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SPRINGTIDE AND EASTER.
" DY MARY D, IRINE,

u, time of glad awakoning

To sunrise and to song |

yOh, time when hearts, long grieving,
Grow glad again and strong,

Ob, springtide ever welcome,

With skics so blue and fair,

h§ Upon the balmy air !

e Our hearts awake to greet thee
1 Amid the bells’ sweet chime,
'10(‘ For lo! with thee there cometh

The blessed Easter time.
Hear loud hosannas ringing
For joy that Ohrist is king;
Hear merry chimes up-springing
To swell tho songs we sing !
ind We sing of Jesus' triumph,
And victory over pain;
Wo eing of sins forgiven,
And pardon won again.
Shine out, ye stars so tender !
Shine for the Easter day,
For winter’s chill is over,
{4 His reign has passed away,
J And then, oh, risen Saviour,
i Look from thy throne above,
4 And fill us with the Easter
Of thy wondrous love.
Disperse the ciouds of sadness,
o Till sorrowing be done,
ord And Lenten's woes be banished
Before the Easter's sun;
# Bless to our use the springtide,
§  And all its gifts from thee,
# And in our hearts may joy-bells
iff  Ring ever ceaselessly,
¥ And prayers, like morning incense
ird  Most gratefully arise,
¥ As smoxXe from altar fires
¥  Soarsupward to the skies.

BEFORE YOU ARE FIFTEEN.
BY REV. J. R. MILLER.

4 Bxronk a girl I know was fifteen she
g “remarkable;” all girls like to be
.gemarkable, When she was ten, she

Bired her manuscript into herlap, and with
8 laughing look, began to read aloud her
qpook. It was throe years before it was
shed ; and perhaps it is to-day in her
ste-baaket, or locked away to be shown
«Bs a curiosity, which it cextainly is. -

& She is twenty-five now; she has not
fone apy thing any more remarkable
«han the little girl who sat a% the same
Bock in the cour”  chool-houss, who had
o puzzle ovar her grammar, and never

could remember that o.o | was onough for
cheerpul.

A girl friend writes: “ Before 1 was
fifteen I cared most to have wealth, intol-
loct, beauty.” Another writes: “ I cared
moat to become a Christian,” Still another:
“To have a lover, and to live in a houso
with lace curtains.”

You might think this last girl so silly
that sho never would grow up wise, would
younot? She is ninetoen now, and ker
lottors reveal a desire to know God's will,
and to do it, that I am sure God put into
ker heart and will grant fully. * I do de-
sire God’s will and pray for it; how can I
know when I have it 7" she iaquirea.

So God, the wise and clear-seeing Fa-
ther, begins with us, and’ leads us on, to
love what ho loves best to give. Hoknows
that girls are girlish ; he does;not expect
them to be “ remarkable,” unless by special
gift he has made them so.

But poor Marie Bishkirtseff, who died
when she was hardly more than a gir],
before she was fifteen, prayed that she
might never have small-pox, that she
might grow up pretty, and have a beauti-
fal voice, and be happily married. She
learned many things, but not about Gud,
and she did many things, but they were
all to satisfy her own amb’*ion and make
herself glorious.

A little gir]l I knew had threo heart's
desires before she was fifteen; to travel,
teach school, and write a book Before
she was twenty-one she crossed the Atlan.
tic, taught in a public school, and held in
her hand her first book. God cared about
her heart's desires. Do you know how he
can delight in yours, aund give them to
you? “Delight thyself also in him, and
he shall give thee thy heart’s desires.”
After we delightin him, he cangive us any
thing ; for nothing will hurt us, or draw
us away from him, but every thing wil,
like the sails of & ship filled with ¢ fair
wind, hurry us on to our desired haven—
the haven of doing his will

Qirls, you must have hopes and desires
and fancies, else you would not be girls;
very &illy ones (sometimes), but even the
silly ones God cares for, and will turn
them into wise ones, if you will let him.

You may have as many desires as you
have hairs in your head, and he will not
miss one in counting them. Can you do
any thing better with them than ask him
to show you how to ase them? Then the
“beauty” will be upon yrn, and your
“hands"” will help work it ont. Mark
that beauty and hands verse in your Bible.
Find it in Psalm xe. 17,

OUR SURFETY.

A vEny bad boy who had been turned
out of & Sunday-schcol was taken back by
his parcnts, who implored the superintond.
ont to try him once more,

“ Wo should bo glad to do him any good,”
said tho superintondent, “but wo are
afraid ho will ruin all tho other children,
If wo could securo his good behaviour, he
might return at onco; but I will see what
can be done.” Ho then stepped back iate
tho school, and rung his bell for silence,
All listened while he said; “This boy
waats to coms back into the adhool again,
but we cannot take him back without
maoking sure of his good behaviour, Will
any one bo surety for him "

A pause followed. The older boys
shook their heads; thoy said they knew
him too well. The othors did not eare for
him ; but one little boy pitied him, and
was very sorry that no one would be
surety. Tho suporintendent soon heard
hislittle voice saying: “ If you pleass, sir,
I will, sir.”

“You!a little boy like you? Do yomw
know what it is to be surety 7" _

“Yes, sir, if you ploase ; it means #hat
when he is a bad boy again I'm to be pun-
ished for it.” '

“ And are you willing to bo punishad for
this big boy 1~

“ Yes, sir, if he's bad again.”

* Then come in,” said tha superintondent,
looking toward the door; and the big boy,
with a downcast face, walked acrogs the
floor., He was thinking as he walked:
“] koow I am a bad boy, but I am not so
bad as that, I'll never let thet little fellow
be punished for me—uever!”

The surety at the close of the achool
began to pray with this bad boy; and God
chunged his heart, and in a few years he
went out as a missionary to the heathen.

Christ became our Surety—bore our
punishment, that wo might be free.

BERTIE'S “BON'T CARE"

BERTIE i8 a little boy who has a bad
way of saying, “I don't care.” One day
Aunt Nell said to him, * Bertie, will youdo
an errand for me?”

“Q yes, ma’am " cried Bortic , * what ir
ibe”

“Take your naoghty * don't care’ away
up in the garret and hide it”

Bertie Jaughed, and luoked sober.  Then
ha said, “ I will, Aantie Nell,” and away
he raa.

I think he must bhave hidden if very
carefully, for he Lasn't found it yet.




