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THE NIGHT-BLOOMING CEREUS.

IIY MlRs. AARY D. JAMES.

Oh, beautiful Cereuîs,
How welcome thy bloom1 -

Thy grand coronation-
How ricl in perfuine!

H1owr wondrously charming
So qîueenly, so chaste !

We moîuurn thy s% eet fluow Li.
Should fade in such haite.

Beholding with rapture
Tlie e.tuiite sight,

We vonder thy glories
Are kept for the night.

In darknesss to li'vish
Their beautiful blooin,

And give theit i ich uduît
To muidnight's deep gl-orun'

Sone sister plants close up
Their petals at mught,

And open theim only
'l'O greet norning light

Thy charms are unfolded
When nature's asleep;

As angels iiglit-vigils
So lovin.,ly keep.

So Faith cones in darkness,
And blooms in the night

To soothe in afiliction,
In danger, in bliglit.

When sources of comfort
All fail and depart,

Faith brings sweetest solace
To cheer the sad heart.

And night-blooming flowers
Bring lessons of Love,

As messages coming
Fron regions above.

We too have a mission-
In darkness and grief,

To bring the afflicted
And suffering relief.

To be to the feeble
The sinful, the poor,

Sweet love-plants all blooning
With charns that endure.

To shed on the lwly
In earth's deepest gloom,

The fragrance of. kindness -
Most blessed perfume !

The w ay of shl % ation
To show to the lost,

Whiclh Jesus provided
At infinite cost;

'l'o help struggling spirits
To gain heaven's bliss;

What service so hallowed,
So Cr'ist-like as this. ?

ROSES. THEIR CULTIVATION.

BY JAMES PENTLAND.

" 'roud be tlhc ros,. n ith raina and du%% s Ler
head impearling.

Very feN persons know how tu cultiiate
a rose in or der to bring furth all the latent
bcauty countainel ini the fluw r. Many arc

cntent, w hen they3 bu3y at ose fromît thuse
1,have thein to sell, to take it home, dig

a smttall hile in the g outid -f their gaiden,
put it thercin (I cainiot call it planting),anîd

leave it tu take care uf itself ; and when
they come to look for flow ers, find none.
And no w onder ! It will not stand such
treatmtent, but will n ither and die, and
then the poor gardener who sold it comes in
for the blame.

Now this is all wrong. There is not a
flower that grows that requires kinder treat-
ment than the rose, and there is none more
deserving, or that will better repay good
cultivation, either in a commercial point of
view, or for the gratification of two of the
five senses, nanely the sight and smell.

To grow a rose of perfection, yon must, in
the first place, find the proper soil in which
it delights, which is a stiff, loany, strong
virgin soil-yes, even a clay soil, provided
it is well drained, and deep and cool, so
that the roots can find their way down into
a cool.place, in order to get away fron the
influence of our burning suns. In the ne\ýt
place, you mnust sec to it that the soil is
properly enriched, for, depend upon it, you
will not see a rose in perfection in a poor soil;
for, like the grape-vine, it is a very gross


