
FRIENDLY GREETINGS.

3May woods, but lie did net notice thora; ani it ivas
unlly whe'lî blis feet boganl to, get t4îngled iii the ecepers
or stuxuble ovor fallen legs tliat ail at once it fiashied
,,Pori hin that nizg>ht lind cerne, and Maidie n'as flot
found.

Thon ho pausecd, and a great despair settled doiwn
on bis Jîcart. O1>, could lie leave lis (larliiig alono
ini the blackc darkness of the wood 1 Thoni thoera
rcaclacd lais car a littie sob, and parting the Icavos of
a chinip of dogwood lie saw, oh, God ho praised 1
tiierc, iii the gatlicring 'gloora, bis dariing, bis littie
3-faidlie, knoohlng on the soft green mess, lier little
hands heid up, -palm. te palm, lier tear-staincd face
turned te hier 21alzeî, and lier soft, swcet voice in
brolien sobs praying-

"O0 Dod 1 send faddcr to me twick 1 »
In a moment she wma clasped tiglîtly te bis licart,

the great tears rolling down the ian's; face upen lier
own. Shie ncstied lier littie tired bond iiite bis broad
bosom.

" I c'icd and ced for you, faddcr, and yoll didn't
tuin," she said, looking up wvith glad eyes, aînd trying
te get closer to bis hcart ; "and den I tout I'd ask
fled te, scnd yen twiek, and don you tuxu."

Mien John ]leed ernergced frei the big wood,
wvith littie Maidie sleeping quietly in bis sIieltering
arms, thora came flying 'through' the gatlierin- dusk
the figure of a weman, and, faint, with joy, the little
nliother threxv herself on te bier- husband's arm, lier
earthiy troasures once more lier.owii. And tbat night
the stifrnoss went for ever frei John Reed's kiices,
fer àfaidie had tanglît hira that it -%as neot aiways a
sheer ivaste of time te pray.

OLD COMRADES.
,o-.FOnT is always set over argainst tribulation,
ceor rather it is joined te it liard and fast. Let

the two go tegether; they are old cexurades,
tbey blave been together these six theusand years.
GoI bias jeined tiiexu, they are near ef kmn, they are
ievingiy agred. But for the tribulation, thc con-
solation ceuld nover be. Still, tlîe question arises:
Ifow dees this Divine comfort couie te us?7 For
answer xve xnay say that the ivhoie world is full of
it. The ivbolo economy in iwhichi vo live is bealing.Only cerne iite trouble, and if yoii are a Christian
in your trouble, in that moment you begin te cerne
into consolation.

As Ged caa bring trouble by a tondh, se He can
dispel itby a tenclagain. Ho often gives consolation
by a thoughlt.-one tho-,ght perhaps, which. changes
everything. And best of ail, Ho can draw the tx'oubled
one te Rimself, and wbea consolation bias beeu sougbt
in vain at ail tho stroams, Ho caa give it, deep and
pure and strong-, froni the etomual fountain in HinîseIL
31any a tirno bas God thus talion distressed souls into
1liý owvn pavilion, and sootlîed and comfortcd, and
laid thera te rcst on Ris bosoni, even as a nurse
cherishîothli er cbildren, or as a inother sings her
sobbing clîild te slocp. 4lzax~nder Baliqli.

IT MENS QUt/TE PRO VIDEJVTIAL.
T r' caily seeme quito provi-

dential," said 'Mrs.
Rioberts, as sue finishedl
teiling tlîe stery of lier
liusband's accident; "it

zreaily seoms quite pro-
-vidential, the docter's

happening te go tlîat
'way ; for it' an out-of-

Stho-way place, and niy
hiusband nuight have
ln for heurs, and ne-

body passed by. And
thon, the decter says,
the limb nright nover

have corne together again preperly, besides my poor
mian's taking, bis doath of celd. But nowv, if itwias to
1)a at all, notliing could have happened bette;, for the
doctor hixuseîf passed by in bis carniage in less than a
quarter of an heur, and hoe and bis mnax lifted hian in,
and brouglit him homo, and got hia te bed, and the
poor ieg -%vas set and bound up ail conifortable before
thoere ivas timo for any harm te, cerne. 'Im sure it
secnîs quite providential."

.Mrs. Rloberts soke as if she n'as surprised at any-
tlîing happening providentially. She seemed te.think
tlîat generaliy things corne about by chance; but that,
on this occasion, strange te say, God had been. plcascd
te work. She 'vas net quite sure of it even in thlis,
case, but she aiînost, thought it mnust be se: "lIt realy
scons quite providential," said site,

M1any people are like lier; auJ, people who are
called Christians% tee, and profesa te beliove i God.
If somethin g happons xînexpectedly wbich gets them,
eut of a difficulty, or if somo pressing want is relieved
in a way xvhich ne ene could bave thougît of, they
say it is Ilquite previdential." But thoir vex'y words,
show that they do net think xnest things pW6idential,
or tiîey would net bo se much surprized.

This is quite «%vrong. It is net, ene thing only non'
and thon thàt happons providentiaily: everything
happons -se. For ivhat dees the ivord mna It
refors te the provi 'dence of God. It nîcans that Ha,
foresces, and takes cure, and prevides ; that n i tings
happon accerding te His foroknowledgoe and purposo;
tlîat, thoughl a tlîousand nîcans and instruments niay
be used, yot lie orders ail, and overruleb M1.

Alrnighty God deoes îîot coacern Himself about one
thing, and net about anothor. Ho dees net leave
îîîost tliings te chance., and only non' and thon stop ini
"lquite providential," as Mrs. Roborts socnîed te thinli,
and as niaay othor people seela te thinli. Tlîat n'as
net the only day on which God bad( carcd for John
Roberts, and ordcred things for bis good. If Mrs.
Roberts hîad been botter inforimed, she uîight bave said
about ivhat n'as bappening te bier snd ber liusband
every day, "'It is quito providontial."1

And se may 'vo all say. A watchful oye is over
us continually. A kind and gracions caro is bestowed
on our cencemais. E very day, and every heur, Previ-
donce-that i%, God-is directing our affairs.
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