FRIENDLY

GREETINGS.

call the sun. Y can tell when it's out by my feelings,
as well as you can with your eyes; butI daresay the
world would get on nearly as well without it as with
it, after all.” .

“Poor fathert” Willie said to his little sister;
“ how sad it is to ho blind } 7
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Not far from the blind man’s home lived one who
called himself a philosopher.

“I don't believe thore is a God,” he would eay;
“or, atleast, if thero bo one, the world, which has
got into a great mess, would geb on as well without
Him,”

Some listened, some adimired, someo laughed, some
pitied him,

Among the latter was a little girl, his nicce, who
was allowed to spend a week with him.

The day before she left home, her father had said
to hier,  Amy, your uncle does not beliove there is a
God ; he is spiritually blind.”

“ Poor uncle ! said Amy.
his eyes? T will ask Him,”

The first evening Amy spent with her unele, she
noticed that there was no family prayer, as at her
own home, She thought of what her father had said,
and spoke her thoughts aloud, as children do.

‘ Unele,” she said, “perhaps God lets you be blind
bocause you don’t ask Him to give you sight.”

“What can the child mean ?” said her uncle.

¢ Father says you are spiritually blind,” said the
child, “Obh, I am so sorry!” and she burst into
tears.

“What nonsense is this?” said the great man,
angry at the child’s words.

She did not want to vex him, so she kissed him,
and said, “ Good-night,” and ran upstairs to bed.

The next morning she came down, looking cheerful
enough.

“ Akt that's the face I like to see,” said her uncle.

‘ But, uncle, you don’t laugh,” said Amy.

“T don’t see much to laugh at, little woman ; but
T like to have people bright and happy about me.”

 Perhaps it’s because he’s blind,” thought Amy,
“that he doesn’t see much to laugh at ;” butshesaid
nothing.

“And what have you done with last night’s
trouble #* asked her uncle.

“I've told God all about it,” returned the child.

Her uncle was silent, not wishing to say a word
that could disturb her faith.

“ Father says you don't believe in God,” said Amy,
lher eyes fixed upon him with a pitiful wonder.

“Your father ought not to say such things,” said
the philosopher, half ashamed ; “he might trust me
that I would not talk on these matters to you.”

“But why not, uncle?” asked the child, still
pityingly. “If yow're blind I will pray for you.”

“And so your father thinks me blind, does he?”
laughed the philosopher.

“¥ou must be blind if you don’t see that there’s a
God,” said Amy, with a child’s persistency.

“Come to my knee, and say a prayer for me,” he
said,
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“Will not God open

Surely ths Spirib was striving with him then,
The child knelt down as sho was told, and folding:
her little hands together, said earnestly, * Pray God
bless poor uncle, and make him see, for Josus
Christ's sake.  Amen.”

Thon gotting up, “TIl say it for you every night.
and morning till you do see,” she said, stroking his
cheek caressingly, as if he had been naughty and in
disgrace——as, indeed, she felt he was,

“ But, uncle,” she added, after a moment’s thought,
“you will say it for yourself too, won't you, overy
night and morning ”

She could not persuade her unclo to promise this,
and sho marvelled much that he conld think it too-
much trouble to ask again and again for such a
precious gift as sight.

There iz no more to toll.

Miracles of love aro still being wrought in God’s
universe. The bright beams of the Sun of Righ-
teousness are shining everywhere. But unless the:
philosopher has taken the little child’s advice, and
gone humbly down: upon his knees before God ir
earnest, persovering prayer, how can he see anything
of His power and love? The eyes of man’s under-
standing being darkened by sin ond unbelief, he
cannot sce Goll.

Reader, how is it with you?
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THANK GOD FOR THE BIBLE.

pANK God for the Bible, whose clear shining ray
Has lighted our path, and turned night into-
day ;
Its \vonderful’ treasures have mever been told,
More precious than rubies, set round with pure gold.

Thank God for the Bible in sickness or health,

It brings richer cor.forts than honour or wealth;
Its blessings are boundless, an infinite store;

We may drink at its fountain, and thirst nevermore.

Thank God for the Bible sent down from above,
Rovealing to mortals God’s infinite love;

A fathomless sea with its bright shining shore,
Where the glorified dwell and are safe evermore.

Thank God for the Bible—rich treasures untold

Are laid up in store in its city of gold,

That beautiful home of the saved and the blest,

Where no sorrow can comse, where the weary find
rest.

Thank God for the Bible! how dark is the night

Where no ray from its pages sheds forth its pure
light ;

No Jesus, no Bible, no heaven of rest!

Oh, how could we live, were our lives so unblest?

There are millions who wander in darkness to-day—

No Jesus, 1.0 Bible, no knowledge to pray;

God belp us to feel, and to act, in His sight,

To render our thanks, now, by giving them light.
M. U W.



