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with some alteration, tho sweet apos- Ishail sce God!” To the doctor she
mgl;e to hegge!t: ;—— . sgxd, “This is death; Iémow it; death—
«0h, heaven! brightheaven! the very sweetest word, excepting life

No'sickness there ; no weary wasting of thefame 3 " Oprigt  One other night (ﬁ‘ ‘gur{;

AWlY 3 - . qe -

go ml crh:lnking” from the m;d;ig};& alr; restless tossing—gradually subsiding in-
0 dread of summe ight and fervid ray ; 1 1bilitv— Q

N ten sriety o wilt st chiarlads wtom of to insensibility—then the dark lashes

despelrs fell on her fair cheek, and the long
No vain petition for & swift reljef; strugzle was ended. On the white
¥otarfuleyes, nobroken hearta are there!”  gtone gbuve ber grave are these words
Belle delighted in the love of her of hope, which she claimed as her soul's
fiends—shown by the continual gifts

wortion:-——*Fear not, for I have redeem-
of frint and flowers, etc., which were ! Y

ed thee: I have called thee by th :
snt to her chamber of suffering, She thou art Mi‘;m.n €d thee by thy name

sid, when speaking of these unfailing'
eitentions, “I have been like an altar,
o which they have laid their offerings NOT FAITH, BUT CHRIST.
fir the Savionr. It has heen for His . .
gke I have'been so petted. An altar _“Thus you argue—My judgment is
nay be made of sticks or stones,—it is already convinced, and my heart desires
{be offering and incense that consecrate to be wholly cast upon the Lord Jesus
it; that will be accepted.” These gifts Christ for saivation; but, in the act of
wem to come from God, and yet are doing this, I always fail.”” What rea-
gven to God.” - soning is here! How directly contrary
When ber illness was very near its 10 the spirit of the Gospel! You are
tode, after o night of uncommon an- looking not at the object of faith, at
giish, a8 she lay panting in exhaustion, Jesus, but at your fuith. You. would
wme one enteréd the room, bearing for draw your comfort not from Him, but
beralarge cluster of exquisite white from your faith; and because your faith
1oees, bu%s and full blossoms, dripping 18 not quite perfect, you are as much
vith devr, and fragrant in the morning discouraged as if Jesus was not a quite
ur. She seized them with a wonderful perfect Saviour. My dear friend, how
wpression of affectionate haste, saying, Sadly does the sly spirit of bondage
“God always sends me something sweet- deceive you! For what is your act of
wt, when I have suffered most. Theso believing? 1Is it to save yout Areyou
uy, ‘Whom the Lord loveth he chasten- to be saved for believing? If so, then
al.’ ? o the question of her mother, you put acts and works in the place of
vhether ghe would change her circum- the Saviour. Faith, as an act, is, in
sinces with any one, she eagerly re- %c;ur view, part of your salvation. The
jed, “Oh, no! not for gold or co.onets, Tree grace of the covenant you turn into
%&S‘ entive submission to the wili of & Work, and the well-doing of that work
God is perfect bliss.” And again, I is the ground of your hope. Whata
will not change places with any one on dreadful misiake is this, since salvation
the face of the earth, no matter how 18 not to him that worketh, but to him
balthy, happy, good, or useful; for God that believeth.
s said to me, ¢ Thou art Mine, I have  “You are looking ut your act of be-
ndeemed thee.” T shall soon go to Him: lieving. What is this for? Why cer-
leould not know a more bitter disup- tainly, that you may be satisfied with
intment than to get well—to turn vour faith, and being satisfied with it,
aud commence to live again; but what then? No doubt, you will rest in
{imow Jesus will not give me that lot.” it, and upon it, satisfied now that Christ
8 remarked,“I havenomoreshrinking is yours hecause you are satisfied with
fnii the grave, than if I saw you take your faith, This is making a Jesus of
@¢ of my old dresses from the wardrobe it, and isin effect taking the crown of
ul bury it. Nothing en my crowns from His bead, and placing it
foaghts now, hut that I shall b with upon the head of your faith., Lord grant
dne”  On the Iast night but one be- that you may never do this any more.
frt her death, she joyfully exclaimed By this great sin, the sin of sins,
h_;‘dpor_ friend who entered, * Yes, I you are robbed of tho sweet enjoyment
apositively dying now;” and then, of the God of all comfort. You lose
¥th 2 look of awe, “Just think, in what you seck; and you lose it in your
teelve hours, ceértainly in twenty-four, way of seeking. You want comfort,




