
E2'STERTIDE.

~ il .' low ail nature craves for àt! Whflat a

flerre .4rtxiggle for existence is going on about

us1'Mother earth, after sh roluding liereflu in er

iiiantie of quow and ice, is flinging it ofti with

exuberant life revived iii lier teeinig busora by tlue sweet

kisses of the da7zlinig suni, more dazzling tItan ever as

it flashes frointhle ntieltiug crystals of dying w inter. Soon

the fit-st leaves will lie sprouting, and the fioners budding,

and the insects ltuniin-ig, aud the birds clîirping, and

every living thiug that brrows, or crceps, or walks, or flics

will be tiigliuîg witlî liCe renewed, and stretching itself

out unto liCe as couiplete as it cati comipass.

Of ail beings that live and die, noue is so fond of life

as mani. Even wheni, xnunnniiiifled by age, or stupefied by

disease, lie înerely vegetates, yct does lie dling to his

shrcd of life and grapple with the grixtu destroyer, as if

there were soinetlting more titan bare existence at siake.

Should reason lie detliroued by exce:ss of muental anguish,

the animal within us will often takze a iîew lease of life,


