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Oh let flot such a curse he mine; lot it flot bo
Yours !Lot us sowv ourselves. Thus iniy
t hèstory of the wheat.grain teach us, inspio
US: "'Vorily, verily, I eay unto v'ou, except
a corn of wvhoat fai into the ground and die,
it abideth alune, but if it (lie, it bringeth
forth much fruit." Amen.

"'The ntigltt iûfarspent ; lMe day is ai hand"
BY MRnS. 5[ARIET BEECHER STONVE.

My soul vibrated f--r a momient like a harp.
IVas it truce? The nighr, the long nighit of
the world's groping ngony-and b il dosiro-
iti it almrost over? la the day et baud?

Again : "They elial sce the Sou of Man
comiug ini a eloud, with power and groat
glory ? And when these things beglu to
corne to paso, thon lift up your heade for
your redemption draweth nigh."

WVill tliip: really over happen ? Will this
snlid, comimmonplace carth sec it? W~iI
theso skies brigliten and flash ? and Nvill up.
turned faces inu this city ho watching to ée

lm cominz ?
So our snirister preached, and for moments

I feit a thril of reality lu heariug. But, as
!he woldressed crowd pas.Red down the aisle,
my neighbor,.Mr. Stockston,wh ' spered. to me
not to forget the meeting of bank directors
on Mono2ay ovening, and MUrs. Goldthwaith
poured into rny wifo's ear a charge flot to,
forgot bier party on rhut scay;. aud my wvifo,
as she cime nut, askcd mo if I had ob.,ervodl
the extravagant toilet of «tr8. Pennyman.

«'So aI)su'd." she said, "1when hier incomo
cannot bo hif wvhat our-, is - and 1 nover
think of sending to Paris fur xny tl'ings ; I
shoulit look on it na uirally wrong.»

I spoke of the sermon. îYesu said my
wife, "lr'i-t a sermon-so solonin 1. SO
solemn. W~hat could be more powerful than
Buch discoursos? MLy doar, tg-the by, di'n't
forget to change Mary's opal ring for a dia.
mond one. Dear me!1 the Christmnas pres-
ents were ail SO on My' mmde, and I ivas
thinking of themi ovcry smow and then inl
church ; and that was so ivrong of me 1"

"My dear," said 1, «"sometimos it seeins
to me as if our lifo were unreal. We go to
churcli, and the thinga that we hear there
are oither truc or false. If they are truc,
what things they' are ! For lustace, theso
Advent soi mens. If we are lookiný& lor that
coming. weo ught tu el and livo differently
from what we do!I Do we really beliove
whet we hear in chnrch? Or la it a dreani ?"

'«I do beliere," said my wife, oarncsitly
(she is a good woman, my wife,) "1yes I do
believe,.but it is just as you say. O dear 11
feel as if I am very worldly-I haeaso mach
to tbink of !" and she sigbed.

So did I; for I knew that 1, too, %vas vory
worldly. Af tur a pause I suid, "'Suppose
Christ shotold really corne this Christmas,
and it shonld be authorativoly announced.
that Ho wvonld bo bore to.xnurrow ?"

''.l tbink," said nuy wife, "thiere ivould ho
aomo eumbarrassanent on the part of our great
mon, legislators, and chief counicillors, in
anticipation cl a peraunal interview. Fancy
a meeting of the city Counicil to ar-range a
reception for the Lord Jesus Christ !"

id erhaps," said I, "'Ho would refuse all
offors of the rîch and groat. Ierhava c-.!r
fashinnable churches Nvould pload. for his
presence in vain. Ho %vould notvb's in pale.
ces.""O0 !" said. ny wife oarnestly, "If I
thought our mnoney separated us fromn Him,
I wvould give iL aI1-yep, ait-might I oaly
see Him."

She spoke fromn the hottom, of her.heart,
aud for a moment her face was glorified.

"lYon. ivill see Hiin somecley,"i said I, '"and
the nmoney that we are wvilling to gIleup at
a, word fromn Him wvill not keep HiL irom.
US.',

'IL
That eveaing the thoughits-of my %vaking

hours miriored theniselves lu a dreani.
I seemed to ho out'-%valkiing ini the streets,

and to ho conscious of a stramige, vague sonse
of somnething just declofied, of which ill were
spealiig Ntitb an air of nmystomy.

Thero -%vas a whispering stilluesp around.
Groups of mon standing ut the corners tif the
streots, and discussiug an fimjeading some-
thing with supprea-sed voicom'.

I heard ono eay to anothor, "-Beally cein-
iog ? What? to-mcrroiv ?" And the others
said, "'Yeq, to-mnorrow: on Cbiistmias Day
He -%1111 ho here."

IL was night. Ilhe stars were glittening
dowçn %with a keeti and fresty light ; the shops
glistened in their Chrisamas array ; but the
samne sense of liushed expectancy prevaded
everything Thora soemed to ho flothing
duing ; Mn each -porson Iooked wistfully on
hidj neighhor as if to say, "hkave you heard?"

Suddenly as I walked. an angel form was
with me, gliding softly hy iny side. The
face ivas solemai, serene, and calm. .Ahovo
tho forehead %vas a pale, tremulous, phos-
phoic radiance of lighit, purer than aay on
earth-light of a quality so illrent from.
that of tise street lsmps, that my celostial
attendant seemed to move ia a aphero alone.

Yeti though 1 felt awve, I feit a sort of con-
fiding love as 1 said, "ll, me, la it really
true? l Cbiist coming? %.

idEe le," said the engel. -'To.morrow He
wilbe herz !"

"Whatjoy "' I cried.


