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TRROUGR- DEATTI TO LIFE.

BY IIENRY HARBAUGIY.

RA&VE you heard the tale of the Aloe plant,
Away in the sunny clinie?

By humblecgvowth of an hundred years
It reaches its blooming tIime;

And then. a -wondrons bud at its crown
Breaks into a thousand flowers;

This floral queen, in its blooming seen,
Is the pride of the tropical bowers.

But the plant to the flower is a sacrifice,
For it bloomis but once> and in blooming dies.

Rave you heard the tale of the Pelican,
The Arabs' Gimel el Bahr,

That lives in the African solitudes,
Where birds thiat live lonély are?

Have you heard how it love.s its tender young,
And cares and toi' s for their good ?

It brings them. water from. fùuntains afar,
And fishes the seas for their food.

In famine it feeds them-what love can devise-
The blood of its bosoin, and feeding them, dies.

You have heard these tales: shail 1 tell you one,
A greater and better than ail?

Rave you heard of Blin whom, the heavens adore,
Before whom. the hosts of them fali?

How he left the choirs and anthenis above,
For earth ini its wailings and -woes,.-

To suifer the shame and pain of the cross,
And die for the life of Ris foes ?

O Prince of the noble! O Sufferer divine!1
-What sorrow and sacrifice equal to Thine!1

Rave you hearid of this tale-the best of them. ail-
The tale of the Roly and True ?
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