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Aeariedness- grant that my keart may bc uhole
*ith Thee,

PonUar SunnÂ.-The Sacrament of the
Lord's Supper was called by the early Chris-
tians " the peifecting Service," implying t. at
it was the higbest means of grace, to be used
by those who were striving to attain to full

Srowth. Ail truc life is progressive. The
briatian i ene who ia eontinually looking for-

ward-pressing toward the mark-taking no
low aim-following Christ.-Lord Jsua. bid me
follow Thee -speak the word of power to me.

FOUaT MONDaT.-Are we growing holier?
-if not, why not? Whose tant is it ? Clearly
onr own. God does not fail in Hie promise to
give the Holy Spirit tothem that ask Him. We
have failed to yield ourselves to God to work
in us. Who i there who does not feel that man
bas the awful power of resisting, if he will, di-
vine grace-grieving the Holy Spirit of God ?
-Make me willing, O God, in the day of TAy
powoer.

FouT TuzsDAY.-It will never do for us
to be trying to serve God a little and the world
a little too. Singleness of heart is muach to bu
prayed for, much to be sought for. God wants
the love of our hearts. Oh that we might be
so filled with a desire to please God, that He
might become the contre of ail our thoughts,
and all our enorgies-the very contre of our
being.-Deliver me, good Lord, from al double-
mindedness.

FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
THE SACRIFICE OFTHE WILL.

Laid on Thine altar, O ny Lord divine,
Accept my will this day, for Jesus' sake;
i have no juwols to adorn Thy brine,
Nor any world.proud sacrifice to make;
But bore I bring, within my trembling band,
This wilIl of mine-a thing that seemeth smail,
And Thou alone, O God, ca-nst understand
How, when I yield Thee this, r yield mine al 
Hidden therein, Thy searching gaze can sec
Strugglesof pas-ion, visions of delight,
Ali that I love, and am, and fain would be,
Deep luveS, fond hopes, and longings infinite,
It hath been wet with tars and dimmed with

sighs,
Clinched in my grasp, 'tilt beauty bath it none;
Now, from Thy footutool where it vanquishod

lies,
The prayer ascendeth, I May Thy will be

done."
Take it, O Father, ore my courage fail,
And merge it so lu Thine own wi(i, that c'en
If, in some deaperate hour, my cries prevail,
And Thou give back my will, it may bave been
So changed, so purified, so fair bave grown,
So one with Thee, so filled with pouce divine,
I may not seu uer know it as my own,
But gaining back my wili may find it Thine.

-The North Bast.

GRANNY'S JUBILEE.

[FaoX TRI QuIvua].

(Continued.)

"la Grandfather angry with anyona, Jane ?"
she questioned of the good-natured servant,
while Granny went to don her hood and shawl
before going ont to foed the two motherles
lambe in the shed, whither ber little grand-
daughter always accompanied ber.

"&y, Miss Nance, he's always angry with
--- " The woman paused, and wiped up a
late or two in silence.
" Yea-who, Jane, who is he angry with ?"

was the eager question.
"Not with yon."

" Yen-but who? Don't tese, Jane." The
child's band wae laid on her arm.

"Well, you know the turned picture up atop
the front stairs, in the dark corner ?,

" Yes, my Uncle Jack's; but ho isn't angry
with him. he's only vexed. The father in the
Bible wasn't angry with his son who went
away, same"-Grandfather himself came dan-
gerouely noar the back door, so bie little grand-
daughter lowered her voice to a whisper-
" same as Grandfather-he mustn't heur, 'cause
iL hurts him.".

"WelU, I calts it angry, and I pities poor
mistress, I do. -Now, that's a work for you,
Miss Nance. to pray for

" Now, Nance, come." Here was gentle-eyed.
Mrs. Manly, in hood and shawl. and Nance
skipped away at her aide till the shed was
reached.

" We haven't named them, Granny," said she,
as she stroked the gentle creatures, while Mrs.
Manly held the feeder to their months.

"No, dear-what shall we cali them ?" re-
plied Granny.

" Nance and Jack-that's for mamma and
Uncle Jack. Granny, why is Grandfather
angry with Uncle Jack ?'

"l Hmb, dear"-Grandfather ws passinz; he
semed everywhere to day, his granddaughter
thought, " [le isn't crow ; he's vexed," said
Granny under her broath,

"lI your jubilee th..t you want abaut him Y"
"Yes,-child, 't is; Granny trembled as bhe

Raid kt.
aWhy don't you pray for iL ?" lisped Nance,

thinking of what Jaco had said.
I have-these teu years.'

"Ton years?-tha -i ihree ye.r h·oe 1 was
born-whata long timl G.'anny shal I p'ay
too? asked the prattier, after a silence.

"lYes, doear, il yen liko;" but Grauny'si
thoughtsascened wool-gathering.

" Piaying always gets things, Granny." Â
happy thought seemed to strike the little
maiden. " Yo and me pray together, becanse
don't you know what the Bible says ?-' If two
of yon shal agree on earth, as touching any-
thing that thcy shall ask, it shall bu done for
thorn of My Father which i ln heaven"-that
was my text for Sunday. And, Granny,"
Nance drow Mrs. Manly's head down, " Ithink
l'il ask Grandfather to pray ; you know the end
of the text, ' Where two or three are gathered
together, in My Name, there am I in the midst
of them.' I think three would be botter than
two'. sho whispered into ber car.

" Oh I Nance, he'd be cross," said affrighted
Granny. " But come, dear, the lambs have had
their fill."

"Goodbye, Jack and Nance." The child
put ber daisy face to both dumb creatures, and
kissed them ; thon she and Granny returred to
the house and thoir afternoon needlework, ait-
ting in the clean, comfortable kitchen, where
the log fire craokled and burut, and the kettle
soon sang for tes.

A very preocupied little maiden was Nance
that afternoon; ber needie did not keep time
with her thoughta, so fast did they race through
ber bnsy brain; and, ere they had nearly done
coming and going, it was tea-time, and Grand-
father eoming in for his share of the pleasant
meal. Wheu it was over, and the sunshine
waxing rosy and red, Nance climbed up the
front staira, to sit on the topmost step to think.
What if praying should bring Granny's jubilee
-hers, and Granny's, and Grandfather's pray-
ing? She half abrank from asking Grand-
father, because Granny thought ho would be
cross; but, no, he would not be cross with her.
She could ask Jane to b the third, only it
would be nicer for Grandfather to be the one;
because Granny's jubilee would b Grandfather'n
jubilee, thought the wise little reasoner Se far
nad she gone in lier cogitations, when Grand-
father himself came tramping through the hall
below. Nothing like striking while the iron
is hot.

'"Giandfatherl Grandfather 1" piped she, in
her ahrill treble, from above.

" Ah! little woman, are yon up there ?" said
he, smiling up at ber.

" Ye, Grandfather. You come up, too; I
want to ak you something."

" How would it bu if you came down to
me?"

"No, Grandfather, 'ts something very par-
tieular; I want to tell you up here;" and oh-
edient Grandiather mounted up.

"Now Bit by me, Grandfather; I want to lay
my head in your lap."

" What a queer little pues it is t" quoth he,
but ho sut down-he loved ber so ; and down
went the flnffy little hoad into his lap.

' Grandfather, I want you to pray for some-
thing-you, and 1, and Granny."

" And what's that ?" inquired Grandfather,
as if ho more than half guessed.

' For _Granny's jabileo;" the ready little
tongue seldorn faltered.

" Child, did Granny tel) yon toask for this ?"
There was a sternness creeping into Abel
Manly's voice.

" No I oh, no 1 Granny said you'd bu cross,
and I said you wouldn't, and yon'ro not cross,

-are you? " her daisy face was raised to scan
that of the other.

"No, not jast that; but l ean-t doit, Nance."
" Oh 1 Grandfather, you can-everybody ean

pray-yo man yon won't."
"Well, perhaps won't ils the right word."
" But you wilI, Grandfath er, you will; 'cause

I want it, and Granny wants it, and-and I
think someone else wants it."

"Someone else-what -who V"
"Don't you know?-he who said, 'I will

arise and go to my father.' He must have
waated a jabilee. 'Every man unto his pos-
session, overy man unto his family.' How the
echoes caught the silvery words, and tossed
them about over the wide landing, where was
that turned picture, with the ýair boyish face
hidden.

"IHow dare you, Nance how dare yon "
Grandfather put her from him, and rose: snch
a giant ho looked, up there among the gather-
ing shadows.

" Oh I Grandfather, yon're cross-cross witb
me /"-with a pathetie little plaint over that
last word. " I will ask Jane." Nance leant
ber pretty face om the stair, and sobbed.

"Ask who you like, Nance; I can't do iL."
"Oh i Grandfather, yon «a n't," came like a

wail between her sobe.
To this Abel retur. ed no answer, but walked

away down the stairs, and ont among the Lent-
ilies dancing in the light of the dying day,

a lark stili high in the heavens singing of a
bright tomorrow.

Nance did not cry long, but stole down from
the high perch to the back kitchen, where Jane
was jast righting up for the day, as she told ber
watching ber a moment ere she broached ber
request.

" Jane, will yon pray for something along
with me and Granny ?"

" Deed, I will, Miss Nance ; what is it I must
pray for?"

"I want you to pray for Granny's jubilee."
" Granny's jubiloo bless the child, 't isn't

Granny's jubilce as is coming, but the Queen's."
" Yes, bat Granny wants a jubilee ail to lier-

self-' Every man to his possession, every man
to his family,' same as he who rose and came
to bis father," explained the little one.

" Yes I know, Miss Nance ; she's wanted
that for many a day."

" Yes, for ton years," said Nance. " And
now I'm going to pray too, for two are botter
than one, and three are botter still, Jesus says.
If you'd time I'd read to yon in my Bible al
about it, and about Granny's jubilee too."

"I've time, Nies Nance, for I've done.
So away skipped Nance for her Bible as brisk-

ly as if she had not sobbed on the stairs so
short a time before. Kneeling on the firelit

t .-


