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beauti fui and primeval 1-lunga-rian
language wvas used, one inay say wvas
knoWn, only by the lowesL classes.
German and Latin had thoronghly
supplarîted it in the better social
and officiai life. Even to-d-ay in
if1uigary one frequently meets with
old "and otherwise well-educated
Magyars wvho have neyer learned to
,peak their own tongue, and w'ho
thiiik as well as talk only Germnan,
by' natural preference, thonghi they
can carry on a lively social discus-
sion in Latin as elegantly and cas-
i v as a Russian of grood, parts speaks

Frenehi. Racial feeling wvas con-
fined to the enthusiastic and intelli-
genlt l3lwtngaý,rianis in the different
eoninunities. So littie wus the
wvarinth of its magnetic lire feit in
the, ]and at largze especially witli the

pepeso erushied under their latest
Austrian punishments, that such
racial feeling as a practical factor
in the masses failed.

lIt was against this state of aif airs
that Kossuth foiighIt; fought more
by voice and pen than by sword.
It was against it that he won the
most difficuit victory that a mari can
achieve, the sort of victe-"ý thiat a
Rienzi found impossible. Others
carried the hieavy stones and theo
rusty yokes further and further
away, hiung thein up as g rin i
trophies for flungarians of this dav
to wvonder at, by later statesmaii-
ship, but hie wvas the first to lift the.
stones and to pull away the yokes.
i'ven Washinglion did not have to
bc ag creative a factor in his --areer
as wvas KÇossuth, to be so much tht.
fire-giving spirit of nationalîsrn to
a people, to lead thiem like children
by the hand, to give them, back Ltheir
mother-tongue, to restore thein their
ordinary social and eduicational
rits, to ser' e as not simply their

defender, but thieir teachcer-their
Moses as well as their M-accabeus.

LILIES.

A TIIOUGHT ON EA.STER EVEN.

BY A,3Y PARKINSO.N.

Jestis, the Lord, lies sleeping
STo-day iii the garden tonxb,

Wixilc h i hes near by wvait lus wvaking
To greet amii witli gladsome bloomn.

For the pain of Ris utterniost anguish
WVas yesterday past and donc;

And the joy long set hefore Him
W'iil begin with to*nîorrow's sun.

Death's coîîquest is only seenîiin,
And before the sunrise hour

Hiniseif 'viii be l)rostrate lying,
Despoiied of his dreadful powver.

The angel of God froîn glory,
With the first faint xnorning ray,

From the door of the roek.hewvn charnIer
XViII roll the great stone away.

And tic Lord shall step forth triuniphiant
Over His lfttest foc,

To lift froin their hearts who nîourn Him
Thc crushing weight. of woe ;-

Andl to send througli their lips a message
On to thc future ycars,

,m'at shall raise the3 souis that have fallen
And dry their dcspairing tears:

To'ronto.

For this is thc joy set hafux'e Hini-
That sucl in Ilis licaven shall sixare;

Hue suffered, doth sleep, wvill awaken
That they inay be -%itlî Him there.

So noîv He is qnietly resting
Aftcr the strain and the stress

0f tic years of reproacli ani rejection,
0f grief and of weariness.

And thc lily-biud- Nvait in stiliness,
Holding back their beauteous bloomn

Until, when tlie day is breaking,
Ho rises froin out the tornb.

Then, frehx froni eccl fragrant ehalice,
The pouring of perfume sweet

Shall tell that His flowers have unfolded
At thc sound of the Maýster's feet.

And ail througlx the after ages,
Wlien the Easter liles blow,ý

The thouglit of tIc resurrection
Will set men's hearts aglow-

And their fear of death shahl vanish
Tîrougli fait.hx iii Him who died,

And who rose again at thc dlawniiug
0f the first glad Bastertidc
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