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vexed nor ashamed to depend on your
husbaid. Let him be your dearest
frieard, your only confidant. Hope
not for constant harz4ny in the mar-
zied state. The bet busands and
wives are those who bear occasionally
from each other sallies of ill-humor
wvith patient niildness. Be obliging,

ithout putting great value on your
favours. Hope not for a full return
of tezderness. Men are tyrants, 'who
would be free themselves and have us
confned. You need not be at the
pains to examne whether their rights
be well founded; it is enough if they
are established. Pray to God to keep
you from jealousy. The gffections
of a husband are never to be gained
by complaints, reproachos, or sullen
behaviour.

GIVING.
"The system of redemption, from

first to last, is one grànd system of
giving. God loved the world, and gave
His only begotten Son to save it from
eternal ruin. The Son loved us, and
lave Himself to death for us. This
giving does not rest at the point of
bounty, but passes on to that of in-
conceivable sacrifice. Every man on
rhose spirit the true light of redemp-
tion breaks fmas himself an heir to an
inheritance of givings which began on
the ove of time, and wil keep ,pace
with the course of eternity. To giv-
inglhe owes his al; ingivinglhe sees
the substantial evidence ho can offer
that ho is a grateful debtor ; and the
self-sacrifice of Hlim in whom he
trusts sayes, far more pathetically than
words can say: 'It is more blessed to
give than to receive.' Christianity
ordains that giving shal be both
beautiful and cheerful It does not
satisfy the demands of our religion
that we give; ne must give much.
•&Ho that sow eth sparingly shall reap
£ao sparingly.' This refers to the
amount of gifts. But Christianity is

not content here; that unsparing
amount must be given with a cheer-
ful heart, 'not grudgingly, or of
necessity; for God loveth the cheerful
giver.'"-TFm. Arthur.

LIGHT AT EVENING TIME.
Perhaps this paper will be laid upon

some sick-bed, to be. read by eyes that
are soon to close on ail earthly scenes.
It may'give cheer to read what God
has done for others ln like hours of
need.

Said Mrs. Hemans, the sweet poet-
ess, "I feel as if I were sitting with
Mary at my Redeemer's feet, hearing
the music of His voice, and learning
of Him to be meek and lowly. No
poetry can express, nor imagination
conceive, the visions of blessedness
that flit across my view, makzing my
waking hours more delightful than
repose from suffering."

Said a blind Hindoo boy, joyfully,
"I see ! Now I have light l I see
Him in His beauty. Teil the mission-
ary that the blind sees. I glory in
Christ."

"Dying," said the Rev. S. Medley,
"lis sweet work, sweet work. Home,
home I" and he'was there.

"Do you flud that gloom in death
that ydu apprehended ?" was asked of
Dr. Henry.

" A sweet falling of the soul on
Jesua. Ah, what mercy t I don't
understand it.'

" Surèly this cannot be death,"
said another. " How wonderfuly is
Ho softening my passage "

"I shel go to my Father this
night," said Lady Huntington.

" O tell them," said another, " that
the Lord does deal familiarly with
nmon."

What could be more comforting
than to feel that God spoke to us as
friend to friend; that He drew near
in our hour of sorest mortal need,
and cheered us t
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