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Noone s useleas In this world who lightens the burden of it for
nuyone else.—Charies ickens

1AM THE RESURRECTION.

One evenng, a few weeks agooa young gl lay dyimg Atleast,
so said the watchers 5 while the angels innst have been winsper-
ng eagetiv—>*Soon she will be sealdly Ining 5 this is her binthday,
m the new life !

She was very weary, and when <hie could find no other 1est, she
turned her sweet, patient face to het mother, and said,  ** Read
me, * Oh, For a Perfect Frust !°

It was her favonte hywn, aud she bad read it over and over,
until the little eard upon whichit was pnnted waswen with use,
even in her delicate hauds.

Her mother—ab, what cannot mothers do l—tead e verses
slowly. Alook of gieat peace came into the maiden’s face, ‘I'be
watchiers said ** She is growing weaker!”  ‘The angels must have
aald, “She iy growing stronger !

And then a Voice—like mother’s and father's and full of all
love==whispered, so that no one but herelf heard —

¢ Talta, cumi !’

And shie atose, and went with Him, strong and well at last,

The voung girl was an earnestreade
and I acked her mother to let me print those verses, for the com-
fort they might bring to the re«t of us, when we are **shut out
from wmuch that others bave.” They ate prnted directly fiom
the litle card,

0ll, FOR A PERFECT TRUST.
Isaich xxei. 8. Plalip. . 6, 7.

Oh'! for the peace of a peifeet trust,
My Joving God, in Thee :

TUnwavering faith, that never doubts
‘I'lron chiwosest best fol e,

Best, though my plans be all upset ;
Bedt, though the way be tough ;

Best. though my carthly store be seant
In Thee [ have enough,

Bos{. though my health and strength be gone,
Though weary days e mne,
Shat out from much that others hiave

Not my will, Lord, but Thine!

And, gven though disappointments conte,
They, teo, a1e hest for mie,

To wean me fiom this changing world,
And lead me nearer Thee,

Ol ! for the peace of a perfect trust
That looks away from all ;

‘That sces Thy Land in everything,
In grext events or siall

‘That hears Thy voice—a Fathier's voice—
Duecting for the best.

Oh ! for the peace of A perfect trust,
A heart with Thee at rest !

WHOM DO WE BELONG TO?
By Rev. Winnian Bt uxer Wuant, DD.
“ Yo e not your cien”' ** Ye belong Lo Christ.”

Wihen a slup nears port, she runs up her flag. I you cce the
atars and stripesat her mizzen peak you know she is an American
ship ; that the captain and crew belong to the United States.
Flowers are the Clirlstian’s flag.  ‘Therefore we wear them.
I'hey say, ¢ These peaple beloug to Hun whio made the flowers.?
Far one who is not a Cliristian to nut a flower in his buttonhoie
or to wear flonercon hier hiat, i< 1o fly a falee flag. Eveirything
peantifulis Cluis's. Hemadeit.  He owansit.  Birds, flowers,

waonds, ‘ittle children, all are His.  To enjoy them and not he
w« Christian s to break into a strauger's garden and steal his
fruit. A boy who does that will <kulk and hide, e will show
that he is seared by the way he eatx—always ready to 1mmn.

A Christian is onc who goes to the garden gate. There he
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finds the owner who asks him in ; leads him to the finest trees
helps him to clinb them, and while watehing him enjoy their
fenit tell« him of yetovelier gardens and more delicious fraits to
be enjoyed by and by, uuti), at times, for gladness, the Chiistian
forgzets to eat, sings, and shouts to those without, ** Come hither,
amd receive without money and without price the things you aie
trying to steal.”

If this is not une's experience, 1o not think he knows what
1tis to be a Christian, . All the joy be has in living is that of the
tef who has cliabed i * some other way,” pincks hete a flower,
and there a cherry, while his main business is looking out for
the d 2.

The joy we feel and ought 1o feel all comes frow the fact that
we belong to Chirist.

L. It is pitiful for a child or man to fancy he belongs to no
one.  You have heard people say of some little fellow:  * Poor
child ! He has no mother !

What they mean is : * No mother has him.”

‘Lhete is no one to tell him what to do.  If lie wants to take
hold of the protty flame there is 2o one to hinder him. If he
chooses to eal ditt or drink poison there is no one to prevent him.
He is as a man who has forgotten that he belongs to God, thinks
Uie is his own master and can do as he likes. Such a man gets
drunk if it pleases him, gambles, burns himself, cuts himself.
because he fancics he may do as he likes, instead of minding to
do as God likes.

2. Itis disgraceful to feel that no one ouns your.

‘The most conteraptible of Americans was Benedict Arnold.
Ie thought ke owned himself, and theiefore did as he pleased.
The noblest of Ameticans wis Washington, e knew his
country owned him.

A steamboat in New York hathor caught fire.
crowded with people.
ing.

It was
The raptain was in the pilot-house steer-
The flames came neater and nearer to . “Fliey scorched
kis face. [I'hey singed his eyebrows,  Still he held fast to the
wheel. One leap would have saved i, Rat hie would not take
it.  Thete he stood hike an aron man until tin, ~a=-«l grounded
and thiee hundred lives were sav.d. ‘The ezptan. “rs were
burned tothe bone.  But he did not flinch. e kner _5 - as not
his own ; he belonged to those passengers on the ship. Until a
boy feels that someone owns him, he is not fit to live, and he is
not tit to dic. e is of no use to tiod or man, and least of all te
bhimself.—Our Sunday Afternoon.

TVO LII'TLE OLD LADIES.
BY I MAUD MERRILL.

‘Two little old jadies, one grave, one gay,
In the self-same cottage bined day by day.
Oue conld not he happy, ** Because.™ she said,
‘¢ So many cluldren were hungey for bread 3’
And shie veally had not the lieart to stile,
When the world was so wicked all the while.

‘The other old lady smiled all day long,

As shie knitted, or sewed, or crooned a song 3

¢ 8hie had not time to be xad,”” she faid,

“ When inmugry chilidren were erving for bread "'
She baked, and knitted, and gave away,

And dectared the world grew better each day.

‘Two little ol ladies, one grave, one gay ;
Now which do you think cliose the wiser way ?
—Payish ard Home

He prayeth well, who lovetl well
Both man, and bird, and beast
He prayeth best, who loveth best
AN Lings both great and small §
For the dear God who loveth us,
He made and loveth all. — Coleridge.
Never fear to bring the sublimest motive to the amallest duty,

and the most infinite comfort to the smalest trouble. — Philljps
breoks.
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