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From My Rosary of EsesARedlRmnicne
By CLARA MORRIS.

Easter 1 What joy and triumph in the
sound 1 If onc wishedtô express Easter
in one iqmle 'word, I think reneWai
would be-that word. The renewal of
N;ature's life in swift-rising sap and ut>-
springing of grasses, the renewal of
helth and strength and joyfully quick-
eneci pulses i ur own bodies, and,
above ail, the reneWal of spiritual hope
and faith in every tried seul. Easter is
renewal--renéwal. is joy 1

Long before the Iýaming of our Mas-
ter the' power of this April time was
felt and responded to bY -hnmanity, and
was made a time of splendid festival in
honor of the goddess of Love-Eoester.
But after the blessed Lord's short and
wondrous eartbly life bad been closed
and followed by His glorious resurrec-
tien and ascension, the ecclesiastics ap-
plied the name te their great Christian
festival, held te commemorate the bless-
ed resurrection. So Easter bas become
te us nlot only an expression of physical
joy in natural beauty, but is enriched
with a spiritual meaning and value ab-
solutely imn'easurablc.

But oh,-,the churches! The piled-up
spendor, the glory of celor, the ocean
of pefume, the solemn thunder of organ,
the high-piercing sweetness of yeung
voices crying, "Holy.! Holyl1 Holy !'!
The still white fiame of lilies, theblush-
ing azaleas' fleece of blossoms, the living
trumpets of the c rowding golden dafo-
duls, the rustling like a wind when the
great throng kneels, and the sea-like
murmur of buman voices repeating that
most perfect, most touching prayer
Icnown, "Our Father-" A mysterious
exaltation thrills ail hearts, and as some
voice Inounts 4Ive the organ's roll,
pure, clerI i and even bighçr,

almost the listeners expect te sec aboveé
them "the Spirit like a dove, " as at Jor-
dan. Oh, Easter, even if you faîl in
March, under% the gray sky, the bellowing
winds are the. trumpeters of glarious
tidings, and the wbele carth tinkles with
the silvery music of myriad streamsand
rilîs and threads of running watcr, the
very first thing spring frees from wintry
deatb-ever triumphant and joyous spirit
are you!1

In reviewing my rpsatr of Easters, I
came upon oneeq oddiy different fromn
the rest, se rtkuý, at« -et.»
tremendously Éai*ying, that 1 vcntWI,
oe share its niemory with you ta w 1Iam speaking. A littie girl, quite' 
littie girl, since she awaited anxiousiy
ber eighth birtbday, was bway of being
intensely and ost sincerely religious.
She was flot a appy little girl, being
very peer and theadviser of ber mother
in matters that shouid bave been Greek
to her for years te ceme. ED it bappen-
ed that all ber joy came from ber wor-'
sbipping love of the gentie Jesus, wbo
was always tender to littie cbildren.
The Sunday-school habit was se streng
upon ber that tbrough summer's beat
and winter's cold sbe attended faithfully
a Methodist scboel in the merning and
a far-off Presbyterian scbool in the
afternoon, with a full service and.ser-
mon in between; and ta show how deep-
iy ber feelings were engaged, she always
read cf the Crucifixion an ber smali
knees, in aIl the starchy misery of stiff
nantalets, -and ended a mere sobbing.
gasping, imp buncb of "frazzled" nerves.

Now this little girl, wbo bad lcnown
cities al ber life long, and bad neyer
seen tbe country, was suddenly trans-
planted to the true backwoods, exper-

iencig the r=ghcomfort. cf a cay- eyc<' màd quicichinied lgouewhee cookingý vas her pawer a*
donc at the opSon 4rc; where theé pin. work her ifnint~J~e1whiý'rred %att*on e qend oftI.eto
r losi bulkedbig out on the wroghI y ýtYWbere each day *as ni
long proeeýsion cf vondraus disçoveries, EasteîSu a..athough thie joy.. pf, them, was stabbed uo h cioften hy the. patit of costémptuaus r141' eatAd*rnw las]cule fron{ a 1>*Ad cf ceusinsi barefcéted, a uloase-maned,--Whôojeèred at ber iÎo' iW ,l#it
ance of farm Rnd forest. th1 e [4 ,

But fancy wbf the blow was ta h hm
*I'igious >iItIeë aid when she learncd no~.here tîM&bûrl te, go te. Hcr ald, Sadl * 0i n~ner exPlaîncd, .-While she Ag4ýdred the cbild 2 tears, how fat away y, 1 Mwas the very nearcat churcb; boy cont y ae
new and tben a devotcd man of GoQch
riding circuit across prairie, through weu ,l&Woods and up and dow strea âcn* ost,~dt
te this place, and according t the weï- fer plo*in' neii
ther, bcld service at*tbe Iog-cabin scbool- H'çaripg thit,
bouse or at some nearer farmnhoùse' and qried. Th,
wherc he wouldprar and peaçh, and de she drew on th
up ahl the marryings, and tnayhc ;go te cf a chu Yt~some grave and makç a prayer, over the stoo& aaad4 Iý-1
one wbo bad beeni laid thseé4'là islejiée tlvreo 'p1
witbout religionus funeral atrvic, wéee-,.ie

Prom that timnean tise s#tr.ic 4.tt.~ ',1,14maid used to study -ber verses as *sn ,<
and content herseif by reciting thénits
ber motger., Then atealing out' belsln& «
the big barn, , ing a hymn, ay-a prayer wU 'W ý1
sing anotherhymu, and vithoed he4,,ýfýrï:ý'ItW
dismiss berseîf, and go back te the btouse.>
again.

Ere long the band cf wild cousinsa di.-ý
covered the city cbuîd had. a gift for'tehj-I Iii ha#e
ing steries--stories cf dves, cf fairîeîs, 'hembe,.,~
of battles, stories7 cf M»* a nd little'tbree ire gt'l
Samuel, and of Jaeob. Tihiin as t t hen 1 itlIi
gatbered about ber te listen with 'wîewen t play; we
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49SQeck ye the Lord?" the angel said-
JThe Lord ye thought as with the dead ;-

He here was lai,
But he bas made

The tomb a glory-piace' instead 1

"He is flot here, thrice-victor lie;
His bonds are burst, and lie is free;

The Lord lie lives,
And comfort gives

To those who wait in Cialile !

Seek we the Lord "atsd, we shall find
A guardian blest, a Master kiud,

Whose words. as balm,
Wili sootije and calm

The 'weary beart and anxious mnd i

IT is only an Easter I ly, brittie and blackened now,But once as white ase a snowdrif t, and pure as an
It ange 's brow.

his kept on a crimson cushion, with a yeilow letter or two,
A button bearing an eagle, and a scrap of arrny blue,
She was a Southem mxaiden, siender and sweet and shy.
He was a youth from New Hamnpshire with a clear

and feariess eye.
Their lovç was newly plighted when the drums began to play,
And lie left lier liastening Northward, to rnuster against

the gray.

I..

THE EASTER LILY.-By Minna Irving.
Af ter the war was over, still ini his blue and gold.
The captai" rode to his sweetlieart, but found fer cbanged

and cold.
«"Here is yôur ning of rubies, take it;*" she mid, "and go!l
1 amn Virginia's daugliter, you are Virginia's foc 1 '
Slowiy the years roi led onward, Ionely and ful af care,
Stealing away lier roses, siliering o'er lier bair.
Sornetimes she read lus letters while ail the bouseholci slept,
0f t in the dreary midniglit ah. calleci bis name and wcpt.
When frorn the cliains of Wtnter the blossoms found release.
She rnaiied hirn an Esateasiiy, a fragrant token of peace;.

1, -

AN EAS!ERPRAYER.'

0 Thou0 Who art the. co eror of d"si,
'J Thou Whobu at " k. te'.tidu plueof

Roli from m epualhre of grief the. aà%as
And L.ad meoto the Iiisi

0 Thou Who anrthe i. rs Lord to-day,
The. victS ome:r ness, pief and> aie

Uudo the snais of sorrow rom air :omh,.
And ku theday4it ~in 1

O Thou, thi e sCho**s. bid me urue
And Laave the dm~h.lâo mrb.s that 1Im,

won.
Roll bock tthe. mtoe, ahat 1 may ùso don«

Lord,
The. perfect Eate, moral

.,,~ 
J-~

Culled front the chapel aitar, in tisu.eanrd coumo sent,
fresb asnd <ir to her lover, fer ini the North it vient.
Under hem otaewindow the îuip brakein..lam.
Wlien from hý,TIk o it~~ aes erhaste hé came;
And crb the. dalodil gol d, ding of April, 1usd,
Loi1 to bis statey iy h. bore bis Sossîhera bide.
There is a cabinet carven ai scented woads, inlaid
With niohher..oi.pearl and silvcr, and ivory, gold and jade,
Arc treasurcd a sbriveled liy, a yeliow ictter or two,
A button bearing an cagle and! a scrap af arnsy blase.

EASTER MORN.
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AN. EASTER HYMN.
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R AIL Eater Morni, bil new-bom Life,
Forth riing from the grave!1

The Lord hath conquercd in thestie
Who died f rom death te, ave.
Let the heaveais weep for joy, and earth

In f ragrant flowers bloom,
WhIe we acclaim the gIorious birth

Cf fIde front out the tomnb.
Let cildren's happy voices ring

ln tbankfuiness and praise;
Let virgins whitest blossoma bring
And dcwi-bcsprinkled sprays.
Halleluia, halleluia stili,,

Till echo sktson~
And cvcry pakwthe alssthrill,

And every saul be hironfi.
Where now, 0 Grave, thy victory ?

Where now Death's cruel sway?
The Speli is. broken, w'e arc f ree,

And bright i5 alil ur way.
To Thee swcet Jesus, thanka be gveR;

To Thee our alil w ow-
The joy of earh and hopc of heaven,

And f aith whi<éh conqueis woe.
-Ave Marie.
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