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clear womiai lias chieered and
I)Iessecl mv life. Jest sec tliat face,
parson! It's old and it's wvrinIded;
but slîc's alwavs moine and beau-
tiful to me. Nowv, thenl parson,
the mail w~ho lias secli a wife as
tliat-well, thiere ain't no use talk-
in', for wvords can't tell the story.
Slie's gonie uphili and downhill
with nie since 1 was twenty-three
y-ear old, and w'e've liad to travel
over some rutiier ruggy<ed g-round.
Does any one say that iliy lovini'
Marthy is a duty ? Nolisenlse I
Woift listeni to it. Is it my cluty-
miost intolerable word !-to sacri-
fice mv comforf for lier Mvien shc's
sick. and speild wholc niglits
watchin' at lier side and prayin'
that she wvill get well ? Duty,

parson ? I caii't lielp it. It's my
greatest pleasure, and I couldn't
drag- mvself away at sucli a time.
It ain't no hiardsliip to go liungry
or to -et tired for lier sake, if I
can onlv sec the liglit returnin' to
theni eves, and the smile conîxn'
back after days of sufferin'.

"To my niind, religion is jest
like the sunsliine tlîat ripens tue
corii. A mail can find ail lie
wvants iii religion, ind lie can't find
it iiowhlere cisc.

"But sec! -Martliy is callin' us,
-and tlîe diiiîner is ready. Vie
hiaven't mnucli to offer, but if vour
appetite is wlietted by this Iceen air
,%Ve'Il eiîjoy w~hat tlierc is. Parson,
%vil1 vou askz a blessin' ?»

C11E ER A NID TUIlE R E SPO0N SE.

DY A.MY PA.RIZNSOZ.

1.0 1 -tit 'ith yon lwlay. e'.ei Unto the end< of
the %world."

lIy.oczs loivii, irhici iliou knoirc.qIL

le i ihce Iocc?? hf

.Sirr î(iilî in ilîy î''a,.,andl (.oiifort *ftr

P2i« ' 10 i I rIini 2ioit-na"g f0
Ri>.', ll'o ichari, for, hy ;iý,;ht ad hy

Lo ! I (on. sii!h thce, «ni irith tlue alir«y.

l'at. '1 onlure i/à-rn, ihese elriefî:, atil re-tir-
fioll. r

I «a jli ii<'u(,l in (dl Ilhy affliriiois
.'ril thoit art >îot uniiingIo 1 j (h,»

Silice I unai h,,>-, anido Ioi( l inr.ih,
l'ait ! 0' paitn1 !' th)-oiuyh îlarkness «tut

C'los,:, 1.y fhy ;idle I îirill fail not Io x1ay.

Look onirant ! look up ! hcre arir joys sit lic-
fore thec !

Liýjh1 i,; ht//ond tlhe dark rlouvt; ital hangj
o"e e h!

Le( hcqc trilt < hy patienrue ite .iru ily roin-
h'inlilf

7*o i'iirc.fioni thy solZ ncry lhoil!,ht 0/' >"r
pining~:

Sooit .'ha cl «roii Ihirc shine- hict ri',; hriqht
day-

Aadl thoit xhcdt le iriik Vé, he iirlth fîn
ayc.

TQot.%TO.

I -will, I wiIl lie patient, Lord,
S~o T1hou but grat Tinie aid

Howv eau I ininuiltr W~hile 1 fcol
'rhiîîo arins benea.tl ue. laid ?

How eau I fret whcn Thou art iffli
To l>id repinings ccasc,

Ani îvhispcr to nmv troubled soul
l1y sweet, swcot wvords of peacc?

Slut,11 I not decn -with thiankfulncess
Endutre this sad ur . st,

Since Thoni dost let ine lin> îny head
Upoil ThV gentle brcast;

Anti since I nover should hiave k 11%ni.
But for theso days of pain,

1mnw tenderan inî ow strong Thon art,
'O Coinfort and sustain?

I %viii, I wil lie patient, Lord,
Yea, even joy to bear

he weary lîours, on carth bciow,
W~hie1 lhou %vitin e Nwiit. share-

Tillthei blest time Nwheu, folded ini
Thine aris of inighit andi love,

WVitIî 'rhc miy happy sotîl shahtl rise
T.o the giad wvorldl above.
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