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TORONTO, APRIL 13, 1895.

A

Easter Day.

TRE epring awakes at Baater-tide,
Ah! what could be more meet?

New life, now life on ev'ry side,
And perfumed breezes sweet

And balmy skies look sweetly down
In azure colour 1air,

8o near to heaven they cannot frown
When Easter draweth near.

The Ciirist is risen, h, Oearth, be glad;
Ye angels catch the strain,

Yo ransom'd ones with heart, and vdice
Riugont the glad tefrain !

- THE “MAXING OF A MAN”

¢ OapraIv,” said a small boy, as he
entered the Fourth Street station-house,
Williamsburyg, one evening, ** can you send
a I;Oli?ceman to guard some property to-
night?"”

Captain Woglom looked down at the bo
and saw that his eyes were filled witﬁ
teara. He asked the boy why he made
such a request.

‘‘Because,” said he, beginning with a
sob, ‘1 was leaning agaiust a store window
in Broadway, and I wust have pushed too
hard, for I broke the glass. The store
door was locked, and I could not find the
owner, 80 I came to the station-house as
fast as I could for fear thieves would go 1n.
If T give you thirty-five cents, captan,
toward paying for the glass, will you pleaso
let me go home till toanurrew 1 It's all the
mouey I've got, and I ive too far away to
fo home and come back again to-might.

'l bring the rest down to-morrow, but
pleaso put someune to watch the place.”

*“Yuu're a nodble Litle felluw,” was the
comnient of the captain, as he handed the
money back to the boy. * Take back the
money. I'll sce that the place 18 watched.
If you go to the owner of tho store in the
morning, and tell him what you have just
told me, I don't beliave ke will take a cent
from you.”

The little fellow dried his cyes, said
*Thank you,” aud leaving his name and
address, went to his home.

*

THE LEGEND OF THE BASTER
BGas.

O= the day of the crucifixion it hap-
pened that & sweet singing bird sat brood-
ing upon her nest. It was built of mosses
“‘green a2 malachite,” and keld within its

Falls four fair oggs that were whiter than

‘purest ivory.

Daring thoe terriblo convulsions through
which the sarth passed on that dreaxdful
day the soul of the bird wis filled with
fea~, but mother love was stronger than
fear within her heart.  As she pressed her
eggs ever more closely against her breast,
she determined that whatever befell they
shanld be guarded even at the cost of
ner life.

The darkness came, the earth trembled,
the rocks were rent, but through all thoss
fearful sights and sounds the little bird
sat silent and motionless, holding her
small and tender body 29 a shield between
her treasure and the unknown dangers
which compassed her about.

At length the day was done, and even-
ing fell ‘l'he bird trusted that the worat
had passed. She looked zt her egps to
nako sure that they were safo, and settled
herself for tho long and, she hoped, quiet
watches of the night.

You remember how Joseph of Arima-
thes dbiained from Pilate the inectimable

rivilege of caring for the body of our
viour, which he wrapped in fair linen
ahd laid in his own new tomb,

Now it so chanced that the sweat sing-
ing bird had chosen to build her nest deop
in the green heart of a stately tree whose
branches overhung this tomb. Awakened
friom her sleep, she looked forth and saw
the body of our Lord lymg close by tho
entrance of the tomb. When she beheld

the pale, heurenly face, the dear hands
anhd feet pierced by the cruel nails, her

A strange slumber dropped upon ler, and,
with head huddin in her breast, she alept
as if she never would wake agmin. All
day long she lny a8 still as if sho waua
dend bird, cradled in her nest; vut deep
m the watches of the night she woke once
more, suddenly and fully, with senses
sharpened and her being all alert.

Sho listened: the air was soundless.
She looked : but a deep darkness which
Bor eyes could not penetrate was over all.
Moticiless but vigilant, she waited for a

EASTER LILIES.

heart nearly broke with sorrow, and she
lifted up her voice in sony whase like has
never since been heard on earth.

Through all the long dark night her
song kept on ; a song wild and shrill, loud
and long; now filled with tears; now
with the cchoes of despur; and now it
was like the wailing moanings of a home-
icss wind that seexs and never finds. It
was as if the grief of &l the world had
turned to song.

With the first faint glimmer of the dawn
deep silenco fell upon the earth. Tho vigil
of the hixd hzd ums:d i hor scng wrs ptilled

message which she felt would come. Pre.
sently the air began to stir; there wasa
sound of soft-leating wings ; a dim lustre
geutly hifted the veild of darkness. The
brightness grew ajpace, and aocon a shuning
angel, clothed ia white, alighted and stood
before the rock mithin whose dopths lay
the martyred body of the Lord of earth
and heaven.  Tho great atone rolled away,
and wrapped in a giory that seemed to 6ill
a}l nature with iws light, stood Christ,

Tisen.
As the bird , the glory poured into
h&rhurt.ﬂoog‘mz;dhnvho!ubr.?wvub s

warmth, and joy. and sweet delight suc’
as she had never known before, and dgain
she broke forth in son‘i; Rauwing her voice
to itx lughest tonea, sho poured forth inte
tho night a stoain so aweet and wild, note
upon note so filled with joy. that, soanng
Ingher and ever higher, 1t cimbed to the
very gates of heaven, and melted all hoarts
that heard it.

Tho angel histened to this chant of joy
wlich greeted the triumph of s risen
Lord, and thought upon the sorrowing

plaint of the night before. Turning

Foavon  to the bird, he said :

¢¢ Sweet hird, thou shalt be ever bleat,
Thyzelf, thy cgus, and thy mosa
wreathed neat.”

And from that night the eggs of
this wunderful aweet-singing bind
chango ai the first glinumer of the
dawn on Easter morning, to glow as
juwels do, and thus thoy renund the
world—

¢4 As best they may,
Of the hoiy marvel of Eaater Day "

&

PERASTS IN JAPAN.

Trear are several annual feasts in
Japan which bring with them much
mirth and frolic. First among them
is the Feast of the New Y:ar, wheu
father, mother, and all the older mem
bers of the {amily lay asido their
work and dignity and join with the
children in the fun. I'or about tw,
weot s the fosiival lssta, and tha festal
apirit remains throogh che whole
month.

From early morn till bedtime the
childrer. wear their prottiest clothes
and play without rebuke. Gueata
come and go and bring pretty toys
for the chiidren. Tho tables are
filled with good things to eat, of
which muchs, br cake mado from rico
flour, is une of the most important.
The children ride from houss to
houss in jinrtki with their par-
-ents to make New Year's visita. In
the evening the whole family, in
cluzllling grandparents and servants,

ther for ety gamea
gaSw.btored throagh tho year are
various flower festivals, when young
and old visit the famous _gardena,
whero the plum, cherry, iris, azslea,
or chrysanthemum attain thiie groat
est perfoction, and spend thy day
out of doors. v

Perhaps tho most delightful feaat
of all the year is ths * Feast of
Doulls,” when on the third day of the
third monath the great fireproof store-
house gives forth its tressare of dolls
—in an old family, many of thew
huadreds of years old.  Par three
days with all their tiny belongings
they reign supreme. Some of the
dolls represent the emperor and e
press 1o old fasluuned court dress. Near
them are seated comrt wusciana, emh
with lus instrument. After theso on lower
shelves aro placed doils dressod like the
common people.

Piacod beside the dolls are all the things
that dolls mighc be oxpected to require—
trays, bowls, cups, buckets, each utenml
holding its appropmate vanety of food.
The saks used 18 x sweet, wlito variety.
differing froin the ondinary ki &a swect
cider dves from, hard cider.  Besides the
table service there aro palanguans, bullock
carts, &re bozes with tongs and



