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HKSTINU.

Resting on the faithfulness of Christ oui 
Lorn ;

llestiug on the fulnessof His own i-ure word ; 
1 testing on His power, on Ilis love untold ; 
Resting on His covenant secured of old.

Resting 'math His guiding Land for un* 
tracked days ;

Resting math llis shadow from the noou*

Resting at the eventide beneath His wing,
Ju the fair pavilion of our Saviour King.

Resting in the fortress while the foe is nigh; 
Resting in the litu-bcat while the waves 

roll high ;
Resting in His chariot for the swift glad

Resting, a*ways resting in His boundless 
grace.

Resting in the pastures, and beneath the

Resting by the waters where He leads His 
flock ;

Resting, while we listen, at His glorious feet ; 
Resting iu His very anus !—U rest complete!

Resting and believing, let us onward press, 
Resting in Hiuiselt the Lord our nghtevus-

Restiugaud rejoicing, let his saved ones sing, 
Ulory, glory, glory be to Chri.-t our King ! 
—Frances Ridky llnanjal.

NELL’S OPPORTUNITIES.

[Rate S. (latts m Zion's Herald.]

CHAPTER 1.—BEGINNING.

" A common place life we say ami we slgli 
Hii. wny should we sign a* we nay t 

The commonplace sun iu
sky

Makes up tin commonplace day.
The moon and the nan- are eoiutnonplaci

And ihe flower that blooms and the bird that

Hul dark were the world and sad oui lot
If the (towers failed and the sun shone not ;
And Ood who htiidles i ueli cep.irate soul.
Out <>rcommonplace lives makes his beautiful

—Susan Covhdgt.

“ I wish that we could all do great things, 
it is so tiresome, I think, just being com
monplace, don’t you, mamma I” said Nell 
Weston, laying her hook aside with a discon
tented sigh.

“ What do you call4 commonplace,’ and 
what ‘great things’ would you like to do l”

“ Why, I call my life commonplace, it is 
nothing hut doing housework, going to 
m bool, and amusing the children. 1 suppose 
that is about all it ever will he, only hy and 
by I shall stop going to school. Rut oh, 
mamma, 1 wish 1 could be something great 
and good ! If 1 could write a hook and 
have lots of people writing to me telling me 
how much it had helped them, or it I could 
lx- a great nurse like ‘Sister Dora,’ ju»t giv
ing niy whole life up t«. doing good ! Rut 
what is the use of thinking about it f There 
will never l»e any such chances for me.”

“ Nell, will you give me ative-dullarguld 
piece ?”

Nell had been lounging on the sofa, hut 
she suddenly sat upright, and looked at her 
mother in blank astonishment.

“What did you say, mamma ?” she asked 
wondering if it could lie possible that her 
mother was losing her mind.

" 1 asked you, please, to give me a five 
dollar gold piece,”replied Mrs. Weston with 
a queer little twinkle in her eyes.

" But I cannot. You know as well a< 1 
do that 1 haven’t more than ten cents to my 
name, and am not likely to have until I am 
old enough to earn it myself.”

“My daughter,” said Mrs. Weston earnest
ly, all traces of merriment gone now ; 
“ Neither can you give to the world what 
you have not in your possession. You 
must acquire it first. Before you could 
write your book that should ennoble 
others, you must have noble helpful 
thoughts in your heart ; you must he 
noble and true yourself. You cannot 
lead others beyond yourself. And if you 
would do some great work of self-sacrifice, 
you must strive to become self-denying and 
Christlike habitually, else, when the oppor
tunity comes, it will find you as the bride

groom «U 1 the foolish virgins, not ready.”
‘ But what if it never coiue ?”
“ You would be noble, true and Christ

like all the same. 1 think, however, that 
you will lin l the trouble is, not that the 
opportunity fails to come, hut that either 
we aie not prepared, or else we fail to 
discover it.”

“ Do 1 have any ? No, of course, I have 
not had, hut will I ever, do you suppose !”

*• l think that you do have opportunities 
every day of vour life, little daughter.”

“Mamma Weston, what can you mean V*
I asked Nell with an exclamation point after

“Just what I say dear. Now there was 
yesterday’s. You half promised to go and 
mi with Maggie Deane, but when Cora 

| Clarke carne for you to go to ride with her, 
\ou gave Maggie up and went. Poor 
Maggie had a long, lonely afternoon, all the 
hauler to hear because she had been antici
pating your coming all the week. You had 
the opportunity, ai d you did not use it.”

“It was too had, 1 know,” said Nell, re
gretfully, “hut then, after all, it was only a 
little thing.”

“ But it was too much for you, you see.”
Nell was silent for sometime. By and 

, by she turned to her mother with a ques-

“ Are such little things the same as great 
things ?”

“Certainly, exactly the i-aine in principle. 
You will find that these linestof self sacrifice 
which look so tempting as you read of them 
aie hard to live. Hannah More says that 
when we read, we think we could be martyrs, 
but when we court to act, we cannot bear a 
provoking word. But every victory gained 
over self makes us stronger, and as fast as 
we deserve promotion He grants it. If you 
really desire a post of honor, you must see 
that you are fitted for it, and be willing to 
endure the hardships if you would win the 
glory. And remember, that for all we give 
up for Christ, we receive an hundred-fold 
back. There is no happiness like that found 
in giving our whole selves up to Christ. 
Carlyle speaks truly when he says that with 

1 self-renunciation begins life.”
Again Nell relapsed into silence. Some- 

time' she wished that she was a Christian, 
and then aÿiin it looked so hard to be al 
ways struggling to he good, so easy and 

icomfortable just to please oneself, that she 
could not make up her mind. She was 
halting betwixt twe opinions.

“Mamma,” she said presently, “1 wish peo- 
! pie turned good all at once. I am like the 
! old chief who came to Dr. Livingstone and 
wanted some medicine to take for his wicked 
angry heart. 1 would not mind one real 
hard fight, it is the keeping at it all your 
life that discourages me.”

“ But it is only to those who endure to 
the end, who are faithful unto death, that 
the crown is promised. Isn’t that rewaftl 
worth struggling for, even all the days of 
your life f Oh, my precious daughter, you 
are willing to work day after day and year 
after year for the education you covet so 
much, why will you not strive to obtain the 

which all else profiteth noth*

hard herself all the week, and she did not 
want to go.

“Very hard you have to work for a strong 
healthy girl !” whispered I jack the little 
voice, just as distinctly as though Nell’s 
load was not buried iu the pillows. “ 1 
tin ught you hated shams, and were always 
saying that you would he a thing, and not 
pretend to he. Seems tc 1 you are want
ing to seem to he what you s not.”

Nell’s face clouded. Mamma had reached 
the door by this time. Oh dear, should she 
let her go / The door was open now, she 
niu*t decide one way or the other.

“ I’ll go down, if you would like to read.
I ran make out to ’iuuse them, I guess.”

“Thank you ever so much, dear, 1 would 
like to rest a little longer.”

“What you a-comiu* fur ?” asked Teddy 
in surprise, as Null walked into the ooui.

I “ iVe want mamma, not you ”
“ But mamma is tired, and want# to rest a 

little. Won’t 1 do ju.'t as well ?”
! “Nobody can’t do as well as mamma,” re- . .. .
plied Teddy decidedly, for he was not parti- «need, and the missionary was led to pray,

THE PRAYER OF FAITH.

The Rev. Richard Rock was a devoted 
evangelical clergyman of the church of 
England, who lived and labored with ex
emplary zeal and diligence in a lonely part 
of the island of Trinidad, in the West tin lie*. 
In the year 1838, he was seized with a 
violent attack of the fever incident to that 

climate, and having no friend or 
minister of his own Church to console him 
in his illness, he sent fur the Rev. Georgy 
Ranyell, a Wesleyan miss unary, living at a 
distance of about a mile, to nay him a visit. 
The call was promptly obeyed, ami on reach
ing the chamber of his reverend friend, the 
missionary saw at once that he was danger
ously ill. After a few expressions of friend
ly condolence and Christian encouragement 
Mr. Ranyell read the 103rd Psalm, and then 
bowed his knees iu fervent prayer to (Joel 
for His blessing upon the lonely sufferer, to 
w hich he responded very earnestly. During 
the exercise, a gracious influence was ex peri-

cularlv troubled with bashfulness or delicacy 
of feeling.

Nell felt strongly tempted for a minute to 
give it up, hut resisting the temptation, she 
answered pleasantly :—

“ Suppose, now that I am here, y-m try 
me, and see if 1 don’t do pretty well.”

“1 s’pose we’ll have to ; here’s the ltook.”
Nell sat down in the big chair by the 

window, Margie brought her little ruckei 
over beside Nell, while Teddy established 
himself in front of them. The book w l.i h 
was one that Teddy had drawn from the Sab
bath school lilnary, was the story of a little 
boy, Hobby by name, whose way as a trans
gressor was very haul, hut who at last, pro
fiting hy his sad experience, fourni that the 
paths of virtue were indeed paths of peace.

The children listened almost breathlessly. 
Nell became quite interested herself.

“Had a pretty hard time of it, didn’t he ?” 
commented Teddy, as she finished. “ Seems 
to me I’d been good before, if I’d been in 
his place. ’Twuuld saved him lots of 
trouble.”

Maybe he didn’t know that, suggested

I “Oh you ain’t through yet,” interrupted 
I Teddy, a* Nell made a motion to rise 
“You’ve got to make the application now. 
Mamma says it don’t do any good to read 
good books unless you ’ply ’em to your ow n

not only for those spiritual blessings which 
the patient required in the time _>f nisalllic- 
tioii, hut especially that he might lie restored 
to his wonted health and strength, and per
mitted again to minister to his people. On 
taking his leave, the missioi.aiy observed 
with pleasure that his Iriend appeared to be 
cheeilul and benefited by his vi.-it. On 
calling again shortly afterwards, Mr. Uiti- 
y ell w as delighted to find the clergyman con
valescent, an.'; lie was soon able to perform 
his ministerial duties as before. Many years 
afterwards Mr. Rock was heard to say that 
he regarded his rapid recovery from this 
severe attack ol fever as a blessing from God 
in answer to the fervent prayer of his friend 
the Wesleyan missionary, and that he was 
forcibly reminded of the Apostle’s declara
tion “The prayer of faith shall save the 
sick.”—Sablxitli Reading.

“ IN MY TROUBLE.”

Two girl friends, near neighbors in a 
count!y village, sat together one Saturday 
afternoon, busy over the “week’s mending.” 
After a somewhat long silence, the young- 
of the two opened conversation hy saying 

“ Do you know, Marian, that 1 think 1 
begin to see one of the reasons for my long
sickness last winter ? At least, 1 see one of po cm w jvuruwii 1 i . .

life, and try to profit by them. She ’irlys | , growing out of it. It
them pretty hard sometimes, so you needn’t I * ,a.wV • u?M>n uie 1IB . ler, l*ay» ** } ,wa* 
li« afraid of hurting us. (Jo ahead „0W| }hmkmg over my morning chapter. I had 
fast as you’ve a mind to ” j '*«" reading in 1 Chronicles, where David

Two thoughts went flashing through ' '/ u/ll,s Krval, ,K‘Klre,,u,l1'1 a house
-. mind as she settled l»ck iu her chaïr. i for V0'1 “honor. He says, ‘Now, behold, inNell’

prize without 
mg ?’!

Nell nestled hack among the pillows and 
gave herself up to her own meditations and 

1 reams. She liked to read of lives of hero
ism and noble self-sacrifice. She liked al
most, if not quite, as well to dream of her
self as such a character, hut—oh dear, could 
she deny herself in a thousand little ways 
every day of her life ?

Just then lier thoughts and the Sahhath 
afternoon stillness were broken into by an 
importunate childish voice.

say, mamma, won't you come down
stairs now ? We are tired of ’musing our
selves, and want you to read to us.”

It was Teddy’s voice, and Margie, of 
course, was with" him, for the two were in
separable. “ ’Cause we’re twinaee,” Margie

Mamma laid down her book. Nell, watch
ing her through her half-closed eyes, saw 
her give just a wee hit of a sigh. Mamma’s 
chances tor quiet thought and her tieloved 
“ Imitation” were few and far between.

“Why don’t you go down and read to the 
children, and let your mother rest ? She 
has to work hard all the week," whispered 
something or somebody very distinctly iu

But she only nestled closer down in the 
pillows. It was so comfortable here, and 
she wanted to think, besides she hated to 
read to the children—Teddy was sure to ask 
such awful questions. She had to study

simiile story to these children ?
Maiuiua was right ; one mu >t have before 

they can give. Still there th y were wait
ing ; she would do the best that she could.

“1 think,” she said slowly and hesitatingly, 
“that you ought to learn from this story how 
very sure we are to get into trouble when 
we do wrong, and that even if it is hard, 
you will lie a great deal happier when you 
are Irving to do right,'”

“ How do you know ? Do you try your-

Nell’s face crimsoned. Teddy did ask 
such saucy questions ! But something kept 
the angry words unspoken. “ After all was 
it any wonder that he asked the question ?” 
whispered a little voice. Had she ever given 
him cause to think she knew the truth of 
what she was saving ?

“ Nui as much as 1 ought, little brother,” 
she said gently. “ But suppo>e that we all 
try harder than ever, and see if it isn’t so ! 
Will we ?”

“1 will,” whispered Margie, laying her 
hand lovingly in Nell's.

“Guess you’ve been trying this afternoon, 
haven’t you ?” asked the incorrigible Ted.

“Some,” replied Nell laughingly.
“ Well,” you’ve done pretty well ; hope 

you’ll keep on. I think you’re lots nicer.”
“ 1 bel twe—that 1 will keep on,” was 

Nell’s last thought before dropping to sleep

(To be Continual.)

Let us not forget that leaning on the les
son prepared hy another, will cramp us in 
teaching. There cannot be that warm, liv
ing interest in the lesson that is needed to 
impress it on the heart of the pup’!

, pr«.
God’s house, shone with a new light for me. 
I thought 4 Then Duvid’s trouble was not 
lost to him. or to the temple that was to he. 
Though debarred, as it proved, from under
taking the building himself, he was all the 
time, while in his trouble, doing something 
towards preiiaring the materials, laying by 
for his son Solomon, of gold, silver, brass, 
if on, ti m lier and stone.’ So 1 saw that 
trouble is meant to be a time of preparation 
for what is coming after. And then I re
joiced to know that my own recent trouble, 
from my being laid a-ide so many months 
was in some sense a period of preparation 
for active work, and 1 began to look about 
me to see what sort of material 1 had been 
preparing for future labor and appropria-

44 I am sure this single verse from your 
Bible reading was w« may say, a part of 
your material, provided by God’s baud, for 
your building. And David, it seems, had 
many different kinds laid hy in store. So 
you may find, here a beam of goodly tim
ber, there a bar of iron or brass, here a 
rough-hewn foundation stone, and there a 
choice piece of gold and silver, all ready for 
use in the building of God’s house.”

“Those houses are we,” quietly responded 
Grace. “ Ye**, I believe that though 1 may 
have seemed quite useless or worse than 
useless, ‘ while in my trouble’ I was 
really getting ready to tell out to others 
some of the mercies of the Lord to 
me, and to magnify his grace. I feel for 
one thing, that it is well worth a good long 
illness to be able now to enjoy afresh the 
mere sense of life and health which comes 
over me with such a gush of reality. Yet 
of course, that is only a lesser part of my 
material.”

“ Still Grace, if you do but turn it into
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