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Thursday, April 13, 1882

A MEMORIAL CHAPEL TO THE LATE
BISHOP FAUQUIER. FIRST MISSION.
ARY BISHOP OF THE OIOCESE OF
ALGOMA.

1t having pleased Alnrighty Gop to remove from
our midst the first Bishop of the first Canadian
Missionary Diocese, and he heing one who during
his short pastorate of nine years sy greatly endeared
bimself te ull whom he ministered and was so Joved
and respected wherever he went, 5t will, we feol
sure, meet the views and wishes of a very large
number of Church people thigugh:aui this ecclesins-
tical provines that n fitting memorial should be
erected in honer of him who while he lived ueither
sought or would take auny honor to fiimself.

Bishop Fuuquier while alive selected a spot close
to the Shingwauk [lotwne for Indian boys as a siie
for a chapel 1o b used by the inmates of the Insti-
tution and the settlers in the neighbourhoud, and
ou the dny of the reopening of the Home, on the
1st July last, he went in company with all the In.

some verses of “Toy
were sung, the hoys ch v stonn o
line marsed ':r the wiils s pindge
would assist in the building of {he Chip-l.

What plau ccaid be maore suitable than that this
little chapel, which it is hoped rety iw built next
snmmer, should be erected as & memotial to our late
Bishop.

The Bishop and Mrs. Fauguier are both by their
own expressed wish to he buried in the little ceme-
tery uttached to the Shingwauk Home, and their
bodies will be brought here next spring.  This is
an additional reasen why theic name should be con-
nected with the Chapel, aud it is also the wish of
the relatives that it should be erected to their mem-
ory. Let it than be called the “Zishop Fauguier
Memorial Chapel” The cust would be about 33000
Of this amonnt 81250 has been already subseribed

Will not some Churches who hold our revered
Bishop in loving remembrance take up the Suggos-
tion and make a special co'lection towards the ob-
Jjeet in view,

All the donations so far have been made seeretly,
the initials ouly of the donors being given. Wo
would like to continue this planas we believe it
was wholly in accordance with the mind of our late
Chief Pastor and will also tend more to the honor
and glory of Gob.

A few words about the proposed Chapel. It is
to be erected. if Goy will, near to the Shingwauk
Home, within full view.oi the River St. Mary., It
is Lo be built of stone. with two {vot walls and but
tressess. 1t will bave porch, chancel, and vestry,
and there will bu accommodation for about 120 per-
sons, Thechancel is to have o stained glass window,
beneath which will be bandsome panelled work in
vak, and four talles with the Lord’s D’rayer, the
creed, and the Decalogue in Irdian.  The pulpit
and rending desk will be of oak. These and the
chancel fittings are being made this winter in our
Carpenter shop. A stene font and a Communion
service will hope be given by friends. The lectern
has already been promised. We shall al:o want a
bell, a chancel carpet, and other ordipary fittings
such as ars always required.

Should any who may read this feel disposed to
aid in the work will they kindiy send their contri-
butions te the Rev. E. ¥, Wiisox, Sanlt Ste. Marie,
Ont., or in England to Mgs- W. Maruix, 6 Dean's
Yard, Westminster, S. W,

From the Lord Bishop of Toronto: “The form of
Memorial which you suggest viz :—A Chapel at the
Shingwauk, is most appropriate, and I will he happy
te give my sanction and influencein promating the
object.

“Antrur Tonoxto.”

The Commissary of the Missionary Diocese of
Algoma suggests that the clergy in each Diocese
should be asked kindly to read the above circular
in their churches, and ask that any who are willing
to contribute would do so during the following
week, 5o that their offerings may be taken to Mos-
treal by their delegate to the Provincial Synod and
handed by him to the Commissary.  In this way
the whole amount required for the Chapel could
be easily raised before the appointment of a new
Bishop.
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BERMUDA.

On the Sunday before last His Lordship the
Eishop of Newfoundland and Bermuda preached in
the morning at Trinity Church, taking his text from
St. Luke xxii. 62 :—*And Peter went out and wept
bitterly.”

The character of St. Peter was closely examined.
When he began to compare himself with others,
and to vorve Lis own sapposed superiority, then
it was that h= betrayed his weakness, which car-
ried him away frore Christ in the hour of trial. It
woeuld be iupossible to portray the lock with
which the Lord regarded Peter. While it pierced
to the heart it also gave encouragement for the de-
pressed spirit to rise from its depths of anguish,
and to cling to the things of life with greater tena-
city than ever. The fall of St. Peter was a loving
correction which made him great,and so good men
fall and =0 geod men rise again.

On Sunday last His I.ordship preached in the
morning at St. Ann's, Southampton, and in the
evening at St. James', Sandys.
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N ]Dduring the week the following Confirmations were
€ig —

St. Mary's, Warwick, on Monday.

St. Mark’s, Smiths. en Tuesday.”

St Paul's, Paget, on Wednesday.

St. Johw's, Pembroke, on Thursday.

On the previous Wednesday at Christ’s Church,
Devonshire.— Rayal Guazette of 284 March.

Family Bepagtme

(Written for the Church Guardian.)

By Rev. J. A
Ring, ring the belis for Enster morn !
The gavest me.onin all the year ;
The Lord of Life, from deat’ . new torn,
Hazh changed over Lent to Easter cheer.
After the fire the gold is fine,
After the storm the sun doth shine
Alter the carnace wail is past
The trivrey?
Wean
| Cahva

RicHEy.

, for ave may lasr :
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Fivz from the grand Cathedral tower,
Whence want mayvhap hath locked on power 3
Ring from beneath the village spire,

Its gilding tipped as if by fire ;

Ring from the raral belfry, too,

And forest arch resounding through ;
O'er city, humlet, field and bay,

Ring, ring the joy of Easter Day !

Our surety is accepted now—

Not thorns, a halo decks His Brow 3

He dwelt with Death, but did not stay ;
e rolled the massive sione away ;
Angelic watchers, waiting near,
Proclaim the truth : *‘He is not here.”
Free is 1is Ann, mighty to save;

He let the light into the grave ;

And some, from higher than yon tower,

May look again on wealth and power.
-

EASTER FLOWERS,

BY MISS E, M. BARMNES,

*Tis **of Thine own we give Thee,” pracions God |
Flow'rs of the Springtime, off'rings from the sod :

Tinted. by Thine own hand, with rainbow dyes,
Or with the gold and blue of sunset skies 3

Of all earth s boundless gifts, 1o Thee we bring
Nought that is holier, as an offering,

Oh ! glorious symbols of the Easter morn !
Out of decay, and death, and darkness born 3
Springing to light anad life from out the tomb
Of nature’s desalation, sadaess, gloom;
Ye come, sweet flow'rs, with fragrance pure and rare,
To hlend your incense with the breath of pray'r.

Christ hatli arig’'n, *‘with healing in His wings :"’

Ye have aris'n, O hright and beauteous things !
To tell us of that resurrection morn,

When we, immeortal, from the grave new born,
\Vith bodies glorified, to life shall rise,

And meet the Saviour, in the bending skies,

-

MADEMOISELLE ANGELE.

Cuarter VII1 —Continued.

“3a, here you are still,” said Eugene, as they sat
at the eleven o'clock breakfast.

“Yes, it is the little one's wish,” answered the
general.  “She has got itinto her head to remain
here ; and, my faith, I am not sorry to obey her!”

Eugene looked at Angele. )

“Yes, ’ she answered, nodding to him, *‘I wanted
you to sce, monsieur, that 1 could remain a whole
autumn in the country, a winter even; and 1 con-
fess I am beginning to feel a charm in it.”

“The child is full of mysteries. She is changed.
She is saying good-bye to her fullies,” said the
general, panting between the intervals of tugging
at an obstinate cork.

“How is Mere Coic?
asked Dufresny.

“She is sad,” answercd Angele. in an altered
voice. ‘“They must leave the little eottage next
week. They cannot make the two ends meet,
Pere Coic's pictures did not fetch the price they
expected ; and there were dedts.”

“QOh " said Dufresny gravely.
do?"

#\Mere Coic expects to get oceasional employ-
ment as nurse. Still, it is pitcous. She must go
about from house to house as a stranger ; when she
was accustomed to 2 home of her own.’ )

«And her daughters? I suppese they will go
into service.”

«That is their intention, and that is the worst of
all. They grieve at parting from each other.”

“Yes,” said the general out of breath. and trium-
phant at having wrested the cork out of the bottle,
“the little one puzzles me. Imagine, Eugene, in-
stead of a pearl necklace her old father wished to
give her for a wedding present,—fine pearls, round
and even,—she has coaxed the money it would
have cost out of him. \What for? She -will not
tell, Old Rosalic is in the secret, They go out

Y hat has become of her,”

“What will they

Chave |

i risen again, even so them also which sleep in Yesus
! will Gop bring with hin.

together.  They teturn with the business expression
of tWo agents de hange.  The child is swimming 1n
mystery.”

“And why should T not have a mystery, HItis
my caprice” said Angele, picking out a lump of
sugar and putting it into her coffee

“But sull, pearls!pearls! Fugene) grumbled
the general, “fine, round and even, that would have
made her {riends turn green with envy,  For the
litthe one to refuse them! to ask for the money
instead. It is incomprehensible. 1t goes beyond
me."

“ Itis entirely mysterious,"replicd Dufresny.,

“Perhaps,” rephied Angele, Jooking at them over
the rim of her cup, “I am turning miser. I'hese picces
of yellow gold may have a fascination forme, 1
fecl them, pile them up, gloat over them.”

Eugene laughed.  He was a little perplexed, yet
he was happy.  Angele was changed, and still she
was herself  Her look was not less brght, but it
hag gained depth, and her mowth seemed more
mobile.

The general would not be put off so easily. It
tas incomprebenistle to him, that the pide showz?
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e, you shiall Xnow it ane of these days,” satld
Angele. My mystery and shall pant compzay.
¥orthis, I shei besorry. It 3s amusing to b vea
seciet.”

[n the afternon they set off for a walk.  They
went paily through the woods, with the antumn
sunshine glinting through the vellow foliage, and
turning to gold the shreds of mists that sull hung
among the branches, frozing with silver the dead
leaves and hronzy ferns below.

After they had passed the church and entered
the village, Angele took the Jead and turned into a
side strect. Spe watked with her light and rapid
step in front of her companions.  Dausing before
a green door, distinguished from its feliows by
having no garden before 1, she took out a key,
inserted it, wirned it, and pushed e door open.
it led at once into a room, where a wood fire
burned ; the roam was empty, no servant appeared.
“I sent Rosalie in front to prepare for our recep-
tion,” said Angele in explanation.

The firelight played upon the wall, ard showed it
lined with drawers, ornamented with brass rings,
and names in black letters. A counter rosc in front
of it.  Upon it were placed a pair of scales, some
wide glass bottles, filled with dried herbs. On the
wall hung pictures, the unmistakable work of Pere
Coic.

“What is this? Where are we?”
general, looking aiound him.

*“Jhis is my pearl necklace,” answered Anyeie.
“Come, you have not secn it all.  This is the finest
pearl, I admit ; but there are others.”

They followed her into a tiny kitchen, opening
out into t garden, with fruit-trees  planted in it;
then up-stairs, into two bedrooms, fragrantly clean.
Angele fintiered hither and thither, paliing the cur-
tains, drawing the blinds, pushing the chairs, show-
ing up everything to advamage comiug and going,
tull ef zeal.

“Is it not pretty? Do you not bke my peard
necklace?” she asked at intervals, with her bright
smile,

“[tis the prettiest necklace in the world ; a zo0d
fairy might wear it,” said Fugene.

“But 1 don't understand,” said the general.

“Does it not smell well 2 she asked, when they
had returned to the shop, taking two glass bowls
out, and making her father and lover smiff the aro-
matic herbs they contained. “Ja it not like the per-
fume of the woods in autumn >*

“Still T do not understand anything abiowt ¥, re-
monstrated the general with an aggrieved air. ]
do not see an inch ahcad of me. It is not your
caprice to turn Aerdoriste. surcly >

Angele, laughed, and shrugged her shoulders.

1t would be a dainty caprice.” Then her mood
charged. She grew serious.

(70 be Concluided. }

FASTER DAY.

asked the

“The day of days " 'The crowning glory of the
Christian year! Through all the ages this great
festival has been observed as a joyful commemora-
tion of the Resurrection of our Lord and Saviour
Jesus Christ. It proclaims the completion of Gop's
salvation for man, aad brings life and immortality
to light. With these inspiring thoughts, we come,
in obedience to the call of the Church, to offer our
united tribute of praise and adoration. The past,
the present, carth and heaven, join in hallelujahs
to the Lord of life and glory. How full of comfon
is the Faster tide! It bids us sorrow not for those
who sleep in death ; for since Jesus has died and

“Christ the firet-fruits”
{ur hearts linger on these precious words. Since
Jlast Easter Day the shadows of death have falien
on our earthly homes ; dear ones have been buried
from our sight, and the grave holds all that made
life bright and joyous. But om this day all is
changed. The clouds and-darkness have rolled
away, and all things are bathed in 2 new and hea-
venly light. Even the earth where we dwell be-
comes. our great type of the Resurrection. Life,
life is wntten everywhere! We see it in every
swelling bud, in every blade of griss, and in every
unfolding leaf and flower. Ourhearts are strangely

ness of life.  ‘Thanks be to Gon n-anf\‘cth us this
victory!  The grave no longer holds' qur dead.
Fhey are risen with Christ, and ate become the
children of the resurrection.  *‘Death hath no more
dominion over them.”

“*Rell back ! Rall hack ! ve clouds of night !
Ve vajars that obscure the sight 1
Shine forth, O morning ! fresh and baghe,
Foi lo, 1le comes, the Vrince of Light !

This blessed Kaster morning 1

Roll hack i Rolf hack 1 ye fulds of gloom,

Ye stones, wll tom the vaulted tomb !

Sce now, the rien Master come !

W ho filled the sentenee of var doom |
Rejoice this Easter moming |

O et us sing, with temder mirth,
This dvy a vear of pain is wosth !
Qur joy has touched our Mother Earth,
Who gave the early flowers birth,
For this, our Faster moming |

Now, now, vour doral c.ferirgr brira !
tlang maises with the hisde ofspring,
Hasimas to the Christ aow sing,
Ring ! Ixdls afar and near, gow ring,
This joyful Easter morning 1"
- Larish Viator,
——— e

LOOK UD,

““He is not here; e is risen.”

We are so apt to turn our eyes earthward rather
than heavenward, to luok at the sorrows of lify, its
trial and disappoeintments, that it is well for us to
ponder the lesson of the Easter Season, and let
faith teach us couraze and hope as it points ohward
and upward, and bids us, “forgetting thosc things,
that are behind, press  toward the mark for the
prize of the high calbmg of God in Christ Jesus.”

There are dark places in lf's journey when we
can do nothing but look up.  Like the Israclites of
old we are hemmed on every side.  Before us rolls
a sca of trouble; benind us enenues follow in hot
pursiit. O cither hand lie barren wastes that can
afford no shelter, or hills of difficully impossible to
climb. Where shall we turn for help?  Took up
To the Israclites came the stirring command, “Go
forward 1" and God made a way for them even in
the midst of the sea.  So we also are bidden to
laok up, 10 seek help in heaven, not on earth; de-
liverance is surc to come in answer to the upward
glance of faith,

The norrowful disciples rought their Lord in the
tomb, where He had been laid after His  crucitic-
tion, but they sought in vain, and this is the mes-
sage that greeis their cars, “He is not here: He is
risen.””  They were no longer 0 look sadly down
into the grave, but were to seek a risen Lord.  We
are too prone o rememnber only the dead Christ,
our priceless Sacrifice, atoning for sin, and to for-
get the living lriend, “who ever liveth to make in-
lercession for us.”

It is the Resurrection of Christ that sets the scal
of certainty upon all our most blessed hopes, our
mast clierished desires, It is in the Resurrection
of Christ that we find present comfort as well as
the promise of future blessing,  We are to look up
to the living risen Saviour, who has triumphed over
cvery cnemy, conguering both sin and death for
s,

em————
TRUST IN JESUS.

A doctor, who was once visiting a Christian
patient, had himself long been anxious to feel that
he was at peace with Gon, 'I'he Spirit ¢f Gop had
convinced him of his sin and need, and he longed
to possess “that peace which the world cannot
give.”  On this occasion, addressing himself to the
sick one, he said, “I want you just to tell me whay
it is, this belicving and getting happiness—faith in
Jesus, and all that sort of thing, that brings peace.”

His patient replied ;- “Doclor, [ have felt that ]
could o nothing, and I have put my case in your
hands—1 am trusting in you. ‘I'his is exactly what
cvery poor sinner must do in the Lord Jesus.”

This reply greatly awakened the doctor's surprisc,
and a new light broke in upon his soul. *“Is that
all2—simply trusting in the L.ord Jesus! He has
done the work I"

Yes—Jesus said on the Cross, “It is finished,”
and “whosoever believeth in Him shall not perish,
but have cverlasting life "

From that sick-bed the doctor went a happy man
—rejoiclng that his sins were washed away in the
blood of the Lamb.

IS THE PURSE CONVERTED ¢

e

There was_a quict but most effective piece of
sarcasm furnished by the people themselves against
themscives, in the fuilowing incident furnished by
one of our exchanges:

“‘An old Methodist preacher once offered the
following prayer in meeting: “Lord’ help us to
teust Thee with our sowls.’ *Amen,’ was responded
by many voices. ‘Lord help us to tryst Thee with
our bodies.’ ‘Amen,’ was responded with as much
warmth as ever. -Lord help usto trust Thee with
our monep.! But to this petition the ‘Amen’. was
not forthcoming.™

stired within us. Hope returns, and through the
power of the Resurrection we are raised to new-

. There was great point in John Wesley's qﬁcs-
tion, “Is his purse converted ?”



