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The Family Circle.

ON HIS BLINDNESS.
Whon I consider liow my light is spent,

Ere half muy days, ln tis dark world and wide
And that one talent whici is deati to bide,

Lodged with me usoless, though my seul mor
bom t

To serve therewiti my Maker. and present
My truc accouit. lest He, returning. chide-
"Doti God exact day-labor, liglit denied î",

I fondly ask; but Patience. te prc'ent
That mutmur, soon replies: " God doth lno

need
Either ian's wori, or lis own gifts; vho best

Bear hls mild yoke, tiey serve hima best; hi
state

Is kLingly: thousands at hisbiddingspeed,
And post o'er land and ocean, wtihout rest:

They also serve who only stand and w'

THE FLUSH OF THE CHEEK.
BY Mis. M. A. DENISON.

"On New Year's day site was born and
on a New Year's day site died."

The speaker's voice trembled. That be
wildered look that so often crosses the face
of the muourner passed aveu- ier counte
nance ; tien, casting her eyes heavenward
for a moment, site coiianded lier grief,
and siut it in lier heart.

"I love to speak of it ; I love to tell the(
story, painful as it is," murmured the
speaker a few moments afterwards ; "bo.
cause it shows the exceeding graciousness
of God, in rescuing a soul from the fearfu
pit into which I lad fallen."

Site was -a fair and graceful womarn
dressed in nouruiing. Report said sie Iad
been very gay and beautiful.

"I was narried very young," sito con
tinued, " te one I loved dearly. I shud
der to tell you now, but it is truc, w
neitier of us believed in the revealed Word
of God. I had long thrown off what I
called the shackles of a miserable theology,
iaving imbibed infidel sentiments from my
fatier, who loved the memory of Paine
better tian overythinîg aisc, and annually
celebrated bis birthday. I married a rici
man, w'hose tastes ware like ny own. We
both of us loved music, poetry and paint-
ing, were both gay and devotedly wedded
te pleasure. Prayer never entered our
thouglits ; we never spoke of the Heavenly
Fatier, tuer of his nercies, because we ac-
knowledged nothing superior to dumb,
visible nature. The stars, the sky, the
beauties of sea and oarth, were thiemnes for
our pens and our pencils; but te. us they
never spoke of God. The Sabbath was a
day of selfisi case, a day on whici we
lounged, played music, and even cards, and
received our friands, or olse took our car-
riage and drove into the country.

"Two years after my marriage a dear
little daugliter was given te us. She was
born, as I said, on New Year's day. It is,
rather let ne say it was ny nature then,
to love idolatrously. I worshipped my
child, as I did muy lusband. I devoted aill
my enuergies te lier; in fact, almost re-
nounced the world, to live more absolutely
n lte lighît of my earthly thougli dazzling

shrine, and knelt to the inage within like
a devotee night and day. I was lauglhed
at, scolded, ridieuled ; but nothing could
tempt me fromî the side of my babo. Well,
she repaid me. I liad résolved tt I would
perfect the little outward casket, and shobw
te the world a jewol at which they must
wonder. I determined that in every point
site should lie beautiful. I consultec overy
science that would tend to the competion
of ny scheme. IIer iealth was se precious
in mmy sight that I scarcelyrested, so assidu-
ous ere ny exertions. I did not mean
that site should be proud, vain or arrogant;
but I, a huian being, a poor, fallible mor-
tal, was to crown the race with a perfuct
creature, outward and inward ; the beauty
of the body nas to be but a faint reflection
of the beauty of the seul. God, for a
whil, peormitted my efforts ta mîeet w'ith
seemîinîg success. The child was angelic in
formi and fature. Her cheeks were soft
and briglt as rose-leaves ; lier brow was
like a temple of ivory ; lier eyes were deep,

dark and lustrous, and lier shape, uncon-
finted, was grace itself. Seldoi have I
sean sucli faultlcss limnbs, or hair with sO
rich alustre. The first anniversary of lier
birthday came. I gave a corresponding
entertainnent. My babe w'as the idol of
the glittering crowdl, and iny unholy vanity
was satisfied. Gifts came pouring in, .and
mîîany were the devices they bore. It was
a strange tnockery, and I tremble to i'e-
meinber lhow I accepted every liomage : it
nas paid to my wisdoi, ny skill! In fiune,
I felt mnyself the creator of my child.

" The second year liad nearly flown, and
little Aiiette could walk and talk, and
grew more and more wondrously lovely.
One day I was called upon to visit a friend,
supposed te be dying. I dared not trust
any servant with the care of Aniiette. I
could net take lier with nie, for the day

t was stormîy ; and I could not let lier be
near the taint of disease. In the mansion
adjoining my own, there was a kind old

s nurse, who for thirty years lad lived in
one family. Could I possibly get the loan
of her for an hour 1 .

" Sle came at ny request, and with
many charges and iuch trenbling, I left
the little creature with lier. I returned
w'itliii the hoeur, and flew to the nursery.
My child iung on the nurse's knee, lier
face upturned, her little ianîds clasped to-
gether. Her limnbs lad assuted a posture
of inimitable grace, one tiny foot being in-

- locked withtn the other, and in. lier eyes
vas an expression that I saw for the first

- Lime. Sie spraig with a cry of joy towards
me, while the old gray nurse left lier seat
as if to go. Suddenly the child glided- out
of my aris, and lifting one dimpled armi,
throwing lier beautiful hcad back, point-
ing lier finger upward, she said, 'Maiimna,

SJesus ! Jesus, miamtma P
" I grew eold ; a shiver ran througli

every vein. I cauglit the child to my leart,
and turning quickly, cried, 'What have
you been teaching ier ?'

'I was only tolling ier, ma'am,'. said
the old nurse, gently and respectfully,
'about lier Saviour.'

'Putting such thoughts into thà brain
of a babe ' I exclaimed; 'If I hîad dreaned
of this, I would never have lef t lier wiLlt
you. My ciild is notinended for a faiatic;
I am Saviour- enougli for ier, at présent.'

" Terrible words ! I liad no sooner re-
peated ethîm, tian my leart sank within
me like lead. The old nurse, .with a look
of pity,. glided out of. the room, and tor-
tured with conflicting emotions, I burst in-
to tears.

"The child put lier hand upon mine,
lier lip quivering as italways did at iiy
unusual siglit, and as if asking a question,
with lier soft voice she said again, 'Jesus,
mitamma, Jesus !'

"'No, no, no ;' I said sternly, for my
soul was filled with a cruel hate. 'There
is no Jesus, child,' I would have added,
but I did not speak as I thouglit. I dared
not, and I was angry with myself that. I
was such a coward. I liad sheard of sucih
things, but ny babe should lova nothing
beyond ber parents. They ere to be all
in all-her life, love, heaven. From that
day-from that hour-I was unhiappy. A
cloud settled upont me, whicl ail mny reason-
ing would not shake off. Every mnorning I
loi te my child's crib, to assure myself
that she was there ; every niglit I awak-
ened and listened.in the iush for lier small,
sweet breathing. I was as it were uncon-
sciously watching for the time-the terrible
timne-tiat camé at last. It.wanted only a
weok of the new year. I had been out
purchasing beautifulpresents for my dar-
ling, loaving lier with my ownn muotier, who
lad coie to stay with me a whilo. I ex-
pected' many callers, and was iuntunding to
finish an embroidered robe, on whici I lad
been threa months employed wiL* th ]»y
needle. It was for Annette-shte would
look se exquisitely lovely on that day.
Who would not envy mie the possession of
such a chtild ?

" As I returned home, I looked froin my
carrinage up to the nursery window. My
beloved one was there, lier briglt eyes
beaiming downi upon mie, lier dear face ail
smiles. Iow sie flew to welcomne mue, and
to get the few little sweet-meats whicli I hasd
purchased for lier !

'Does site not look mlost beatitiful,
now Y' I asked, triumphantly.

" ' Yes, only I d'on't quite like the flush
on ier rigit cheek,' niy inother replied.

'Flusi-oh, that is nothing, I cried,
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though a sudden fear took possession of
mne. ' Sie always lias a lovely color.'

"'And lias site liad that strange coughi
long ? my mother asked again.

"l' What strange cougi Y I hald heard
nothing of the kind.

" Just then it sounded-one short, liol-
low cough, that I should hardly have
observed if my mother liad net called mny
attention to it. I looked anxiously at the
child, who smiled in ny face, and thus
seemed to give tme assurance that site was
well. It was most simgular, I have since
tiougit, that I was net more alarmîîed.
Before, the slighttest indication of illness
lad startled me,. giving me agony for the
dread of comîing sorrow. Now I ,seemed
te feol so secure I to have such unlimited
power over and absolute possession of ny
darling, État no dread troubled mie,

"'Twice in the nighit I licard that cough,
and then I was alaried. My husbantd sent
immaîediately for the best nedical aid ; two
physicianswere sunmoned, and both looked
strangely at mîy child. Site was in my
arms, and I was trying te smile away imîy
own fears. Her eyes were unearthly bril-
liant, lier cheeks uneartlily red. But away
down in my heart was a d.esperate, strug-
gling feelinîg,. as if I were lighting w'ith
sotme invisible power that called imy child.
I was, besides, itortifiedl-yes, even then
prid came up-that we were obliged to
call in assistance, or ratier, tat a fear lest
diseaso tmiglt be hoverinîg near comupelled
ns. My whole mind was absorbed in this
feeling, whiien, lookinmg up I chanced Lo sec
the physicians as their aycs iet. 1. redu
there in an instant, by the electric force of
intuition, what tey dared not tell mie-iiiy
Annetto was very ill, perhaps dangerously
se I Yes ; that iorninmg, as the pale beanis
mtocked the dimnnoss of mtty chanber, I first
heard the fatal croup. No tongue can de-
scribe the utter anguishi of mîîy heart. I
dlew' fromn roomu to rootm in setrci of .aid,
wildly and liaggardly, aind tien returned
to wring my ltands lieIplessly over the suf-
ferer. Many a mother's car lias caughit the
sound, so often the knoll of leatit-that
husky, frigitful echo, as frotm ïsomte awful
cavern of despair-tho croup-rattle. I
Inow net liow I livod those succeeding
days ; my heart seened frozen into stone ;
ny soul, without knointg it, cursed the
Author of miy existence ; mîuy brain seemued
burning lead ; my eyes, hot, hieavy and
strained, refused to seck sleep or rest;
and, until the last moment came, I would
hold that dear head, would gaza upon that
torturedface la speechless agony. Sie died
ta my arms.

When I knew that it was over, I threw
myself upon Lte lounge, and there, refus-
ing to mîove, speak, look, or take refreshi-
ment, I passed the emnsuintg day and night.
Ii vain my lusband stood over ie dis-
tractedly; in vain he strove to comfort
me. What comfort could ha give ? Was
net ler. doom saaled ? Could we carry- the
d-ad about in our bosots ? Was site not
gone-gonte oternally? 

" 'Nover, never, never to sec uher again !'
Oh, that was intolerable anguish. The
head that liad lain in ny boson, that an-
gelie lecad, to inoulder away into dust ; the
limtubs, the color, thie intelligence-all gono,
ail gone forever I

." The second day nas New Year's. Iln
the early norning, reason resuned lier
sway. I lifted mny iead. Ail was dreary,
dead silence. Thuey liad taken aw'ay An-
nette. I was alone. Oh, where lad they
carried lier ? As I arose languidly, I saw
my lusband sitting .where le hald sat,
doubtless, ail nighit, his face bloodless, his
hands clasped tightly together, lis eyes
fastened sorrowfully upont une. The siglt
snote me te the heart. I lew to imii, cry-
ing out only tha lie would'hlp me bear it.

"i'IHlp mue, help me, muy iusband I I
have ia other ielp,' was mny anguisied en-
treaty.

'I cannot hîelp you,' was his gentle re-
ply.

"' Oh, my husband, if nea sd sotmte r-e- 1
fuge to go to !' I cried, passionately. 'If
ontly we lied somtething to hope in ! But
to think, to feel, that she its gono a'ay
from us-gOne, ntever tu comle back-gone
forever, and forever, and forever ! Do i
you thinlk, do you dare Lo tiink, that there l
mttiglut bo somte place, whiere she is ? Oh, t
no, no, no-it is:inipossible 11 ,

"L That day I was led, hlif fainting, to
the room hi'iere thîey lad laid ier. Oi, c
my darling ! she did not look dead. Tite 1

saine beautiful outline, the brow as lovely,
the hair as silken. Was it but thesa, ani-
mated by life, we had loved 7 I tried to
tako lier to my beart, but -the death-cold
friglitenedi me. Imurnured, and rebelled,
and wept wildly, when suddenly I beard a
voice say, softly-

' Ai, blessed darling ! how she listened
wlen I told ber of Jesus ! Now..she sees

" I turned suddenly -upon the old, gray
nurse, but her mild face and sad look of
sympathy reproved nie.
• " ' He said; " Suffer little children to
conte unto ime, and forbid then not, for of
such is the kingdom of heaven,"' she con-
tinued, softly. 'What a beautiful angel
Annette is up ther i O my dear madam,
love himu who has taken lier, and you shall
sec ber again--shall love ler forever.'

"IHow nmy hcart beat at these words
Emotion choked me. I could not but sec
that sone holy light played over lier fea-
turcs, that, plain and withered as they
were, made thema seem beautiful ; and I
exclainied, treibling so thatl could liardly
stand, ' Oh, I wish, I wish tiat I could
think so 1 Oht, I would that mny babe vas
sonething more than dust and asihes i I
vould give worlds tu feel tiat I mnight sec

lier again l
" I need not tell you of hergentle words,

lier simple argumtenîts, nor the eagerness
with w'hich, Over the dead forml of Iy
perisled idol, I listened to her. Suíiice to
say, that in that roomn, in presence of the
angel spirit of m*y child, I was regenerated.
There I found the Saviour I bad despised
-there I learned the beauty of that Ioly
religion tLht had seemed to Ie and mltine a
myth. And on the repetitioi of overy New
Ycar's Day, I consecrate iL to pryer and
praise, and thank God-oh. how fervently I
-that my darling died to live agait. If 1
bad kept her"-she shuddered from ,hoad
ta foot.

"'And your iusband V"
" e died in the full hope of a glorious

inumortality. We shall al mteet again."-
ifomninq Star.

A BEAUTIFUL POSSIBILITY.

BY CAIRINoTON.

"IIiss May V"
'' Yes, Milly, what is it V"
Il r. Stanloy is down in the parlor and

wants to sec you."
"L What time is it ?"
" Just six o'clock."
" Ail rigbt, Milly, tell himo I will be down

in two minutes.'
This was my waking last Saturday mnorn-

ing, and in less Lime than it takes to write
iL I was ready to bid mny brother goud
morning, and ask him how I had becomtte
so indispensable to his liappiness that ie
iust couie at suci ain unusual hour, for -I
iad seen iimn only the eveiing beforu, and
we had laid our plans for the day.

But ait emergency had arisen during the
Iight that made it necessary for lue Lu
change places with a sister in a distanît city.-
Could I dress, and pack, and breakfast, and
reacli the train in ßifty minutes ?

Of course, I naid yes, and I did it. One
always eau if oite must, and I bethotight
mîyself enougli of the faiily I left bebind
to plan their Suniday dinner and.give the
cook her directions,

As I ran downistairs Stantley asked
I Where is your baggage ?" " Oi," I an-

swered, "l I have none ; 1 shall find ail I
nced or want weicn I geL Lu A-''

Whn the train had started, and I had
adjusted mtyself titntally as 'ell ats physi-
cally to the situation, thOre -Was tio and
opportunity for a little quiet thinîking, and
coi.tain Bible words came back to ie : In
such ani hour as yo tiiiil not." suppose
the, etssago had beei "'e 'ie Master is coie
and calleth for Lite,'" should I have been
as glad ta excianîga worlds as cities ?
Could I have said as cahinly " I w'ill be
ready," if it had been ieavei itnstead of
Ahna ? Wotuld 1113 only thouglt have been
for.those who w'ere left bohind ? Suriely
t would be possible su to live that I couil
answer yes, if I fully believed the Iteavenly
meaning of the earthly words I hlad used so
igitly, "I shall find ail I ieed or want
there." David said it itore briefly: " I
hall be sttisfied," but the boiel words
seemed more full of meaning-all I need
or want-it is one's highest ideal of
heaven.-Christia ltellice.


