
LOOK UP AND HOPE.

W HITE lilies raise proudly teir

graceful heads; buds and blos-

soms break forth, and to the kiss of

sunbeams the little birds twitter as the

golden sun casts his first shafts across

the sky, and all Nature wakes, while

fragrance and song fill the air.

Easter and spring 'have come to

us together, and bring- to our hearts

thoughts of new life and Heaven-born

hope. How welcome is the time of

flowers and song-birds, soft breezes

and warm sunshine, after the dark,


