PARISH AND HOME.

Dillon’s cabin was by the track,
midway of his four-mile beat, far
] Ty from any road or path other than

,:m"',‘l"";“hg ﬁ.‘:.“;‘;ﬂ':ﬂ",',':L::ﬂ:‘a;‘,lr Streer, | the railroad, Mary's route to school
Faronto. leading her more than a mile among
the rough hills. Of course she
could not attend school in winter.
But last winter there was another
reason for Mary's absence from the
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00 with a cough, which grew worse as

Pakist ANb Howk isa church paper, consist- | the weather became more bleak and
g b dortaricle fued 1 samaiae Chriian | cold, - She longed for the happy
It can be localized as a parish magazine with little | company of the Sl?h(}()l, for the ex
pxpense and trouble.  Full partioulars regartn® | citement of study and recitation,
on application. Address all business communica- | and pl.‘l'hﬂ[)s more than all for the
tonsto whispered intimacy with Lily. Often
Pusuisieks. | she said to her mother :

*Oh, how I wish T could go to
school, even a day !”

And she was not forgotten by her
summer mates. Frequently one or
| another spoke lovingly of her, and
| regretted the tempestuous weather
that shut her away between the hills
where the railway lay.
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IN PARADISE.

“ To-day shalt thou be with Me in Paradise. " —
St. Luke xxiii. 43.

How calm, how sweet, how strange it
seemed !

I1e opened not his eyes, but deemed

That he had slept, and still he dreamed

Was he that wicked wretch forlorn,
Who left his prison cell that morn,
Cursing the hour that he was born ? | unable to make its way against the
blast, alighted on the narrow ledge
of the window, within which poor
Mary sat, and pecked the pane for
admittance.
taken in and nestled, cooing, in her
neck, the girl exclaiming :
*Oh, mother, it’s
| I've often seen it there.”
It seemed glad to find shelter

" i . | and friends, perhaps mistaking Mary
He, wondering, said, ** Lord, can it be?” for its ; » Per ) I N a8 )
** Why dost thou marvel ?”” Answered He, | or its own mistress, and the sick

«Said 1 not thou shouldst be with Me?”  girl soon added :
—Lucy Ellen Guernsey, in Parish Visitor. It seems almost like Lily’s spirit,
— come to keep me company while
SNOW-BOUND. I’'m so lonesome.”

- | The storm was long, and for
Lily Armstrong was the only | days the little creature was snow-
daughter of the richest man in town. | bound in the Irish hovel, during
Mary Dillon was the only daughter | which time it become so fond of
of the only Irishman in the district, | Mary that when the weather cleared

and he was trackman on a four- |
mile section of the railroad. His | a part of the family, hovering about

|

\

A gentle air about him stirred,
And from the distance far he heard
A song more sweet than any bird.

At last he raised his wondering eyes ;
How green the trees, how calm the skies,
How fair the fields of Paradise !

He looked around that lovely place—
Lo ! bending over him a face
Of love and majesty and grace.

wages were his only dependence,
except a potato patch beside the | heart.
track.
But if Lily was the lady, Mary | ed about his daughter and called a
was the beauty and the genius of | doctor.
the school. Yet neither of the girls | “But Pat,” the doctor said,
appeared conscious of superiority. | “ how am I to reach your house?
And best of all, they were particu- | [ cannot drive within a mile of it
lar friends, in the same Sabbath- |and I could not walk that mile
school and members of the same | through this snow.”
church. [

' One day, at the beginning of a |
' snow-storm, a beautiful white dove, |

A moment later it was |

Lily's pet!|

it did not care to go, but remained |
the sick girl as if it understood her |

At length Dillon became alarm- |
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I've got a han’car for ye, an’ two
men to run it down an’ bring it back,
an’ we'll mak’ ye coomterable ez ye
plaze.”

At the end of the doctor’s call he
told the sad parents at the outer
door that the child would never be
better.  Within a few hours all the
school had heard the sad fact, and
on his next visit the doctor carried a
loving letter from Lily to Mary
which said, mmong otiier things :

“ My spiritis with you though my
body isabsent ; but I mean to bring
my body to see you ina few days.
And I shall not come alone.”

And sure enough, the following
Saturday a hand-cag came clattering
down the track with a flock of her
school-mates aboard, and for more
than twohappy hours the little house
was full with cheerimess and sympa
thy.

*Why,” said Lily, * here’'s my
lost dove.  How in the world did it
ever come here?  And so at home,
too, for it always was afraid of every-
body butme ”

Then Mary told when and how it
came and what a comfort it had
been to her.

“And [ wld mother it seemed
like Lily's spirit come to be com-
pany for me while I can’t go out.”

Lonely were the weeks to poor
Mary, though several times Lilv and
other schoolmates came to Dring
something dainty and sit with her a
few hours. ‘The invalid knew the
fatal nature of her 1llness, but
brought no fear to her heart. Often
when Lily wept, Mary whispered

“ Don't ery for me, Lily ! Heaven
is so much happier than Earth, and
Jesus so much better a friend than
any earthly friend can be.”

In April,as the lowers were budd
ing and the young leaves unfolding
the end came.

When her mother bad placed the
lifeless but beautiful form on her
own bed, the dove came and hov-
ered over it, and, lighting by the
white, vuiceless  face, cooed and
called. But when Mary gave no
response the little thing flew to the
open door, where broken hearted
Pat stood weeping his bitter tears,
and passing out sped on  swift
wings over the hills and out of

| sight.
“ Niver ye mind for that, docthur;

“Ah! ye purty bird,” sobbed
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