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would not for the world exehange the deep. deliglit of lier'oiVn
happy lot, wvith. its n1any% opportunities of fulfihliucg Iife's fioblest
purposes in ministrations of usefulness and succour to the suffér-

,n n orwn, for ail the brilliance and eclat of Mrs. Tomkins'
.gay and frivolous career.

AFTER TH{E STORM

AymEn the stoïrm, a calm;
After the bruise, a balm:

For the ill brings good, in the Lord's own time,
And the sigh becoines the psalin.

After the drought, the dew;
After the cloud, the blue;

For the sky will smile in the sun's good tirne,
And the earth growvglad-anew.

Bloom is the heir of blight,
Dawn is the child of niglit,

And the rolliing change of the busy World
Bids the. wrong yield back to right.

Under the fountof ill
Many a cup doth 1111,

And the patient lip, tho-agah.it drinketh of t,
Finds, only the bitter stili.

Truth seemeth oft to sleep,
BIessings are slow to reap,

Till the hours of wvaiting are weary to bear,
And the courage is hard to keep!

* Nevertheléss, I knoW
Out of the dark must grow,

ýSooner'ür làter, whatever is fair,
Sitice Heaven hath willed it so.
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