
Avril 001.

The norin&4igI bc 0 daniàstl,
The SIjN v,&,Oü i Epplles;

'Tis moru on xion'a go)lenMale
on Salom!s, towets ai!d olden walls,
Where watch the weary sentinels

The fer liglit 'n the skies.

The odorous l&mps no> longer thrill
The chambers of. hnperial tawers,

But to a garden, lone and stili,.
Thée eônés a form, and perfumes fil
Rer way~ alông the- voiceless hill

0f resurrection flowers.

She hears the 'birda sng %Mul the
Valms

The early camels' bell afar;
She claspp the spices in ber arms,
lier resinous treasures, gifts and

balms,
With sighs and -broken -chords of

Psalms,-
The penitent of Magdalal

What wondrous scenes await er
there!1

The riven tonirb, the' É,nËlsà white!
"Mary?". She hastes th yord to bear:f
'J.he brow of Olivet t
The Leviteý rings the belis'oQ½tpayer,

The -new world wakç to iight.

Mary! No wemn n cr-bore
Such tidings ito th.e world as thine:

Mary. wlio'atood the' cr's Pfore.
Abd miet the angelg at the &*or
0f jesus' tomb-..forevernibre

H ope's messenger divinl

0 faithfut feet froffi Galilèe
For thee the .~11~4tOl

So ever, bearts4thatîàe qk
In faith and'7 love a ~ty
To Jesus' lhfted croàs i 1 T*f*

The angçlIe at the openit~&~
-.i-By Hezekiah Bùttflworth.

Apil lxi Poetry.

Oh the lovefy flcklextess. of àn
April'dayl

-W. H. Gibson.

Old April wanes, and lier luat d!w'y
morn

lier death-hed steepàs in tears; to
bail the May

New blooming blosso ms 1'neath the
sun.are born,

And ail poor April's charins are
Swept away.-Cre

The children with the streamlets sing,
When April stops at last her

we eping;
And every happy growing thing

Laughs like a babe just roused
from sleeping.

-L.ucy Larcom.

There is no glory in star, or blossom
Till looked upon by a loving eye;

There is no fragance mi April breezes
Till breathed with joy as they

wander by.-Bynt

Again the blackbirds sing; the streams
Wake, laughing, from their winter

dreams,
And tremble in the April showers
The tassels of the maple flowers.

-Whittier.

When April winds
Grew soft, the maple burst into a

flush
0f scarlet flowers., The tulip tree,

high up,
Opened in aifs of June ber multitude
0f golden chalices to hummiftg birds
And silken-wing'd insects of the sky.

-Bryant.

Sweet April! inany a thought
Is wedded unto thee, as hearts are

wed;
Nor shall they fail, tili, to its autumn

brought.
Life's golden fruit is shed.

-Longfellow.

Every tear is answered by a blossofri,
E.very sigh with songs and laughter

bient,
.Aiple-blooms upon the breezes toss

t hem,
AI\pril k-hôws her own, and is content.

-Susan Coolidge.
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