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to herseif as -something znic1lway be-
tween an antagenisrn andi an attraction,
but exasperating whicbever way sbe
iooked at it. She struggied with her-
self, but mnade no reply.

IlIf 1 amn honoured wiith your pres-
ence," continued Bayard, stili with
some decision ef manner, " I shall
count upon your sympatb.y....
God knows I need it !" he added ln a
different tone.

"And you shall have lt," said Helen
sot tly.

It was too dark to see the meltIng
of ber face ; but hie knew it was there.
They stood ou the piazza of the cot-
tage in the streng, salt w-iud. Her
muslin dress biew back. The din'
li.g4it ef the candle withln scareely de-
flned ber figure. Tbey seemed to
stand lirze creatures of the dusil, uncer-
tain ef each ether or of themselves.
He held out bis band ; she placed her
owu with4n it cordially. How warm
and weman]y, how strong and . fine a
touch she had ! Hie bade her good-
night, and burrîed anway.

That Ilsomething " which is to
supersede the sermon was not writtea
that niWht. Bayard found hlrnself
unabie to work. He sat doggedly at

~azine and Review.

bis desk for an hour, tben gave It up,
put out bis ligbt, and seized bis bat
aga)in. He went down to the beach
and shirted tbe shore, taking the spray
in bis f ace. His -brain was on fire ;
not with Inteliectual labour. His heart
throbbed ; flot with anxiety for the
fish-ing pepulatlQn. He reached a reef
wbence he couid, see the "lMainsail
Hôtel," and there sat down te coilect
himself. The cottage was lighted
now ; the parlour windows glimmered
sot tly ; thle long lace curtains were-
blowing ln and out. Sbadews of
figures passed and repassed. Pres-
eutly she, came to the low wincdow,
and pushed back the lace curtain,
w-hich had blown ln, hait across the
littie parieur. She Ilfted bier arms,
and sbut tbe window.

The tide was rlslng steadiiy. The
harbour wore its full look ; it seerned
about to overfiow, lilte a surcbarged
beart. Tbe waves rose on ; tbey took
definite, rhythmn. All th-e oldest, sweet-
est rneanings of mueic-the niaddest
and thle tenderest cries ot hunian long-
ing-were in the strain :

Korinm beglucke idei?
]3egiucke inicli

(To be coiitinued.)

THE RESURRECTION.

Tomib, thon shialt not hiold Hlmi longer;
Death is strong, but lifo, is strongor:
Stronger than the dark, the liglit;
Stronger than tic wvroilg, ,,the righit;
Faithi and hope triu pant say,
IChrist will risc on Easter Day!1

WVhiie the patient earth lies waking
Till the niorning shial ho breaking,
'Shuddl(ering 'ioatli the burden <lread

0f lier Master, coid, and decad,
Harkz She hiears tbe angeis say:
"lChrist w~ill rise on Easter Day ! "

And ivhien sunriso smites the mountains,.
l>ourîng lighlt frein hoaveniy fountains,
Mhen the earth bleois out to greet
Once again tic biessed feet;
And bier countless v'oices say,
"Christ bias risen on Easter Day"

-Phillips ok..

THE SEPULOB RE YN1 TI-EF GARDEN.

What though the Flowers in *)oseph's Garden grev
0f rarest perfunie and of fairest bue,
ihat morn wlien Magdaione biasyened throughi

Its fragrant silent patlis?

Shie caughit ne scent ef budding alniotid-treo;
lier eyes, tear-biindoed stili from %Caivary,
Saw neither lily nor anemione-

Naughit savo the Sepuichre.

But wbien the Master ivhispered "1àary, le!
Thc Tonib ivas hid ! thie Gardon. ail ai)Iow;
And burst in blooni the Rose ef Jericho-

Promi that day "lMary's Flower."
-John Fin11eY.


