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tiue houses and oriel windows, and 'long eovered arcades, and the
swift mountain streamis rushing through sluice-ways at the road
Eide. Early next xnorning, with one of the most enthusiastie
siglit-seers, I went to the large and handsonxe .parish church and
found it filled with,. a devout congregation, whose sinàing 'vas
strikingly impressive. At the west portai are two grotesquely-
carved lions in red m,-arbie in the Lombard style. JEigli in the
.,tr rises a fine open. stone spire, erected nearly four hundred years
àago. We wandered through the cemetery or "court of peace,"
with the impressive motte over the portai "Resurr-iectutris," and
wvith its affeeting memorials of love and sorrow-old as humanity,
yet ever new. The Teutonie love of nature was seen in the
beautiful park and publie garden, which are common features to
.all Austrian and German towns.

THE WILLING WORKER.

BY .ARTHURB JOHN LOCIMAItT..

RIOHLY the grapes in Thy vineyard, 0 Lord,
Rang in t*heir clusters of purpie delight!

I have attended the call of Thy Word,
Workiuxg -for Thee pince -the dawning of light:

Sweetly the sunset gleains over the lea,1
Yet I'm not w.eary of working for Thee.

Ripe are the fruits in Thy garden, 0 Lord!l
Fair are the flowers Thou lovest to twine;

Master! no labour-no pains have I spared;
Long have I wrought in this garden of Thine!1

Soft gleamn the stars that in lueaven I see,
Yet V'u not weary of working for Tliee.

Deep wave Thine acres with harvests untold,
GIadly I reaped in the heat of the day;

Now the mon rises in fuiness of gold,-
Siowly the reapers are moving awuýy:.

Wide is the plain, and not many are we,
Yet I'un not weary of working for Thee.

Dimnied is the ey»e with the fast-fading light,
Falters thé hearb froun the toilsome constraint;

Scant, on mny forehead my locks have grown white-
Lord, 'tis the BODY grows weary and faint!

Finished the task Thou hast given to me,
Yet I'm not weary of wvorking for Thee.


