. He was first
amazed, tian indignant, thon discouraged and
out of patience.

When lu tho 'lpthe of hie dospairbis eayes
'were dazzlel by a vision-a vision ef suc
beauty and loveliness that a painter would
sigh in vain to reproduce it on canvass. This
bright, radiant crcature, with oves overfiowing
wvith love, her tender mouth like a childs
spoke oftely to him. " Oh, mortal1 thy mis-
take has been that thou hast discarded me,
'who am Charity-Love. Even truth cannot
conquer without me for her companion. The
merciful Father does not mean His creaturs
to be forced to love truth. For this reason
Ie sont Lis Sont-Mis Only Son-t die for
men-Love's sacrifice. Try once more-let
love overflow tby heart; thon tho peoplo's
hearts will be reached." The vision disap-
peared, but the words spoken sunk deep into
the heart of him who listened.

He fell on his knees and prayed: "Oh, dear
Father, send that love for my follow-beinge
into my heaurt, for I bave so little,' and as ho
aroso, even the world around him, so common-
place and ordinary, looked different. The
little children at play appealed to him as
never before. He ad thought of them here-
tofore as atoms of a great universo, born in
sen, and likely to continue in it. Now he felt
surprised that he longed to speak to them, to
take thom in bis arms; and iustead of run-
ing away they gathered about him while ho
talked. (He did not know that his face was
transfigured.) And the firat truth that sug-
gested itself to his mmd in view of their imno-
cent child-faces, was to talk of the Child in
the manger. They listened, interested and fa 1
of wonder, and ran off finally to thir play
with herts full of the Chriet-Child. But the
man doubted about the grown people. They
were so narrow, so projudiced, so full of that
stubborn conservatism which forme a wall
around the heart as hard to penetrate as ada-
ment.
-Yt he tried, and le I the people heard him

gladly. Where before they walked away in
anger, they now listened with faces softened
and full of eager interest. Some were touch-
ed to tears; for not visible to thcir eyes, but

plainly seen and felt by the precher, stood
Love, whose strength is mighty, whose power

is unlimited.

"But there is a story of the Middle Ages and
bas nothing to do with us," Louise says, as
she lays it down.

And this assertion tho.writer repeats in theC
form of a question: Has this little ailegory
anything to do with us ?-Parish Visitor,


