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Your love has given mv life its charni,
Throughout il mny being fluwing,

I3ut strouger tenderer is the urmn,
To iolse I.iiu<l enre I'n gaittg.

To hear tne over Jordan's tide.
God senils his strong evangd."

She ceasel Our hone had Iost its pride,
But ieaven hat gaincd an angel.

An Angol in the Houso.

1w &wcet it wrere, if withnut fteble fright,
Or dying of the ttreaful biauteous sig'hut,
An angel tamle to u.3. and we could bear
To see him issue frt-in the ,-ilent air
At evening in our rooi, and hend on ours
lis divine eyes. and bringt us from his bowers
News of dear fi lends, and childrer. wo havenever
Been deui indeed! as we shall knov for ever.
Alts ! we think not what ie daily sec
About our hearths-angeli that arc to be,
Or may be if they will. and we prepare
Their souls and ours to meet in happy air-
A child. a friend. a wife whose soft heart sings
la unison vith ours, breeding its future wings.

Leigh l1unt
-- o---
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The White Water Lily.
BY THE ItEV. JOHN TODD, D. D.

At tbe bottou of a wild, dark, muddy
lake, there lay a very amail root. The mud
covered it, the fish swan over it, the frogs
bid under it, and once a great moose actually
trod on it.

"O dear," said the little root, talking to
itself. "how dark and lonesome it is down
here ! Hardly a ray of liglt comes to me.
They tell me it is light and beautiful un
above me-there is a lovely sky there ; but
the heavy waters lie un me, and press me
down. Nobocly ever thinks of me, or ever
knowa that I live. I an a poor useless thint.
I can't communicate with any one ! I might
as well not be !"

The snow covered the earth and filled the
forest, ard thàe ice covered the lake, and
there lay the little rot coiled up in loneliness.
But when the spring had returned, and the
snows were gone, and the ice had meltei,
and the birds had cone, and the forest had
put on its mantle of green, the little root
felt that the water was varmer, ahd she peep.
ed up vith one ey'., and then she nestled and
felt a strong desit e to see the light. So she
shot up a long, smooth, beautifill sten till it
reached the top of tie lake. But when she
attempteti to draw it back again. she found
it would not come. But insteai of that. a
little bud grew on the end of the stem. She
called, but the butd gave n answer ; it only
swelled and gre.v larger and larger, and the
rains fell on it, and the sun and the mnon
seemed to smile on it. and cheer it, tilt at
laSît it hurst open, full of joly, and found itself
the white, sveet pure water lily. lis leaves
were of the purest white, while in its centre
was a golden spot covered with down. It

y iv upion the top oft tle wati r, andi hahl;ed in
u,e ;unl, i .1,t lu"uutifsil VI j e't. The root
fdl it and f·ît tha u t q uA-, r, ilIl herm-lf,
sthouîgh il a 1,t-' foirsu . TI..e iummsing bird
paused otir it, amis tiru.sst in its bill
to sucitc s swetn. 't'ha air alt arounti
was li-ide siveet hy its fr.grance. Still it
felt that it wvas of n use in the world, and
wished it could do seth&ling to make others
hasppy.

At length the srlashtint- of oars wns heard.
and the lily turned round to see whatit meant,
Just then sie h1ard the voice of a little boy
in the boat, saying :

" O father, wihat a beautiful lily ! Do let
ma get it !"

Tien the boat turned slowly toward it, and
the little boy put out his hand and seized it.
The long stem broke off near the root, and
and the child held it ils hand. It seened the
fairest, sweetest thing he ever saw.

"Now wtat will you do with it ?" asked
the father.

" Ill look at it and sen-ill of it."
" Is there nobody else thut would like to

see it ard smell of it ?"
"I don't know. sir. O, yes, nnw I think!

Would not Jane Irving love to have it ?"
"I thinkc she r.auld."

That afternioon poor Jane Irving, who lit-
ed in the cottage just under the maple trees,
lay on her siyk bed alone. She ras a poor
motherless child. Sie knew sh had thi
consumption, and nsiut die. She wns thiik-
ing ahon't the dark, iold grave, and vonder,
ing how Christ could ever opoe it and make-
her come oui ! A tear stoo: in each eye,
just as the little boy came to her bedsid
withthe white water lily.

"Sec here, June, I ,,t t'hat nway out in
the lake and hrou:gtlL it for yuu. I thoughti
you would like .t."

": Tianki %ou, thank Vol ! It is indeei
very beaiutiful and very serret. Wiat a long
stem ! Where did it grov ?

" It grew out of. the mud in the bottom of
the laIke, and this long steni, as long as a
Pian, shows how far down it gew. It waS
all alone-nt another one to be seen. I'm
glad von like it, but I must go," and away
ran the litile boy.

Jane ield the pure whire flower in her
hand, and the gond spirit seemed to whisper
in her heart, "Jane! Jane! don't you se.
what God can do ? Don't yo u see that out
of dark, foui nifdl, he can bring a thing mor*
beautiful than the garnents of a q'ieen, and a&
pure as an angel's ing ; atnd can't he also.
from the dark grave. raise vour body, pure and
beautiful and glorious ? (Cn yoîu doubt il ?"
And then tihe voice seemed to sav, "I am
the Resurrection and the Life," antid the iear:
of th* poor childi was fillel with fuith, and
the angel of IIope wioed away lier tears, and
the little lily preache'd of peace and merey.:
when she ;withered she thanked God that
nuthing •ieed be regarded as useless.


