
304 'lie star in the Eaist.

Oh 1 nover lierald's presence, yct,
Witb sucli a glory shone;

And, sure, such guide must bring the feet
Unto a gorgeous throne ;

And who shall incet bis awvful eye
Whose burnirig couriers walk the sky!1

Yon berald halteth suddenly 1
And witb their fragrant freigbt,

The stately cainels stoop the kne
Befre-a stable-gate!1

Oh!1 He, whose naine was first on bligli,
Is lowliest in bis birth;

And be whose star is in the sky,
Hath but a crib on earth ;-

And they-the wise-have trod the wild:
To bow before-a littie child;

So guided by that eastern ray,
The lowly and the poor

May gather precious trutbs, to-day,
Beside that stable door ;-

That not unto the highest, here
The highest place is given;

And they who serve below, may wear
The starry erown in beaven:

.And shining throngs still kecp the road.
That leads the Christian to bis God 1

"WE SRHA LL BE CHIANGED."
STORY 0F THE WORM.

On one of our autumu days, during
what we eall our Indian summer, wheri
the beaver and musk-rat do their iast
work on their winter homes, when the
birds seem. to be getting ready to wingthme e wyt iârcimts ve

the Sun spreads a warm haze over aIl the
fields, a littie ehild went out into his
father's home-lot. There lie saw a littke
worm creeping towards a sil bush. Il

.aaouh red, and ugly-looking thing
But lie erept slowly and.patientiy aiong,
as if lie feit lie was a poor, unsightli
mrature.

IlLittle worm,"1 said the ehuid, "1where
are yc.u going ?"

'II amn going to that little bush yonder,
and ihere I amn going to weave my shroud
and die. Nobody wiil be sorry, and thal
will be the end of me.">

IlNo, no, little Worm! MAy fatter sayi
th-at y&,uwon't alwaysdie. ie says yot
will be 'chan ged,' though Idon't knom
what that means."

IlNeither do V," says the worm. 9413u
I know, f ot 1 feel that 1 arn dying, andi1
must hasten and get ready ; so good.bye,
littie childi1 We shall neyer meet again 1'

The worma moves on, climbs up thE

-Ile shall bc chîanged. [October,.

bush, and there weaves n sort of shroudl
ail around himcelf. There it bangs on
the bush, and the littic creature dies.
The chuld goes bomne and forgets al
about iL. The co]d winter cornes, and
there hangs the worm, frozen through
and througrh, ail dead and buried. Will
it ever "llive again?" WiIl it ever be
ebanged ? W ho wouid think it?

The stormq, the snows, and the eoid of
winter go past. The warm, bright spring
returns. The buds swell, the bee begins-
to hum, and the grass to grow green and
beautiful. C

The littie child waik-3 out again, with,
bis father, and says :

9-Father, on that littie bush bangs thé
nest or bouse of a poor littie worm. Lt
must be dead now. But you snid, one
day, that sucli worms would 'be cbanged."
What did you mean ? I don't see any
change?"

tgI wihl show you in a few days,"1 says
the father.

Hie then carefully cuts off the small
linib on which the worm hangs, and car-
ries it home. Itlooks like alittle brown
bail, or cone, about as large as a robins,
egg. The father bangs it upin the warnl
window of the soutli room, where the Sun
may shine on it. The child wonders
what it ail means! Sure enougli, in a
few days, hanging in the warm. sun, thé
iittle tomb begins to sweli, and then it
bursts open, and out it cornes, ?aot thié
poor, unsightly worm that was buried in
it, but a beautiful butterfly!1 How it

ispreads out its gorgeous wings I The
little ehild cornes into the room, and
ciaps his bauds, and cries-

"lOh!1 it is changed! it is changed!
The worm is 'echanged ' into a beautiful

rbutterfly 1 Oh, father, bow couid it be
done ?11

"I don't know, nMy cbiid.* I only
know that the power of God did i4t. And-
here you see how and why we believe bis
promise, that we ail shall be raised from

bthe dead!1 The Bible says, it does not
yet appear what we shall be ; but we-

3shaR be 1 changed.? A&nd wç-e know that
God, who eaua change ihat poor little

rworm. into that beautiful creature-no
more to ereep on the ground-can change

t us, our 'vile bodies,' and make them 'lIike
C hrist's own giorlous body.' ]Does MY~
littie boy understand me V

C& Yes, fath.r."1-Rev. Dr. Tidd ift.


