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becn inost iiarvellously guided in draw-
irig a boiw at a venture; for every word
and every action liad been just wlirnt was
ivanted for lier poor brothier.

1 tell you this becau8e you are publislî-
ing both. WVill you sometirnes pi-ay that
God's especial blessing nay go witli thim?
I should add tliat it was alitost 'a iractle
in another ivay, for 1 liad sucli a cold that
I doubted being able to sing at al; and
yet I believe 1 never sang clearer, and
stronger, and botter. Hoiv good God i.I

Many readers will doubtless join
nie in tlmanking Mr. ]?arlane for
these " side-lights on a saintly
life."j

Tliey brin& Frances Ridley
ilavergal nearer to us, and inake
lier dearer thian she has hithierto
been.

As we read these letters they did
flot sound like "voices froiù the
toib.," but like the loving utter-
ances of a living friend. Thiey
inade us feel lmow real is the " com-

nunion of the sqaints,-" and that
death is but an incident whîch can
only partially interrupt it.

After readingr sueli letters, and
coming into spiritual fellowshiip
ivith such pure spirits, we think,
not of the words in Ilevelation,
«Blessed are the dead whicli die lu

the Lord," but of the wvords of
Jesus, "le timat believeth in me,
thoughi lie were dead, yet shall he
live :and 'vhosoever liveth anid be-
lievethl in me shall never die."

rîhîese letters showv Iow subs erv-
ient ail thuxngs are to the rul-
ingr love. Frances llidley Haver-
gai was a Christian first, and a
business wonian afterwards. She
conquered and held for Christ the
business departrnent of lier life-
a departmnent which some affirmn
cannot be Christianized. But she
believed and proved that the
Iieavcnly eau be so grafted into, the
earthly as to crown the whiole life
ivith heavenly fruit.

W1-e leave these letters feeling
thankful that we have been per-
mniitted te peruise thern ; and feeling
also thiat it is possible te yield
literai obedience to lime apostolic
counsel, "Be ye filled withl the
Spirit ; speaking te yonrselves in
l)saIms and hymns and spiritual
seng(,s, singingr and nuaking xnelody
in your hiearts to the Lord ;giving
thanks al'vays for al! thîngs unte,
(God and the Fiather in the naine
of our Lord Jesus Ohirist."-The
Aldersgate ilagazine.

4"JESUS, THE SOUL'S REFUGE."

BY J. Il. COLLINS.

Jestis, I arn sorcly tried,
And nîy hcart is crushied with woe;

Ycet 1 will in Thcc confide;
Thougli I stagger 'neath the blow.

Thou art -"ail iii al" to, me,
Liglit in darknes, case in pain,

Joy in sorrow cornqs froni Thec,
Loss for Thee is richest gain.

Every other friend may fail,
Evcry other cornfort fiy,

But~ when fears iny soul assail,
On Thy Truth 1 wiII rely.

Neyer shall I be disrnaycd,
Thoughi afflictions press me sore,

Fears assail, and focs invade;
Thou art mine for everniore.

Thou canst makie iny wcakness strong,
Thouw~ilt shelter me froni harm,

Thou dlost shield my so)ul froin wrong,
Therefore nauglit shall me alarn.

Ohingiug to Thee, 1 can sing
"l«Nothing can my peace molest.,"

Sheltercd safe bencath Thy wing,
I enjoy unfailing rcst.

O what comfort from Thcc springs!
What enduring bliss is mine!

Riclicat joy Thy presence brings
Swcetest fellowship divine!

Fcasting with Thcc evcry day,
By Thy bounty well supplied;

Walking with Thee ail the way,
I arn safe when ncar Thy sidc.
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