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ini the Saviotar's love .an& puwsr to dave;
while ber faitb aitd joy continu.dl to ini.
creaae ini strength and btightnem no that
ahe hadi no foer of death, but always
spoke of it ausimrply goig borne to Jb's.

On the afternoon preceeding her death,
knowing that the end waa not far distant,
ahe called each m,-inber of the faniily te
bier aide and bade thom farewell, af ter
which lier thoughte and hier words ware
chiefly, directed to hier Saviour, pleading
with H im that lie should speedily corne
and take ber to Himmeif. 'luwardm the
evening as repeatedly sang v.ry sweetly
sme famtiliar hymne and requemted, that
the friendm standing by mhould juin with
hier which they attempted but could mot
continue for weeping. Sho then requent-
ed that oue mhouldgo to the piano while
alI mag INearr my Gud toI 1h., nt

.after a ittle while mhe sang in a very
sweet voice '.afe in the arma of Jeaus.*

1Vhaie tuatin~ wi*th pain ber father ask-
ed lier if ah* steali mnuered, whmn ah. re-
plied : 'Oh lia rny pour body la burnîn

o;'an d shortly after with beautiful
smrplicity ah. prayed. 'Gentie Jeans,
have pity on a pour little grl and take
me home. t Yourself.' As death drew
near hier ower of specb became weaker,
yet in a clear calm voice xhe said she was
nuw pgoing duwn into the darir %alley ;
and thoen ah. slowly prayed with uplift0d
bande and beaming face: 'Dear J es!
pleame taire any spiuit and lay it on your
own dear bomom.' She continued f re-
queutly to engage in prayer watching
eagerly and joyfully for the comning of
ber Lord. And wbile thua occnpied she
quietly fell asleep in Jeaus.

"RE CANNA STÂUTN THÂT."

Niany a time lias Satan oucceeded in
bis efforts to overcomne frail humanity,
but in no came coaald h.e have dune au if
alwaym and ever his victime had knuwn
how to use the 'awtord of the Spirit,
which is the word of God.' 'It is writ-
ten.' said our Savionr, in the wilderuoes.
How nauch Wo the point is thie followang:

'«Vhat's wrang wi' y e noo9 1 thoclat
y. were a, richt,' m aid a ragged boy to
another. 'What'm wranj wi' ye noo'

'dan, Fian nu richt yet,' replied the
other ; 'for Satan'x nye teniptizag me.'

'And what dae y. then ?' a8ked laie
f riend.

:1 try,' maid he, sto si*ýg a hynn.'
'And does that no' sent hian awa!?
'No, l'ni as bad as ever.'

"V *eei,' maid the othGr, 'when h.e tempt2
yuu again try bina wi' a text; he canna
ataun that.'

'i WON'T.

Il will not,' said a lîttlù boy, stoutly.
as 1 passed along. His ton. strack me.
'What won't voit do?' 1 stopped and amk-
ed. 'That boy wantm me Wo 'make he.
liei'e' something to my mother, and I
won't!' b. said, ini the same stout tone.
The little boy is on the right road. That
in just one of th". places to say 'won't.'
1 hope he wil) stick to it. 'Won't is not
a pr.tty word for children, but it is the.
right asie when asked, Wo d1e. ee.

THE NAIRE IN TEE BOOK.

Artaur WVill. bail received a new book
as a'gift from his mnther. There it lày,
when its wrappers were renauv- ;, iii its

p retty binding of gray and gu1à, with
beutiful colored pictures. He turaed to

the fly leaf and his countenance fell.
'There is nu mnme in it,' h.e said.
'Bnt it is yourmj,' retnrned bis mother.

'Why do you want yonr mnie in it!*
'To show other people 1 have a right Wo

Wo it: Wo show thern wh gave it to me.
MothEr, it la nothing withont yu r writ-
ing.'

Mrs. WVills smiled affectionately upon
hep boy, and taking a pen and in kwrote
bis nianie upon ber gift. Thon she a8ked:

IMy son, in your naine in the Lamb'a
Bork ,uf Li.k?'

The boy besitated.
Il dnn't knuw, I'm sure,' hie said.
'Thon you may kuow it, dear, if you

will but obey our blesaed Saviour's eaUl.
'The apostie Paul apeaka of nome who.e
mnimes are in the Book o! Life. Tbey
knew it, and be knew it and Wold it Wo
others. God offers us salvation s a f r..
gifs. If we taire it lie will inacribe ur
naines in Hia great record as the saved.
1 reai a beautfful @tory o! a soldier who,
when hie was dying, opened bis eyem and
looking up bright[y, cxclaimed, 'Here!'
On being amked wbat h.e wa.nted ho said,
'They are calling the roîl-caîl in heaven,
and I was aalswering to my naie !' Dear
Arthur, will yuu pass nuster there!'
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