
The preabyterlan Beview.

SEE THE LAND HER EASTER KEEPINO.
Sco tii. land lier Luter keeplug

Rises au ler Matter rose;a
Seeds ne long in darkneis sleeping

Iurit at fast from wfnter enown.
Esrth with hebven aboya roeitat

y seids and gardent hai M0t spring;
bawe anid woodienrls ring wfth voiees,

W~hitle the wiId birtis build and sing.

You, to wlîom your Maker grantoid
IPowero to thalle awoet bIrds unknown

Uso the criait by God lmlsnted-
Uto tho reacon flot your own,

liera white heavon .end carth rejolcea,
Each lits Elster tribute briag-

Work ut fin g rs, chant of vol cer,
Like the birds who buili and sing.

-Charles Kisngslev.

EASTER.
Easter is the time ofhope. We turn toit as aflower

to the sun; ail the disapontments, the dîscouragement,
of the year scem to li eind us, and we turn witb new
ardor ta the year that begins with the promise of renewed
lite, newv opportunity. Nature seems te increase this
surety. Thc earth is trembling with the new pulse of
activity that will clathe ber with beauty and fragrance.

We may stop for a moment, and look over the year
behind us. It wvalI be found, perhaps, ta have in it
mare failures than successes, more defeats tban triumpbs.
It may ha marked by a broken love, a shattered friend-
ship, an empty niche %vhere a statue had been placed,
the ofTspring of the imagination; it may be that the
defeat of the year is in one's self; and this is the hardest
ta bear of ail the burdens the year has placed upon us,
yet it is the one that bas the fuilest promise of the
Easter-time. To rail the stone away tram aur dead
selves, and stand in the fuit hight of knowledge with tht
opportunity for rechabilitation, yea, more than that, new
creatien, is te toucli the very heart oi dîvinity, and tati
its pulsations in the sout. To stand with deteat behind
us, and te face Godward, know-ng that every sin bas
left an impress on character that wiil need the vigilance
of the awakened manhood to overcome, and yet ta know
that the sout neyer stands atone, that the potver ta over-
came is always within the grasp af the man who fights ta
wvin, gives victery. To feel the throb af a new purpose,
ta stand belore men a type cf the Man giving sympathy,
lbeip, hope to aIl men-this it is ta féei the Easter-timne
and live the Easter hope.

Mistakes, disappointments, sbattered hopes and idais,
defeated purpose. aven mistaken iuterpretations, become
but lps te the ncwv year whose birth is the spirit of
Baster promise. Lite, hope, opportunity, and naw
power are the pramises olf every Easter.

THE EASTER DAWN.
To the earliest, as ta the late3t, men of poetic mind

the dawn is the most spiritual and wonderfui of aIl the
phenomena cf the ph»ical noid, no imagination can
ha ind,fferent ta that inflowing light, streamning up from
the gulfs uf niglit. and bringing in the new day as it
falit. on the sleeping continents. The dawn is always a
m~iracle, and if it came ont) at long intervalb the breaking
of the day woulJ be heralded, as in the old days cf the
Vedic hymns, with invocation and adoration , the soft
spkntdar tanvelling the majebty uf the heavens, and
tochéng the oerhanging tracs and the far-.stretching
landscape, is the most beautiful and inspiring s)mbol of
that perpetual d.±wn of truth and hope in wbhich the joy
and the wortli of fle are bound Up.

The Jaybreak in the East tinds its h*storical analogue
in the datn of the eternal life out of the night cf death
the first Easter niarning. There had bean liera and
there in te earlier days glinîpses and previsions of tht
great tbouglit cf immortality, faint gieams cf lighit an
%hi: fat horiz.,n of tht night. But whaen Chr*tt arase,
the day broke over the %%hole world, and upon men cf
every t;me and race and condition. That sublime
awakening gave a nev meaning te history, a new value
ta: 1fe, a new %ision ai the futu.c. The Himalayas, as
they rie on the northcrn stretches cf India, carry
-kyliard a migbîy sweep ef country, sO that it seems ta
one wbo looks downr their beiglits as if ail India were
Vfted in the migbty embrace cf the bilis. In like manner,
when Christ burst the ancient fetters and rose out of

death inta eternal fuilnesscf life, le liftcd the whoio
human race inta immortality. In that sulent and unssen
struggie in the terni in the gardien the wbole race
shared, and tbe victory of aIl mankind ever the last and
greatest et its foies.

.The fit. Easter morîîing was the daybreak of
immortaity-thc daw,.nîng cf the liglit cf hope and faith
and joy, neyer again te fade eut cf the skies. Fer
Christ triumphed net only over deuth, but over Misery,
sin, scrraw, and despair; and sa the first Easter confirmed
man's noblest dreams cf bis nature and bis future. It
proclaimed that eternal triumph cf life whuieb carnies
witb it the immortality cf ail gaod and beautiful things;
it predicted and promised the flight cf the svorld west-
ward under a sky steadily bnightaning ta the perfect
day. The light et that dawr t ests toida on ai the
graves, tenderly guarded or long forgetten, in Christen-
dom, and writes Resuargam above the sleeping dust; it
touches ail caras, scrrows, limitatians, and straightway,
faitb wvbispers that they are but fer the moment; it
panetrates the vile places of the earth, and finds its wvay
into ail the homes cf misary and wvant, and aiready, at
th.s early bour of the great day, it illumines the faces
cf those who minister. Very siowly the night fades
along the horizon, and. very slewly the liglit nieunts te
the zenih; but the day breaks, and happy a-te they vtb.
discern its ccming, liva in liglit, de its work, and wait
for the unspeakabla glory cf noontide. It is only when
we turn towards the retreating night that aur theology
becomes skeptical and despairing, our faith wavering
and uncertain, our burdens andi sorrcws intoierck le.
XVhen we turn te Ibe Easter dawn, aur tbought cf God
becomes infinitely trustful and lovlng, and our hope for
man shines wvithin and beyond, as the Christ-lite in the
darkness and bardness which shrouded and blinded the
Scribe andi the Satiducea. Among several noble andi sig-
nificant visions Richiter writes that ha once dreamed that
lie was lest in the limitless universel when Ilthere came
sailing onwards fram the deptb, tbrougli tht galaxies cf
stars, a c.ark globe along the sea cf ligbt; and a human
iorm as :& child stood upon it, wbich neithar changed nor
yet grew greater as it drew near. At last 1 recognized
our earth baera me, and on it tbe child Jesus, and Ha
looked upon me with a liglit se b riglit and gentle and
loving that 1 avoke for love and joy." That awakening
eut of love and laitb inta lova and joy is tne perpetual
promise cf the Easter damn.

THE CLOUD AND THE BOW.
For th# Rtvitw.

Thie storm of wratb bad passeti away, the waters te
tbeir channels run-eaving the broad luxuriant plains,
the sbaded beiglits and vaileys fair te tread and look
upon. Frcm sale retreat of deluge wave the signal
dove ne more raturned, mingling its song in the puri
cf mountain straam. But tear was in the heart that
onca again the heavens would pour displeasure on the
land and sacrifice was made and service raised te Him
wbo closad the ividows of the sky andi scattarati suri-
shine on tha shores cf day,-accepted sang cf praise
rasa ta tbe Tbrone cf Loe and answer came unto their
troubleti minds. "Bebold when storm clouds 'ail
acrass tha sky andi deluga tbreatens fast te fat], fear
net 1 for 1 bava purposeti and in fruitful yield of golden
grain, cf herb andi fiowtring vine ; the season's change
shall bring the springing bud andi fading leaf, the
summer shine and winters chili, andi wlian ye see my
burning bow flash sevanfolti color on the stcrm let
avery heart in confidence repose for I bave set niy
cevenant sign that love bath triumphed aver wrztth and
waves that gathereti on tht plains and crept unte the
mountain's brow shall evar rail in cavarns of the wind-
tassed saa and rîvers glati the haunts cf nit.

Sa fails in later days a promise te the sin-crusheti
seul-" Behotti when high the breakers roll andi reason
bears a darkening wvay thou art net ail aioe for I amn
wvith thea when the beart bolds tht reigns af doubt,
whben billows risc andi storms hurn faint hopes ta despair,
yes, aven tili the znorning breaks anti fear andi daubt
andi deep unrast are shaken from the anchor chaia cf
faitb.'

Thare is a purpoeat end in the strugglcs cf tht hanti
anti beart, failh is set as reasonabie as doubt. The oe
disperses white the other gathers gloom. Lite must
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