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Life ofRev. Hec'nry Venn Ellwtt.

Y Mother Church ! Thy holy prayers
I lisped with infant breath ;

And oh! I hope that they will rise
From my cold lips in death ;

For from the very Fount of Life
Thou drawest undefiled

The pure, sweet waters of the Truth
For every thirsting child.

By Thee upon my infant brow
The holy sign was set,

That marked me for the coming strife,
Unconscious babe, as yet;

But willingly, in riper vears,
I heard Thy cali to stand,

Grasping the Banner of the Cro3s
Thou gavest to my hand.

And oh! if nany faithless prove
in an unfaithful age,

Let me but cling with deeper love
To my sweet heritage ;

Still, though of youth and vigour shorn,
Let me that standard clasp,

Until by stronger hands 'tis borne
From my last dying grasp.

Then, in Thy fold, with "voice from Heavcn,'
Oh, lay me down to sleep,

Close to the dear and faithful dead,
Where angels vigil keep;

Till'the last trumpet's thrilling blast
Shall pierce the upheaving sod,

And the glad wvakers rise and spi ing
Into the Liglt of God.
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I I.

ES, Mr. Timmins." said Jessie, " 111 have
my bank book." "Very well," said the post-
master. " Now please to state your Christian
and surname."

"Jessie Driver."
"Occupation?"
"Kitchenmaid."
"'Place of residence ?"
"Do you mean where mother lives?"
"No; where you are now.'
" l'm at the Rectory."
"This must be icnessed by some one.

Let me see; some one known to me, or by the
minister or a churchwarden of the parish, or
by a justice of the peace."

"I'm not a justice, nor a churchwarden, nor
a parson,"said Tom Nayles; " but Mr. Timmins
knows me very well. l'Il witness the sig.
nature."

He did so.
Jessie was aboul t-, depart when Tom called, ''I say-one good turn deserves

another. Will yot witness for me? I was going to have half a pound of tobacco,
but now I don't think I will. l'Il have a bank book instead."

So Jessie waited in the shop.
-'ame, if you please ?" asked the postmaster.

"Tom Nayles."
"Tom or Thomas?"
"Well, I believe 1 was christened Thomas, but folks always call me Tom."
"Thomas it must be then. Occupation ?"
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