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.411 that thou e.cnst call thine own
Lies in thy Io-day.

rower, and intellect, and health
May not always last.
'The miii caiinot grind

With the water that is past."

Oh the wasted hours of life
That have drifted by 1

Oh the good that might have been,
Lost without a sigli 1

Love, tlat we miglt once have saved
By a single word,

Thoim:hts congceived, but never penned,
Perishing unheard.

Take the proverb to thyself,
Take aud hold it fast-

Sle miill cainot grind'
With the water that is past."

Sudbury Leafets.

"CHIlST WILI TAKE ME IN,
MOTIiER."

The last words of a yioimg wife, sudleinly laid on a
dyingbeJ wcre, " hrihtias opened thedoor, mother,
aud He wii take le ii."

The lighît is fading fist, mother, life's sun is
neariy set,

And .e'er ou earth we'Il meet again, where
We so oft have meit :

I see tle golden gutes appear, the city fre
fromn sin,

The door aire open wide, inother, and Christ
will take le in).

My life on earth has not becei long, and yet,
my niother dear,

I've lruink the cup 'of sorrow deep, and shed
the weary tear ;

But shadioni, nîe'er shall cross my pati upon
the sapphire floor,

And Christ vill take ile in, inother, lie opens
vide hie door.

Tien, notler, do not weep for me ; and father,
doa not sigh ;

Yoi'll comue and meet ie yonder in our home
beyoid the sky-

Beside the pearly gates, mother, l'Il watcl aid
vait for yout;

The Christ who took your Maggie in, will
mîîake youî welcomlîe too.

And sisters, youî mîîust neet lme tlere, amid the
aîngel band ;

Our oves sliall never be downcast in that
hapîpy, hapîpy land ;

The air is free fromt fevered dreas andi
tainîted breath of sin ;

The doors are open wide, mother, and Christ
will take me in.

I left Himî long outside, mother, aye knocking
lit iy heart,

But atill He's proved a Friend to me, whorn
death eau never part ;

He wasled mîy erimson stains, mother, lie
mîade mie white as snow ;

le opes the goldeni gates, tuoather, and bids
me onward go.

I do not grieve to leave the world, with such
a home in view,

And Jesuls still on earth remîains to guide you
onwarl too ;

On angel winigs l'Il watcl youî, fromn yon star-
geiiined azuire flour ;

Aind Christ will imîake you welcoime al, lie
opens wide tho door.

Farewell ! farewell ! earth's shores grow dini,
- sec the liglt of day,

Th angels wait o snowy wings to bear nue
far away ;

It's only for a little whiile,-sooii. saon again
we'll lecet ;

i tryst you there, iy lovel ones, 'ioiig the
stars at Jesus' feet.

WILLIAM MIITCHEL.
B. fcssenîger.

THE GREAT QUESTION.
what shal it proft a ian, if lie slahl gain the

whole world and lose his oui soul ?' (MAuIx viii. 3O).

Coues a voice like love's ownî music
To a heart which lichpe hathi lied,

Falling like the dew of evening
Oni the earth long pirchied and dead

Spreads it like the miorning breaking,
Pcuîsive as the eveninîg's light,

Oi the listeniing car soft stciniug,
Like a distant harp at night
O ye sad and wcary wçanderers,
Sailing'o'er Iife's troîubled sea,

Cease youîr efforts, cease your toiling,
Comie and find your rest in M. !"

Steals his voice o'er childhood breaking-
Like the liglht of early morn,

Floodinîg age with truth's own beauty,
Andl tli joy of wisdomi boni ;

Ili our work anda days of brighttness,
li our sickness, in our pain,

Coiîes this voice ail pensive pleadiug,
Plcading still and yet agailn
What is al your sowin.g, reapiig,Rlindinig selîaves of golden graili

Weary worker, weill youa answer
Wlat the vorth of ail your gain i

"Thougtless wanderer o'er life's ocean,
Aged pilgrinm, ient witlh care,

Auxious statesman, toiling merchant,
Joyous maiden briglit and fair ;


