6 TIE CEDAR CHEST,

Marian, a little bright-eyed, bright-baired, laughing maidon
of eight summers. She wore sunshine always, and wherever
sho atepped came gladness and happiness like the joy that
greets the sun in carly spring. L

All day long her sweet voico was heard singing through
tho house or roaming in the garden, and wherevor it reached
James Niggardly's ears it scemed to wake up somothing of
the old better sclf that Iay sleoping within, Jverybody
loved her, they couldn't help themsclves about that. DBul

her father's devotion was more than love—she was his
idol. And marvellous was the power sho had with him. The
hard, stern, aelfish Jim Niggardly found nothing atronblethat
little Marion asked, and nothing was a sacritice that could
please her, whatever it might be, Why you might have
come upon him amidst ledger and day-book, sitting there at
his oftice desk—he the great James Niggardly, Esquire, with
little Marion at his side making all his !{xusy world stand still,
whilst he bent over the troublesome work of mending her
broken doll. If ever his voice regained its old ring and the
cheeriness of former days, it was as little Marian ran for a
romp. If anything brought back the simple, kindly Jim
Nigaardly that used to be, it was a8 ho yiclded to some request
of hislittle maiden's,

As is so often the case with children who die young, she
was full of an old-fashioned religiousness—very simple, yet
3o constant and so real that it seemed the growth of years,
Does not Heaven mature the spiritual in such, and make
these little ones who are going to join the saints in light, meet
for their inheritance ?

One day when she was not yet four years of age, her father
was lying in a darkened room suffering from some temporary
indisposition. The silence was disturbed by a very gentle
knock at the door, followed at once by the intrusion of a
sunny face and sunuy hair, and alittle voice asked plaintively,
«May I come in?”  And Marian cropt over and sat down
beside the sofa.

“ Paps,” she whispered, ““if it won't hurt you I am come
to read to you.” Quite unable to rcad, she opened a book
sho brought with her, and, as if reading, she repeated with
exquisite simplicity these words that she had learned :—

« And} they brought young children to Jesus that he should
touch them: and His disciplts rebuked those that brought
them. But when Jesus saw it e was much displeased, and
said untn them, Suffer the little children to come unto Me,
and forbid them not : for of such is the kingdom of God.
Verily I' say unto you, whosoever shall not receive the
kingdom' of God as a little child, he shall not enter therein.
And M« took them up in His arms,.and put His hands upon
them, -and blessed them.”

Then she closed the hook and kissed him very gently,
whiispering, ¢ Good-bye, papa ; 1 hope that will de you good.
T Jnave asked Jesus to make you better, and He will, 1 know.”
And she left him in tears,

Little Marian’s love to Jesus was not only an afiection
for Him who bad long ago lived a life of yearning pity, and
who had died for ali men on the cross; nor was it only the
thought of the glorious King who hears and helps us when
we cry unto ITim. It was the devotion of her whole being
to One who was to her a constant Presence and a Personal
Friend. There was not a thought, not a feeling, about any-
thing, that she did not share with Him. Her toys, her
dressee, her opinions of people, all the little incidents that
made up each day of her life, were talked of to Him with a
simplicity and confidence that realised Him as ¢‘the Friend
that sticketh closer than a brother.” The little maiden
Joved Him with all her heart, and could keep nothing from
Him.

With Mistcr Horn she was a great favourite, and many a
visit was paid for an hour's tall in the garden with Marian,
To him perhaps she owed much of the mtense love that she
felt for the Saviour, for he, more than any other, had told
her of Him. Ske had learned bhis favourite text when she
was very little, and all the thoughts and motives of her life
were shaped and colourcd by it.

“Nama,” she often said, “can you tcil how it is that
Jesus should care so much for m-, and love wme! Isn't it
wonderful, Mamma. He gaves Himself for me. 1 do love
him for it, very, vy, very much. Don’t you, Mamma ?”
Sometimes she stood quictly by the window, wrapped in
some deep thought, and then looking up, she would say—
«(), Mamma, I do love Jesus so—I want to give Him cvery-
thiny ; you and papa, and all of us, and Mister Horn, and all

that I've got ; and the sun and the flowers, and overything
there is.  You know He gave Himsolf for me.”

Without any formal resolution on her part, she instinctivel,
camo to look upon all her money as belonging to her deare 't
Friend. It was perhaps the only thing that she lhad
absolutely in her own disposal, and so sho naturally gave 1t
to Him to whom she was so devoted. .\ ioney-box vas the
treasury of her littlo offerings, and of hor posscssions nuothing
was more prized than this. To her mind Jesus was sty
standing watching the gifts that cameinto ths treasury.  Gne
day her father thought the sum too large to be given all at
onco, nud hinted as much. Littlo Marian looked up m
wondor aud said, ‘1 must put it all in, you know, papn, w
clse Jesus won't bo able to look at me with a smile, and say,
¢ She did cast in all that she had,””

N 1" was a pleasant home-like room, where Miss Jerusha and
A Miss Abby Brown sat in tha twilight of & May evommy:
sat 8o quictly, that the click of the knitting-needles wiy
plainly heard.

1t had been o busy, house-cleaning day.  Betty, the maid
of all work, and Miss Abby had finished the attie, and the
““gpare room,” and as usnal the contents of the *‘cedar
chest 7 had been bmngéht down intwo large clothes-baskets
for Miss Jerusha to look over, her lameness preventing her
going up and down stairs.

She had unfolded each garment, shaken it carefu'ly, looked
it over, folded it again, and when all was ready, the baskets
were taken to the attic, and these relies of departed friends
laid again in the chest. It was always a sad duty, and
memory was busy to-night recalling the loved ones whaose
garments she had just handled.

At last she apoke, ¢ Abby, I am thinking what brother
John’s wife will do with the things in the cedar chest, when
we are gone, Of course, we can't expecet her to set as much
store by them as we do, and I've often heard her say, that
she will keep nothing that she does not need, and that woukl
be of use to some one else. 1 had rather give them away
myself, and—and—1I will do it.” The last few words came
slowly and with eflort.

Miss Abby was dumb, not knowing what to say. IMiteen
years younger than her sister, who seemed to regard her asa
chiid, she seldom expressed her opinion, except to assent to
Miss Jerusha.

Now, aftera few maments’ silence, and droppine of wany
stitches, she merely said, ‘“ Yes, sister,” and tried to pick
up her stitches and her thonghts at the sume time. flow
glad she was she dared not say.  Her health allowed her to
mingle more in the busy world than her cister conld do, and
in her visits among the poor she had often thought longingy
of the garments that might keep so many warm. Now that
sister had made up her mind, she knew that the “decree
was unalterable,” and was already planuing the distribution,
when Miss Jerusha continued :

*‘ Betty shall have father's cloak for her father: he is a
good old deotchman, and goes regularly to ‘kirk.” [ wish
he had had it before. Mother's best merino and the kmt
shawl will be just the thing for Deacon Kelsey’s widow, and
her cloak will make a Sunday suit for each of Mrs. Hepburn's
t\lyl'in boys. Brother George's elothes”~~but we will not tell it
all.

“Tet all go,” Mi.s Jerusha said, and Abby of course
responded ‘‘ Yes, sister.”

And they did it, not without trembling hands and voices,
and eyes that were often very misty ; but there were no
regrete, but instead, a blessed consciousness of doing right.

A few days ufter, the elder sister said, 'l am glad 1
decided to give away those clothes, and I den't like to think
of the empty chest. It would make a good cupboard, turnd t
on one end, and two or three shelves put in, for that famly
that were Lurned out last weelk in Elm-court.”

Reador, have you a cedar cheet in your attic ?¥—dAde, «d
uar.

To be a man’s own fool i3 bad enough ; but the vain man i
everybody’s.— IWilliam Dern.

No one can become a Christian of strength and maturiiy
without undergoing severe triale.  What fire is to gold, such
is aflliction to the belicver. It burns up the dross, and
makes gold shine forth with unalloyed lustre,




