
X

C,

we are not good enough. 'l his He keeps for those
Ris love makes pure by painl, This would alniost
make one cofitént ti suff er.

Next morning we all weiit to the little log sc-ho-ol,
where the Communion service was to, be held-all
but the father and Kitie.

You *haiie dont me much, good," 1 coüld not
but say before 1 left; «' and you are a blessing in
your home.

The color rose in her pale cheek, but She Oply
said

11,1 am glad you were sent to us."
Then 1 came awaý, humbly and softly, f teling as

if 1 had been in a holy place, where 1 was not worthy.
-6 to stand. And a holy place it will ever be to, me>#

the white room, the spQtless white room lit IIýy -the
glory. of -that b'right, sweet, patient face. At the
1"able thai day ýhe mother"s facé,had same glory.
-ti:e glory of those, that overcome,, tlie re on of
theýg1ory to follow. H ssed home! he

,snows may pile up into the- b and the blizzards
sweep over the wiiistling reeds of the Marshes, but

notbing can chill the love or- dim the hc>pès that f1rîrýýwarm and brightéàthe 'heart «î.
S_ in the little log-house

beyond the Marshes, for they have theïr source froi-
that high place. where love. never faile-h and hopes

never disappoint. IV'
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