
The Hfig7ter Life. 367

that I might corne but within one hundreý- -degrees, of lier place
in glory P)

Sucli a life wvas true and beautifuil. But the radiance'of sucli
a life neyer cheered this world by chance. A sunny patience, a
bright-hearted self-forgetfuiess> a sweet and winhling iiiterest
in the littie things of family intercourse, the divine lustre of a
Christian peace, are not fortuitous -%veeds carelessly floweriixg out
of the life garden. it is the internal wvhicli makzes the external.
it is the force residing in the atoms wvhich. shapes the pyramid.
It is the beautiful soul wvit1iin which forms the crystal of the
beautiful life 'without. There are exquisite sheils 'within the
sea-the sheli of the nautilus, xnany-chambered, sofly-curved,
Pear]-adorned, glowing with ixnprisoned rainbows. -There are
ugly sheils within the sea-rude, dirt-coloured, unsightly clam-
sheils. But the shelis are as the fishes within. So life 'will be
what we inake it -nautilus-sheli or clain-sheli. If ive would
have our life true and beautiful, then we must bc true and beau-
tiful. There is no other secret. HIow ean wve be thus ? There
is a Scripture that answers .the question: "fleliold, I stand at
the door and knock: if any mnan hear xny voice, and open the
door, 1 will corne ini to him, and will ýiup with him, and lie wîth
me"-Dî,. Wayland ffoyt.

Livm,G TESTIMONY.

"TheChristian is the world's. Bible,"Jl said IDr. Christlieb, cland
iuny people wilI read no oth-1. Shal tliey find there, then,
only admonitions and strict ies of ri'glit and wrong, and not
also the riches of consolation, the treasures of gracé? Shall
they see your joy fade out in the day of trial, and the promises
tutui to leaves in the trembling of your hand ? You niay lionour
Christ in the darkness as inwer in the liglit, and sometimes to
die is the greatest work for Jesus that a mnan can do. IDo not
iagaine that no suffering is borne for Christ, save tliat which is
enlded by the ire or the sword. What are these daily thorn-
pricks whici make your life so, sore,? these acrid drops which
coMn dripping down into every cup-privation, l-oneliness, disease,
Ufkindess-mxakinga your life bitter? Let them make your life

Swe.You are ainong thieves, and their blows are xnany; but
the LOrd's oil and wine give instant lielp. Bear ail things for

hlm.Gloirythle L'ord, even in these household fires, which


