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And fai.ling to do so, he fell with the Inighty crNy of one who, ev-en
in the death agony, protests againsv the victor.

The news spread as if ail the birds in the air carried it. There
were a dozen physicians in Seat-Sandal befor)ie noon. There wvas
a crowd of shepherds around it, waiting in silent groups for their
verdict. Ail tie atternoon thiegentlemen of thie Daies were comiing
and going with offers of help and sympathy; and in the lonely
parlour the rector was softly pacing up and down, muttering, as
he walked, passages froin the " Order for the Visitation of the
Sick ":-

"O0 Saviour of the worid, who by thy cross and precious blood hast re-
deemed us, save us and heip us, we hunibiy beseecli thee, 0 Lord.

&"Spare us, good Lord. Spare thy peole whom thou hast redeerned with
thy mnost precious biood.

"Shut not up thy tender inercies inii d-slleasure; but make him to hear
of joy and giadness.

" Deliver huai froin the fear of the eneiny. Lift up the iight of thy
countenance upon hirn. Amiei."

T H A N K S G 1 V I N G.

BY AMY 1'ARKINSO0N.

1 iH.,N-K Thee, Lord, not oniy for the joys
I m.uay hiave seen,

And for the days of quiet restfulness
That in iny life have beeii;

But J thank Thee, too, for every suffering hour
That lies betweeii.

1 know not why some things that seemed so good
Have passed me by,

And things froin which rny spirit shr-ànk with dread
Have drawn s0 very iiigh;

But 1 take niy lot with thankfuiness, because
Thou knowcst wvhy.

I give Thee grateful thanks, for 1 arn sure
No drops can fali

Of bitterness into the cul) I drink,
But Thou dost co':1iit theni ail

And I k-now no trial forP7hy syrnpathy
Can be to<> sniall.

'So, Lord, I ake with thanks fr<>ni Thy dear hand
Ail Thou dost send,

Knowing that ever.y sorrow borne for Thee
To some great joy dotl, tend,

Whe.ýe the weary rest and troubled hearts grow glad,
And pain shail end.

ToRONTO.
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