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be dear.to,me for his-sake, Therosehas its
root in the earth; But its beaatiful lower and
its: rich odour are always aspiring towards
heaven; so my: Savioar; the “truth sprup

out of the earth,” Pg. Ixxxv. 11; and, ascend-

ing: to glory, dilfised the fragrance of his]

merits through heaven and earth. The rose
of Sharou—the fldwer of the
wherever it'grew;. Betokened cultivation and
fertility. "Wherever Olirist comes and abides,
“the wilderness.and the solitary pluceisglad;
the desert'rejoicethvand blossoms as the rose.
It blossoms abundantly, and rejoices even
with joy aud singing; the glory of Lebauon is
#iven unto it, the excellency of Carmel and
Sharou; they see the glory of the Lbrd, and
the excellency of ‘our God,” Isa. xzxv. 1-2.
. If T.weararose in-my bosom, it scents my
whele person.  Ias the Saviour -a-place in
my breast—he communicates thefragrance
of his-erits to my soul, and his spirit fills the
atmosghere through which I move, as-it-were,
with the breath of "heaven. Even.in death,
the rose is sweet-—passing sweet, and sweet-
ens every place whereit-lies. Thus,the Rose
of Sharon has given the. fragrance- of life to
the very chambers of death and the-~grave,~
10 that wardrobe of the saints, wherethe ma-
terial garments ere to be laid upsuntil the
morning of the resurrection, then to be
brought forth beautifdl aud fresh, fit for the
conrt of heaven.

Hast thou not in the lone wood's shado,
scen a lovely flower,
Pale, weak, and bending low itshead,
Dreached by tho thunder-shower?

Transplanted thenco, and trainod to grows
The sunny garden's J)ndo,

Yo sweetly did its odours flow,
Diffused on every sidel

Fair Sharon’s Roso thus lonely grew
Tnscorned Galilee

And fainted 'neath the gory dow
Of dark Gethsemane.

Now, by the Lord’s right hand romoved
To his own Paradise,
By all admired, adored, beloved,
Its fragrance fills the skies.
~My Saviour._

A MOTHER'3.STORY..

Two litilo children, blitho and gay,
Prossod to thoir mothor’s side one day;
Tooked in ber faco with cyes of bluo,
Begging ** a story siceet and true.”

Yondly sho stroked the golden hair,
Fissing cach forchoad smooth and fair; -
And this is the true, swoot tale-she told;.
Of a spotless lambinthe Saviouris fold.

Alison Miller was.mild nud fairy,
A lovels tint bad hepsravy-hair; ;
Her oyos wo%o of softest brown—and bright:

garden—.

THE GOOD NREWS.

They beamed and fisshod with the 201% sweot Tight > *

The bloom dn her cheek would come and go -

At tho cry of joy, or tho wail of woey :

Light was her step a3 the graceful {awa's,-.

Playfolly bounding o’er dewy fawns ;

Ana ber gentle voice:with its music cleas, ..

Like raint frashredth .

And-ARisouMillor posnessed & mindg

Well stored with knowledge of varied kind,{

For books were to hora morld of light;:

‘Wharein she wauld wauder from morn to night,»

Plucking the flowrets fresh and rare,

That bl d in the fields-ofilearning fair.

So, Allison Miller secmed formed {0 live

Ti:all sweot pleasure this worldican give;

Endowed with talent and winning grace

Tolovo and bo loved:Life'slongest space,

Stoaling all hoarts with tho mxgio sweet,

That charmeth.whero kindnoess and beauty meets .

But Allison Miller was called to die,

Oh, it scomed hard—and none knew why! .

None but the Sovereign Lord; who still

Déscends to the garden of-darth at will, .

Tending His flowers with -gentlest care= -

Gathering blossoms here and there~

Yeaving somethmes the fulltblownzoso:

For the bursting bud £roravits-stem thakgrows:-

In Allison’s bosom was futtering. foan, -

And tossing, and trembling, a9 Dosth dtow near;

Bnt billows must fall and tompassts cease,

And winds may not whisper whonuQlrist speake~
peaces;

Forsho opened hér hoart to-hor Lord wao died,

And'prayed Him to entor; and nono besido!

And He came with His matchless love andmight, .

Putting all terror and doubt to flight-

Whispering sweetly of sin forgiven,

Filling her soul with Himself and heavon.:-

Then from thoss faditplips soyoungy «

Joyfally; Halleldidhs rungt:

‘Washed in tho Saviour's procious blaad,!.

Fearless she soared from tho fearful flood,f.

TG the shining ranks of-tho saved above— -

To tho light of His presenco, whoso nams is Loveus.

So Allisowsleeps 'noath-she soft groon sward,.

Ono of tho bléssed who*“die-inthe Lord {1 *

Children, if over you gotoweeps:

O'er loved ones on Higbgato's steopi.

Search among countless termbdh unknown~

For a little grave with a fair vhito stono; -
There you may read this couplétswect,
Truly for spot so holy meot—

* Not gono from memory, not gono fromrlovo;e..
But gono to her Father’s house abovel”
 —Children’s Friend.

«Mind nothigh things, but condescend to mam
oLlow.estate>~Romans xii. 16..

“When Sir:William-Jones.returned the sa--
lute of & vegro-who had bewed to.him, hewag.
reminded thatvhe had.:done what. was.very;
unfashionable.. *“Perbaps so,” said SirWill-~
jam;-* but-L.world not:be: ontdonexin:ggodi
ADNers by aneryo.n * .



