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troubles; look over and above them."
Depend upon it, in the midst of ail
the science about the world and its
ways, and ail the ignorance of G od and
Ris greatness, the man or wonan who
can say, "Thy will be doue," with the
true beart of giving up, is nearer the
secret of things than the geologist or
theologist.-4o. Macdonald.

race to Face.
Otta eyes shall see the laster

UJpon the great white throne,
And alil Hiasacts of kindness

Will thon be fully known;
The beauty of lii patience,

The grandeur of Hi, grace.
Will be to us unfolded

%Vhen we behold His face.

The marks upon His forehead
Ou the deep piercing thoin,

Will tell us n sweet anguage,
What He for us bath borne

His feet and hamla nail printed
Will show what path He trod.

When His rough cross He carried
To bring us back to God.

The greatness of the mercy
He brought to Calvary

We shall perceive with wonder
And holy ecstaey;

That miracle ofgoodne
Will then be clearly seen,

When no dark cloud of evil
Can rise and intervene.

O blessed, blessed vision,
When all shall be made plain.

The secrets of redemption,
The mystery of pain;

When al xingquestions
Sha l l nweredbe,

ln that most sacred moment
When we our Lord shall se.

O Christ, that time ie coming
Upon us very fast

And every day that passes
Fortelleth of Our last.

Prepare us for the meeting
With all the blies divine,

That we may see Thy glory
And with its brightness shine.

Rlosalie's Way.
BY BEADE MIDDLETON.

Rosaius was a tall girl of sixteen.
She was an energetie girl, ao, and
withal, unselfeh, and willing to ho
ueful to others, even during the surn-
mer holidays.

A talk with her mot her, one evening,
resulted in plans for the coming weeks,
-plans which included work as well
as play.

Roulie was charmed1I "I arn having
such a good time, mother," ah said
one morning aftèr a very busy hour.
"I enjoy my reading, and lawn tennis,
and boating as much again after I
have helped you around the house! 'I
don't know what people mean by com-
plaining of work 1 I just despise lasy
people, mother1!"

When a few days afterward, the
*dootor said, very gravely that Mrs.

Iawrence must go to the White Moun-
tains for change of air, Roie was
earnet in her assurance that she could
tae charge of home matters, and make
ber father and brother quite comfor.
table.

Left thus, Rouille began her work
with great glee. She was up early in
the morning, buay as a be, and bapy
as a bird al day long. She snt
oheerisot sort of lettera to her mothe,
ad did her utmot for thos at home.
Every one »lled ber a "wonderful
girl," a "beurtIsem ," a "unbean," a
"jewe." Dick declared he'd rather
have ber for a sister than any woman

in history, ancient or modern,-which
remark, coming from Diok, Rosalie
enjoyed as a high compliment.

Everything went on so smoothly
that Rosalie was puzuled, more than
ever, over those "who get tirel nome-
times," and want te run away from
work. "Nonsense 1I" she said, "one
will be happy always, if one i only
busy."

If this state of affaire had oontinued,
ahe would never have known what it
in to sympathise with those who are
sometimes weak and down-hearted. It
wa high time, yon see, that Rosaline
should learn that it is not always sun-
shine, even along the path of duty i

Her trouble came in the forn of a
visitor to Dick. She was busy dusting
the aitting-room one morning, when
Dick looked in te say that he had just
received a letter from his special friend
Frank Loighton, and that Frank was
coming tosee himr; he would be there
by the next evening, perhape.

"Dick Lawrencei You don't mena
to say that one of your college friends
in coming to make a visit while mother
is away 1"

" Why, yen, Rosalie; here is the
etter."

" Telegraph him not to come !" said
Rosulie.

" I cannot, Roalie! He lis on hie
way now. He will be here by tes-
time to-morrow."

" And I shall have to ait at the head
of the table and make the coffee 1"
cried Roalie, covering ber face with
her hands. " Iwish that I could run
awy and hide. If it were not for
father and Joe, I would go over to
cousin Nell'., and let you and your
friend keep honue."

" I daresay that we should get along
somehow," said Dick, very much sur-
prisedat his siter' mood. ".Nonsense,
Roualie ;" he continued, "Frank ie
the beet fellow in the clas. He's just
splendid. He won't eat you, child,-I
dare say he'll not notice you."

I I dare say not," replied Rosalie,
fluhing. "I suppose he'll be little
enouah of a gentleman to net just so."

" Why, what do you wantl" Diok
asked. "1I thought that he would
plese you best that way. Girls are
queer"

"Soareboys; oollege boyseeupecially.
Beides I hate to have visitors while
mother is away."

" But what can I dol1" exclaimed
Dik " Mother told me to invite
Frank-that was before ahe knew
about going to the mountains. I know
somebody, though, who aid that none
of the plans muht be changed. The
Mme person, to, said that every one
should be made just as comfortable as
if mother wa at home. Easy enough
to make promises but not so easy to
keep then."

So saymng, Dick walked away very
much offended.

Boslie threw herself on the lounge,
and indulged in a long it of weeping.
At lat, though, she roused herself and
began again to dust tables, chairs, and
books. Afterwardashe went up to ber
own rom. ln pasing ler toilet-table
ah. noticed that she ad not tued
over the leaf of her daily tablet Bhoe
did it at anse, aurious to s the text

r thewd:,i Lam: " runwith
ta e rao that àa set before us,

ooking unt> Jesus, the author and
inisher of our faith." The very verse
they had talked about In prayer.meeting
the uiglht hefore. Roalie repeated it
sl"w w .jvr' t 'e wn m rw, and iooking

out over the beau tiful hillsand fields of
ber country home.

" The 'race' here rmteans the Chri-
tian life," sbe said "and one duty of
muy Christain life is to do, moment by
moment, the work that Go gives me,
-not the work that lie #ve some one
cie. At least that is the way Dr.
Roland explained it in prayer-meeting
lat night. He says that it often soems
easier to run someb dy eIse'@ racé than
to run one's own. But that is not the
word of command for us. Now think
of this particular verse being My text
for to-day. That ie what I call strange.
It seems like a message to me. I
wonder if it in to make my work seeni
eaier. or to keep me from wishing
myself with mother among the White
Mountains t Oh, dear! think of that
strange boy coming he e. There are
ever so many extra things to do, but I
don't mind that part. There is Dick,
though, to make friends with; poor
Dick 1 How helpleus boys are 1 It
depends upon me now whether or not
his friend has a nice time. If mother
were bore, how lovely sh. would make
everything for them. I suppose I
ought to try my best. It is part of the
'race.' Why, certainly ! It depends
upon me whether or not his friend bas
a nice time. If only I could make up
my mind to run it 'with patience.'
But hark i that is ton o'clock ; I muet
fnot stop hers another moment."

Rosalie did stop, however. The
last part of the text took hold upon
ber heart just thon. She repeated it
very softly-" Looking unto Jesus."
I"I am glad that I know what that
means, the said tenderly. "I oouldn't.
run a step of the 'race' if I didn't
know."

A few moments afterward, Dick,
who wasitting on the piazza in rather
a disoonsolate mood, fet two arma
thrown around hie neck; turning ho
saw Rosalie, with a very penitent look
upon ber fas.

"I am very sorry, Dick, for being
no cross with you," she said. "l'* do
the bet that I can to give your friend
a good time."

Before he could answer she was off
to give directions for dinner, and to
consult with Jane as to' preparations
for theo oming visitor.

"II will help you all that I ean,
Miss Rosalie," Jane said-which pro.
mise made things look muoh brighter
to Roslie. "There ian't o very much
to do," Jane went on in a businesa-like
way. "We'll get up a company
supper the airt night; the young
gentleman wiillh. bungry, after hiei
long journey and the drive from the
station. We'll have spring chickens,
and muffins, and cffee, and a sponge
cake, and "--

"Oh! we'll have some eut peaches,
Jane," interrupted Rosalie. "I hIave
been watching the peaches on that tree
at the end of the yard; they are just
ripe."

" And I'il oeme that we have good
rich cream," said Jane nodding con-
fldentially: IdWe'll not let Mr. Dick
misa hie tnother,-exoept, of course, for
ber merry way with hie friends; he
oouldn't help missing that."

" No," Roliie sid, certain tha ase
abould stand too much in awe of Dick'a
friend to fee amerry i

In thé cour» of the day, Dick'
stopped at the aitting roon door a :
second time. 1

" Hallo, Rosalie 1 " ho said, "cannot
you ian anme more picures in my
roomt i; oughtto seo Frank's roonS.

Tihere inn t a bare place on the wali,
acal cely."

ltut hore shall I get the picturea f
noîslie hsked.
"Oh, I don't knýow ! Maybe you

couhl ibre one oot of the parlour."
" Why, Dick Lawrence, how you

talk !"
-' Oh, well, never mind ! I thought

that you might caore somte up so,,
wheio. I want my room to look as
fine as possible, you know."

" I don't believe there is a room in
the bouse to suit your friend," she said
impatiently.

" Yeu, now, your room in just sIlen.
did !" said Diok mischievously, making
his ecape to the piazza.

"What does ho meani" thougit
Roalie. "Doe hoewant me to give
up my roomi Hm is verv muich n is.
taken if ho expects that. No indeed'"
she said to herself running up and
down stairs half a dozon times wîthn
the next hour, trying her best te forg.t
ail about Dick and hi friend and the
arrangement of the room.

She had come to it again, however,
and ber thoughts seoned to affect her

.in a curious way. She would peep
into Dick's room for a moment and
look at each piece of furaliture as
though ahe hal never seen it before.

Thon she would go across the hall to
ber own room, and act in exactly the
same way. At laat she aid so low
that you mut h ive been very close to
bave heard, "I will do it " Then,
pressing ber lips together tight, am
though she was afraid to trust herself
to say anytbing more, she thought:
"I will not tell Dick till the lat
moment. I wilklet it bo a surprise'"

Thon she remembered something
that sore one had said about U imaking
people selfish to' let them have their
own way always. This trobled her.
" I du not want to make Dick soifieli,"
she thought ; "but there is somethitis
that I do wish for him, oh, so much1"i

And that wish for Dick, wbatever it
was, made ber fingers wonderfully
skilful, just thon in the arrangement
of her pretty.room. She had an odd
little way of talking to herself.

"I dire say that this fine Mr. Frank
will laugh at my pictures. I suppose
that in his ehome are none but the very
best paintings and engravings. He
cannot laugh at my books, though,-
even ho cannot have any botter au thors
than Milton and Shakspeare and Jere-
my Taylor. I don't suppose that
tbere isanything in our bouse grani
enough for him. Oh, well ! he can
look out on the beautiful hills and
felds; no one can help thinking that
they are lovely."

Five o'clock Wednesdav afternoon!
The carriage that had been oent to the
station to meet the visitor, was in
sight at the turn of the road, by the
school-house; just at that turn,' the
family it the farm always caught the
firt glimpse of their visitora from the
city.

Joe was on the fence with his spy-
glass. "He bas come " he exclaimed.
"I can se him as plain as the noue on
your face 1 He in riding in front, with
Dick."

Roualie had rua upstairs to open the
ahutters that had beu closed ail day
againt the sun; thon into the parlour
a moment, for the same purpose, and
afterward intoithe tea-room, to anske
aue that ail was right about the table.

By this time the carriage was at the
door, and as ber mother's representative
she must go forsrd te welcme Diek's
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