FRIENDLY GREETINGS.

“ Pless the Lord, O my soul, ami forget not all s
benefits”

Favmer Hollis was very busy up to neady vight
oelock, and then he turned his steps fowards home to
Vpeakfust,  As he came in sight of the house the
postman appeared in the opposite direetion, and they
met at the gale.  Tom toolk the letter from him, paid
the postage, xaild a few words about the fine day, and
wiltlkked on, Treaking the seal as hie went.

His wite was waiting for hin.  “Jlave you gol a
letter 7" she asked.

“ Yoy, heaeplied, giving it o her; © T dm't know
wha its from ; pethaps its about the cow.”

AMrs. 1ollis uttered such a load exclamation, that
hier hushand thought she was il “What is the
smatter 77 he eried.

< Oh, Tom, she's alone in London, and dying”

“\Who—what, Susan1” he asked, taking the letter.
The first words e vead made his hands tremble and
his heart Deat. Tt was not a long letter, and
thus:—

“ Az Drown, of 1ol Place, Pimlico, Lomlon,
writes 1o My, Hollis 1o tell him his sister iz danger-
onsly il at her house.  Come divectly if you want to
sve her alive”

“1 must go, Susan. What time is it}
cateh the conch.”

“1 doubt you will bie 1o late, Tum.  I's just gone
cight, and the coach is due al the White Horse at
Wehwyn by nine o’clock.”

] shall o it

“Youll have to walk.  If John wasn't in the far
ficld he might saddle the cols,”

#1 shall manage it, Susan. Tie me up a bandle of
things, and VIl ehange these cdothes and put on my
Best. 1€ enly I can see my Nelly onee more #”

Ten .ninudes later Lom had blessed his wife and
children, and was hurrying over the fields at a ik
trol.
was leaving his wile, or that he disliked tmvelling;
his one prayer was, “ God grant that 1 oy find the
coach, and be in time to see poor Nedly.”

One more fickd had to bLe vrossal, one more stile
{o be jumped, and the high yoad which commanded
the White Horse would be reachal.  Onwanl Tom
went, and canght a glimpse of the coack; but i was
just starting. e yan at full speed, and eried “ Stop 17
at the top of his voice, and waved his stick aloft.  The
smard was mounting behind, e hoped he would
turn round and see him. 1t was his Jast chance.  The
ohl Qeg Nover's face was towards hita; but all eyes
wete Jixed on the coach.

As the guard took his seat, he noticed Tom's sfick,
and the latier caught sight of the guad’s uplifted
hand.  “Thank God for that !” he cjaculated.

Some hours Jater Tom reached his sister. She was
fended by her kind landlady, who told him the doctor
wave no hope.  “ Where is she?” was all Tom managed
o stammer out.

The meeting between the brother and sister, so long
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e had no time to think of his fiwm, or that he |

sepmated, was sad enough ; very few wonds passed a
first.

Nelly seemed seareely able to speal,  She revived a
little, and by degrees reeounted Dier sorrowful stogy
to Tom, and told him he was vight and she wug
wrong,

“Why did yon not come hack 1o me when you were
Teft alone 7" he asked.

“T was not alone. I had one hoy, a datling; I
lived for him, and worked for him; he died a few
months ago, and then, Tom, 1 had only one wisi,
that was fo see you again.  Dut I was very ill, and
thought I should never get to Ingland alive.  When
vou have told me you can forgive me, I can dis
in peace.’”

“ Forgive you, Nelly, T did that years ago; vou wiil
not die, you will live to see the okl home, and the
children and Susan, and we will love you back ints
lLiealth.”

“XNa, Tom, that caunot be. I have only a fuw
hows more. I am quite happy now I have seen
vou, for 1 love Jesuns, and for is sake God has
forgiven me all my sins.  Kiss me again and again,
deatest brother.  Goold-bye—good night—come very
near to me.”

Tom bent down and raised his sister in his sirong
arms, and svothed her with words out of God’s Iluek
amd his own Joving heart. A great silence fell over
the room, and before daylight fled, Nelly had gone to
the land which is not so very far off.

THE LORD'S WALL.

pouT fifty years ago, one bitler winter
night, the inhabitants of the littl
town of Schleswiyg were thrown infe
the greatest distress and tervor. A
hosfile avmy was mavching down upm
them, and new and fewrful reports of
the doings of the Jawless soldiers were
howly reaching the place.

While all hearts quaked with fear, an aged Cloistian
passed her time in crying out to God that Ile would
build 2 wall of defence a* und them.

Ier grandson asked hier why she prayed for a thing
so entirely impossible; but she explained that she
meant that God would profect her

At midnight the dreadful tramp was heand; an
cnemy came pouring in ab cevery avenue, filling the
place to overflowing.  But while the most fearful
soumds were heard on cvery side, nob even i knock
came o their door, al which they were greatly sur
prised.  The morning light made the matter clear, for
just beyond the house the drifted snow had reansl
sich a massive wall that it was impossible to get over
to them.

“There,” said the old woman, trinmphantly, “do you
see, my son, that God coulld wmise up a wall around usi
Truly, with God all things are possible.”




