Selections.

he was called away to his rest. But I
curied the lesson to unother pasture,
where ricihly as we ace fed, mine always
seems to be a Benjumin’s portion, for I
have learned the seeret of the profitable
barter, which T would commend to every
Christinn heaver, munely, instant, affee-
tionate, personal intercession for the
minister, in the spirit of faith. When
we are faithful to this, we sit profitably
under the hoaring of divine 1ruth,
humbly confident ot receiving the assuved
answer to our prayers in the portion
which is divided, and will always be
blessed o us."—Messenger.

WHY CARKIE DID XOT EXJOY
WATCH-MEETING.
BY MRS. C. F. WILDER.

“\VELL, Cinvie, how did vou enjoy the
watch-meeting last night 7 asked Mus.
Dearborn of lu-r dan his =1, while at her
embroidery on New Year's afternoon.

“I do not want to pain you, mamma ;
but, to tell the plain truth, T did not
enjoy it very well,” was the girls veply.

“1 am swrprised,” suid her mother.
“1 fely guite certain, after the swerifice
you made to go, that you would be
areatly blessed. Do you know why yon
did not enjoy it? Do tell me all about
iL"

Cavrie thoughtfully gazed from  the
window a long time before veplying.
The snow was falling fast, “like the
seasons upan the life ;" the wind chanted
a mourntul reauicm, and  the moving
branches ereaked an accompaniment ae-
cording with the music; the sun was
behind the clouds, aud the church spives
lookedd cold and dark.  What a dvery
day thought the girl—so much like hife,
cold and cheerless.

* How gloomy it is to-day,” she said at
last, and seeming Lo forzct the previous
conversation.

“ Tt dyes not scem gloomy to me,” was
tho veply. **1 like these days; home
secems so comfortable, and we see how
much we have to make us happy; and
then, when the sunny days come again,
how cvery one  apprecintes tlu-m, and
with cheery voices say, * this is beantiful’
Yes, I really like the gluouq days.  DBnt,
Carrie, you have not told me about the
meeting.  Why didn't you enjoy it1”
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“Weil, in the first place, there was
nobady there.”

“Do you really mean that Brother
Llovnl pw-l(.]:ul to empty pews?”

“Why no; not exactly that; bui only
a few of my particnlar friends woere there,
Nellie, Hattie, Swab, LEla Green, and
Jog, and lots of the others, had gone to
the party, and as soon as | found that
they had gone, T felt “sort of surry that
I had tied to be oud,” and Canie wave
asohiuud a laugh, so curi asly mised le.\t
it was hard to tell which was strongest,
the inugh or the ery.  “ After the ser-
mon an experience meeting and 2 prayer
meeting followed t:] a few minutes of
twelve, when all united in silent prayer
until Llu, town clock struck the uudm"hc
hour—that was solemn and beaifnl.”

“Yes, I know how sweet that hour is,”
said her mother, thoughtfully, * I should
have heen gl to go, bt 1 had my watch-
meeting lu,ro with vonr father, “nd we
emm’ul it very much. Dut were you
unable to enjoy the meeting because your
pariicular friends ¢ were not tlnu(-’l' "

“That was not all the reason,” said
Crurrie, hesitatingly.  Tdon't like to hear
people speak in meeting whose everydiy
life is no better than that of those who
make no profession of religion, especially
if they always tell how mucl: religion
they enjoy. 1 think they must feel about
as Mrs. Campden does when she ¢ enjoys
very poor health? T know that it I
lived as ihey do T should not *enjoy’
much of any thmq. and it always makes
me havea ¢ bad time, as umt ]11-u) SaY'S,
when such people talk in meeting’

M. Dearborn made no u,ph, and the
girl felt the silent rebuke; but it only
"o‘ulvd her on.

“ M. :Su-plxuls said he was very happy
—hallelujuia " (speaking the last word
through her nose, like the brother men-
tlonul and she looked at her mother in
@ dcﬁaut. way, that sdd, you wanted o
hear, and now you shalll) “and he waz
‘on the mount— hillelujah? and, you
know, mother dear, what =« .\hu"v
soul he has; he never gives a ceut for
any thing. 1 ve seen that old cantr thution
box put under his eyes for ten years, and
I never saw him put a cent into it ; he
never gives to the Sabbath School, nor
missionary, nor worn-out preachers, nor
nothin™”, suid Carrie, forgetting her gram-
mar in her cunestuess.  © And he | hives
the chicapest pew ; wud he is worth more




