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Vor. 1.

CALENDAR FOR DECEMBER,
LESSONS
7.—and Sunday in Advent. Moruing —lsa. v, ;
1 Johni,  Eveming—Isa, xi.tov.11, ; or
Isa, xxiv,
14.-3rd Sunday in Advent,
xxv.i2 John. Eveming —Isa. xxvi., or
xxviii. vo 5 tove 19 John xx to v, 19,
a1.—4th Sunday in Advent. Morning -Isa.
XXX to v, 27, or Job xhi. to v, 7, Johin
XX, V. 19t0 2y Evemimg —lsa, xxxii.,
Or XXXiL v, 2 o v, 23 John xiv, to v, K,

Morning—Isa

2s.—Thursday, Christmas Day. Morning—
Isa. ix. 1o v. 8 Luke ii to v, g5
Eveming ~lsa. vii, v, 10 to 17, Titns
i Ve 410 O,

8. -1st Sunday after Chri I s
Day. Morming—1Isa.  xxxv, Rev,
svie Eveming Isa. xxxviii,, or xl, ;
Rev, xviii.

CHRISTMAS GREETING.
* A Megrry Christmas " to you,
For we serve the Lord with mirth,
And carol forth glad tidings,
Of a gracious Saviour's birth,
So we keep the olden greeting,
With its meaning deep and true,
And wish ““ A Merry Christmas "
And A Bright New Year? to you,
A WORD OF GREETING,
OxLy a few prefatory words are
necessary in offering the first number of
ParisH AND HOME to the public. There
is an increasing call for Parish maga-
zines, and it has been thought that one,
specially edited to satisfy the require-
ments of this country, would meet with
acceptance. The aim of Parisu anp
Hose will be to furnish simple and in.
teresting spiritual teaching in an attrac-
tive form, and thus to aid the clergyman,
the district visitor, and the Sunday
school teacher in their work, Especial
care will be taken that the paper is
scripturaland evangelical in its teaghing,
and all controversial topics will be
avoided, so that clergymen can place it
in the hands of their parish workers
with perfect confidence. The editor ,
believes that the artistic appearange of
the paper will commend itself to its
readers, and that in this respect Parisu
axn Home will be superior to most,if not
all, of the parish magazines offered at |
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the same price. He looks for a cordial
support to this new effort to place help-
ful reading in the hands of church peo-
ple. A prospectus will be found on
page 7

SOMETIME, SOMEWHERE

UNANSWERED yet? the prayer your lips have
pleaded
In agony of heart these many years ?
Does faith begin to fail ; is hope de parting,
And think you all in vain those falling tears
Say not the Father hath not heard your prayer
You shall have your desire, sometime, sonu
wher

Unanswered yet? though when you first pre
sented
This one petition at the Father's throne,

Itse med you could not wait the time of askin,

So urgent was your heart to make it known,
Tho' years have passed since then, do not
despair
The Lord will answer you, sometime, son
where,

Unanswered yet ? nay, do not say ungranted,
Perhaps your partis not yet wholly done
The work began when first YOUr prayer was
uttered,
And God will finish what He has begun
If you will keep the incense burning there,
His glory you shall see, sometime, somewhere

Unansweredyet? Faith cannot be unanswered.
Her feet were firmly planted on the Rock
Amid the wildest storms she stands undaunted.
Nor quails before the loudest thunder shock,
She knows Omnipotence has heard her prayer
And cr It shall be done,” sometime, some-
where, .

Ronrrr Browsing
For Parisu axn Howmg.
THE TROUBLE AT ST. JUDITH'S,
THerE was trouble at St. Judith's
It was not that anybody had quarrelled
The choir was doing well, and there
was no fight with the organist. The
churchwardens and the rector were on
good terms Everything had gone
smoothly at the last vestry meeting.
There was a small balance on the right
side, and complimentary resolutions
were passed in abundance. Still, there
was trouble at St Judith's. The rector
did not suspect it; the churchwardens
said that everything was ‘ all right.”
Was not the clergyman's stipend paid
regularly > The last six months’ inter-
est on the debt had been met promptly,
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and some money had been paid before
it was even due  The organist, for in-
Stance. was téo musical to be practical,
and had got into debt, Hehad come to
Mr, Strongbow, the churchwarden, in
great distress, and Mr Strongbow had,
just for this once paid his quarter's salary
in advance, There was money in hand
to meet even this extra call, * What
more could one want,” said Mr. Strong-
bow, excitedly, when old Mr. Blackwell
talked to him about what he called * the
trouble.” If this church is not pros-
perous, show meone thatis ! Why, we
let three new pews last week, and there
are only four unlet pews in the church,
and they are where no one can see or
hear ;" and Mr St.ongbow poured the
collection from the plates out upon the
vestry table, in order to count it, with a
gesture that indicated that the subject
was not one open to discussion,

Old Mr. Blackwell walked out
through- the vestry door, past the side
entrance to the church, and so out to
Markdale St ind turned down it Home-
ward.  Mr, Strongbow was a very de-
cided man, and poor Mr. Blackwell
quite lost his power of speech when the
churchwarden spoke in that vigorous
way. *After all,” thought Mr. Black-
well, “is there anything in the church
to complain o1 > The singing is good,
the Rector's sermons are said bysomany
to be ‘capital.” Though ! sighed Mr.
Blackwell, I cannot always under-
stand them 1 suppose it is because 1
never studied Hebrew. Then nearly all
tie pews are rented "—but again Mr.
Blackwell conld not help thinking that
they were nearly always half empty-
“and I am sure,” he thought at length,
"‘we oughtto bevery thankful that we are
Soprosperous, especially with our heavy
debt.  Perhaps I am wrong in thinking
there is * trouble ' " and Mr Blackwell
turned into his house and sat by the
fire, and read the Illustrated Christian
Comforter, un il he nodded over it.

If Mr. Blackwell did not quite know
his own mind, there was a lady in the
parish who knew hers. The very next
day Miss Stringham was presiding at a
meeting of the Women's Missionary

|
;‘




Co-operative Council, and found occa
sion to express her opinions. There
were only siv ladies present,  Mission
ary eftort had somehow never flourished
at St Judith's

half-hour before separating, were having

The ladies for the last

a little talk over the church's affairs,
Miss Stringham managed the Mother s
Meeting, and had made a success of it
“1declare
she spoke of her work I lose all
I ask him

she said vehemently, as

patience with the Rector
to go and see a sick woman . he says he
Then 1 ask him
again and he promises, hut it is usually

will, but forgets it

about a week before 1 can get him to
go I can't see how a man can be so
careless. 1 am sure | had toask him
three times before he went to sce that
poor Mrs French who died last week”

1 do wish the Rector were a hittle
more practical,” said little Mrs Henry
Hodgetts,
has no gift for visiting the poor, and 1
am sure they couldn’t hear him preach
I think that high
pitched voice of his is excruciating

“ But.” said Miss Stringham  Why
doesn't he try to improve it, and what

“but you know he says he

with any pleasure

is the good of a church to which the
poor can’t come > 1 dont know what
that verse means about the poor having
the Gospel preached to them it it doe
not mean that such men as our Recton
1 think his sermon last
Sunday, on *The Measurements of

are to do it
Heaven,” was just dreadful, I couldn’t
understand a word,”

“Oh, I think it was beautiful " said
Mrs.  Langburn, who was a htle
rhapsodical.

The time was come for the ladies to
separate. A quiet, little lady, Mrs
Bellwood, had as vet said nothing,  She
was dreesed in mourning, and had a
pale, thin face  The ladies werealways
attentive when she spoke, but she was
usually silent during their discussions
Only six months ago she had lost a
little boy, four or five years old,  As
they were rising, Mrs, Bellwood said,
timidly, © Don't you think we could do
something to make things better -~

“lam sure I am doing all 1 can,”
said Miss Stringham

* After my little boy died.” said Mrs
Bellwood, **my husband felt very bit
ter about it and would not come to
church. The day after the funeral my
eldest daughter and 1 were reading a
chapter together, and she read aloud,
* Ask, and it shall be given unto you'
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The nest day, when my hushand talked
so hardly ahbout God's dealings with us,
I thought of those words, The same
afternoon my daughter and 1 knelt to
gether and asked thathe might see God's
hand in our trouble., We have done
the same every day since. Last Sunday
he came to charch with us for the first
time since the funeral, and this morning
he asked me if there is to be Commu

nion in the church next Sunday.”

Mrs Bellwood was quite breathless
ter what was for her a long speec h
The la s had by this time reached
the door ot the school house I'her
they separated. cachto goher way, Al

were ous that there was trouble

of some kind at St Judith's, but Mrs

Bellwood seemed to be the only one

it was to be end

GoMOW

who quite saw he

! Pavr o How
ADVANCEMENT IN THE CHRIS
TIAN LI1LE

Wiy do some Christians advance so
slowly and others so fast
Hore is one reason

some take a round-about road, others
v short cut. Some pray for more peace,
more strength, more jov, their mind
tully occupied with those blessings
I'his is the round-about way

Others think of Christ first, they
want to know Him better, love Him
more.  This is the short cut, for the
more we possess of Christ, the more
joy, and peace and strength we shali
have,

“In Him dwelleth all the fulness of
the Godhead bodily, and in Him ye are
made full,”

Here is another reason :—
Some keep holding back making ex-

5, saving There is no harm in
this,” or " That is being too strict '
Such cannot advance,  Others without
hesitation give themselves unreservedly
to Christ to do His will = All for
Jesus ™ is their joyviul ery. Leaving
behind them the dark mists which over.
hang the Valley of Selt-Will up the
mountain heights, they press into the
sunshine of their Redeemer's abiding
Presence FoHL Do Viegser,

LOKD, THOU ART MINE,
Lokn, Thou art mine,
Send help to me!
Christ, T am Thine
Deliver me!
Then shall T praise and sing,
* My soul, bless thou thy God and King

Merows are thine,
Remember me
Sad <ins are mine,

Oh pardon ine!

Fhien shall 1 praise and sing
Ay sonl, bless theu thy God and King !
Goodness is Thine,
Lord, pity me
i 15 e
Forsake tme!
Then <hall 1 praise and sing
My soul, bi hou thy God and King!

Entighten me!
Then 1 shal! praise and sing,
My souly Bless thon thy God and King!
True dite is Thine,
Breath itong
Al death is mine,
Oh. quicken me !
Then hall 1y and sing,

Ay sonl, bless thou thy God and King '

Horarivs Bosax, DD,

1o Pavisni ase How,

THE OLD-TIME CHRISTMAS
SPIRIT,

Nrarey every one has heard or read
a great deal about the buried city of
Pompeii, and  the perfect picture of
ancient lite which it gives. now that
the lava has been dug away, and the
streets and  houses laid bare to our
view,  While so many have heard
much of Pompeii, very few have heard
much of another buried city that has
also been brought to light. This buried
city is a city of the dead the Cata-
combs of Rome, whither long ago in
the early years, when persecuted by
heathen emperors in Rome itself, the
Christians brought their dead and
buried them  When the barbarians
from the north overran Rome, the Cata-
combs were filled with ruins and rub-
bish, and forgotten for maore than a
1000 years, In the seventeenth century
they were for the first timerediscovered,
and now we have anold Christian city
ol the dead fresh and unaltered as
P'ompeii is  Those were sad old times
when these  Christians  lived.  No
doubt” the living laid the dead here,
often with their own lives in peril,
But when we learn the story that the
inscriptions and the carving of the

Catacombs tell us, we find that it is
not one of sorrowful heaviness,but of
joy. There are no gloomy cypress
trees in emblem here: no burial urn
with a sorrowful veil thrown overit; no
figures of weeping parents or children,
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Even the cross is not found here
nor is the crucibx Instead there are
flowers, wreaths of roses, chiidren play
ing, and inscriptions espressing esult
ing, bounding, gladness, Joy 15 the
key note of these memorials of early
Christian life. They buried thewr dead
not as those who sorrow without hope,
but as those who rejoice in the blessed
promise of the future,

And among these inscriptions one
figure is to be found very often, In
the earlier Catacombs it 1s the one
sign of Christain faith and lite. The
figure is that of a young and lusty
shepherd. In one hand is a crook o
shepherd's pipe, and on his shoulder he
carries a lamb, which he holds with the
other hand. We all know who he is
This was the thought that brought joy
to those early Christians in the midse
of their sufterings and sorrows  the
Good Shepherd has found the lost sheep,
and is bearing him home on His shouldl
ers,  This was the old time Christmas
spirit,

Long centuries have since come and
gone  Our own churchyards now, with
their cypresses, and veiled urns, and
mourning figures, perhaps tell the story
that sorrow has drowned the joy in
many of our lives,  But it need not be
so. The Good Shepherd beareth His
sheep
bling.  He hghts their toes. and wishes
their mournful cry to be silenced in the
comlort of His presence. G N W,

He calms their fear and trem-

THE JOY AT BETHLEHEM,

Ix the inn of Bethlehem there were
many going to and fro, and much hurry
and disquietude, while caravans were
unlading or making up their comple-
ment of passengers, and the divan pre-
sented a spectacle of many costumes,
and resounded with wrangling and bar-
ter and merriment, but in a stable
hard by there was a tender joy too deep
for words, and a stillness of adoration
which seemed to shut out the outer
world ; for Mary had brought forth her
first-born - Son and Iaid Him in the
manger, and her heart and that of
Joseph were full to overflowing, and
angels were gazing down from above on
the mystery of the Holy Incarnation,

The soul of man is a noisy hostelry,
full of turmoil and disquietude, and
giving entertainment to every vain and
passing thought,which seeks admittance
there. But when Christ comes and
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takes up His abode in the heart He re
'[I]|‘| St to Ul'l!"l :lnl‘ "Q'ﬂl'l' and Y"A"l

it may move amid the excitements and
contusions of hfe, vet hath it an inner
stiliness which they cannot disturh o
destios . for the King of Peace 15 ther
anld Peace is the purchase of His « ross
and the last legacy of His Love and His
ancient promise to his people. for so it
s written He hath made peace
throagh the Blood of His
*Peace 1 leave with yvou . My Peace |

give unto yoa

Cross

hou wilt keephim in
pertect peace whose mind 1s stayed on
I'hee, becanse he trusteth in Thee *

Dean Gonlburn, in Thoughts oa Personal

s 1
Religion

SINS OF OMISSION,

hever v tind
They con 1 !
} i wraitl
Whenl tand fla %
Andal ' H i
Forlife i 11, dea
And

o sntt

Which gives
At the setting of the sun
( taan Leader,

A FATHER'S PRAYERS
JouN G Patos, missionary to the
New Hebrides, whose interesting auto-
biography has been published recently
gives the following

tather's prayers
Their home consisted of but three
rooms, one of which * was a very small
apartment betwist the other two, having
room only for a bed, a little table and a
chair . This was the sanctuary
of that cottage home,  Thither daily,
and oftentimes a day, generally after

account of his

3

cach meal we saw our tather retire,

" hut to the d ind we children
®ot to understand, by a sort of spiritual
mstinct (for the thing was too sacred to

be talked

thout) that prayers were being
poured out there for us. as of old In
the High Priest within the veil in the
most Holy  Place,  We  occasionally

vl the pathetic echoes of a trembling

voice pleading as it for life, and we
carned to step out and in past that door
distarb the holy col.
tiide world might not

on g toe, not t)
loyiny I'he

know. but we knew swhence came that
happy hight, as of anew born smile that
dwavs was dawning on myv tather's
face I'hough evervthing
else m religion were by some unthink
ible Catastrophe 1o be swept out of
memory . or blotted trom my  under
standing, my soul would wander back to
those carly scenes. and shut itself up
e again in that

sanctoary closet, and

ring still the echoes of those cries to

o would harl hack all doubt with

the victorious appeal * He walked with

God,why mavnot |

THE BELLS ACKOSS THE
SNOW,
O CHRISTMAS, ey Christimas !
| tre Iy ' e
With its men i
With its vith
Fhere's aomiion in the carol,
And o sha voin the light,
And a [RL twining
Wil Hy wicath toonight,
And the hush s nesor broken®
By the Lomghiter Bight and low,
Aowe Disten i the searlight
oo the bolls across the snow
O Christias, v Chinstinas
Tis not sovery long
nee other vorces blended
I the earol and the song !

It we could but hear them singin

\s they are win

W
It we could bt see the shining
Of the crown oncach dear brow,
There would be no sigh to smother,
No hidden tear to flow,

A

wee listen in the starlight

Tothe bells across the snow,

O Christinas, merry Christimas,
Fhis it never more can be

We connot bring agatn the day «
Of our unshadowed glee

But Christmas, dagpy Christimas,
Sweet herald of good-will,

With holy songs of glory
Brings holy gladness sull,

For peace and home may brighten,
And patient love may glow,

As we histen i the statlight
o the bells across the snow,

Frasces Rintvy Havekoar,
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For Pakisu axn How

THOUGHTS FOR
THOUGHTEU L,

THE

Tur use of love increases love, for it
develops its power, The more we love
the more we are able to love, the
wealth of love increases tenfold to the
holder by his distributing it.  Not so
with worldly wealth  The loaf of bread
once used is gone,  The earthly store
decreases. and is not renewed withoui
great effort.  Love increases in the act
of distribution.  What

wealth is here for those who seek it!

accumulated

Pravir does not change God's pur
It is the means by which His
If 1 pray
that He will save a certain man, I do

pose,

purpose is accomplished

not by my prayer make Him willing to
do it,
already exists. My prayer is the means

The willingness on His part

God Himself has chosen to make the
willingness effective,

To love, to be unseltish, is to be self-
oblivious, self-burying . and that which
is true of the unselfish one’s thought
of himself, is also true of others’ thought
of him,
ten, except when some service is re-
quired. It is not the unselfish, but the
selfish and exacting that receive the

The unobtrusive one is forgot

most attention in the home, whose com-
fort is most thought of, and wishes most
studied,
The midistering one has gone,  God
has taken him.  Then, and only then,
do we realize what he was to us, and
mourn with bitter sorrow that it is too
late for us to show our full appreciation

Some day there is a2 gap.

of his love

TrutHs grow and tructify gradually
Some seeds are planted.  The earnest
few throw their heart's convictions out
before the world  They are received
coldly and seem to accomplish nothing.
Yet some have been, perhaps half un-
consciously, influenced by these. From
one to another the influence slowly
passes, until some day the world awakes
to find that a new truth has grown and
blossomed in the moral night of its in-
difference, to remain now in eternal
bloom, What matter if the few who
sowed the first seed have passed away,
and been forgotten by men?  So must
it ever be. From death, life; from self-
sacrifice, blessing. ** That which thou
thyself sowest is not quickened except

PARISH AND HOME.

it die, and that which thou sowest,
thou sowest not the body that shall be,
but a bare grain but God
giveth it a body, even as it hath pleased
Him.” G MW

FIELD FOR INDIVIDUAL WORK.

Bisnor PoTTeR writes earnestly and
strongly in the New York Tribunc for
March 16th on the * Rural Reinforce-
ments of Cities.”  “The drift from the
farm to the town,”" he says, * is one of
marked characteristics of
our American life.” ** That drift in-
creases instead of diminishing, until it
comes to pass that a very considerable
element of the activity of almost any
large community in America is com-
posed of those who arenot native to it.”
I'he increasing demand for young men
in all great cities is met by hoys bred in
the country
on to plead that provision be made for
physical, mental and religious culture
in rural districts, recognition having
been made of ' the close and vital re-
lation between the better life of our
great cities, and the purifying and en-
riching of those streams which from
villages and hamlets and homes allover
the land are perpetually pouring into
them.”

That the young men of this country
are constantly on the move is a state-
ment that will be verified by any one's
observation. Probable permanence of
residence cannot be safely affirmed of
a young man. In this fact lies the root
of problems that force themselves upon |
the attention of the church.  For in
the change of residence, particularly if
itis a first change, there is generally
involved a change of habits, The habit |
of church-going is so bound up with a
particular church building and a par- |
ticular congregation, that in the change
of abode it is likely to be weakened or
Jdestroyed.  Sc it is that the church
loses the young men,

The problem will in part be solved
by careful work with the boys in the
home parish.  The work of the country
pastor becomes noble and important.
The streams must be purified at their

the  most

| source

|

Prompt work and careful attention is
necessary at the time when the change
of abode and of life is effected. No man
who has once come under the influence
of the Church should be lost through |

. human neglect, A careful system of
I

And so the Bishop goes |

reference is necessary, and no one
should be allowed to move from one

part of the city to another, from the ’
farm to the town, or from city to city, !
without a letter in his hands to the rec- i
tor in his new neighborhood, and with- i

out care to inform the new rector of
his removal and present address. The <
Brotherhood offices should be utilized
by Chapters in this direction. They
have done good work of the kind be-
fore, and are to some extent continually .
doing it.

Individual work, be it remembered,
means not only work by individuals, v
but also work for individuals. Careful
attention to each boy and each man
is needed, The Church of God, it
has been suggested, should work as
hard for the one man as the politicians
do for the one vote. — St. Andrew's
Cross !

“ PEACE ON EARTH! GOOD-

WILL TO MEN."

Exe the old vear descends his throne, ,
And lays his crown a

A holy Festival he keey
The joyous Christmas tide.

And far and near the bells we hear,
Throughout the Christian land,
Ringing the tidings which all hearts

Should know and understand.

O happy Christmas-tide, which helps
Us feel how near and dear
To human lives and human hearts,
Though life be bright or drear,
The blessed Saviour loves to be,
And bids us trust His love, -
E'en though all crowned with majesty,
He reigns in heaven above,

O, are there hearts where strife has lain?
Or lives by malice marred

Have there been words and deeds unkind
Are tender memories scarred ?

“Then hearken to the Christmas bells !
What message do they give ?—

*Tis * Peace on earth! Good-will to men
And by it men should live.

Dear Lord, with close of Christmas-tide,
The dear old year must die!
What record, Saviour of mankind,
Must go to Thee on high?
Forgive the past, let peace unite
All hearts in truth and love,
The while the Christmas cheer shall teach
Thy message from above,
Maky D. Brise.

No Christmas thought can equal the
sublime words of St. John, ** The Word
was made flesh and dwelt among us,
and we beheld His glory, the glory as

of the only begotten of the Father, full
of grace and truth,”
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TEN MINUTES LATE,

“In former years,” said the Rev
Mr, —— ‘1 held service once in four
weeks in the town of S— There
were very tew members of our Church
there, but among them was Mrs. L., a
good and devout woman, whose sorest
trial was that her husband, once in the
faith, had become an utter infidel, scoft-

ing at the very name of religion, and |

throwing every possible obstacle in the
way of her attendance at the services
of her own or any other church,

“1'had made inany attemp's to ap-
proach this man, but all in vain,

*He was, as are a large proportion
of men who adopt infidel notions, ex-
tremely ignorant, and he added to ignor-
ance rudeness and insolence to such a
degree that feeling that I was only mak-
ing matters worse for his unfortunate
wife, and doing him no good, I was
forced to leave him alone, praying that
God would enlighten him

On one Sunday | missed Mrs, L.
from church, and heard that her hus-
band was very ill of a disease from
which there could be no hope of re-
covery. My heart ached both for the
wife and husband, and I de.ired a mem-
ber of the church who knew him to go
to him and say that if he objected to
secing me as a clergyman, I would come
as a friend,

It would be no use,” said the man,
** he is worse than ever set in his fooli-h-
ness, and nothing is too bad for him to
say of the Church ard all belonging
toit.’

“ Never mind,” 1 said, **just give
him the message."

In a few minutes my friend returned. |

*It's no use,” he said.
' Was there no answer ?'

‘“*Well,"” said my friend, ‘‘ he said ‘

you were to mind your own business
and when he wanted a priest he'd send
for one. Mrs, L. says it would he
better not to try and see him, for he is

only worse every time the subject is |

mentioned.”

Icou'd do no more, and I went home
with heavy heart, leaving word that any
time he would send for me I would
come.

Shortly before the time for the next
service came round, very early in the
morning, a man came to my door driv-
ing at full speed. It was the friend
whom I had sent with my message to
Mr. L.
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“For God's sake, sir,”” he said,
““make haste and come with me  Mr,
L.. has but a 'ittle while to live, and he
rous: d up his wifeand bade her send for
yvou. Heisinan agony of terror and
distress of mind. [ doubt if he lives
till we get back.”

I left everything else, and we drove
over to S,— as swiftly as a fast horse
could carry us.

As we stopped at Mr. L.'s door his
wife came out with the tears running
down her face. * Oh, sir,"” she sobbed,
“It's just too late He died just ten
minutes ago, crying for you with his last
breath

This isan * o'er true tale,”” and has a
parallel in the experience of many a
minister of religion, * To-day, if ye
will hear His voice, harden not your
hearts " — Parish Visitor

NEW YEAR'S BELLS.

Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky,
I'he fiying clond, the frosty light
The vear isdying in the night,

Ring out, wild bells, and et him die

Ring out the old, ring in the new,
Ring, happy bells, across the snow,
The year is going, let him go;

Ring out the false, ring in the true,

Ring ont the grief that saps the mind,
For those that here we see no morel;
Ring out the feud of rich and poor,

Ring in redress to all mankind.

Rinz out a slowly dying cause,

And ancient forms of party strife;
Ring in the nobler modes of life,

With sweeter manners, purer laws,

Ring out the want, the care, the sin,
The faithless coldness of the times,
Ring out, ring out my mournful rhymes,

But ring the tuller minstrel in,

Ring out false pride in place and blood,
The civic slander and the spite,
Ring in the love of truth and right,

Ring in the common love of good.

Ring out old shapes of foul disease;
Ring out the narrowing lust of gold;
Ring out the thousand wars of old.

Ring in the thousand years of peace.

Ringin the valiant man and free,

The larger heart, the kindlier hand;
Ring out the darkness of the land,

Ring in the Christ that is to be,

~Tenmyson,

I rove those passages in the Bible
which speak of this universe as being
created by the Worp of God. For the
Word is the expression of the thought,

A\ STORY OF IRISH LIFE

AN Irish lady sends the St Joames'
Gazette a story which llustrates a
favourable side of Inish character,  She
writes :—In a cabin on a sunny hillside
overlooking the Bay of Dublin dwelt a
middle-aged brother and sister.  The
man was a helpless cripple entirely de
pendent upon his sister’s exertions . and
on her death a car was sent from the
poorhouse to bring him thither for shel
ter  The poor w retch clung to the unl)'
home he had ever known, and utterly
refused toleave it, crying that he would
die if deprived of his ** say-air and shut
up within prison walls * His loud
Inmentations had brought the priest
and some of the neighbors to his side,
and one of the latter, Maggie O'Flynn,
felt a deep impulse of pity towards the
unfortunate man. She was a single
woman of about fifty-five, of weather
beaten and certainly not attractive ap
pearance,  She acted as herd on the
estate of a gentleman close by, to whom
her services were invaluable * Hould
hard,” she said to the workhouse offi-
cials; * It's not Maggie O'Flynn that
‘ull see a poor craythur taken to the
poorhouse when she can give him a
shelter. It's acorner and a welcome in
me own cabin Mick Costilloe shall
have " But here his reverence inter-
posed, and vowed he would allow no
such scandal in the parish as an unmar-
ried man and woman sharing the same
dwelling, cripples or no cripples,

| ** Shure, Maggie, you won't go back of

your word >” implored poor Mick Mag-
gie hesitated a moment, then turning to
the priest said, * If there's no other
way to save him from * the house,’ your

| riverince, I'll marry him, an' sorra a

haporth will any one be able to say agin
it thin.” It was in vain that his rever-
ence pointed out the terrible burden
Maggie was taking upon herself. * It's
for the love of God I'm marryin' him,
an’ not to plase meself,” was the an-
swer she returned The marriage took

| place, and until his death, several years

later, the kind-hearted Maggie O'Flynn

| carefully tended and supported the poor

and the Visible universe is the thought |

of the Eternal, uttered in a word, or
form, in order that it might be intelli-
gible to man.—F. W. Robertson.

he'pless cripple in her own cabin

SINCERITY is like travelling on a plain
beaten road, which commonly brings a
man sooner to his journey's end than
by-ways, in which men often lose them-
selves —-TiLLOTSON,



P

6

DONT FORGET A WOKRD OF
PRAISE,

How much better the world would
be if only people were a little more gen-
erous of praise ! Let no one suppose
that we are speaking of tlattery —we
mean simply praise, or, as Webster
gives it, “Honour rendered because of
excellence or merit * How easy it is
to find tau t when everything d es not
run smoothly — when anything is omit-
ted which ought to have been done!
Why should it not be just as easy to
give commendation for the right done ?

The day is drawing to its close, and
the wife and mother, weary with house-
hold care, sits for a moment waiting the
sound of the home.coming feet. The
door opens quickly and they have come,
““How bright and cheery you look here!
But you always make home look like
that !"and the husband’s kiss on her
cheek brings back the girlhood days,
and life looks suddenly bright again.

“The boys wanted me to stay all
night, mother, it was stormy. but
I thought 1 would rather come home,
and I am glad now 1 did ! and the boy
glanced around the pleasant sitting-
room with a look that told plainer than
words how attractive the spot was to
him, The mother's weariness had
gone like the shadows before the light,

How many homes are rendered un.
happy by too much fault-finding and
too little just praise ! And if one can-
not praise —what then?  Whittier, in
his beautiful poem— My Birthday "
.\ﬂ",\ :

‘Love watches o'ermy quict ways,
Kind voices speak my name,
And lips that tind it hard o praise
Are slow at least to blame ™

Yes, one can always be “slow at least
to blame " The fact that little faults
try and vex us, in those dear to our
hearts, only goes to prove that the gen-
eral character is good, and there is
much to praise,  The whiter the snow
the darker look all objects agaist it,
Why not admire the whiteness which
forms the background -

Then, if we look within, il we see
with impartial eyes the shortcomings
of our own hves, will we not be slower
to notice flaws in others ! Shall we
not say, in the words of Shakespeare,
1 will chide no breather in the world
but myself, against whomn 1 know most
faults " 1f then we are so frail, so
weak ourselves, so dependent on the
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kindness and forbearance of others,
shall we not do the little we can to
make the world brighter in turn fer
them *

It there is anything to admire or
praise—and there isalways something
speak the word now : it will brighten
the weary hours, it will prevent, may-
hap, a failure to-morrow -a failure
caused by discouragement and pain,
Oh, there is no time like to-day for
and the
to-morrow  may never come,~ T'h
Nows,

speaking the words of praise;

CPRAY, ALWAYS PRAY.Y

Prav, always pray . the Holy Spirit pleads
With thee and for thee  tell Himall thy needs

Pray, always pray ; bencath sins heaviest load

Prayer sees the blood from Jesus” side that
flow d

Pray, always pray . though weary, faint and
lone,

Praver nestles by the Fathor's shelenimg

throne

Pray, always prav . amid the world's turmoil,
Praver keeps the heart at rest, and nerves o
toil,

Pray, alvays pray ; if joys thy pathway throng,
Prayer strikes the harp, and sings the angels’
song

Pray, always pray . if loved ones pass the veil,
Prayer drinks with them of springs that cannot
fail

All carthly things with earth shall fade away
Prayer grasps cternity; Pray, always pray.
Tue Biswor or Exerrrg,

PEACE MUST PRECEDE WORK,

* Prace be unto you ;as My Father
hath sent me, even so send I you "
(/ohn xx. 21). Peace is the starting
point of work,  And if it be so, then
there is no work which is worthy of the
name apart from the possession of
peace.  The personal appropriation of
the manitold blessings of redeeming
love in Christ precede the personal
adoration of God by the Christian,
Sonship is antenior to service.  Devo-
tion, whether active or contemplative,
must have as its preliminary peace
with God.— Dean Lifroy.

A SECRET SIN

Tueke stood one, on the southern |

peak of the Isle of Skye, and watched
the eagles as they soared in the deep
blue far above his head. Suddenly he

saw one hesitate, tremble, begin to de- |

scend, close its wings and fall, dead, a

mere mass of feathers, to the ground,
Ot from beneath its body crept a tiny
weasel, which it had captured as its
prey and holding which in its talons it
had soared aloft.  True to its nature
the weasel had writhed from the eagle's
talons, and fixing its teeth into his life
blood had brought him to the ground
Thus has many a noble young life full
of promise been crushed and ruined by
a secret sin. lightly treated, lightly
feared, it has sucked the life blood of
the soul,— Canon Wilberforce,

“YE ARE THE LIGHT OF THE
WOKLD."”

Tue Church can never light the world
except by keeping up a Christianity
visible and recognizable in the world’s
darkness. 1f a Christian's lamp is not
bright enough to light others heaver-
ward, it will fail to keep the Christian
himself in that direction  If the exam-
ple does not shine the life itself is
lacking in light. Badiy ligt ted churches
are not a'ways thote where the gas
is dim, but often they are those where
the members fail to be apparent

1 READ too much,” writes Pulsford ;
1 think too much, 1 do too much 1
am too much, In this MtcuNEss the
devil has his castle.  God is for qual-
ity ; the devil for show and quantity
God commends to me * the little child ;'
the devil commends to me the great
man, the learned man, the talented
man. God commends to me the little
flock ; the devil tempts me to join my
soul to some great Babylon.”

EVERK A SONG SOMEWHEKL.,

Turrr iscver a song somewhere, my dear
There is ever a something sings away ;
There's the song of the lark when the sky is
clear,
And the song of the thrush when the shy i«
grey,

The sunshine showers across the grain,
And the bluebird trills in the orchard tree,

And in and out, when the eaves driprain,
The swallows are twittering ceaselessly,

There is ever a song somewhere, my dear,
In the midnight black, or the midday blue
The robin pipes when the sun is here,
And the cricket chicrups the whole night
through

The buds may blow, and the fruits may grow,
And the antumn leaves drop crisp and sere
But whether the sun, or the rain, or the snow,
There's ever a song somewhere, my dear,

J. W. Ry,
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A monthly magazine published for Tue
ALUMNT Assoctation oF Wycrner CoLirar,
by Tue ). E
TForoxto,

Bryant Comiasy (Liviren),

Subscription price 5o cents per annum in
advance, - When hive or more copies are sent
to one address, the following reduced prices
will be accepted

5 Copics, one year, g5 cents cach
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Pakisn axp Howme is a church paper con-
sisting of short articles fitted o awaken the
careless, and  stimulate Christia life, ard
designed especially for parish circulation. It
can be localized for pariJldislrihuuon atslight
extra expense.  For this purpose blank colored
covers (or white, it preferred), with neat head-
ings, will be supplied by the publishers at the
rate of $0.60 per 100, If the lmhlnhz S are
furnished with an engraving of the local parish
church this also will be put on the front page,
with any suitable descriptive matter in ad-
dition, without extra charge.  The publishers
will undertake to make the engraving from a
photograph, and will quote prices on applica-
tion. By using the blank pages of the covers
abundant space will be provided for printing
parishitems and local advertisements, Address
all orders to

Tue | F. Bryant Compasy (Livitip),

8 Bay Strect, Toronto, Canada. PunLisuers,

Ix the January number of Paki-n
AND Home will be begun an interesting
serial story. which will be continued
through several numbers,

Goop old Bishop Jeremy Taylor
gives these general directions for the
conduct of the Christian life. The
first is, Watchful care of the time. Let
there Le no loose ends and have a time
for everything, and do everything at
its right time. The second is, See
that your intentions are pure, Stop
from time to time and ask yourself why
youare doing this or that. Is your
motive selfish or unworthy >  The
third rule is, Live in realization of
the presence of God. God is in ali
things. Realize that he is there, If
you are ashamed to do in the presence
of others what you often do when alone,
stop and remember that God is always
with you, and that his piercing eye be-
holds all you do.

—

He who receives but does not give
is like the Dead Sea. All the fresh
floods of Jordan cannot sweeten its dead,
salt depths. So all the sweet streams
of God’s bounty cannot sweeten a heart
that has no outlet ; it is ever receiving,
yet never full and overflowing —Yosiah
Strong,
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A HINT TO GRUMBLERS.

* Wnat anoisy world this is !"croaked
an old frog as he squatted on the mar-
gin of the pool Do you hear those
geese, how they scream and hiss. What
do they do it for >* ** Oh, just to amuse
themselves ! " answered a little field-
mouse. * Presently we shall have the
owls hooting ; what is that for? " ** It's
the music they like the best,” said the
mouse  * And those grasshoppers .
they can't go home without grinding
and chirping ; why do they do that »"
* Oh, they are so happy they can't help
it " said the mouse * You find ex-
cuses for all, 1 believe you don't un-
derstand music, so you like the hideous
noises.” * Well, friend, to Le honest
with you,” said the mouse, ** I don't
greatly admire any of them; but they
are all sweet in my ears compared with
the constant croaking of a frog.,"—
Christian Commoneealth

A LESSON,

A pvING buttercup cried to the sun:
“ What am I good for > What have [ done

To make life worth the living ?
Youhang aloftin the great blue sky,
Lighting the world with your one big eye,

And you- you are always giving,
But I bloom here in the meadow grass ;
The babies smile on me as they pass,
But my life will soon be done, alas !

And what was the use of living *

The sun looked down on the little sun

That shone in the grass ; it was only one
Among a great many others,

Said he: ** Itis wrong to thus despair,

The great All-Father placed you there,
Youand vour little brothers ;

He meant you should blossom there in the grass

For the babics to smile on as the ¥ pass,

Or to be in the bunches that each small lass
Carries to tired mothers,

*God hung me here in the great blue sky
To light the world with my one big eye.
And show men how they're living
But he put you down in the meadow lor,
The earth is fairer than if you were not :
Beauty and joy you're giving.
I must see to the work he has given me ;
Youdo what the dear Lord asks of thee ;
Then all will be as it ought to be,
And life will be worth the living. "

Harper's Young People,
LONGEVITY OF ANIMALS.

THE average of cats is 15 years; a
squirrel or hare 7 or 8 years; rabbits

' 7 years; a bear rarely exceeds 20 years ;

adog lives 20 years ; a wolf20; a fox 14
to 16 years; lions are long lived the one

named Pompey lived to the age of o

elephants have been known to live, itis
asserted, to the great age of 400 years
pigs have been known to live to the age
of 30 years ; the rhinoceros to 20 vears ;
a horse has been known to live to the
age ot 62 years but the average is 25t0
30 years | ¢ mels sometimes live to the
age of 100 years , stags are very long
lived | sheep seldom exceed the age of
o years. cows live about 15 years,
Cuvier thinks it probable that whales
sometimes live 100 years . the dolphin
and porpoise attain the age of 30 years;
an eagle died at Vienna at the age of
o4 years , ravens fiequently reach the
age of 100 years, swans have been
known to live 200 years. Mr. Mallerton
has the skeleton of a swan who lived to
thatage. A tortoise has been known to
live to 107 years. — Selected

ACTIONS WITHOUT WORDS

“ L kNow now," said a lady not long
ago, “‘that my mother loved me ten-
derly, but during all my childhood 1
doubted it. 1f I were really dear to her,
I queried, why did she never tell me so >
Why did she never caress me and as-
sure me of her love? She thought her
actions spoke loudly enough without
words And so they did ; but I could
not comprehend the language they
spoke.  Icould not understand then as
I can now, and how I longed to hear her
call me loving names and to have her
lap me in the sweet embrace of a
mother's love "

Many a little heart aches as did this
lady's for the spontaneous utterances
of maternal aflection  These can make
it happier than gifts of beads, or dolls,
or fine clothes, or costly toys. As house
plants cannot flourish without sunshine
so children cannot thrive and be happy
withoutlove  Children who grow upin
this constant atmosphere of love, are
rarely mischievous, never vicious The
mightiest of all agencies to lead the
young in paths of virtue is in the hands
of parents, and to command this agen-
cy they need but to give expression to
the natural overflow of their hearts
Children to be happy need encourage-
ment and praise.  Let us give to those
darlings of our hearts the sunniest,
warmest spot in the household. and we
shall see them grow up in symmetry to
be fair women and brave men,—Chris-
tian Advocate



THE CHURCH AND THE
CHILDREN,

Oxt of the brighest beams of light
that flames from the cross, illuminites
the path trodden by the feet of chil-
dren  Christianity is conspicuous for
its care of the little ones ; to work and
plan for their welfare is its joy and
glory. Itisa labour of love, for the
objects of tender solicitude cannot
make return thercfor, or even fully
apprecia « what they receive.  The
display of such unselfish care s a potent
factor in winning the hearts of parents
A Japanese mother, whose infant daugh-
ter had been cast out of doors by the
unfeeling father, said to a missionary .
« Please do take little baby , your God
is the only God that teaches to be good
to little children "' —Church Advocate.

THE TWO FOXES,

Ix the depths of the forest liv ed two
foxes who had never had a cross word
with each other. One of them said one
day, in the politest fox language -

“Let's quarrel,”

“Very well,” said the other, ** as you
please, dear friend. But how shall we

, set about it > "

“Oh! it cannot be ditficult,” said fox
number one; * two-legged people fall
out, why should not we * "

So they tried all sorts of ways . but

it could not be done, because each one |

wouLD give way. At last number one
fetched two stones.

* There," said he, ¢ you say they're
yours, and I'll say they're mine, and
we'll quarrel, and fight and scratch.
Now [I'll begin,
mine !"

“Very well,"” answered the other,
‘' you are welcome to them '™

* But we'll never quarrel at this rate ! ™

Those stones are |

PARISH AND HOME.

“There’s a deal o' rinning to be
dune.” said Mr Blank, jestingly, affect
ing a broad Scotch accent,  Your first
qualification would be a pair o’ shoon.’

The boy with a grave nod disap-
peared  He lived by doing odd jobsin
the market, and slept under e ol
the stalls,
he had saved enough money to buy the
shoes . then he presented himself be-
fore Mr. Blank one morning and held

Two months passed before

out a package.

‘1 hae the shoon, sir” he said,
quietly
Oh " Mr Blank with ditficulty re-

called the circumstance—* you want a
place > Not in those rags, my lad
you would disgrace the house. ’

The boy hesitated a moment, and
then went out without a word.  Six
months passed before he returned. de-
cently clothed in coarse but new gar-
ments Mr Blank's interest
aroused.  For the first time he looked
at the boy attentively  His thin blood-
less face showed that he had stinted
himself of food for months in order to
buy these clothes. The manufacturer
now questioned the boy closely, and
found to his regret that he could neither
read nor write,

“* It is necessary that you should do
both before we could employ you in
carrying home packages.” he said,
“ We have no place for you "

The lad's face grew paler, but without
a word of complaint he disappeared,
He now went fifteen miles into the
country and found work in stables near
to a night school. Atthe end of a year
he again presented himself before Mr
Blank.

“I can read and write,” he said,

was

| briefly,

cried the other, jumping up and licking |

his face.
So they gave it up as a bad job, and
never tried to play this silly game again,
Perhaps we might .carn a New Year's
lesson from the two foxes Yielding is
often the way to conquer, and in any

case it ** takes two to make a quarrel.” |

—Home Words
“A PAIR O' SHOON."

Tue following story is one of the tra-
ditions of a manufacturing firm in Glas-
gow,Scotland. Thirty years ago a bare-
foot, ragged urchin presented himself
before the desk of the principal part-

1 gave him the place.” the employ- i

er said years afterwards, ‘‘ with the

conviction that in process of time he |

would take mine if he made up his mind
to do it,
business houses, but he is now our chief
foreman.”

Thoreau says toa young man, ' Be
not simply good ; be good for some-

| thing, "' —Selected

IT appears to me that, in this age of
mechanics and political economy, when
every heart seems ‘‘dry as summer
dust "’ what we want is, not so much,
not half so much light for the intellect,
as dew upon the heart —F W Robert-

ner, and asked for work as errand-boy. | som,

Men rise slowly in Scotch |

“JESUS ONLY.”

A Spanisi artist resolved to paint

The Las. Supper,” as the supreme
work of his life. It was his wish to
throw all the sublimity of his art into
the figure and countenance of the Mas-
ter. But he put on the table in the
foreground sore chased cups, the work-
manship of which was exceedingly beau-
tiful, and when his friends came to ob
serve the picture on the easel every one
“What beautiful cups!" ** Ah!"
saidhe, I have made a mistake, These
cups divert the eyes of the spectator
from the Master, to whom I wished to
direct the attention of the observer,”
and he took his brush and rubbed them
from the canvas, that the strength and
vigor of the chief object might be seen
as it should

Among those who visited Dr, Carey
in his last illness was Dr. Alexander
Duff, the Scotch missionary.  On one
occasion he spent some time talking
chiefly about Carey's missionary life,
until the dying man whispered, ** Pray."
Duff knelt down and prayed, and then
said * Good-bye,”  As he jassed from
the room he thought he heard a feeble
voice pronouncing his name, and turn-
ing, found that he was recalled. He
stepped back accordingly, and this is
what he heard with gracious solemnity
“Mr. Duff you have been speaking
about Dr. Carey, Dr. Carey, When 1
am gone say nothing about Dr, Carey
speak about Dr. Carey’s Saviour."’ Duff
went away rebuked and awed, with a
lesson in his heart that he never forgot.
—The Church,

said

COURTESY

* On, she is too much the lady to be
perfectly sincere!" I heard a young girl
say. And a girl that 1 know always
excuses her own rudeness by saying,
“ Well, I was perfectly truthful.” 1
wonder how many of you girls think
with them, that to be truthful one must
be rude, and to be lady-like one must
be untruthful ?

Two young girls where I was visiting
kad each received a pretty chair for
Christmas, and soon after my arrival |
inadvertently sat down in each of them,

“1 believe |1 have taken your chair,
Lucy.” I said in the first instance.

“1don't care if you have ; I can take
another,” she replied

Rut when [ said, ** Why, Sally, I am




taking your chair,” she said shyly.
* You may sit in it because it is mine

Both girls were perfectly sincere in
wishing me to sit in their chair, bt
one reply was rude. the other -o
charmed me that 1 have remembered it
for years

A little country girl was helping pre
pare lunch with a friend in the city
they were making milk toast with an
insufficient amount of milk, the girl
thought, but knowing her friend must
practise strict economy, she said, *Shall
I moisten the toast first with hot water?
You have so much toast " Would any
of you have said . * You have so little
milk > Either way was truthful, but
the former held the essence of Christian
courtesy.

We hear about and meet, so many

disagreeable Christians, and some peo-
ple believe that it is their Christianity
that makes them rude . Did Paul teach
rudeness > Did Jesus Christ 2 When
we are self-absorbed, inattentive
to the comfort of others, when we go
about thinking more highly of ourselves
than we ought to think, and despising
others for their little acts of self-forget-
ful kindness let us not console ourselves
with the thought that we are sincere

and

“Politeness is to do and say,
The kindest thing in the Kindest way "

and everything that is unkind is un
Christian. —A Country Woman in Advo-
cate and Guardian

THE STAY-AWAYS.

PLexTy of them everywhere, little
and big, old and young. Here are some
of their reasons

1. ** Don't like the preacher,”  Well,
my friend, if you were a preacher some-
body wouldn't like you. Strange to
say, some don't like Christ. Read 2
Thess. iii. 1, and 1 Tim. v 17,

2. **So and so is a hypocrite ; I won't
go where he goes.” Then you should
by all means prove that you are not

‘Judge not that ye be not judged ”

3 " Wife don't go; husband won't
go ; don't like to leave wife or husband
home alone.”

No husband or wife has the right to
be a bad example to the other, Mar-
riage is "in the Lord.” God never
meant marriage to justify a bad ex
ample

4. " I've been snubbed.” Then why
not quit all business > 1f being snubbed
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is a valid reason for quitting the Lord's

|

9

think much more of our tiny troubles

business, it is an equally valid reason | than did that dear boy of his one great

Why dont you
close your shops and stores, and leave
yvour oftices, and throw
tools? The world is full
and the snubbed  Christ
contradiction of sinners
and I, Kindle anew hot fires of love to
God and men,

5. ' The church isn't sociable

for quitting vour own
down your
of snubbers
endured the
SO must vou

they
are all icebergs
Their sin
like

becanse

Be sociable yourself, then
15 no excuse for yours,  Don't run
a coward to another church,
the battle is hard in your own,

6. Don’t like rented pews: don't
like free pews,”

Perhaps the real dithculty is that

don’t like to support any system,  You
are always welcome at the house of
God, free pews or rented pews,  And

trouble, of not being able to join in con-
versation with those around and hear
what is said

Oh' let us remember that nothing
happens by chance to those who can
call God their Father, and if trouble
fall to our lot. say, like the deaf and
dumb boy for so it seemeth good in

Thy sight " Young Churchman,

THE GREAT MASTER,
“lAm " cried a
young man, proudly, when a friend
tried to persuade him from an enter-
prise wivich he had on hand
own master '

my own master'

1 am my

“Did you ever consider what a re-

sponsible  post that is? " asked the

| triend

vou will be there if your heart cries out |

for God,  Sclected

WHY THE LITTLE BOY WAS
BOKN DEAF AND DUMB

Oxce a minister paid a visit to a deal
and dumb asylum in London for the
purpose of examining the children in the
knowledge they possessed of divine
truth.,

A lhittle boy on this oceasion was
asked in writing,  © Who made the
world 2"

The boy took up the chalk and wrote
underneath the question, ** In the begin
ning God created the heaven and the
earth.”

The minister then inquired in a’sim-
ilar manner,  Why did Je s Christ
come into the world ?"”

A\ smile of delight and gratitude rested
on the countenance of the little fellow
as he wrote, * This is a faithful saying,
and worthy of all acceptation, that

| Christ Jesus came into the world to

save sinners,”’

A third question was then proposed,
eminently adapted to call his most
powerful feelings into exercise, * Why
were you born deaf and dumb, while 1
can hear and speak ?

‘* Never," said an eye-witness, * shall
I forget the look of resignation and
chastened sorrow which sat on his coun-
tenance as he took up ihe chalk and
wrote, ‘Even so, Father, for so it
seemeth good in Thy sight."

These are truly beautiful answers,

| especially the last. Many of us, I fear,

“ Responsibility 15 it 7°

““ A mastermust lay out the work he
wants done, and see that it is done
right.  He should try to secure the best
ends by the best means, He must keep
on the look-out against obstacles and
accidents and watch that everything
goes straight, else he will fail

S Well '

“To be master of yourself you have
your conscience to keep clear, your
heart to cultivate, your temper to gov-
ern, your will to direct, and your judg-
ment to instruct  You are master over
a hard lot, and if you do not master
them they will master you "

*That is 50, said the young man

Now. I could undertake no such

thing,” said his friend , 1 should fail
sure if 1 did  Saul wanted to be his
own master and failled  Herod did
Judas did. No man is fit forit  * One
is my Master, even Christ," | work
under God's directions. When He is
Master all goes right "' Bacon,

THE LAMP AND THE LIGHT-
HOUSE
A heoren fisherman while out one
night in his smack was overtaken by a
terrible storm, He could not tell where
he was or how to find his way to the
landing place At length his son caught

sight of a small light glimmering through
the wild darkness, He set sail toward the
light and soon found himself right before
his own cottage, which stood on a cliff
above the sea

When he got home he found that his
little boy had set the lamp in an upper
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window, by whose light both father and
brother had been saved from shipureck

Every stormy night afterward that
same lamp was set in the window to
guide other fishermen wh might be
caught out in the thick darkness By
and by it was determined to build a
lighthouse on the cliti BBut the big
blazing burner grew out of the little
boy’s lamp.

A poor child in Philadelphia, the
daughter of a very poor widow, died a
year or two ago. I x her long sick-
ness her heart w. 11 of peace and
the sweet love of the Saviour,

Just before she died she put into the
hands of her minister a small paper box
that had contained some of her medi-
cine. In the box were fifty three cent
pieces, which she had been saving up
for a long time, and she had earned each
piece by hard work. She said to her
minister |

« After 1 am dead 1 want you to take
this money and build with it a church
for the poor people in this neighbor-
hood.” '

The minister could not keep back his
tears as the box was given to him; and
I could not either when I saw it last

summer,

The minister took the box of coins
and showed it to a rich lumber mer
never cared anything

The merchant at once

chant, who
about religion
offered to give lumber for building the
church, Other people who saw the
box and heard its touching history gave
money, and very soon the pretty mis
sion church will be finished.  The poor
Christian child's lamp will grow intoa
large lighthouse to guide many souls
to heaven,

No person can tell how wuch good
may come from loving, yet apparently
insignificant acts. The lamp they light,
even if it is small, may grow into a
lighthouse, and shine long after they
are dead —Youth's Companion

A FULL PRAYEKR

“ O Logp ! I know not what I shouid
ask of Thee. Thou only knowest what
1 want ; and Thou lovest me better than
1love myself O Lord! give to me,
who desire to be Thy child, what is
proper, whatsoever it be.

1 dare not ask either crosses or com
forts. 1 only present myself before
Thee. 1 open my heart to Thee,

Behold my wants, which 1 am igno- |
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rant of - but do thou behold and do |

according to Thy mercy, 1 adore all
thy purposes. without knowing them,
I abandon myse!f to Thee, having no
greater desire than to accouplish Thy

willL”- FENELON,

A TALE OF TWO BUCKETS

Fwo buckets in an ancient well got talking
once together,

And atter
about the weather—

quoth one, sophis life we dead 1

andry wise remarks—no doubt
Look here,”

don't exactly like

Upon my word, P haltine lined to venture on
a stiihe

For—do
come up the welly

We go down cmpty=—always shall, for anght
that I can tell”

vou mind - however tull we both

CPhat's true,” the other said; * but then—the
way it looks to me—

However cmpty we go down, we come up full
vou se

Wise hittle bucker !
Tife that way,

Would dwarf its ills and magnity its blessings
day by day,

he world wonld be a happier place,
should all decide,

Only the buckets 1rLL to count, and let the

since we

cmpty slide, The Churchman,

MOTHERS, SPEAK SOFTLY

1 kxow some houses, well built and
handsomely furnished, where it is nogy
pleasant to be even a visitor Sharp,
angry tones resound through them from
morning to night, and the influence is
as contagions as measles, and much
more to be dreaded ina household. The
children catch it and it lasts for life, an
incarable disease A friend has sucha
neighbor within hearing of her house,
whose doors and windows are open, and
even Poll Parrot has caught the tune
and delights in screaming and scolding.
until she has been sent into the country
to improve her habits. Children catch
cross tones quicker than parrots. \When
mother sets the example you will scarce-
Iy hear a pleasant word among the
children in their play with each other
Yet the discipline of such a family is
always weak and irregular.  The chil.
dren expect so much scolding before

they do anything they are bid, while |

in many a home, where the low, firm
tone of the mother, or a decided Im;k of
her steady eye is law, they never think
of disobedience, either in or out of her
sight

Oh, mothers, it is worth a great deal
to cultivate that *excellent thing in a
woman,” a low, sweet vowce. 1 you are
ever so much tired by the mischievous
or wilful pranks of the little ones, speak
lowe. 1t will be a great help to you to
even try to be patient and cheerful, if
you cannot wholly succeed.  Anger

| makes you wretched and your children

also. Impatient, angry tones never did
the heart good, but plenty of evil You
cannot have the excuse for them that
they lighten your burdens ; they make
them only ten times heavier. For your
own well as your children’s
sake, learn to speak low. They will re-

sake as

| member that tone when your head is

If we cach would look at

under the willows  So, too, would they
remember a harsh and angry

Which legacy will you leave to your

voice

| children? —Kindergarten Magazine

THE WILL OF GOD.

I Worsntr Thee, sweet Will of God !
And all Thy ways adore,

And every day 1 live, would learn

| T'o love Thee more and more,

Thou wert the end, the blessed rule
Of Jesu's toils and tears

I'hou wert the passion of His heart
Those three-and-thirty years,

And He hath breathed into my sounl
A special love of Thee,

A love to lose myv will in His,
And by that loss be free

When obstacles and tials seem
Like prison-walls to be,

1 do the little Tean do
And leave the rest to Thee,

Man's weakness waiting npon God,
Its end can never miss,

For menon carth no work can do
More angel-like than this

He always wins who sides with God,
To him no chance is lost;

God's Will is swectest to him, when
It triumphs at his cost,

111 that He blesses is our good,
And unblest good is ill:
And allis right that seems most wrong,
1fit be his sweet Will!
~Sclected,

Tue condition of arriving at Truth is
not severe habits of investigation, but
innocence of life and humbleness of
heart. Truth is felt, not reasoned out.
and if there be any truths which are
only appreciable by the acute under-
standing, we may be sure at once that
these do not constitute the soul's life,
nor error in these the soul's death,—F.
| W. Robertson.




THE WAYWORN FARMER'S
WIFE
U with the birds in the carly morning
The dewdrop glows like a precious gon .
Beautiful tints in the skics are dawning,
Bui she’s never a moment to look at them,
The men are wanting their breakfast ey
She must notlinger, she must not wait,
For words that are sharp and looks that are
sarly
Are what the men
late,

ive when the meals e

Oh, glorious colours the elonds are trning,
If she would but look over hills and trees
But here are the dish
ing
Those things must always vield to these,
The world is filled with the wine of beanty,
If she could but panse and drink it in
But pleasure, she savs, must wait for duty
Neglected work is committed sin

soand here is the chum

The day grows hot, and her hands grow weary
Oh, for an hour to cool her head,
Out with the birds and winds go cheery !
But she must get
bread.
The busy men in the hay teld working,
If they saw her sitting with idle bond,
Would think her lazy, and call hey shirking,
And she never could make themunderstand,

dinner, and niake her

They donot know that the heart within hey
Hungers for beanty and things sublinge A

They only know that they want their dinny
Plenty of it, and just “on time, "

And after the sweeping, churning, and bakin “,
And dinner dishes are all put by,

She sits and sews, though her head i aching,
Tin

time for and **chores”

supper draw
nigh.
Her boys at school must look like others,
She says, as she paches their frocks and

hose,
For the world is quick to censure mothers
For the least neglect of their children's
clothes,
Her husband comes from the tield of labour,
He gives no praise to his weary wife,
She's done no more than has her neighbom

Tis the lot of all in country life.

But after the strife and weary tustle

When life is done, and she lies at rest,
The nation’s brain and heart and muscle

Her sonsand danghters —shall call her blest,
And 1 think the sweetest joy of heaven,

The rvarest bliss of eternal life,
And the fairest crown of all, will be given

Unto the wayworn farmer's wife,

Selected

Wops and Bitfs' Corner.

IN order to encourage thoughtful
reading and observation among young
people, it is intended to offer prizes for
the best work done on subjects an-
nounced by Pakisu axn Howe from
time to time through the year

The conditions of competition will be |

as follows :

| .
reach over his shoulder,

PARISH AND HOME.

(1) Competitors must be under si

teen years of age,

2 Must be bona tide scholars in

Sunday school of a parish in
whichat least twenty five « opies
of Pakisi axp Hove are taken,

(3). Must send in at each competition

certihicates from their clergymen
as to ageand Sunday school at
tendance,

(4). Must perform the work withont

the aid of others,

In accordance with these conditions
short essays, of not more than 1 500
words are asked for, which must reqch
the editor before February 15th, 15,1,

The subjects and prizes offered, are as
follows

1.—Biblical, ** The Boy Samuel,’

Prize-=S8t,  Nicholas for
)l'fll'

2 -General, " Why birds and their

nests should be protected.”

Boy's Own or

Oien for one yes

one

Prize Girl's

ar
to be addressed
Tue Evtrok Parisy axn Howm

sS Bay Street, Toroato, Canada,

lissays, etc

LITTLE THINGS
I cansor do great things tor Him,
Who did so much tor me,
But T would like to show my love,
Dear Jests, unto thee

Faithtul in every littde thing,
O Saviour, may I be!

Fhere are small crosses I may take,
Sinall burdens 1 may bear,

Small
Stadl sorrows 1 may share ;
And hittle bits ot work for Thee,

Finay do everywher

wers ol faith and deeds of love,

And so 1 ask Thee, give ine grace,
My hitde place to nll,

That nay ever walk with Thee,
And ever do Thy will

And incach duty great or simall,

May | be fathial still - Ohsorior

AN ANCIENT SCHOOLMAST R

Ix the buried city of Pompeii which
is being gradually uncovered are found
shop signs, which are so common a
feature of our streets.  Among these is
Perhaps some
boy will say “Oh, I am sure it must be
some hard Latin words.”  Not at all,
my boy. There are no words in this
sign. The sign consists of a pic-
ture, and the picture is that of a boy
hoisted on the shoulders of another
boy. This boy holds the arms which
Another boy

a schoolmaster's sign

I

holds the teet of the victim, and the
master who stands by is applying the
birch to the boy's bare back. So in the
ol Koman days the schoolmaster was
so proud of his logging that he made it
the sign of his business Happily it is
not sonow. We have learned that love
is stronger than brute force. No doubt
seme boys must be flogged at times,
but the teacher who does not love much
will not teach much,

ROBBIE'S FAITH

By Jeas Lavoos. (From Babyhood).
GRANDMA on going out to find her
little chickens one afternoon, was sur-
prised to find five of them stretched out
cold and dead What have
caused their death 2 On examining
them more closely she found they had
heen cut to pieces in various ways,

could

some of them being split open and
others with the legs and wings hacked
oft It was clear they had been killed
purposely.

Could it have been her dear little
grandson, Kobbie > She quickly called
him, and he answered from the next
yard: “Here lam g'an'ma ™ ~Come
over, I want to speak to you,” she said
Crawling through an opening in the
fence came three-year-old Robbie —a
fair-haired, blue-eyed child, with a face
which showed a great deal of character
for such an infant,

" Robbie," said grandma, *did yon
Kill my poor little chickens '

Yes g'an'ma, Icutted ‘em open,”

* Oh what a naughty, naughty boy !
But why did you do it 2"

* Why, g'an'ma, I only wanted to see
how they were made, but [ ain't a
naughty boy ; what makes you call me
that 2"

“Don't you know Robbie,” said
grandma, * that it is very wicked to kill
anything 2 Only z¢ry naughty boys do
such things "

“But, g'an'ma, I saw g'an’pakill two
chickens yesterday ; he cutted their
heads off with a hatchet, and they were
big ones, too. Ain't it worser to kill big
ones than ‘ittle ones, and is g'an'pa a
naughty boy ?"

" But, my dear little boy, grandpa
killed those fowls for us to eat, while
the little chicks you have killed will
never do any one a bit of good, and the
poor mother-hen will feel very badly
indeed to lose so many of her little
ones."

Grandma said this because she felt
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it would be difficult for her to ex-
plain to Robbie why killing chickens to
eat was not sinful, while killing them
“to find out how they were made”
was,

The child thought earnestly for a few
moments, then, looking up gleefully, he
said:  “ G'an'ma, didn't God make
everything ¢

““Yes, dear,” said she.

“ Even "ittle chickies, g'an'ma ?"

“By Him was everything made !’
quoted grandma, trying to fortify her-
self against Rob's logic,

« Well then, g'an'ma, can't we just
ask Him to make these ‘ittle chickies
over again ? 1f He made 'em once He
can make "em again, and I fink it would
be easier to make 'em out of dead
chickies than out of eggs, as you told
me the other day.”

Just then Robbie’s mamma called him
to supper, and grandma gladly hastened
his going.

About two hours afterward she went
into her son's house and found the little
boy in his nightgown ready to 'say his
prayers. Immediately on seeing her he
shouted joyously : “Oh! here's g'an'ma,
mamma; can't she hear me say my
payers ? 1 have a 'ticular reason.”

Mamma smilingly assented, he said
his usual prayers, ** Now I lay me" and
¢ God bless g'an’pa and g'an'ma, and
papa and mamma, and "ittle sister and
Robbie,” then in an undertone so that
onlygrandmaand God could hear: “‘and
don't let him cver be a naughty boy
again, and p'ease, God, make the ‘ittle
chickies get alive again, for Jesus' sake
Now g'an'ma,” said he, springing to his
feet, * it'll be all wight now, won't it "

*Yes, darling,” she said, touched by
his childish faith,

Next morning Rob, who was an early
riser for so small a boy, rushed in while
grandma was washing the breakfast
dishes, shouting : *Oh! g'an’'ma, g'an-
'ma, God's sent 'em already. There are
five 'ittle ones, just like 'em I killed out
there. Didn't he make 'em quick,
though?"

Sure enough, grandma found just that
number of newly arrived chicks in the
coop, so she thinks Rob has reason to
say his prayer hasbeen answered ; never-
theless, she cautioned him against try-
ing to find out how any more are made,
lest God should think he meant to be
naughty, and might not
chickens over for him,

Robbie nodded his head in a solemn

make the

| Parisn axp Home will help in this way
to make a bright Christmas for others ? '
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way, adding sagely : *'Sides, g'an'ma,
I know how they're made now, so it
won't be nessary.”

A NOVEL CHRISTMAS PARTY. |
“A" wriTES thus to Babyhood. ' Last
winter the writer had the pleasure of
participating in quite a novel and very
successful experiment in Christmas
charity on the part of the little ones. |
Several ladies told all thelittle folks
they knew that there were ever so
many children who liked Christmas just
as well as they did, but who were not
likely to have any presents at all,unless |
the little folks helped to get them some,
So they were asked to bring toys,
picture books, clothes, cake, candy,
fruit, money or anything else that
would please children, to Miss A's,
As many as wished were to meet there
one afternoon each week to make pic-
ture scrap books, dress dolls, or trim
with bright paper the twenty market
baskets in which the presents were to
besent. The boys, who could print
well, prepared large labels on brown
paper in ornamental letters *Merry
Christmas, from Santa Claus," and the
younger ones colored them with
crayons, The larger boys cut up two
Christmas trees into twenty little ones
each about a foot high, and stepped
eachtree firmly in a small block of |
wood, The girls adorned them with
strings of pop corn and tinsel, and |
three or four little candles apiece, |
bought with money contributed by
friends of the children. During this |
time the ladies, assisted by suggestions
from the children, prepared a list of
twenty poor families, with the names
and ages of all the children in each
On the afternoon before Christmas a
big farm sleigh was borrowed, and also
the sleighs of some friends, and into
these the children and the baskets |
of presents were packed, each basket
surmounted by its tiny tree. Each
driver was furnished with a list of the
places where his load of baskets was to
be delivered, and the children took
turns in carrying them to the doors,
The whole was a brilliant success
which will long be remembered by the
participants, and perhaps the most
treasured article in every basket was
the tiny tree, giving an air of true
Christmas festivity to the whole,”
How many of the young readers of

| duction.  Pe

| binding.
This is a book you ought to have in your home,

rtisements.
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'I‘Hk CHURCH SUNDAY SCHOOL
LESSON LEAFLETS. These Lesson
Leaflets are used by nearly all the Protestant
and Evangelical Sunday schools in every
diocese in Canada, They are also used in very
many of the largest Sunday schools in nearly
every State of the American Union, Their
success has been unprecedented. They contain
a larger amount of useful matter than any other
Church Sunday School publication, Only 8
cents per annuin, A scparate leaflet for every
Sunday in the year. Send for samples. Address
Tue ). E. Bryant Comeany (Ltd.), 58 Bay
Street, Toronto,

THE CHURCH SUNDAY SCHOOL

LESSON HELPS. These “Helps" are
for teachers and advanced classes of pupils.
They are explanatory of the ** Lesson Leaflets,”
and like the leaflets, they are based on the Inter-
national scheme of Sunday School lessons.
Only 12} _cents per_annum, They are the
cheapest Teacher's Helps published. Every
Sunday School should subscribe for enough of
copies to supply one to l'\'l'l‘g teacher in the
school. Address Tue_J. E. BRyant Company
(Ltd.), s8 Bay Street, Toronto,

These **Cards "™

nded for little ¢ ren, They contain
so much of the § y School Lesson as
should be counitted to memory. They are
printed on Bristol boarc diu’(':rent colored
are very atira Young children
Give them a trial.  Only 10 cems
per annum, A separate card for every Sunday
in the year. Address Tur ). E. Brvant CoM-
rany (Ltd.), 58 Bay Street, Toronto.

'I‘III'Z PROTESTANTISM OF THE PRAYER

BOOK. Thisis an imc{nuam new work b‘y
the Rev. Dyson Hague, M.A,, of St. Paul’s
church, Halifax, and lately of St. Paul's church,
Brockville, Itis a book which every Protestant

| Churchman should first read and then hand to

his neighbor to read.  The editor of The Evan-
gelical Churchman says: *We heartily and
carnestly recommend’ it to our readers, and

| urge upon them at once to procure a copy and
| read it for themselves ” Itis a handsome book,

well printed and beauntifully bound.  Sent to any
address, post paid, on receipt of the price, 81.00.
Address Tue J. E. Brvant Comprany (Ltd.)
Publishers, s8 Bay Street, Toronto,

: IMPERIAL BIBLE
This is the best Bible Dictionary for the use
d devout students of the Bible

y school teachers and others),
that is published,  Commended and endorsed
by the Right Rev. J. C. RvLg, D.D., Lord
Bishop of Liverpool, who furnishes an Intro-
nally recommended by )
Sheraton, the learned Principal of Wiycliffe
College.  We cannot further describe the work
here,  Send to us for full description, Address
Tue ). E. BRyaNT Company, (Ltd.), Publishers,
Toronto.

DICTIONARY,

T'HE CONCISE IMPERIAL DICTIONARY.

Taking it all inall, this is the best dictionary
of the Enghish language published. The best,be-
cause the most convenientand most authentic,
Itis now the standard authority of the educa-
tion departments in nearly every Province of
Canada.  Only #3.2¢ or 24.50, according to
Send to us for descriptive circulars.

The Rev. Prol. Clark, of Trinity University,
Toronto, says: * The best English dictionary in
one volume which exists." Address The ). E.
Brvant Comrany (Ltd.), Publishers, Toronto,

S‘TANDARD WORKS. We publisha number
») of other Standard Works which we should
like to bring under the notice of the readers of
Parisn anp Home, Wecannot describe them
fully here,  Kindly send tu us for full descrip-
tive circulars, Address Tk J. E. Brvant
Cowmpany (Ltd.), Publishers, Toronto.




