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"~Massa, doos ye sec do bright side, dis mornin'?"
"No, Nanny," said I, Ilit isn't, so bright as 1 wish it was."'
"Wel massa, 1 ailus sces de bright Bide."

"lYou dot> said 1, Il maybe you havon't, had much trouble?"
IlMaybe flot," sho said ; and thon went on to toll mie, in ber simple, broken

way, of her lifo in Virginia, aof the selling of'lier children ono by one, of' the
auction sale of ber busband, and thon of herself. Sho was alone now in the
cainp, without hav'ing heard froni onc af'lier kindrcd for years.

"Maybe 1 nin't Been no trouble, rnassa'à
"But, Nanny," said I, "lhave you sen the brig,,ht side ail the timie?"
SAllus, massa, allus."
"lll haw did yau do it?"
"Dis is de way, massa. When I sec do gent black cloud corn' over"-

and she waved lier dark hand inside the tent, as though c might ho settling
down there; "an' 'pears like its comin' crushin' down on mie, don 1 jist whip"S
aroun' on de ador side, an' I find de Lord Jesus dur; an' don it's ail bright
an' cl'ar. De brig-ht side's ailus whar Jesus is, massa."ý

"#Weil Nanny," aaid 1, "If you can do that, 1 think I ought ta!"
"'Pears like you ought ta, massa, an' yoan's a preacbor aof do Word of' Jesus."

She went away. 1 turned myseif an my blanket and said in my heart,
"' 1The Lord is my Shepherd.' It is ail right and well. Now, couie fcvcr
or hoalth, corne doath or lifo, corne buriai on the Yazzo Bluff or in the ciîurch-
yard at homne,-' the Lord is îny Shepherd.' "

'With this swect pence of' rest, God's care and love becamue very precious ta
nie. I felu asleep. Whoen I awoke I was in a perspiration ; my fever was
broken. IlOld Nanny's" faîth liad mado nie whole.-Slecttd.

AFFECTINGOi AND TRUIE STORY.
A littie girl in a ihrnily of ruy acquaititance-a lovely and precious child-

iost lier mother at au age too early to fix the lovod féoatures in lier reiiu-
brance. She was beautiful; and as the bud of ber heart unfoided, it serned
as if' won by thiat mother's prayors to turn instinctivoly heavenward.

The swoet, consciontious nue prayer-loving, child was the idol aof thc bo-
reavod fat-nily. But sho fadod away early. Slhe wouid lie upun the lap of a
friend who took a inother's kind cure of ber, and, winding one wasted am
about lier nock, would say, IlNow tell me about inaruma 1" And when the
ai't-toid tale had beon repeated, she would say, softly-"i take nie inta the par-
lour; I want to 110 rny maturna.>' The request wais nover ref'usod; and the
affectionate sick child wouid lie for hours gazing an hier mother's portrait.
But

"lPale and wu ' she grew, and weakly-
Boaring ail lier pains sa meekly
That ta thein she stili grew dearer
As the trial hour grew flearer.

That hour came at last, and the weeping neighbonrs assembled to Pee the
littie ehild die. The dow aof dath was already on the flower as its life-sun
was goirig down. The littie chest hoaved faintly, spasmodieally.

"lDo you know me, darling " sobbed close in ber our the voice tliat waa
'dearest; but it awoke no answer. Ail ut once a brigbtness, as if fraru the
uppor world, burst over the child's colorloss coatenanco. The eye.lii


