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The vision of a congerics of episcopal sects is
not rewssuring., We fail to sce how, in the
fuintest degree, such u plan could promote the
canse of unity in any real sense. The resnit
would seem to be the loss of all sense of the real
character und functions of the Catholic ministry.
Certninly the Church which should thus deul
with the precious gifts of the divine stewurd-
ship would suffer ivrepurable loss,

We have endeavored to exhibit clearly the real
bearings of a theory of “ organic "union withcut
vital unity—a theory widely held in a more or
texs vague way. At unother time we may pay
rome nttontion to others of thuy numerous
nchemes which find defenders in these restless
days, nidd which, evasive and compromising as
maost of ther are, cun bring us no nearer to the
wizhod-tor haven of universal oncness and
peace,

Fumily Departnrent,

ST. MICHAEL AND ALL ANGELLS,

(September 24.)
While eaeth 8 now reposineg
Benenth antaimnnd sicles
A nlght so soon I8 elosing
On weary mortal eyes,
Oneo are the annaal  wlends
Dixpluy the salnied chief,
With unsecn band on elther innd,
To Hight for our reflef.
0, may the nrehanget arm
ralnst Satan's envious power,
PThelr prowasg show, to sereen frony woe
Our nost ungarded hour,

All awe the saint thelr greetbngs,
Whthe nsking ol nbove

To glve our hnrvest meetings
Pha llght of Chrlstlun love,

Thegh suns hve lueled dheir splendone,
And short of graln oy store,

Greal Michool lead, Al Angels spont,
Qur prulses pvermore,

Frat prinee of Jewish tribes,®
But now of Cheistinn Inds b

With spear and shileld In batile-netd
Phe salnt onr el plon sinnds,

Neptanber 2, IS8, OB BouTay,
*Jauede vl tRev, xil. 7,

T NS JOY.

By Mrs, Qrorar A, Doy,

Of conese that was not her real name, bul
after your had onew seen the  little waid, you
wodd not wonder thnt “little Joy ' wus what
Hor grandfither beean it
when sho was noweoe little baby) with no hair at
all on her little head, aud not very much beanty
cithor, oxeept in hor big blue
Tnughed s soon as anyono spoke to her,  You
did not have o see the smiling lips and the
merry dimples coming aad going to know that
Joy was langhing, You would know it it you
only saw her oyos, for thoy could laugh as woll
as hov lips,

Sho was swingiug on the gute, one sunny
October day, singing asweol little tuno, as sho
swing to and fro, and watched thoe goldon and
evimson leaves fluttering down the waik, every
time the wind stivred the branches of the tree
that grow by the gate. It wasa tall old elm,
that had kept wateh by the gale long belore
Jov's father was born, and whoen he was a little
toddler had dropped its protty treasures in the
fall, as it was doing to-dny for the little
danghter,

Joy was }ookmg up into the trgo g0 intently
that she  did not sov a lady coming, until
rustle of the dried leaves made her ook around
ju~i in time to hear Miss May Disbrow say :

" “vm.y(m give me the uhu.l'ch' Imy, hittlo Joy?
| nm going to practise o while!

lito Juy jumped down from the gate, and

everyone callod her,

eyed, which

ran into the house for the key. Sheliked to go
with Miss May to the church, and sit in one of
the high-backed pews, and listen to the music
when the sweet voice of the organ perled through
the church,

Ag she handed the big brass key to the young
lady, she looked up shyly and said :

* May I go, too ?”

“Why of course you can, little Joy,” said
Miss May, with a smile, T cannot practise so
well when you are not there to listen.”

Miss May, the rcctor’s daughter, and littie
Joy, whesc grandfather had been the sexton for
years and years, were great friends and they
walked along together to the church, Joy hold-
ing Miss May’s hand, and making all tho noise
she could with her little feet, as she walked
through the dried leaves which made a carpet
everywhere,

Tor nwhile after they rveached the church,
little Joy was contont to stand by Miss May's
side and wsteh the slender fingers moving over
the keys, and listen to the sweet music, but after
a while she wandored away, going softly with
reverent tread along the aisles, standing with
clasped hauds before the beautiful window, at
which she loved Lo ook on Sundays, with the
Giood Shepherd bearing alittle Jamb so tenderly
in ilis arms, By and by Joy went to the top
of thesteps that led down into the cellar nnider
the church, It was vory dark, but Joy was not
alriid of the dark, It always seemed so soft to
her, and she liked to go into a dark room, and
imagine that she felt the darkness resting like
a tender hand against hev face.

’resently she went down the steps; very slow-
ly and carefully, lest she should fzil.  Perhaps
grandfuther wis down there at work although
she could not hear hin, There was n dim light
down staivs when she renched the bottom of the
staivs, and lier oyes grow accustomed to the
change. 1ler grandfather was not there, but
little Joy was not afraid, for she had often been
thero betore, und she walked aboutin the celler,
looking with enrious eyes at the large furnaces
which leated Lhe chareh in winler, and then
tip-toeing over and looking in at the great
mountains of conl all ready for use,

There was a large omply box in one corner,
and Joy got into it, and, making her little red
shaw! inte a pitlow, nestled “her golden head
upon it, and shutting her oyes, began to imugine
all sortsof fanciful day  dreams, as sho loved to
do whenevoer she was tlone,

By sind by Miss May finished her practising,
and looknig about for Joy and not seeing her
fittle companion, supposed that she had become
tived and gone home, without waiting for Miss
May fo come,

The young lady went out and shut the chureh
door, locking it after her, and went home, quite
forgetting to stop and leave the key at the
sexton’s house,

It was nearly nine o'clock when old Matt, the
sexton, eame to the reetory, looking pale and
anxious,

“Why, what is the matter, Matt?" asked
Miss May as she suw his troubled thee,  “ Were
you worried over the key ? T forgot to leave
it, but I thought it did not matter; as I could
take it roumd toyou carly in the morning.”

St isn't the key, matam,” said old Matt,
s hittle Joy. Weean’t ind her nowheres, and
I thought maybe shemight have eome home
with youn, and forgot to ask teave.”

“ No, she went to the Church with me, but
she came away before 1 did, and 1 did not see
anything more of her,” Miss May answered,
“ Oh, Matt.” she exelaimed,suddenly, ** 1 wonder
if [ conld possibly have locked that poor child
in the church ! I never thought ot her being
there, butshe might have been asleep some-
whore, 1 will go with you at once and we will
loale tor ler. 1 hope she mny be there, since
you do not know where she is, and yot 1 cannot
boar to think of the poor little girl being there
alone in the dark.”

“ Where are you going, May ?"" asked her
brother, as he saw his sister hurriedly prepare
to go out.

As soon as he heard that little Joy was lost,
he wanted to go, too, and both the young chil-
dren pleaded to be allowed to come and help
look for little Joy, so it was quite a party that
went to the church with alantern to look for
the little missing one,

In the meantime we must see what little Joy
did when sle found that she was alone in the
Church. She did not notice when the music
stopped, she was 8o busy with her fanciful
thoughts ; but all at once she listened and re-
afized that Miss May had stopped practixing,
Going upstairs, she found that the church was
quite empty and deserted, and that the great
door was locked, and though her little hands
could turn the door handle, yet she could not
let herself out,

1 think most children would have been sore-
ly frightened, but little Joy was not a timid
cuild, and she did not know what it was to be
afrud of anything, It was lonely, to be sure,
and shedid wish that Miss May had not lockel
the door, but she did not sutfer from the fear
that other chiklren might have done.

Jt was growing dusk, and afler u while she
went back tothe biy box inthe cellar and nes-
ted her head down again.

# 1 know what I will do,” she said to herself.
“ 1 will ask God to please send grandpa to let
meout, He will come quicl if he knows [ am
all locked up here alone,”.

She fulded her hands togetber, and her sweet
voico broke the silence: ¢ Please God, send
grandps to let me out, for [don't like to be heve
all alone and please take care of me, for Jesus’
sake, Amen.”

Then she laid down again and waited for hor
grandfather to come. She was so sure that
her prayor would be answored, that she listen-
od every moment for her grandfuther's step.

“ Perhaps he had todo something else bofore
he could come,” she said, as the time passed
slowly away. **L am 'most tired staying here
all alone.”” It was a very good thing for the
tired, hungry  little girl that she foll asleep, or
T am afraid she wounld have found the time that
passed before the party cume to look for her
very long indeed, As it was, she started up
with a little ery of surprise, to find a lantern
flashing its bright gleams into her sleepy eyes,
and Miss May kneeling beside her, -looking xo
pleased to have found her, and yet so sorry,
too, a8 she thought how lonely it must have
been for the Jittle child.

« Oh, how long you werein coming grandpa,”
said little Joy, as she sat up and rubbed ler
eyes, ‘I ’most got tired of waiting for you,
and {'spect [ went to sleep while 1 was listen-
ing to hear you come in.”

“Did you know [ was coming, darling?”
asked her grandfather, as he put down the
lantern and touk his little girl up in his arms,

“Why, of course I did,” little Joy answored,
“Ljust knew you'd come ’canse I asked God
please to send yon, s0 [ knew e would,and
He did, didu’e He 27

“Yes, my pet,” grandfather answered, as he
pressed her close to him. It was a happy party
that carried little Joy back to her home, where,
nestled cosy and warm in her mothor's lap, she
ate her supper and told her story.

Joy often tells the story of the time when
she was shut up in the church, but she never
forgets too add reverentiy :

* And tied listened when Tasked him tosend
grandpa to take me out, and He sent him to
find me. God always listens, you know, when
people pray.”

Yes, little Joy, and though He may not send
just theanswer we have asked for,and desire,
yet wo know that Hedoeth all things well, and
that His watehful love and care are over all
is crentures.—* The Churchman” New York.



