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THE RESURRECTION.
By Rev. W. J. Clark, London Ont.
But Mary, v. 11. The others had gone.
She remained. She loved mudh. Avd
wherefore! Because so much had been

blessing: much love, is God's expectation
of us; and perhaps it is one of our shiei-
est sinse that fe have so short a mem-
ory of the blessi and such vograveiw
hearts. The Ubristian poet was in 1o
rapture, but speaking

soberness, when he exclaimed—

“Were the whole realm of pature mioe,

That ‘vere a present for too smedl;
Love sc amazing, so divine,

Demands my soul, my hfe, my al.”

She seeth two angels, v. 12.

“Flitting, flitting, ever near thee,
Sitting, sitting by thy side,
Like you shadow all unweary,

Angel beings guard and guide.
We may not see them with the wﬂwayd
eye; but how meny m arvellous things in
God’s universe, yea, and all about us,
there are, whiih we do not see. But
mqmmnelbcb-mmmdpow-
erful. What is an angel, but a messen-
ger of God? And God dues not send the
feble and the empty handed on His er-
rands of love. No! not prayer to uthe
angels, but prayer that God would senud
His angels (Matt. 26:53) to our help
and comtort,

They have taken away my Lond, v. 13.
This is something thut ¢ annot be done.
learned scoolars talk of the “Christian
consicousness.”  Paul, with John the
geatest of all scholurs i the thiugs of
God, puts it in these simple words: 1
krow waom 1 have believed.” (2 1im.
1102) It is am unatswerable arguaient.
N attack upon Christ’s claims can shake
you confidence in Him, vo scorn of His
aathority can dismay you, if you have
the simple child's hold of Him in faith
and love, that appropriates Him as your
own,

Mary Rabboni, v. 16.—Love needs few
words; or, vather, is it not, that, with
the mflow into them of love, words ex-
pand to richer, fuiler meanings?  The
whole of a Saviour's compassion and ten-
derness wus in His word; and in Muary's,
the whole of a loving disdiple's rever-
ence and joy. His one word wet her hearc
at rest; and it may be that when we meet
Him yonder, a single word from His gra-
cious lips will be suffiient to clear away
all the mists that have arisen, and to
make us forever blissful in His presznce.
nd will not He alwo, perfectly under-
stand our broken cry of adoration, as we
tehold Him in the glory? All heaven »
but an expansion of, “My Master.”

My Father, and your Father..my God,
and your God, v. 17. The glistening moun-
tain peak, and the glittering dew drop
twembling on the tip of the tiny flower at
its foot, both rec eievohrdiu emfwypvbg
its foot, both receive their light from the
same sun. His beams pour down iupar
tally upon each. “My beloved Son,’
says the heavenly Father, of our Releem-
er. “Now are we the eons of God,” lle
permits the humblest of the redeemed to
exdaim. Oh, the comfort of it, in the
face of the dark unknown, on whose edge
we-all stand ever, and into whose depths

"

8. 8. Losson, June 4, 105—John 20 11-
23, Commit to memory ve. 10-21. Read
ehs, 20, 21, Golden Text—But now s
Christ risen frim the dead, and become
the fie'fruits of them that slept.—1 Corln-
tolans 16:20.

we ot any moment be called upon to
)wk_{h.v we not trust Him to bring
us, a8 He did ovr Elder Brother, through
the darkness i .0 the glorious Jight?
Mary Mg .alene came and told, v. 18.
Was not {iis most natural act « “P4'ing
of the great commiesion, “G h
Witnessing for Christ is some e
can bardly help doing: good new st
tells iteelf. At the same time, i he

wraph

“travellers” on the road than ever. Bus-
ness men know that it is the personal
touch that tells. The messenger with
the messuge is Uhrist's own way—and it
will ever be the most effective of all
ways—of buinging the gospel into men’s

come! It would vecall His eoming to

them upon the raging waves. It would

bring back the gentle accents of the up-

mmm—“w oot your heart be trou-
And

est

w

wisest words, to convince the unbelieving
worid that this Lord and Master of theirs
‘was indeed the Suviour of men. The glad-
some preacher or teacher has already won
half the battle with the careless or ob-
stinate, for gladness is like the breath of
spring on the frozen ground. It opens it
to the sowing of the seed and the spring-
ing of the grain, all which, of course, mast
come before the reaping of the harvest.
Well knew he the secret of power, who
said, “Rejoice in the Lord alway.”

PRAYER.
God, by whose breath supernal
My fiwe of life doth burn!
Great God, to whose eternal
Bssence | must return,

Thou silence, strong, unbroken,
In whidh my voice must drown,

Bestow on me some token,
Before time drags me down.

Grant me some wxign, or proving
That 1 have grown to be,

In duing, or in loving,
A soul more fit for Thee.

Fair in the heavenly city
The happy spirits dhine.
Ab, Christ! Thy gentle pity

1s all 1 ask for mine;

Is all 1 ask or offer,
Blind with the starting tears
Notling have 1 to proffer
From all my surging years:

From yesterday or mo 3
This only did 1 win—
Comort—1 svid—my sorrow!
But now frogive my sin!
—Blizabeth Stuart Phelps.
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A PREACHER'S MOTHER.

My mothe:’s habit was every day im-
mediately after breakfast, ‘o withdraw
for one hour to her own room, and to
spend that bour in reading the Bible
in meditation and prayer. From that
hour, as from a pure fountain, she drew
the and eweetness which eu-
abled her to fulfil all her duties, and to
remain unrufiled by all the worries and
pettishness which a~ so often the intol-
erable trial of narrow ueighborhoods.
As 1 think of her life, and of all it had
to bear, 1 see the abwolute triumph of
Christian grace in the lovely ideal of a
Christian Jady. 1 never saw her tom-
per disturbed ; 1 never heard her epeak
one word of anger or calumny, or of
idle gosdp ; I never observed In her
any sign of a single sentiment unbe-
coming to a soul which had drunk of
the river of the water of life, snd which
had fed upon the manna in the barcen
wilderness. The world is the better
for the passage of euch souls across ite
surface. They may seem to be forgot-
ten as the drops of rain which fall into
the barr'n sea, but each drop adds to
the volume of refreshing and purifying
waters. “The healing of the world is in
its namelew sainte. A single star

thing, but @ th 1 Stored Mars
break up the night and make it beauti-
ful."—F. W. Farrar.

THE MIRROR.

What happens when a person is look-
ing into a shop window where thore is
a mirror. and some one comes up be-
hind—some one he knoww? He does
not look any longer at the hmage ; he
turns to look at the person whose im-
age is reflected. Or, if he sees refiected
on the mirror something very siriking.
he turne and looks at the thing itself.
8o it & always with the persons that
you have to do with. If you become a
mirror of Christ, your friends will de-
teet it in a very few days; tuey will
#ee appearing in you, the mirror, an
image which they know has not boen
originated in you, and they will turn to
look straight at the person that you are
reflecting. * * Now we often in the
Christian life deal with oureelves as if
we were painters and sculptors, not ns
if we were mirrore ; we hammer and
chisel away at ourselves to bring out
some resemblance to Chri-t jn some oar-
ticulars, thinking that we can do it
piecemeal. We might as well try to
feed up our body piecemeal ; we wight
as well try tognake our eye bright with-
out giving ‘our cheek color and our
hands atrengih. The body is a whoie,
and we must feed the whole and nour-
ish the whole if any one part of it is
to be vigorous 8o it ix with characler.

when we count them. Out of (he
termination of the heart the eéyes

ough to keep you glum ; if you wantto
be glad, there's gleam e h

you glad. Say, “Bleas the 0 "!
sonl, and forget not all his benefite.
Better lose count in enumerating your
blewsings than  lore
telling over your troubler, *
ful unto him, and bless his
Maltbie D. Babeock, D.D.
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bition, but it should be the
ner.
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