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The Watch at the Sepulchre.

Front e ot to west I've murched beneath the eagles s
From Pontus unto Gaul,

Kept many @ waweh on wlich, by death surreunded,
i ve sven each connade full,

Fear ' 1 could lavgh uotil these rocks re-schoed,
To think that I shiovhi fear

Who keve mot death in every form uoslirinking—
To watch this desd man here,

In Dacinte foronte, eitting by our wateh-fire,
I've kept the wolves at bay 3

On Rheting Alpsesoapod the igs-lnlls bucling
Llose wheve our loglon lay.

On moonless nights, upon tho sauds of Libya,
T've st with shield firm set

And heerd the lion roar : in this fore-arm
The tiger's tocth have met.

I was stor-gazing when he stole upon me,
Uatil I felt his breath,

And saw his jewel eyes gleam = then he seized wme,
And instant met his death.

My weapon ju his thick-veined neck I buried,
My foet his warmn blood iyed;

And then [ bound my wound, aud till the morning
Lay couched upon his side.

Here, though the stars are veiled, the peaceful eity
L us at our feet asleep,

Round us the still more peaceful dead are lying
Iu slumber yet more deep,

A low wind moaning glides among the olives
Till every hill-side sighs ;

But roun:d us here the tnuanings seem te soosber,
And gather where He lies.

And through the darkness faint pale Poaae ary dging,
That touch this hill alone s

Whence thicse unearthly lights 2 and Whenow the shadows
That move upon the stone ¥

.

If the Olympizu Jove awoke j "y
Hiy great eyes I could weet;

But his, if ouve again they looked spow me,
Would strike me to his feet,

He looked as if my brother hung thers Sesding,
And put my soul to shes §

As if ;ny mother with his eyes was Plouding,
And pity overeamwe,

But could not save. He who in desth was hanging
On the accursed tvee,

Was he the Son of God ? for »0 fn dying
He secmed to die for me,

And ali my pitiless desds came wp befers ms,
Gazed at me from his fass §

What if he roes again snd L should weet ik §
How awful is this plaes

. An Easter Blessing.

BY MARGARET K. SANGSTER.

Rurn Masox, pale and watr, was stting—as
for seven long weeks she Had ‘sat-—at the little
west window, from which she sould ses the church-
yard and the white glimmer of the stons sbove her
mother’s grave, The railway scoident in whiok she
had been crippled, and her mother killod at her
side, hud occurred during Christimas week, and for
many days sftec that a horror of great darkness,
5o to speak, had fallen upon Ruth's lifs, Shat in
to herself—in pain, in rebellion, in great loneliness
—thero hnd beon no light in hesvén uor on earth
for poor Ruth,

A little before Februnry shie hud begun to rally,
und the doctor was pleased (o note that she grew
stronger daily ; but, while her body gsined, her
soul was as wretched as ever, Kaoh morning, after
she was dressed by the tender hiands of Auné
Hurriet, who was so like hier mothier that Ruth
could not look into the swest fhe without & quiver,
she would wulk to the window, sewt liwrsslf, and
spend hour after hour gasing threugh Alsiense st

HoeME AND scHooOL,
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j the grave over whieh™the daffuhls wordd wanp e

sluning 1 golden splennlour  The ald-fasddened
hanlet was the suburb of & city, and the charch
¥ard hiad once been in the country, but the town
had overtakeu it. v

“ Rath is in & morbid state, mentalle,” the gond
doctor said.  “ Cannot you, Mrs. Hartwell, think
of anything that will tike her ont of herself}
Get her to do sometlnig for somebudy else.  This
brooding is unnatural in a girl of eighteen.”

“T feel that, doctor,” said Aunt Haniet ; “but
I dou’t see my way cléar to helping Ruth just now
except by letting her alone. Timo and prayer
work wonders, vou know.”

“I did not think ti# Ruth Mason would be so
selfish in her grief,” pursued Dr. Loowis, a littls
irritably. “Don't you see, Mrs. Hartwell, that if
she cannot be roused she will become a eripple for
life, and, perhaps, get to be a monomaniac as well 7
I am at my wit’s end’,’ I confess. But thero is no
need, if Ruth's will can be brought into action,
that she shall remain lame always. She is young,
and there is no injury that is necéssarily beyond
cure,"

“ Be patient, doctor,” said gentle Aunt Hurciot ;
“I have grea faith in time and prayer—or, rather,
in peoger and time—Yor T won’t put the first last,
even i my thoughts.”

Hunt Hueriet had, learned where to cast her
burdens, and she hoped till her prayer was an-
swered,

Day by dey the spring drew nearer—pussy-
willows and smow-drops, green grass and babbling-
brooks, announcing her coming. One morning, as
Ruth sst in her usual arm-chair, she surpt.sed
Aunt Harriet by calling, in her old, animated
manner :—

“ Auntie, dear
and see 1 ”

Mrs. Hartwell’s hand on the sewing-muchine
paused, and the white seam was arrested midway,
Dropping her work, she crossed the room to fnd
out what had so startled Ruth. The little incident
was delightful to the good auntie,

To understand Ruth’s surprise at the sight—not
unusual to most of us—of a large furniture-van
driving to & city door, loaded with chairs, sofas,
bedding, and the miscellaneous articles of & house.
keeping outfiv,

“ Now, aunty,” she said, “I mean to look out
for the people themselves. I hope they will be as
nice as their things are. It's very queer, irn't it 1
that the Thorpe's, of all people, should rent thejr
house. I never heard of such a thing 1”

Mrs. Hartwell explained, after a fow moments,
that much had taken place during Ruth’s illness, of
which she had not been informed. Mr. and Mrs,
Cyrus Thorpe—who owned the house next door—
had gone to Europe. Their house had been for some
time in the hands of a real estate agent, and now
it had probably been rented. Just as she finished
this explanation, a carriage drove up, and from it
descended a little old gentleman, with a long white
beard, and & gold-headed cane; a young lady,
wrapped from head to foot in a gray cloth circular ;
and & beautital little girl of seven, holding a wise-
looking pug-dog very tightly in her chubby arms,

* Why, aanty,” exclaimed Ruth, *this is like a
story-book I 'Who do you think may these people
bet” -

“The lady,” replied Mrs, Hartwell, after a fow
minutes’ survey, during which the group oun the
side-walk had gone inte the house and closed the
door ; . the Judy, Ruth, is the new soprano at S,
Stephion's Church. Her name, T beliove, is Elsio
Danforth. The old gentleman ix her father, and

ing is happening—come

the.oliild hor livilg nister.”
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oAty 1Y

CWL dear 1

* Hasn e Eisie Danfurth any mothur 17

“No, Ruth, Her saother bas long bren an ip
vahd, aod the e thguake du Charleston huston, g
her death, 1 was told*that she diod of the slhek

Ruth was <tent, bug her tear-tilled eyes watidon ]
over to the spot whers lur own davling mitfer
was lying,  For the firot time ginee hor aconbeut
catis home to her eanseiousness thet hars was not
tha only aching hears in the workl, The girl net
door, Llsie Danforth, bt fel a similar BOITOW (o
hoers—known » similar ericf,

Meanwhile Elsio, Duutorth was seldom seen by
Ruth, but ofren el For always—five or
times a day —sha practiced voewl exereises ; and,
by sand by, in the ‘twilizht, -Ruth found he~ if
listening ~— almost speilbound —to  the glorious
strains of the Laster u-te, which floated from
the Danforth’s pariur, penetiating easily the thiy
partition-walls separating the houses,

In the days pr:-cmling Ruth’s accident and the
loss of her mothery sho had herself been o, singer —
trained by one of the best wmsters in the city, anl
taking great pleasuro in her gift. But the song
had gone out of her life, ns she thought, forever ;
and it had seemed to her that she could not lift up
her voice again 5s she had done in the days of
gladness  which had passed. Listening now to
Elsie, as day after day one and nnother glad
antliem or silvery cazol filled the air, tho desire to
sing came back. Several times Aunt Hattio heard
Ruth hum a few bars after Elsie, and was thankful
for their tuneful neighbour,

Ruth bogan to go here and there abonut the house
—on her crutch, of course; and the girls who were
her friends resumed, by degrees, their old habit of
running in newand then, telling what the King's
Daughters’ were doing, what the Young People’s
Society had planned, and how the Kuster services
were to be carried forward at St. Stephen’s.  The
house took on its olden look of life in a chastened
form,

¢ Everybody is 8o pleased with the new soprano,”
said one of the visitors. “Such a glorious voice ;
and such a sweet, refined girl, but so shy and dis-
tant, we don’t feel acquainted with her in the least.
That black maid of lers—s Mammy,' she calls her
—always comes to rehearsal with Miss Dauforth,
sits in & pew like a sphinx asleep till it’s over, and
then the two go home together. Hor mother js
dead, you know-—?

Nellie Lothrop paused and blushed hotly. She
had not meant to say this, and she folt now as
though she had laid her hand roughly on a raw
wound. Ruth relieved her emburrassment by
gently smiling.

“ Yes, Nellig,” she said, «I know, and that
makes me feel as if Miss Danforth and I may yeb
be friends. But aunty called, and she was not re-
ceived very cordially, though the family were per-
fectly polite, and 8o we are not Yet acquainted.
But I enjoy hearing that girl sing.  Sowmetimes I
feel as if I could hear tho angels singing when she
lifts up such a steain as that. Listen !”

The girls hushed their,chattor. Clear and sweot
—every syllable Hquid, and perfectly articulated—
they heard :—

*Christ hath risec 1 Rise, my soul |

Look beyond the hounds of timo !

Out of prison, feir and whole,
Thou shalt reach the happy clime

Where no sorrow dlims the cyes;
Where no tears shall ever fall :

Where uo morrow’s dull surprise
Over love shall cast a pall,

Christ has rigen | Therefore rine,

Soul, and suter Paradise 1 *
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