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A \'OICE IN TiHE T'rILIG.HT.

I 'vas -il tmlg aloîte itt the tiiiglht,
Viî Il -pitit. troubled i înt vexedi,

With thottj.lits duit %vere rnorbiud tl glootîty,
Attld faiti t lht %% aàs am y pui plexed.

Sotute hlonteiy wotk i wns deixtg,
F-r the chld oif tny love untd care,

Soite st itchés haif wecurily sut tittg,
lit the en(Iless îteed of repair.

But tnly thltoghits were about the "butildinig,"
l'le w"orlc 8one day te be tried

Auti rlt:t enly the gehi and the silver,
Atti the precioue stones, shouhi abide.

And renientbering mîmy own poor efforts,
l'le wvîetcIted work I bail douc,

And, even %vlien trying mnost truly.
The mieagre success I liai %von;

-' It is nothing but 'wood, lhay and stubb)le.:",
I sau: ."4it wvihl ail be buraci"-

This useles fruitof te talents
One day te be returuci.

"1Ani I have se ionged to berve flim,
And sometinies I kutoi I bave triei:

But l'nt sure wben He s3ees ,.mc/ building,
He will neyer let it abîde:."

3Just then, as I turited the garniexit,
That no relit should be left bebini,

My eye caughit att odd littie bangle
0f mending and patchwork combinci.

,Ny bcart grewv suddeniy te.àier,
And sottetltig iuindei iny cye-s,

WVitli ote of those sweet tntiliti.,tî'
That sonietinieq iake us- se wise.

Dear citihi! Slie wantcil te lil- ni1e.
1 kncw 't-was tihte-eat lite could do

But oht, -w'itat a, hotcht site lInd tnade il-
The gray n'iisratching thte bUne!

Atti y't-catî yen ttidetstai it!
Witb a tendier stuiile attt a tuair,

Ai a haîif-cetoipassioint c yea ttttîmg,
I fuit site li gr<twn ntit e dear.

Then a sweet veice bri-ke the silence,
Andi the deat Lord %ai te tutu,

*'Art thon tenderer for the littie chili,
Titan I tt tender for thec -

Tien straigbtway I knèwHIiis mcanixîg,
Se full of Compassion and love,

And my failli contes back tn ita Refuge
Like the giad returtîing dove.

For I thouglit, wvheu the &Nrster.Buiiuder
Cones dowii H-is temple to viuw,

To see what rents must be înended
And wvhat nu8t bu builded anew.

>er-haps, as I-le loctis o'cr the build ing,
He %viil bring iny work to the liglit,

And1 sceitg the nmatring and bungling,
tnd( how fqr it ail is front rigltt,

He wvill feel as 1 feit fpir uy darliçg,
Ai nd vill sny, as I said for ber.

''lear chiid !She wantcd to hielp me,
And love for mie wvas the bpur,

''A:i(, for the true love ilint is ini it,
Trhe Nvork shial secin perfect as mine,

And becamze it wvas wviiling serv'ice,
I will crowil it wvithi plaudît. divine.",

.And there in the deepening twiiight
I seemed to be eiasping a baud,

And te feel a great love constrainiDg me,
Stronger than any command.

Then I knew by the thrill of sweetness,
'Twas the hand of the Blessed One,

That wouid tcnderiy guide and bv.d me
Till ail the labor is doue.

So niy thoughts are neyer more gloomy,
My faith no longer is dim,

But my beart is stroug and restful,
Aud mine eyes are unto Hinm
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e<IT IS WELL WITH TRE CHILD."

Il is well with the child," wasa minister's
text, as lie stnodl by the aide of a littie white
caskhet, trying, to speak iverds of cornfort te
crusbied humn bearts. It waq a beautiful
text, very appropriate for the necasin, and
the tuat of Gui spnke Iovingly and tenderiy,
and if words could have carrieci ofort and
consolation to, bleetiing -sotds, then the
friends of the littie chilà ivouid have feit the
heavy buriien lifted, that; was crusbinig themn
te tbe eartli.

l'lie swect chili biad tilici the ol. ]toute
ivitb sufliit for many a day, and the *par-
ents a i~sirsippeil at the shirine ne*trest te

Ihurnan purty thât is founil iii tii bvorld.
But tbe bioly dreain caine te a teriTb~a4k
ening, for-one day-the littie baby tori tvas
brough t te ýtiier a crusbed, aud inangledl
..tbing. A drunken driver liad done the deed,
they said, and. it wa very crueily atîd care-
ieasly done, tee. The voung parents were se
utterly cruslici with grief, that tbey ma
nu in9fliries as te hov the dcci %vas doue-

for they could only weep atid moau over the
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