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I AM NOT WORTHY.

nV E. R. S.

I Lord, T arn not worthy ritat Thou shîouldest "come uider
miy roof, but speak <he w%'ord Ilnly and iy r 'suItt sha2ll be
heald.-St. Matltew viii. g.

"I LaM not worfy." Ça not this the tlonight
That soonest springs withi alte happy iretast.

When tie dear love, long dreaned of and desiriel,
In tender wiseris ait last confessed ?

II'fore Ite overwlthning bliss of love retuirrel
The soul shrin ksg bLack in deep itumliy;

"I arm not worthy uf tiis miighty joy,
Wthat have t tlone that ir sholld comue to me

I luini love brinîgs ruesrionigs like thesae,
Whnt sys tIi heart, ail soiled and smîtireld iviil sii,

When at her ilor Incariînate Lo re liilseif,
The Kiug of Gtry, «ecks tol enter in I

'I amn nul wotrtlv, Lord, that Tioi shoullest coi.
ader niy roof." This ber irest ty, antd then,

A s FitLih drnaivs iear she iwtteans bold, le lteal
With ulit a wor I." Speaz, l.urd, w illt po%çer agai .

Of What Use am I?

I woider what I was Luili for," said the Bridge I have been wlr thouglît ai building nie for bieni,
ta the Orphanage that stood nîear it by the river- that they night never be exposeI ta such weather
side "I wonder what I was bui]t for? I cannt as this :I have iodeed much to Le thankful for,
sec tIha I am cf the leat use ta anybody1 Non and I must take care of themit and let no ran
yours is a happy, useful life. You afford shelter I th rough.
lundreds of poor clildren, who, but for you, iiight After a few hours, the clouds began ta clear
have died of cold and eYour walls le- away ; one by ane the stars peeped out ; and, at
e'rund with their nrerry laughter', andi at night youlast, cven re moogan ae ct a trtn

feel~~ ~~ tha yo aealtoehllss little onles toteMddeAc began to reflect on its situation.fiei thot ycîî have ail those laeiît[es tite ciddl tac
protect. Yes, yours is a liappy life. How differ- It was by no mcans a pleasant one, left alone im
ent froi mnine :I afford shlter to nohod. No- the midst of the river, and its relîections were very
body even stops on me: thecy even all pass away, gloamy.
often hurrying along, saying, ' Hoiw cold,' or ' H'ow If on]> I Lad been made of wood, like the
windy it is an the Bridge ' At night, especially, Bams.' i said ta itself. It was really shabby of
when I know ail the dear children are sleeping them ta leave me behind at the las, especially
peacefully in j'ou without any fear, if some be- after I lad kept thein together for se many years;
înighted traveller lias ta pass over me, le runîrs but there is no gratitude in the world. I ain sure
along as though Le could not get away from ne the Orphanage will never be able ta say I ai of
fast enough. I do not think I can stand such a ay ise JnO left all alone, with no connections on
useless miserable lif inuch longer." cither side. IHowever, it is no use givimg way, if,

I do not knio;" repied the Orphanage, as the Wýater says., I amn too heavy to iove: but

meekly,-" i am not very wise in such mattera t is toc Lad .
but ic same people who built me built you, and 'I'he morning dawned bright and cheery after the
think they imtist know best. I own mine sets heavy ramo l.veryrthmg looked sO fresh and happy;
the most useful life ; but I am sure those gotd and a song of praise seemîed ta rise fron the whole
people who took so much care of the poor little corti ; for several weeks of drouighit Lad preceded
orphan children could not have built vou for noth- the stormi, and the groind liad been dry and thirsty.
ing. I have sometiies heard the children read Before tle children were awake ai the Orphanage,
about bridges that ivere covered with houses ; per- a cart came rattling along the road on the ailier
haps they will build houses upan you soie day. side of tLe river. It was the baker, witth bread for
Vou Lad better try La be patient." their breakfast ; but wiat was his consteriatio

" It is ail veiy wello ta talk of patience," said the when re came to the bank and saw the Middle
Bridge ; I was not built yesterday. H ave I not Arch standing alone, and no mieanîs of getting over !
waited for years and years, andi there are no sigrns Soon after iini came the nlk-boy ; and before
of houses yet ? " long quite a crowd hîad collected. The children

Just then the bell rang ta cali the children brom were inow up and dressed, and crying so foi lthir
the playgronttd to tea: sa tire Orphdaiage was tao breakfast that the Middle Arch felt quite incom-
bLisy for furier conversation ; but the Bridge fortable, and wished the Beans iad just waited till
looked with ctvy ai tle large porchl where the the mornig, that the baker and miilk-mran night
litit ailes were zrowding, and iurmered " It is too have got over.
bai,- too had, to Jhave mîade stchr a difference be- A few minutes afier, the doctor's gig drove up.
tweenî ls :" What is lie mratter, good peuple ? " le exclaimecd;

The day lad iben duil and gloomy' : heavy "'let nie pass, )leasc,-- have a patient very ill oit
clouds rose dar ker andi darker froin Lte nWest. titi the opposile aide cf the river, and an in a lurry.'
at last not a spck of blue sky was ta le aeen; and, "Oh1, sir," said the peopIe, ''Le Bridge is
as the eveninglsd in, the rai began to fal. broken duwn."
Thue Bridge fetu more disconterned and lonely, than' it was very, very disappointing; however, tieir
ever, as a contrasted ils dark dreary situation with vas nothing te be done but for the dactor ta turn
the Orphanage, through whose windows brighit, back and go a long way round te the next bridie.
cheerfu ligltswee shining. Even after the even- As lie drove away, the Middle Arch felt still more
ing hynn wias surng,--wlrichl the Bridge Jheard with uncoinfortable, and nurnured, " Oh dear I oh
bitter envy,-and the children were in bed, a light dear I if the poor sick person should die in conse-
was left buming in each dormitory, so that the quence of the delay."

Orphanage looked cheerful even during the darkest
niglits.

Gradually the rain became heavier and icavier,
and the swollen river rushed quicker and quicker
between the arches of the Bridge.

"Where are you going ?" said the Beams to the
Water.

I have no time to stop talking," answered the
Water; "came with nie and you ivili sec."

" Could you carry us ? " asked the Beanis.
" Ol yes," said tc Water; but you must rnake

hiaste."
" What an opportunity of escaping from my use-

less life ;" said the Bridge to ilself. 1 may never'
have such an one again Shall I go ? 1 ai sure
I could be far more useful clsewhere. i mîîiglt
perlaps be turned into an Orphanage, or even a
Church with a tail spire. Yes, I will go."

" Wait a minute." said the Middle Arch. which
was of stone ; I ami not quite ready."

" Yot are toc hcavy," said the Water ; I should
not Le able ta carry you: you Lad better stay
where you are. I can only take the Beans."

" We are coming, we arc caming 1" they cried;
and, with Loud cracking and shouting, they gave
way, and were soon far down the river, leaving the
Midle Arcl standing ail alone.

The Orphanage heard the crash, and saine of
the little children started and awoke ; but it was
toc dark to see what was the matter, and they
were soon fast asleep again,

I Hope nothing las liappened ta the Bridge,"
murmured the Orphanage. "l This is a terrible
night ! What a blessing ta have all the little ones
safe and warm! And how good the people must

At last, some of the people got boats and took
bread and milk and ather things over the river.
One man came up close ta the Middle Arch, and
climbed opon it.

" What is this?" exclaimed le, as he saw a
bundle of clothes lying close to the parapet. On
lifting il up, lie found a pour little child, almost
dead with cold and exposure. 'Poor darling !"
he cried ; and, as le warmed it in his arms, it
opened its large blue cyts and looked up in his
face.

"How came you Lere, my little fellow?" he asked
kindly.

I stopped on the bridge last niglît," answered
the child, " and frll asleep."

"'hank Gad," said the nan, "that you fell
asleep just on the Middle Arch, for aIl the rest of
the Bridge las been swpclt away by the river."

Oh I what feelings of shame and thankfulness
tiriled through tie Middle Arch thten, as it thought
of what would have been the fate of the poor little
child Lad it given way! " But no credit is due to
me,' it whispered. "I wanted ta go as rnuch as
the Beams, and only grumbled because I was toc
heavy. How little one knows of whiat use one
nay be !I wonder whether they will pull nie

down now."
Thel Middle Arch was not pulled down, but a

strong new Bridge was built, ofiwhich it still formed
tie centre. During all the time of the building,
everything lad ta be taken across the river in
boats which n'as extremely inconvenient; and the
Arch often heard people say, What a comfort it
will be when the Bridge is fmished.'

'[lie day it was quite ready the Orphanage chil-
dren had a holiday, and they all marched across
it with flags ta a field an the ilther side, where thc
lad a whiole day's play, and tea in the eveing.
It was a iapiy day for the Bridge, especially fer
tle Middle Arch, for the litile child who Lad
passcd that fearful night on i iwas there, the mer-
iest of theni all. As the' marched home after
tea. they sang songs and hytans. One of theit,
especiaily, struck tle Middle Arch. 'le words
weere tiese. and it thouglht themî very ice enes:-

I'e carn serv ini eovr Station:
None 5o weni or none so smal

\,one so ojor or tronte so kswI>',
'liu ti t y ai ail.

W I tCar, serve in every sttait.
I,.withz leig hîeart au I true,

We wi see t know our duiY,
An îî iii n 'ail t dkR fi o.

rWe cai serve i e;very stioi
J le w'lt hattI unir lut i criai

Ati catch &Ct of' willint service
Is n iecep in tli eyts.

"r iI, ti, i." cur- stion,
hu Ii l- e enriv tu' o t lt iir,
W Lia fiLdliltlt V l ot Jit t

l il d t iLl e)n itei -ivi

Durng the still. sunner days, and bright, calta
imoonilight nights, the Bridge had imuticli time for
relction and often it felt thankfutl it hrad nlot such
a bus' lifc as sorme, but that, tougla truly useful
n its position it had leisure for quiet thought.
Wlien the wiiter caime on, there were storms of
wind and rain, and soaetimiec il iad liard work w
lold fast and resist tle inlpetLuous river ; but whien-
ever ite Beains felt inclinied to give way, the
Middle Arch would tell thein the story of that
storny niglit, and of the liale child who was so
wonderfully saved : and tlcn tlhy stood stronger
and fmrnaer than ever.

When the sunier came again, the Bridge and
the Orphanage often Lad quiet conversation ; and
the latter would tell all it heard the children rend
and talk about, till the Bridge found out Low like
its former feelings were te the feelings of manty
men, and it longed ta say to all who passed over
it:-

" Trust in lthe Lord with all thine leart, and
lean not ta thine non understanding. In alt thy
ways acknowledge Him, and Hle shall direct thy
paths,"

A. H. PARRY.

OR, THE MiDULE ARCII' STORY.
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