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# AND WHO I8
R _(Contlnuod.)_ T

[For the Church Quarilan} =
_Oun pretty Church was well attended,
the body of the building was always well
fliled with the poor, how "farinfluonced
in the right direction’ by the fast of
their patrons liking o seo them in.their
accuatomed places, it is not for me fo ey,
Tho middio neats woro freo while those
in the side sisles were appropriated to
the gontry. Tase-Villa-having belonged
to o dissenter "had of course no acat ap-
propiated to it, ond  Mra, Gilbert who, 0s
I became swnre was a regular’ atlendant.
in coneaquence took - her place among the
villagers, usually no% - far from the door
50 that she was among tho first to leave
tho Church. Somehow from whero 1
#at in the choir, T always scemed to have
a view of Lhat pale, grave fuco ; my eyos
seemad atiracted to thoe little dark figure,
among the bright clothing of tho cottagers’
wives, and the white “emocks” of tho old
labourers. ) ‘
Ono of our maids asked my loave one
day to go and soe her sister, who, it
neanod, had rocently come to live with
Mra, Uilbert, and I had the curfosity to
nsk hor on her return whother she had
scen hor sister's niistross, ¢ O yon, Miss,”
sho replied, with quite a ploased look,
“and she do seem such a nico lady,
though kind of sad looking 1 thought.
8he was at work in tho gardon. when 1
wont in, and spoke to me so plensaut
liko ; she anid she was glad to know her
maid hnd a sister at Marsion, ns she
would not feol s lonely ; and, indeed,”
sho continued, oncouraged by my look of
intorest, * Lizzie would bo protty lonely
thero, only Mrs. Gilbert is so good to her,
and gives her bookr Lo read and makes it
choerful for lier.” “ Has Mrs., Gilbail
ony chilidren?’ T asked, * No Miss;
Tizzio told mosho hud o beautiful little
boy, but ho died at son when thoy were
coming back to lingland from foreigu
ports, and Mrs. Gilbort has his picture
langing by her bud, as boautiful moat as
n angol, Lizzis saya" ¢ Poor thing,”
said pityingly, and my interest in Mrs,
(Gllbort increasod. Whon noxt I saw the
quiet faco in Church, I romombered the
boy who hnd died ab. ses, and whose
presonco in the liltle Villa would have
doubtlcss mado -the lonely woman's life
o differént,  In driving home that even-
g, wo paasod her mear her own gato,
1t was n very suliry evoning; thuunder
clouds wero piling thomsclves up above
the rango of lofty hills, nnd alrendy
thero wore somo inutterings of thunder in
the diatance, while a faint, livid light
low down ‘in the west, gave a wierd
unfamilisr look to surrounding olbjecls.
Mra. Gilbert was walking alowly, rathor
languidly, along the little foolpath
through the fislds by tho rondside,
Hor ungloved handa (very white and
small I moticod) held a bunch of the
wild honey-sucklo whioh aboundud in
our hedges. Sho glanced at us for a
instant na wo passad.  “That M, Gil
bert seoms to fascinate you Jane,” sail
my sister, with an amused smilo, * You
lookod as if you wanted to speak to hor.”
Woell, T coufoss to n sort of fascinntion,”
T anawoved. “I fool sorry we mever
called on her, though of course not know:
ing any-thing about hor, and no one here
appearing to notico hor, one felt—at least
Mamma secnsed to think”—" And then,”
mnid Resdio . ingonuounsly, * taking old
Band's house too, ono seemed to connect
bor with those kind of paoplo—still she
roally looks a lady—nnd she comes to
Church so regularly—it decs seem almost
a pity.” A loud pesl of thunder and
some hoavy rain-drops pattoring down
upon_our bonnsts, put an end to our
conversalion, and made me put Nannie
to her beat apeed. By this timo Mrs,
Gilbert had been for a year vur heighbour,
aad having occupied. that position for so
long in name-only,: it beeame moro and
more improbable that gur relations to her
would over ba different; in fact, I folt
now that it would .be hard to find an

MY NEIGHBOUR"

oxouss for calling, -and, as I said before,| .

our deys were -sugh busy ones, so full of
pleasure and omployment, that there are

not much- timo for reflestion o salf-know- |

lodge. - o o
ﬂm ‘was, “howaver, one great in-
toreat for us; apart from Marslon-under
hill, for:one nearsst and- dearest to our
haarts’ was - far;  far away—our ouly
brother——our iother's only son.: -How
we loved hi
him, those who “have.  only -sons and

him, how. proud . we . were of | :‘.Bé'iya perfect, even as your Fithéi-
which iy | ‘

brothers' can underviands . A, letter from |,

Stanley was- fhe. evemt which cast all|’ -
ofliers .into . the. shade. ~8uch: bright,| -
“loving - lettars thay. were, giving us full

details 'of his life,  and-seeming to bring
bim “into our very inidet. - Among all
the stirring scenes and adventures of his
life, ho.was so true to his home affections,
80 fonrl & son and brother, -~ 17

Stanley was an :engineer, and a very
scientific _and - successful. one;- full of
cnergy, fond of adventure, and possessing
robust health, he had -alteady more than
ance underlaken wotk.which many would
have hoaitatad ‘o accapt in spite of tempt-
ing pecuniary advantages, -

For tha. last year he
Brazil, in the empley of the Government.
‘The scones among which he Jived wero 50
uttorly foreign fo anything which' we
had “experienced; and were 80 vividly
described, that his lettera had posadsvad of
Inte, oven more than their ordinary in-
torest. Thay had beon read and re-rzad
among ourselvea and our intimate friends,
indeed, all Marston seemed to want lo
hear how Stanley waa faring, and every
old cottiger had a kindly word to say
about Master Btanley, whom thoy rem-
embered from a baby.

It was three whole years now since wo
had setn him, and wo began to be very
impationt for his return. “The work in
which he had been employed was ap
pruaching its completion, and in his laat
letter he hadl apeken of his atrong desire
to rovisit England beforo accopting any
othor engngement, Tor scveral wecks
past wo had besn engerly looking out for
tidings, somo times indulging the hope
that he might himsolf arrive, and agnin
foaring that his next letter might come
from an even more remole distance, Tut
a3 the wooka grew into manths, our
anxiety beenme very painful ; there had
beon nmple time for his homeward
journey, but ke mnoither came nor wrote.
My mother's health was beginning to
suffor from the . protracted uncertainty,
and my sister and myself found it no
casy lask to appoar bright and hopeful,

Pro-oceupied, a8 I was, with snxious
thoughts of my brother, my interest in
Mra.  Gilbort naturally waned, and 1
should probably have forgotton her alto-
gother had sho not Sunday by Sunday
appeaved in hor accustomed sent. Her
faco waa paler and move grave thun ever,
and tho ldrge groy oyes had & wistful
look in them that seomed likea repronch,

It was a beautiful autumn morning
when the whole earth ‘looked so full of
poeace aud blossing, that there seomed to
bo no room for pain ‘and caro; yet we
wora solting a melancholy little group
in theshade of the vérandah, My mother
was beginning to look grief-strickon, and
Dossie and myself were irying to hide
tears of disappointment. Once more the
posttman had failed to bring the longed-
for, prayed-for lattor. To-cluy wo did not
evon iry to comfort each other—hope
deforrod had made ns heart-sick.

Sitting thero in the autumu stilluess,
we heard our gate swing open, and
prosently I saw Mrs. Gilbert’s maid com-
ing up the drive, Sho held & letter in
hor hand, doubtless she was bringing it
to hor aister—our Martha, But no, for
sooing us under the veranduh she came
up the steps. “ Please Miss,” sho said,
addrossing me, © Mrs. Gilbert told ms to
give you this letter which tho postman
left Ly mistake along with a foroign one
for her." I took it from the girl's hand
almost mochanically, but as my eyes
rosted on the writing, I uttered a cryand
claspod it to my heart. “The letter was
from Stanley, and T knelt down at my

- mothers knees and buried my faco in her

bosom, N

(To be Continued ) )
Benot almost, but altogether a Chria-
tian.. The'man that was drowned within
threa fool of Noah’s Ark was no better

off than those who were drownod a

bhundred miles away. - -

O my great Mastor! may I edify
others by .y example; dispenss the

:light which Thy grace. shall: vouchsafe

me, and in all humility direct all the
glorytoGon, =~ - T o :

' Sonsrizs He chdoses "ot to .take
‘Away our oros3, bus it is our own fault if
He do not Nelp.us to. carry.it, and when

-oncs Ho does that, the worst is over. .-

, ,;gra‘: of - St:. James'. Cathedral,
Toronto, is 306 feet from the ground, be-
ing the highest in Ameriea. © = """

Heaven is porfoct”

had been in{’

_ Chiloyen’s Begariment,
THE SWALLOWS AND THE SPAR-
HE “ROWS. - T

It was a - beautiful, -¢lear
without a:clond in the sky. = .
The. swallows knew it, they had been
skitnming - abont in the clear nir ever
since long before sunrise. .. Up:and down,
in and out -of the tall, black chimneys
they flew; then ap and back ‘again’in
great circles, ta king to one ‘another al:
the while with a soft, musical “chirrup”
and *¢hee.”
““Good i3 pood,” they said. *Theday
infino'and clear. We are happy. Chee!
Chee!” -

‘I e sparrows were Lusy that morning
too. tolling in the dusty rond uatil they
looked like fidgety little bundles of ashes,
swnoping down in great clouds to pick
up the ernmbs the little girl who liced in
the old-stone hous: bad scattered for
them, chattering o}l 10gether.

“Cheep " called the swallows, “Come
up here, little birds; come and see how
the sun shines, huw cool the air is, and
how beautiful tho world looks from way
up high!"”

“Lwitter | twitter " called the spar-
rows. ‘“Come down hore, you fly-away
things! You can'tscetne butterflies, nor
smell the roses, nor eat the crumbsa
denr little girl scatters, way up there.”

#The eats will eatch you,” sang a swal-
'ow. “I cam sce one now, crecping
through the gernnium-bed toward you.
Come np here and sce how the tree tops
rock in the wind and flags flutter.”

“Thero ate hawks up there,” e.irped
he sparrow.. “They'll caich yon. A cat
can't fly; she only bounces. Come down
here and see our nests i tho lilac-bushes
and the snug corners in the ivy where
we hide in the eold winter weather.
How wae pity-you, going down out of the
sunshine into the black, dork chimueys
where yaur nests are. It must be very,
very lonely there.”

“Ah ! but, you see, we like the quiet,”
gurgled the awallow; “and in the dark,
after so much sunshine, our babies 8'eep
better thera. And you just ought to
come with us when we fly away in the
winter to the Jand where it is always
-ummor, and the lotus' fower is in blos-
som, and we build our nests in the
shadow of great stone ruing, and dip our
wings inthe Nile,”™ = -

“But wo have such fua in the winter,”
chirped the contented spirrow. *It's
such fun to harry ahout in the snow-
storms, to cuddle up together in theivy
and all talk together, to all come out on
plensant deys to dry our feathers and
look for crumbs. Thore sare always
plenty of them in cold wenther; everybody
remombers the sparrows,  Theu, Loo, 1
heard some one say last wiuter that we
helped to keep things cheerful in the
cold wonther; fhatis a great deal, you
know.”

“And we come to let yon koow that
spring is coming.” snid “the swallow.
“Woell, God kuows. He put us bLere; we
swallows o akim abdut inthe clouds
nod »it on the house tops, and you spar-
rows to pick up crumbs and live in the
roso-bushes. He muade us contented,
too, in our own places,”

- “And that's the best of all,"” svid the
little girl who - had b2en lying a the
hammock, sitting up to rub ker eye.s.

‘Chere was o gurgle and asndden
sweeping of Yong black and white wings
over the house-tops, a flurry aud a flutter
of small brown bodies, and the awallows
and sparrows were out of sight; while
May wns left alone to wonder if she
had drenmed of henring the birds talk-
iny :

morning,

“It's a lesson in being contented,” she
soid to herself. “I’ll remember it when
I want o be Bell Foster-again and drive
her ponies. She hasa't any mother,
aod I wouldn’s give mine for all the
ponies in the whole world. She's a
swallow and I'm a sparrow, and the dear
Lord takes care and’ loves us both alike
when we're contented.”—Chnrchman, -

WHAT THE WIND SAYSi-

_“Do you know what tho wind. says,
Grandpa?” asked ‘s little child wpon
old merchent's ‘knea, . . . -

. “No puss ; what does it say”he answer
ed, atmi{ng her fairhair. - .o o0
.+ ‘Remomber " the ’ poor,’” Grandpa.
‘When il comes .’ down- “the chimney it
rodrs, ‘Remember ‘the ‘poot I ! Whn it
puts ita*gréat mouth’to the key hole it
whistles; “Réinember the-poor I'When it
strides through 4 -crack intho door it

yout beautiful silver:hair in'the street,
and you shiver'and buttonup your coat,
does it not get at yoar ear ard say so too,
in & small voice, Grandpat” - - . .-
cried grandpa, who, Iam afraid, had been
used to shut, his heart against such wurds.
You want a new maffand tippet; Lreckon ;
a pretty way to get them ous of your old
grandfather.” . :

_#No, Grandpa,” said the child, earnest-
ly ahaking her head ; “no, it's the no-
mufl and no-tippet children I'm thinking
of ; my mother always remembers them,
and ee do I try te do.” - -

.After the next;storm the old merchant
sent fifty dollors o the treasurer of are-
lief socisty, and -said, *Call - for more
when you want it The treasurer started
with aurpriee, for it waa the first-time he
had ever collected more than a dollar
from him, ond that, he thought, came
grudgingly.

“Why,"said the old merchant after-
wards,"I could never got rid of that child’s
worda ; they stuck to me like glue ”

“And a little child shall lead thom,”
says the Scriptare. How many a cold
heart has melted, and & close heart open-
ed, by the simple earaestness and sug-
geative words of a child |—Orphan's
Friend

Che Times.

Tner< is no more certain ‘sign of the
times” than the wonderful development
and moarvellous growth of the Church in
the United States. 1o every Diocese,
new churches are building, new congre-
gations forming, and ministers severing
their conpections with dissent and
Romaniam, to embrace the “fuith which
was puce delivered unto the Saints,” In
the city of New York, the Church popu-
Iation is by far the most numerous and
infleentinl, and I learn with great plea-
sura that large sums of money have been
subscribed to build a Cathedral in New
York, which will rival in magnificonce
the mew Cathedral lately built by the
Romanists of that cily. A commitive
has been empowered to purchase & suit-
able site in the centro of the city, and
which alone will coat not less than one

million cdollars.
*x

* * *

_ Bub how about a Cathedral for this
Diocese. Ts it possible that with so
many wealthy Church families in Nova
Scotin, enough money cannot bo subserib-
ed to build a suitablo edifice? I do not
think that our Church people are as en-
thusiastic in c¢harch mntters, as our
brethren in the States. The Diocese of
Nova Scotia is one of the oldest en the
continent, and yet it lacks a Cathedrl,
proportionabe to the influsnce and import-
ance of the Church. The fauit of this is
at the doors of the peoplo themselves.
If they were to prove their desive to as-
sist in building & Cashedml to the glory
of Gon, and the honour of His Church,
[ think I am safe in saying that we would
raceive very prompt outside nssistance.

Who will move in the matter?
* x

* * *

The suggestion that the Synod of this
Eeclesiastical Provinee hold its next tri-
ennial session in Halifax, is a good one.
A great many of the clergy of the Upper
Provinces would only be too glad to in-
hala the bracing breezes of Halifax-by-

the-gea.

* *

* * *
I hear,every day, reports of the disor-
ganization of the Cumminsite sect, but
vory fow are really aware that the move-
ment inangurated by “Bishop" Cummins,
and supported fora time bya fow rest-
less spirits in the church, is in_a-sad
stote of decay. Inthe United States, the
Churches which were - built with the ex-
pectation of their being filled :ta_ over-
flowing with desetters  from " the Epiaco-
pal Church, have been, in a greal. man;
instances, closed for want of both minie-
ter and - congregation. - - Trus, there are a
great ‘many - Bishops, but these preside
over -districts, and have little desire to
descand from their pasition of Reformed
Episcopal  dignity, to .minister to the
spiritual . wanta “of ‘small congrogations.
In England, : the. ties which bind - the
majority ‘of the ‘people to " the National
Church, are daily being. “strengthened,
ospecially. sinca the dissenters have mani-
feated sich -opén’ and barefaced. hostility
to the Church of England, Nearer home,
in Canada, and even in gur own Province,
those who ‘were éager - to embrace every
ew religious: ides, soriptural or unscrip:

rhispersit ; nd Gaendge wheu i lows| bl

retining to the faith of their

" #Why, what.does the child meant” |itse

forefathers. o sum the ma
outlook for the “Reformed
f;'h_unh'f is very ‘black, indeed
83 some unexpected vital i

Py if, é::; lmoc: 'tll:lm:'haritab]teny s:;l:;’;?::
m olic faith -will i
of the e ill becortrs & thing

tter up, the
Episcopal
] md un-

- E

*

x
I think it was the late lamented I

Selwyn wha ‘used the expressian(} EE:’:}I;
18 maturally aggressive, and therefore
must atlack the truth.” The force of
this Ia truly exemplified in the discus-
s1ons in the Imperial Patliament, relative
to- the ‘Burials Bill. This debate was
usod os a shield, from - behind which the
champions of dissent and infidelity
attacked the honour and integrity of the
Church.  That the Church can withstand
theiz onslaughts, is-a proof of how secure-
ly she is enthroned in ths hearts of the
English people. If now, even vhile
bot13 Romenism and dissent combined
are’in the minority, they should be so
unreasonsble and arrogant in their de.
mands, what would it ba if they were in
the majority 7 The attempts to level a]}
distinctions in  Fngland, to disestablisk
the Church, and to institute a new or

Of thiﬂ‘m are not m d "th h l p
ade wy the }]
t i L2t ] OI)G Of

the condition of the peop)
They are nothing more than pel!iodglc:l'
attecks of error o truth. But truth
m_ll provail, and as the sun shines more
brightly after being obscured by datk
cl.ouds, 50 when the clonds of error ary
dispelled by the breath of Gov's word
the sun of truth will shine forth mor
gloriously than ever.

*

Newo.

THE BAGDAD DATE MARK,

Bagded, says one of cur medical ex-
changes, is noted for a curious agg
mysterious malady, which affects cvery-
body in the city, whether he be citizen or
stranger. It is o sore called o “date mask "
because after it bas honled it leaves an
indelible mark about the size and shape
of a date. It generally makes its appear-
ance upon the face, lnsts & year, and then
disappears. The cheok of nearly every
man and woman in Bagdad shows fhe
inevitable mark, Sometimes it seities
upon the nose, and then the disfirure-
meut is great ; sometimes on the eyelid,
when blindness is tho resuls. Strangon
ara attacked evép aftara brief residenee ;
but fortunately, if they are adults, the
s0te is move apt 10 como on the arm. In
every case the attack rums its course for
one year. No treatment, no ointmont,
nor medieine, it is said, has the slightest
effect upon it. Once the sore appearing,
the sufferer knows what to expect, and
may &3 well resign himself to his fate.
The Arabs say that every ono who goes to
Bagdad must get the * date mark”; or, if
he does not get it while in the city, he
will be followed by it— have it sooner or
later he must. Dr. Them, of the Ameri-
can Mission, states that ho has examined
the ulcer mieroscopieally and found it to
be composed of a fungoid growth; but
nothing that he had evor tried had proved
remedial.—Secientific American.

OUR CONVENTION.

John Locke, the Eaglish philosopher,

was a favorite with many of the grest
noblemen of his age. They liked his
robust senso and ready wit, and enjoyed
even tho sharp reproofs in which he
occasionally indulged. QOn one oceasion
he had been invited to meet a sglact party
at Loxd Ashley's. - When Lo came they
were playing at cards, and. continued
absorbed in the gnme for two or threo
hours, L -
. or gome time: Locke looked. om, and
then began:te write diligently in a blank
book taken from his pockst. -At length
they asked him what he was writing. Ho
answered : PR

“My lords, I.am improving mysolf

y|the best I can in - your company; for

haying impatiently ~waited -this.honor of
being present ‘at such a_meeting of the
wise men and great wits of the .age, I
thought I could not-do better than to
write.down your conversation, and here
I have'in substance all that has passed for
this hour or two.” - e

- The noble lords were 50 ashaimed at the
written record of their frivoulous talk,
that they at onze “stopped- card-playing,.
and began the discussion of an important
subject. - . Tt

‘Nevin neglect daily. private. prayor ;
and when you pray, remember. that Gop
is - present, and - that - He hears your

Pl’&j’el’l. : S



