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of the loveliness they looked forward to.
If they could but have known! -

But it was hid. So the time passed
on, and often did the roots breathe a
word to each other of faith and hope,
as each day, they felt, was hastening on
the time they so looked forward to.

“IWe shall not much longer be poor
and unnoticed,” said the tulip; “our
time of glovy is coming fast.”

“Yes,” joyously answered the hya-
cinth; “but a few days more and we
shall put on our beautiful robes.”

But the mouse did not come that way
for some time, till one mornming, when
the room was very quiet, he stole over
towards the window, and stopped al-
most out of breath before a heautiful
pink hyacinth in its fullest beauty, its
rich waxen blossoms giviig out a sweet
fragrance, and the tulip by ils side, in
gorgeous crimsom and gold !

“You beautiful things ! who are you?
I never saw you here before,” said the
mouse.

“We told you we should be fair one
day,” answered the hyacinth.

“Isit yo 2 Why I never saw any-
thing so lovely in my life! What has
happened to you? I thought you were
dead.”

“But I was not dead, and I told you
so, only you wounld mnot bhelieve me.
‘We were alive when you wero last here,
only the life was hidden. Now it is
seen,” replied the hyacinth.

“Then that is what made you so con-
tented ; well, who would have thought
it, when you were so ugly a little while
ago?”’

“It was for this wo were waiting in
hope and trust,” said the tulip; “but
we had no idea wo should be so fair 1"

“No, it is better than we expected,
and more than we looked for,” was the
happy answer of the hyacinth.

Just then a lady came in, and seéing
them both so beautiful, she carried
them off to the drawing-room, and the
conversation stopped,—ZLondon Chris-

tian,

«T'LL TRY ;"

OR, A SATURDAY EVENING AT WREXHay
i~ 1819,

Firry-FIVE years ago, a circle of
friends were sitting one Saturday even-
ing, in a pleasant 190m in the Vicarage
of Wrexham, in Wales. It was on
‘Whitsunday, 1819. The friends are all
| gone now, they have met, we doubt not,
!in heaven. But that Saturday evening
jone of them made a suggestion to an-
I other, whe carried it out in such a way,
[that if he had never done anything else
we should always love his memory,
'There were not so many Missionary
meetings and sermons then as there are
now ; for English peopie had then only
{lately begun to feel that itewas their
iduty to preach the glad tidings to the
heathen. But the Vicar of Wrexham
was going to preach next morning in his
church a sermon on behalf of one of the
first societies ever formed. His son-in-
law was staying with Dr. Shipley, the
Vicar, that night, for he was going to
preach for him on the Sunday evening,
The family group were pleasantly chat-
ting; but Dr. Shipley was rather ab-
sent; he was thinking about his sermon
next morning. Suddenly turning tfo
his son-in-law, Le said, “Heber, I wish
you wonld write a hymn for them to
sing in church to-morrow morning; a
hymn that shall bring home to the
people the claims of the heathen world"
It was Saturday night; short time to
prepare a good hymn for Sunday mormn-
ing, wasit not? For you know it takes
far longer to write a good hymn than to
read it! The Irish poet, Moore, used
to think he had done a good day’s work
when he had written fourteen lines of
his beantiful poetry. But Heber wished
to please his father-in-law, so he said,
“T1l try.” What a capital word that
is! “Tll try.” Do you know a better
motto? Illtry! There iscourageand
hope in that, and ¢ Tl try again,” adds
perseverance too. So Heber tried to
writo 2 hymn. He withdrew a litile




