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Bodivere to cast thoe brand Excali-
bur into the Jake, but thie jewrels
teînpt hirn and hie biides it. Whien
askeéd whiat hoe saw, hoe sa.ys-
1 heard the wvater lapping on the crag
And the long ripple ivashing in the rceds.

Not until the third time hias lie
courage to shut his eyes and huri it,
wvhen Io, an am, " clothed in wvhite
samite, mystie, wonderfiil,"- reaehes
up and takes it.

Mien Arthur bids Sir Be(livere
carry hlmi to the margin, where flic
barge awai'%.. him, with its Tuercal
scarf, its docks " dense ivith stately
forrns," " black - stoled, black-
hoodcdl" and its thiree queens
crowned with gold, ready to reeeivc'
their king.

And froni thein rose
A cry that shivered to the tingling stars.

And flie tallost and fairst-
Charity-hLys hiis hoead upon lier

lap. Sir Beudivere niakes sad coin-
plaint, but Arthur' reproves hiiii,
and bcgs Iinii to pray for biis soul.
For what, are mnen hetter than sheep or goats
Tliat nourish a blind life within the brain.
If, knowing Gori, they lift not hands of

prayer
Both for theinselves and those who vali

thern friend ?
For co the wvhole round earth is every way
Bound by goid chains abou t th e feet of G (d.

And thuis lio passes to the islandf-
valley of Avilion,
XVhere. falis not hall or rani or any snow
Nor ever wind blows loudly.

Ai Bedivere climbs hiiguer and
higlier, Ilstraining biis eyes beneatx
ail areli of lhand,"' comiforting Ihiii-
self withi the thouglit that Arthur
passes to be "king amiong the
decad," but whoen biis wound is
hieulod lie will returni.
And the new suin rose, bringing the niew

year.

AN EASTER HYINN.

I have no gift of fragatsie
No gemns for thino larning,

But empty, asking hands 1 bring
'ro greet thine Easter aiorning.

Here humbly to Thy feet, dear Lord,
I corne with Mary kneeling.

0, speak the recognizing word,
Thine hecart of love revealing 1

Low in the sepulchre of doubt
1\y soui is prostrate sleeping,

And wvorldly pride and worldly care
Their sentinel wateh are keeping.

Help, Lord! Ail hunian aid is vain
'Nly faith is fainting, dying!

Roll back the stone of unbelief
I3efore the portal lying!

Hie licars iny prayer, Hie heeds niy ery,
And answers to my pleading;

"Thrust forth thine hand intolMyside,
For thee 'tis pierced and bleeding.

Toueh thou the ixail-prints in tixese hainds
0, here is no deceiving !

Dear, tirnid soul, no longer doubt,
Not faithlesq, but believing."

0f peace and joy, of hope and heaven,
Thou art the bounteous Giver;

Take the poor heartThy blood hath botigh(,
And suai it Thine for ever!

-Fianny M. 11cCauley.

AN EASTE R FLOWER (,'FT.

0 dearest blooms the seasons know
Flowers of the Resurrect ion blow,

Our hope and faith restore;
And throughi the bitterness of death
And loss and sorrow, breathe a brcath

0f life for evermore!

The thouglit of Love Iiiinortal blends
W'ith fond reniembrances of friende;

In you. 0 saered flowers.
By human love inade doubly sweet,
The heavenly and the earthiy meet,

The heart of Christ and ours!'
-John G'reenleaf Wldtttier-.
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