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LE N T,

Almighty God, with love and power
Assist us in each Lenten heur;
Alone we have no strength te stand,
Uphold us with Thy strong Right Hnnid.

May this our fast with Thee be spent,
So Easter we abail find in Lent;
For midst our sorrow for our sin
la joy as we Thy pardon w in.

That we may nearer be te Thee
As Lent's last honr shall from us flee,
That we may more Thy presence share-
Such is the end of fast and prayer.

To God the Father, God the Son,
And Holy Ghost be worship done-
Lent's solemn worsbip that one day
May turn to Easter joy, we pray.-Amen

-R. E. Y
:o-:

"COULD'ST TROU NOT WATCH
ROUR."

ONE

One little hour? Oh sleeper rise awaken,
Swift breaks the purple morn through milsts of

. grey,
Nigbt's brooding pinions lift-dim shadows

lightn-
Alhwart the radiance of approaching day.

One little hour ? yea, but one little boni,
.Bas not thy measure over roached its fill

Qf feoble j-iy, cf vapid palliog ploasuro ?
Dot linger ut the ount unated atili ?

Time's precious sands are slowly falling-
falling

In golden threads from out thy looSened
grasp,

In doath's dark vale, how wli the wasted
treasure

Be clutoed with egor band, and greedy
clasp.

Look yonder I a fast sigh tho veil has
rended,

Empty, the pulseloss ehrine whore earth was
all._.

Ah I could tby gaze swcep through that
mystic portal,

Haply, thy fount of eweets wcre turned te
gall,

Still in thine ears a tender voice is pleading,
One heur witl me-Friend open, long t

irait,
Kocking,, though brred thy door, still ever

krokiug,
Heavy the nght dow, chili it grows, and

late."

Prom bands and wounded foet fresh gore is
dropping

Each eall unheeded-a nail, driven anow,
A now. thorn piering-parohed with thirst,

and weary,
Fainting and worn, The Saviour waits for

yon.
Pas Hlim net by this once, oh thought of

terror
It may be that his knock bas fainter grown

Yet e're it cease, unbar thy guarded treasure
Yield Him thy heart, the gem Be seeks

aloee.
Soon comes that Hour Supreme when ail mut

hear Iim
No pleading voice thon-but a trumpet's

blast
"Sleeper awake" voiled eyes unolose in dark-

ness
Life's day is over-and that call thy lst.

-W.J. WSATHErMI, Halifax.

W want .10,000 aubsoribers; who will help
la a.ourig thm ?
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CHAPTIa III

"Granny, let me peep."
Nance stood among the sunbeams glinting

through a high window athwart the landing,
and down the front stairs. She had stolen upon
Mrs. Manly unawares, and eorp-ised ber tak
ing a look at that turned pieture, always in
shadow.
"I bardly know that I onght," said she

iremulously.
"Yos, Granny, yonought; thon, if ho comes,

I shahl know him."
" ush, dear, hush i" Graunny looked down

the stairs and harkened ; ail was quiet.
" Well, your grandfather never told me not,"

she observed: " ho only eaid ' Shut him away,
out of ligltnand sight, like onedead and gone,'"
she murrnured to herself.

'' Did Grandfather say that?' asked Sance,
ber quick oars hearina ail.

" Yes, dear; but that was when the blow
came."

"Did my-did my Uncle Jack hit Grand-
father?" Nance's eyes were growing round.

"No, not with his band, dear, but-but with
bis he.rc."

" Oh, Granny, how faunny how couli a heart
bit anyone? Mine only goes pit-a per. lsugled
the innocent child.

'T was bis wantof lovedid it-o, hi, want
of thought. On 1 child, that wasi a terriblhi
time when that blow was struck, and ho went
out," continued Granny, as if sie must talk of
it te somebody.

I Do yen meau when he went away who is
te make your jubilee ?"

"Ob I Nance, I can't think it will ever
come,;' cried the hungering woman.

" Not your Jubi lee T"
"No." Nance's face grew a shade graver.
"But, Granny, He said it would."
"Who, dear 1"
"Jess. He said, 'Whatsoever ye shall ask

the Father in My name, He will give it you;'
Jane read that to me in my Bible; and what-
soever means anything, doesu't it ?"

" Oh yes," agreed Granny.
" Then jubilee is anything, and 't wili come,

Granny, ' will come."
I But how ?" A b the doubta and fears

come batween us and our prayers. " Ho doesn't
know we're hungering after him."

" Write te him," said Nance. sitting down on
the topmost stair te have it ont.

" 1 daren't, dear, I daren't ; Grandfather told
me not."

" Thon show rue his picture-and he'li know,
and cenme, somehow."

Mayhap, had the child beau c'der, the words
of the hymn would have come te her ready
tongue, instead of that " somehow"--

It may not be My way,
It may not ha thy wav,
And yet in Bis own way,
The Lord will provide."

"<Well, dear. just one peop, and yo mustn't
aqk me again; remember, Grandfather bas
never forbidden this."

" Ail right, Granny," and the picture was
turned to tbe light for an instant. A fair-faced
youth, with bine eyes very muh like Nance's,
looked at ber from the canvas. The fellow te
this, that of Nance's mother, was down in the
parlour. They both had once hung there, one
on each side of the glas door, so that Granny
could seo them as she sat by the fire. BUr
Granny was speaking.

"Kiss him, dearie, kise him;" and Nance's
pretty, roiy lips wore pressed, to the pictured
one@.
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" He smiled-he really smiled," sho whisper-
ed. when the picture was hidden again, sud she
went tripping down the stairs wiith Granny.

"Yes, Nance, pictures of those whom we
love always seem te smile when we look at
thern," returned the patient little woman, pa-
thetically.

" And I and von love him, and so does Jane;
and oulv Graudfather doesn't."

"<Hush, Nance i Grandfather loves him ; 't is
beocanse of the love lie is se bitter."

"Beoause of the love that e is so bitter,"
and "How will lie know that we are hunger-
ing for him?" were subjicts for thought with
small Nance for davs. She was pondering of
this, walking among the himbs and daisies, one
fine afternoon, she and her dolly, botlh in their
sun-bnode.

" Well, titi le woman, what are yeu thinking
of?" Grandfat ber surprised ber thus, with a
pat on ber head.

"I was thinking of yu, Grandfather and
how we can get Granny's jiabilea te come."

" It won't corme, child; l'va said it, and I
mean it."

il But, Grandfather, we're praying for it, and
Jeans and praving are stronger than anyone,"
ltsped the ehild.

"T waY thinking of prayer, Nance, I was
thinking of-of--"

"The bitterness? The bitterness is love,
Grau -somebody said, and I tbink so too."

Mr. M4nly groaned.
a ou love Uncle Jack, Grandfather-don't

you ?' Such a daisy.faced pleader.
" did once"

"Granny says, love never dies, and it lives
on in heaven."

4"Nay, child, my love is lost;" he walked
away, and bere was a third subject for Nance
to pondor over.

- f Grandfather's love is lost, the bitterness
is li.j with it, and bitterness means cross. If
Unele Jack knew Granny bun2ered for a
jubilee, he'd come, if ho knew Grandfather's
love was lost, he'd bring it back; for, of course,
ha wants it back wben 't is gone out into the
far country. And the bitterness may be put
off with the rage ;" she fanoied Grandfather
couldn't be cross with him, dressed like hisson
again, as sho pondered, trippirg among the
bleating lambs and nodding daisies. "Granny
mustn't write, and I can't." Somewhat of a
dune@ was she; though reading so glibly, she
couid not forma latter. "But I can make a
letter froim ny pretty printin«, as Jane calle
it," was tbe bright thought. She often amused
herself by cutting out letters from placards and
the like, and itriging them together on paper,
with a little gui. into words and sentences.
Wby not make Unele Jack a letter? She fairly
skipped at the thought, and went dancing into
the house. Oh I the hours and days of patient
toil, up in her own little nest of a room in
secret, and anon the work of art was complote
-two sheets of paper, and by no means a
lengthy letter. it ran thus:-.

DaZ UNOLU JAÂC;-I'M Nauce, and Gran-
ny hungere for -a jubileo, and wants yen te
come and make one. bhe does not want a
queen's one, you know. I, and Granny, and
Jne are praying for you. Grandfather says
his love is lost-that's you, and the bLtterness.
COME."

The come was ail capitale. Away she flow
down the back-stairs to Jane. She was ready
te cry, she was so tired, so glad, as she clung
te the eld servant's arm while he read it.

" Yes, dearie, that'll do, and l'Il direct it, and
we'li bave a secret, yen and 1, aven fromGran.
ny. Ves, Mise Nance, I know whare ho went
to-l'il direct it; and yen post it."

Tears were in Jane's eyes as the child danced
away te the cross roads te meet the postman
with her procions latter. No te the praying
and waiting again; surely an answer of peao.
would be vouchaafed them.


