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. &« CHRIST IN ME.”

O Christ, within me dwelling!
Thy love my heart hath won;.
Reveal that love, dear Jesus,
As pilgrim days go on,

This world is bleak and barren—-
Thy love is bread and wine;
For this Divine refreshing,
My very heart doth pine.

1 love Thy Woud, revealing
“What Thou, Lord art to me—

'The mirror true and faithful
Wherein Thyself T see.

"No breath of mine can tarnish
The glass revealing Thee!

Thy beauty shining through it
Gives all its radiancy.

Ob- pure and perfect vadiance
That.evermore Temains—

That shineth%r: serenely

. Though dafkness round me reigns!

Shineon, O Christ within me,
- And give me grace to be
© As one of thine epistles
'Tbg’}iide ths world to Thee!

. Tknow no other glorv,
I ciave thishigh renown—
I fdin would add some jewels
To my Redeemer’s crown,

Ob live in me, my Saviour,
Thy saving life, I pray;
And give me strength for Iabours
That shall remajn for aye, )
.M.

—British Herald:
DEATH'S .DONATIOX,
Twenty-seven hundred years ago a funeral
procession was moving along from a house of
mourning towards the burial-place. (2 Kings
it 21§ The corpse lay uncoffined on the
bier. Before reachiug the narrow chamber
prepared for this pale sleeper, the party were
startled by the appearance of b:mg
ders, which at this period were quite numerous
1 that unbappy country. Happeniog to be
then very near a grave already occupied, they
hastily deposited in it their lifeless barden and
fled, What must have been their amazement,
on looking round 2 moment after, to see their
friend issuing from the sepalchre whero they

| rise and retire to the other roow.
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had laid him, alive. The corpse bad tonched
the ashes of the dprophet Elisha, and at the
touch Kfe fetnroed. Is notlife a strange dong-
tion for death's hand to bestow?

Years ago there gleamed among the
churches of Scotland the light of a sjlver
lamp. The name inscribed apon that lamp
was Robert Murray McCheyne.  But his bio-
grapher tells us that the light of that gracious
Iife was kiidled at the bier whereon the corpse
of his brother David lay. Another donation
of life from the hand of death.

Here is a wayward son. Instructions,
) exhortations, sermons, revivals, prayers, pa-
rental sohcitudes, have all proved in vain
But now God sends death to ordain the
mother of that youth fo preach in hisears fie
soul-winping sermon. And from those closed
eyes and scaled lips, and from that pale face
and prostrate form there issues a power that
saves her darling from the lions. Thus again
death gives life. .

{ Years ago, in a certain pew, there sat &
{ ap, Sabbath after Sabbatb, Ustening and not
s withvat interest, to. repeated messages of
ymercy. At many a communion season ‘he
y promised submission to Lis Lord'ere anpther
| should arrive. One day, after lonig procrasti-
y nation, death-swooped down upod his honse-
hold, and bore away the spirit of his little
boy. Rarely is & more touching scene pre-
| seoted than was witnessed at that faperal
The poor father was likg a:yandering .spirif. -
He would come into theroom wheré the little:
corpse lay, aud bending one- knee, he would
gaze awhile upon that.sweet white-face, thep
A few
minutes more would find him again in the
former position, and then again he would
retire, .And when we lett that little coffin jn
that little grave, it seemed as if that stricken
father would leave bislife there with.it Our
next communicn found that father a saved man
with us at the table, _Auother life-gift from
death’s hand.

More th:ulfcighteqn hundred years ago the
eternal Son of God died; and O, what & death!.
0, that bloody eweat! 0, thatagonizing ery!
But to-day there ave millions on earth, and
many, masy millions in heaven,once™ dead in
trespasses and sing,” and now alive for ever-
more, .Andall this Jife comes from that death,
And this same death will be the source of all
the life that will throb and flash and sing at
the marriage supper of the Lamb:,

Is this bife yours? 1fnot, for what mre you.
waiting? Tor God to fill some cofin with
the remains of the dearest of your earthly
treagures? Will you not go fo the Saviour;
till you have to go over the grave.of mother
father, wife, or child ?




