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FRIENDLY GREETINGS.

4. With good conscience, though very lumbly,
you may feel yourself justified in saying that you
belong to those Jlast mentioned—thoee who call
Hum, Lord, Lord, and who do the things which
He says. You cannot say that you do them pe-
feetly ; you wish you could, but you try sv to
do them, and you daily seck 1Ilis el that you
may.

1f this be so, we give you joy. “The Lord looks
down upun you v ‘th approving luve; you can scarcely
fail to bu a blesstng tu all with whom you lanve to du,
you are on your way to the kingdom, and the Lord
Ilimself will give you
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cear up my room.”  The verso read, * Come, ye
blessed of my Tather.” The mother's hemt fanly
stoold still.  Her own words to hier child, and her
Jiilds question and her reply, flashed through her
mind, and following in quick succession (Lrought to
Lier ranembrance, no doubt, by the Ioly Spirit) came
the many sweet wonds of Seripture, “ A pecalian
treasure unto me”; “The Lord delighteth in thee™;
“ My love, my fair one” ; “My jewels.”

She was well taught in the Bible, but the innet
meaning of such words had neser come to her before,
“ A I omy Tathers ¢ blessed'?” she said; “Tis

¢ delight,’ His ‘treasure,’

there a bright and un-
fading crown.

“The holy to the honest
leadls,
From thence our spirits
rise;
And he that in
statutes treads
Shall meet Thee in the
skies.” S. C.
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MAMMA'S
BLESSED ONE!
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MOTHER was Ducy
with her morn
ing duties whon

Ler youngest child camie

icnuing  towards  her
with a toy. Tripping
dong, with  a  meny

smile on his dimpled
Lee, he was the very

picture  of  wace and
sweelness  that  would

lave won  any heart.
The mother’s soul was
tianapurted with delight.
She opened her ars,
she caught  the little
prattler to her busum,
and lavished upon it
cidearing caresses.

¢the apple of His eye,’
Just what my precious
chill is to me? Oh, I
never have thought of
it; it scems as if 1 conld,
not helieve it.”

The broom and duster
dropped from her hands,
and she fell on her
knees, and all she coulid
do was to weep tears of
penitenve and gratitude
bufure the Father whose
words of ondearment
had never come to her
until that moment, but
wlich she now ventured
tooaceept.  Iow could
sie do otherwise? It
wits not her own worthi-
noss, she well knew, that
made hey so dear to the
Father’s heart, but she
was “in Christ,” “ac-
cepted in the Beloved.”
She scemed to hear her
Saviour saying, “Hethat
loveth Me shall be loved
of My Father”; “X sayv
nwt unto you that I will
pray the Father for you,
for the Father Himself
loveth you because ye

“You little darling?
Mamma’s blessed one!”
she exclaimed.

¢ Blesed -what is Llessed, mansua? What do you
mean 1" artlessly asked the little one.

“You are maming's dvatest ticasure, the ddight of
Lur ¢yes and her hieart,” coplicd the fuid mother, as
aguin and again shic Rissed the aptuined face.

The happy Jild ran off to its play, and the mother
went on with her ditics. These Ied ner to Jier Led-
room, whee she paused for @ moment to take up hee
“Daily Food.”

TN stup to read the verse for the day,” she said to
hersclf.
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The happy child ran off to its play.
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have Joved Me.”

Trom that hour there
Wwas a new meaning in’
life, a new motive for work, a new power in the soul
of this Christian woman. Hex tender affection for her
little one, the darling of her heart, had intcrpreted to
lier the love that encircled her, so pure, so true, so
deep, so high.  She understood now what the apostle:
meant when he prayed that Lis friends might
* comprehend ™ the love *whiddi passeth knowledge.”z
Henceforward she walked in the love of God, and it.
was like a light all about her—above, below, around,
within. She walked “in the Iight,” and had perpetual,

“I shall have something to think about as I | ¢ fellowship ” with the Unscen.



