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Let go the Twig.

During the revival in Scotland, a lady
wus awakened, and weîît to a minister and
told him how unhappy she vtas. H1e said
lie was glad to hear it. She was amazed
and hurt, and toid him how she bad read
and praved, and yet could find no pece.
lie told bier it was flot by anything she
could do, but by wbat Christ had done
long ago, and finisbed on the cross she
ou'àd be gaved. Nothing relieved, she

weîît to a reetlv converted find and
said, ' What have'you done to get peace?'
4 ]Jone!' said bier friend, 'I1 have donc no-
thing. It is by what Christ bas donc 1
'have peace with God.' In yet greater dis-
tress she wvent home, shut hierseif in l
room resolving flot to rise frorn bier kinees
until she bnd pence. Long site reinained
W), tili Wvorn1 out, ber poor body feul into a
sIuniber, and she dreaincd site w.-as failing
over a firitfll precipice, but bad caughrlt
a twig by which she hiung, over the guf.-

Oh save me,' slie cried; and a voice frorn
below, which in ber drcamn she knew to be
Christ's, said, ' Let go thfe twig and 1 wiii
F.ave you.' ' Lord save me,' agalin and
agaili she cried, and again and again. the
sanie voice wias returned, ' Let go the twi4,
and I wiIl save you.' Site must, perish,
she thoughit, if she ]et go the twig. At
length. Ie said, in tones inost soliîna and
tender, , 1 cauinot save von, unless vou let
go the twg'She let, it go, fell into thle
Saviouîis arms, aîîd in the joy of fteirg
hierseif safe, awoke. In lier s]eep site
hiad learned the needed lesson. ler own
doings were the twig. She saw she mnust,
let tii8 go, aîid ll down into the arms of
the Redeemer. She did so, and hiad
pence.

i)ear child-you are perbaps a littie girl
or boy at schooi, trying to be good in order
.to get God to love you and Christ to, save
you. ' Let go the tw-ig.'

Iaearn by h eari this hymu, and make the
language of it your own:

' Rock of ages, cleft for mie,
Let me bide myseif in thee,'
Let the water and thte bloodi
From thy wounded side whic flowed,
Be of sin tbe double cure;
Cleanse me from. its guilt and power.

Notbing in my hand I bring,
Simpiy to thy cross 1 ding,
iNaked, corne to tbee for dress,
llcîpless, look to Thee for grace;
(htilty, to the fountain fly;
Wash me, Saviour, or I die?'

'I ar n ot reacty to Die.'

A Younig mother ]av upon bier couch,
uncousclous of the fact that the last thicads
were swiftly pnssiîîg tlirough the web of
]if(., and that its gaudy colorings ancd rich
sccnery were soon to be rolied up and laid
awav, and thiat, in a few brie' hours it would
be said of lier part in life's gay drama, It
is finislted.

1 bad seen bier in beýaltb, wken husband.
nd( littie ones tcnderlv encircled bei', wben
promnise of long life and domestie happi-
iiCs lent enchantmnent to every plan, and
vigour to cvery purpose. 1 lad seen ber
preferringr the festivities of tue balI-room to
quiet borne joys, entrustimîg lier cidren to
the cold care of bireiings, wbiie bier own
attentiont wvas engirossed witli pleasure and
fashioît. I lad seen lier wlien tbe Spirit
was teacliiug lier the vanity of earthly
pie:isur-e,, andl opeîîiîîg before ber dnrkened
mind the reality andl beautv of the heaven-
ly worid; N%,Iien, in bitterness of spirit, she
wept over lier life of folly, but could not
give Up its fascinations: and wvhen callcd
stili more loudly to reflection and deep sor-
iow l)y tue (bath of a favotirite cbild, she
lad resolved to lea(l a new life, and conneet
berself with flic Chtîrcb.

But, alan! bieir fears were like the sha-
dows that flit e-long the plain. 11cr repen-
tance was but the sîîdden grief of chid-
bood, iter pious resolutiotis like footpmints
upon the sand. She failed to outstep the
delusive circies of that whiripool on who:se
merry rounds site liad loved to glide. Sha
licard itot, its rnuffled roaring, sure omen,
of cvii.

i For'a brief year I did mot meet ber.-
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