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THINE BE THE GLORY.
Composed by GERUARDT, Translated by Massie,  J, R, BAILRy, Carlist,
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Father, O hear mot
Pardon and spare me !
Quench L my terrors,
Blot ottt my crrors,
That by Thine eyes they may no more he scanned
Order my woinge,
Dircet all my doings,
As it may please Thee
Retain or refease me,
AT esmmer ¢ - T fatherly hand,
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Grigfs of G ud's setdinge
Al have an endins,
Clowds may he pouring,
Wind and wave roaring,
~unsitine will come when L) tempeat Lits passed.
Joys still inersasing,
And peace never ceasing.
Taith lost in vieion,
Audd Hope in fruition,
These are the foys which ¥ Yook ferat lage,

watch (which had, like my shawl, been redecmed from pawn),
and I felt it continually, almost favcying somctimes that it
had stopped going.  But the hands moved owward notwith-
standing, and I bad just made out that they ware pointig to
cleven, when there was a bustle in the hall below, and at the
same moment my room door was flung open by our Jandlady’s
daughter, a rough girl of fiiteen,

¢ Oh, Mrs. Quintrcll,” she cried, ‘¢ your husbaud s comein,
and he’s fallen down dead on the mat !”

“Dead ? Dead 27 How I got down stairs I do not know,
but I round myself in the hall, kueceung beside my hustand.
}I;'!e was lying on the floor, and our landlady was bending over

im,

“Qh! is he really dead ?” I cried in an agony ; and then I
became conscious that 1 was leoking— yes, looking at his face.
The shock to my nerves had come, and my eyesight was
restored !

T was not glad just at tirst, but T soon became so, for it was
a more mistake of the girl's: dear Mark was not dead, he had
merely fainted, through over-excitement and exhaustion.  His
swoon did not last long, and his annoyance, when he recovered,
was great.

¢t So sorry I frightened you, dear,” ke said, asI helped him
to our laudlady’s sofa. ‘I can’t imagioe what made me so
quecr, except that 1'vo good news to tell. I'm so glad, for
your sake, for, Nelly, I got on splendidly, and was encored
three times 1”

“Then your fortune's made ! " I cried.

“Not that quito; but 1 shall get on better as a teacher
now, and it will be just alittle compensation for you, my
darling. It's this that pleases me most of all.”

¢«Oh! Mark! dear Mark, what do you think?
see! Yes, sce you smiling at me, dear !

My husband declared that the news was too good to be

I can

OUR LIBRARY TABLE.

I‘ RIGIIT and sparkling as ever comes to us the midsammer
votaume of that most perfeet of children's magazing,
3 L, Fulls (1), We bave rad every volume that hay
appearad, and the best thing we can say is, that this new
' volume is an incstimable treasure to the youngsters, and fally
" equal to its predecessors,
! "Ruth Eilivtt's new bools (2) is thoroughly worthy of her, and
'its appearance at the present time, when Ritualisw and
‘ Romanism seem to go hand in hand, is most opportune. To
inculeate a great truth in su attractive a manoer. that ono
' almost loses »ight ot the object aimed at, is no inconsiderable
feat, and this has been very success’ully accomplished.
Three hundred and ninety-nino pagesof rhyme(?) (3)onoge
!'suhjcet arc almost too much for us. Mr Glenn's object in
sending out a velume of temperance verso is most praiseworthy,
but bardly sunitable for these times, .
. Mrs. Pitman always writes well, but her long stories are
' sometimes rather dry ; we certainly like her short shetches
, better. ¢ Vestina’s Martyrdom” (4), which has just been re-
. issued, is a well-told story of Christian fortitude in the days
: of old Rome, and many a good lesson is taught in its pages.
The authoress tells us it is intended especially for Sunday-
school teachers and senior scholars, and wo can hesrtily
; Tecommend it to them. . .
We are again welcoming the Jubilee Singers on their labour
' of love, and wmany will, dountless, be glad to have the story of
their «ounderful and stecessful carcer (3), which, after a sale
' of 50,000 copies, has been issued in & cheaper, thoughnot less
" attractive, form. Tho photographic fruntispieco i3 cxceed:
y ingly good. .
1t does us good to rcad the lives of such men as John
' Edwards, whese short but pregnant biography lies before
! us(6). Men such as ho ore worthy of having their memory

truo; but it was truc nevertheless ; and, thank Heaven, from ! perpetuated.

that bour my eyesight, though not strong, has never wholly
failed e again. Mark 18 thriviug well as a violin teacher,
and this contents lim now, for he no longer expects ta make
a name equal to Paganini ; brt he is very happy for all that
and I am very happy too, knowing that in all essential points
our hearts do, indeed, *‘answer” to one another, liko the two
harps of which ho spoke long, long ago.
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