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settled truth, sd are proud te confesu them.
selves among those whom St. Paul condemned,
"ever learning, and nover able te come te the
knowledge of the truth." Such thon is the truc
witness of St. Irer mus who est at the foot of
Polycarp, the disciple of St. John.--he Living
ChureA.

FAMILT DEPARTMENT.
A PRAYER.

(Bug gested by flirst Collecti n ' Commbnion O.lee')

BY I. I. 0.

Thou te Whom ail thoughte are known,
Thou fron Whom no sin is bid,

Bleus ns from Thy Heavenly Throne
While we do as Thou hast bid.

Sanctify thi " Bread and Wine"
For our ioula' refreshment given,

Fill us, Lord, with grace divine,
Feed us with the Bread of Heaven,

Cleanse our hearts with holy fire,
Grant ne peace which shall endure,

Banish ùvery vain desire,
Make each thouglit, cach action pure.

"THE DAISIES' WATCHWORD.

One Summer's day, 'neath skies of blue,
I came upon a meadow fair,

And paused with glad and wond'ring eyes,
To seo the daisies growing there;

For they were strangers thon te me:
And quite unknown the lovoly scone

Of meadows sparkling tbus with gold,
Set'round with pearls amid the green.

And sa I gazed upon thenm there,
I thought thore muet indeed b trace

Of God's own Spirit in these hearts
Turned ever upward te Hie Face.

Nay vot te each fair bud of arth
Some precious vword of truth be given,

Embodied thus and over clear
To cars that list for words from heaven.

"Oh daises, whito with heart of gold,
With ever trustful star-like eyes,

What is it that yon ponder so
0 With gaze turned upward te the skies?"

What is it that we ponder so ?
Tho daisies answered, soft and low,

"Why think yen we could ever tell
The half we flowers dream atd know i

But would you heur the germ of truth,
The watchword true, to daisies given,

To muse upon and breathe anew
Whenc'er we lift our eyes te heaven ?

Thon close your ear to ourtbly sound,
Bond oloser te our bed of sod

And hear the word we dalsies sing-
' The pure in heart they shall se God.'"

Oh, watchword trua, graved thus in gold,
And set in stainless poarle so fair,

Shall we not find indeed the trace
Of God's own Spiril written there ?

Oh, human heurts, to uns it speaks;
Te ns this message pure is given,

To bid us turn our thoughts from earth,
And lift our eyes and seuls te heaven.

And so, of all the flowers that bloom
And glad us with their pronouce blest,

I think, with imemries e tat day,
l'il always love the daisies best.

And making now their word my own,
May I net hope, wben 'neath the sod,

To heur the daisies sing-"1 More ae"p
A heurt so pure, lb sha sec sed?",

THU labor af the body relieves us from the
fatigues of the mmd; and this it is which
forme teo happiness of the poor.

THE MAN 0F THE FAMILY.
BY JENNII oHAPPILL,

Author of " Oughts and Crosses," " Wait till it
Blooms," etc.

CHAPTER III.
1 $Top T.EliJI'

'I found a purse just outside the gate,' said
Ted, suddenly remembering that whioh for
the moment ho had forgottan. 'If it je yours,
you are welcome te it, but you'd better not
dare tell me again that I'm a thief.'

'Yes, it is mine l' replied Susan, snatching
st the purge which ho held ont to poer.
'Found it, indeed I That'a an easy story.
Where's that half-sovereign, I say ?'

'There was no half-bovereign,' returned Ted.
'There waan't anything but what is in. it now
'111 declare there wasan't I and I don't tell

lies.'
' Turn your pookets inside out, thon l' insist-

ed tbe wrathful Susan.
Teddie readily did so, when, from among a

jamble of pencils, string, buttons, and bite of
obalk, a small gold coin foll upon the floor
with a spin and a chink I

Susan pounced upon it Lke a hawk upon its
prey, and hel i it up with malioious triumph.

'Oh, yon wioked boy I' she said, while Lucy
looked on in thunderatruck silence. 'You don't
tell hes, do you ? You found the purse, didn't
you ? And thora was nothing in it, was there ?
You young sinner, l'il send for a policeman this
moment, and have you looked up.'

' What'a the row ? What's all this about?'
asked a boyish voice, as a lad a few years older
than Ted came bounading down the kitchen
stairs,

' Oh, Master Walter, would you pleae to
fetch a policeman?' said Susan. 'This boy
hore bas been picking my pocket.'

'I didn't 1 It's ail false l' protested poor
Toddie, on the verge of toars. 'I don't kn:w
how it came thora no more than nothing at all.
I never saw it l'

' Never saw what?' queried Walter.
'Tho half.sovereign. I found it just outside

tho gate,' said Ted, growing in hie confusion
somewhat inceorent. 'I'n positive I never
knew it was there.'

This sort of talk won't go down bore, you
know,' returned Walter, with judioial dignity.
'Yon eat your own words too fast., young fol.
low. Now then, Susan,' he added, turning to
the maid, 'let us have your version of the
affair.'

Se the girl told her etory, with many indig-
nant, but sadly ineffective contradictions from
poor holplese Teddie, who felt as if ho were in
a frightful dream. He could not but sea that
the case was looking bod againet him, especi-
ally the finding of the gold piece after ho had.
no strenuously denied ail knowledge of it. The
fact was, it had worked ils way under the
worn lining of the purse and no escaped his
notice, though it ellpped through sud got loose
in his pooket almost immediately after.

Walter listened attentively, leaning against
the walI, with his thumbs tucked into the
armholes of hie vest meanwhile, an attitude, ho
flattered himself, of almost magisterial coolueus
and ease.

'It seems te me that appearances are very
mmch against you,' ho said, addressing Teddie
in a severe tone when sho bad finished.
Teddie could net batirepeat with trembling and

teare that could ne longer- be repressed, that ho
had found the purso ont in the street, not two
minutes before ho came te tl-e door with bis
laces.

' You muet have scen Susan come in, the,'
said Lucy, herself in great doubt of the ver
aoity of hie story. 'Why didn't you ask if she
had lost anything ?'

.TDLT 9, 1890.

Teddie didn't know. Ho had never thought
of it.

'And-then his artfulnose in managing to
shuffle the half-sovereign out before ho gave up
the purse, observed Susan. 'He's a bad un, ho
is, you may take my word, Raster Walter. A
boy as'll toll wioked etories like he's done 'll dû
anything.'

'I nover told a falshood in my life,' sobbed
Teddie. 'You sek mother-ask anybody who
knows me l'

That'es ail very fine, I darsay,' observedi
Walter, who rather relished the exciting ne.
tion of fetching a polieeman and giving ith
young pick pocket in charge. 'If yen can
clear youralf you'Il have to do it before a
magistrate. Xcep him safe iere. Susan,' ho
added. going up the stairs two steps at a time.
' l'il be back with a constable in live minutes.'

' Constable-magistrate - keep saft f Was
it possible that unch words were used in oor.
nection with him? Teddie stood as if petrified
What was going te happen te him? What did
it all mean ? The wals secemed revolving about
hie swiming head.

A bail rang from one of the rooms above,
and Susan had te answer it. 'If he turns
restive, Lucy,' she said, ' look him up in the
coal cellar.'

'All right,' returned the other. But Ted ap.
peared so thoroughly stupofied by the charge
that had been brought against him as not even
to think of attempting te make hie escape.

'Poor little chap,' thought Luoy; 'ho look
quiet struck, te be sure. It is hard of Susan
te want to give him up. Perhaps le has told
the truth, after ail. He hasn't got the face of a
bad boy, anyhow.'

But Ted, driven almost te distraction by the
remembranoe of bis mother and sisters, and
what their honor would be te learn that he had
been dragged off to the police station as a com-
mon thief, was actually at that very instant
moditating a rush for hie liberty.

' I'il give him a chance,' said Lucy te ber.
self, sud becane very busy at the farthest
corner of.the pantry.

Ted saw his chance, and made a dash at the
ares door. Ont he fw, up the steps, and into
the open road, He turned to the right, towards
homo; if he had gone the other way ho would
have run straight into the arms of the police.
offiuer, whe, with Walter and two or three
other boys-among thorm, though Ted did net
at that time know it, one of his own achool-
fellows-was just appearing round the nearest
corner.

But they saw the fugitive, and with a yeli of
'Stop thief l'-instantly gave ohase.

Ted raccd like the wind, making now for
the woode, which lay just off the road, and an
everaugmentirg crowd of men aud boys tore
wildly after him, rendin the quiet summer
afternoon stillnesa with tue horrible cry of
iSlop thie of I Sto-op thie--ef !'

They were gaining upon him every moment,
but still ho ran.

CHAPTER I.
LSiU.

The nursery at Woodside Lodge was one of
the prottiest rooms you could wish to see. Mr.
and Mrs. Thoruton possessed excellent taste
and ample meane, and iL was their ohiefdelight
to make use of both, with mnch thought
aud care, for the benefit of the little daughter
and son who were se dear te themu.

The nursery floor was covered with a neat
matting that no one need ba afraid te spoil;
the walls decorated with a pretty, tinted paper
on which was depicted, in a series of well-
designed scenes, the pathetie history of two
chubby-faced and large-eyed Babes in the Wood,
while the colored tiles round the fireplace
similarly illustrated the more fortunate career
of Whittington and hie cat, though a high wire
guard prevented in the latter caee a too close
nspeotion of the same, Rich-looking oleo-


