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“Look hore,

JESUR BEFORE PILATP.

A SONG FOR EASTER MORNING.
BY ALICE M., EDDY.

Way do all the flowars rejoice

On Easter morning carly ?
See, they bloom on all the hills,
Breaking through tho tendor green!
Windflowers nhalze their bells of suow,
Violets fringe the laughing rills,
Bloodroot peops whero sof$ winds blow,
Dandelion 8 golden sheent
Wakons at tho robin’s voice

In the dawnlight pearly.
Ah' the sweob world surely knows
Christ, tho Fiowoer of earth, arose

On Easter morning early |

Why are little children glad
On Eastor morning early !
When the first sweet morning light
Blushes through the sbadowy gray,
Open myriad happy eyes;
Flower-like fuces, fresh and brighs,
Like dew-laden lilies rise:
Hearis $hat harbour nothing ead,
Soaring, $rack his heavenly way
In the dawnligh$ pearly.
Sing, O children! all earth knows
Christ, the children’s King, arose
On Easter morning early !

WHY JOHNNY STAYED AT HOME.

JoHN GRYMES, the carpenter, was hard
abt work in his shop, one bright winter
day, when he heard a fombling at the deor.

“That's my man Johnny,” said the car-
pentor with a smile, laying down his plane
angd going to turn the door-knob.

Sure enough, it was Johony. “Father,”
enid the small man, “mayn't I go to see the
parade "

“ What paradoe, litble man " .

“Why, the George Washington parade,
father; didn’t you know it wag his birth-
day? And the soldiers are going to march
on horses, and have drams and red sashes.
Please, father, con’s I go?”

John Grymes No.
2.”8aid $he carpen-
tor," what doos
mother eay about
this parade 1"
Jobnny's face
fell “Mother was
going to take me,”
he eaid; *“bat
she's got sick, and
can’d go, and she
says the horses
will got scared atb
the drum, and
march over me;
bus I know they
won'd, and please
let me go father?

“Come in the
shop a while,” said
the carponter; and
he lifted Johpny
up on the end of
his work-benth,
while he #ook up
hie plane again.

“I was reading about George Washing-
ton lagd night, Jack,” said his father, “ina
big book full of pictures. I think I'll give
you that book to-day, because it's George
Washington's birthday.”

« All righs,” cried the boy, forgetéing the
parado for & minute, * Has it storiesin if,
father #"

“Lots of them. One story says that
when George Washinglon was a boy, he
wanted to be a sailor-goldier; and his big
brother got him a place, and & sword, and
a sash, and brass buitons on hia coa, and
put monoy in hie pocket, and told he
might go. Bat he didn’t go.”

“ Why dido's be go " demanded Johnny.
“If I had a big brother, and a sash, and a
sword, and brass bustons, I'd be g soldier
right quick to-day.”

“He didn'b go,” continued the carpenter,
“ because his mother didn’s wans him to go.”

Thoe shavings foll on the floor with a
soft, rustling sound; bub no other sound
w a8 heard, and when the carpenter stopped
his work and looked up, Johnny was gone;
but nok to the parade.

LET JESUS IN.

LitTLE Charlie had listened very atten-
tively while his father read ab family
worship the third chapter of Revelation;
bus when he repeatad shat beautifal verse,
“ Behold, I stand a$ the door, and knook :
if any man hear my voice, and open the
door, i will come in %0 him and will sup
with him, ead he with me,” he could not
wait uztil his father had finished, but ran
up to him with the avxious inquiry,—

“ Father, did he gt in 2"

I would ask the same question of every
child: Has the Saviour got into your
heart? He has knocked again and again
—is knocking now. Open your heard and
bid him wolcome, and this will be the

happies day of your life.

————
THE WILLOW
WHISTLE.

JIMMY was vory
much oxcited, for
Uncle Jomes had
brough$ him a
wondarfal whistle
that could play a ..,
listle tuno, if you "+ ¢
knew how to put
your fingors on
the right holes.

Little Oousin
Bertie stoodforan
hour listening %o
Jimmy playi
on the wonderf
whaatle, and look-
ing very wstful.

hon he went
home, he ran %o
his mother, and
began $o cry.

“ Why, what is
the matter with
my Bertie?”
asked she.

“Jimmy's gob &
new whisile thal
makespretsy
musio,and I bave-
n'danyatall He
wouldn't let mso
blowita bib,’cause
he ssid I'd spoil it.
I want one, I do.”

“What's $hat? " =
srid brother Henry. “ A whisble is wantye
Well, gir, if that's all, you shall have il
dozen whistles, if yon like. I'm the HEE
fairy that can torn a willow wand intcJi
whistle for you with a few waves of ol
jack-knife, Coms on with me to Willojhe
Brook, and see how fast brother can malg
whistles for youn.” B

Bertie had great faith in his kind, Ll
brother; g0 he dried his tenrs, smiled wigihe
pleasure, and trotted happily along wigs
Henry to the brookside. He watchds
eagerly tho skilful cats that transfarmed NS
willow stick into a whistle, A4 lanes
Henry handed Bertie the finished whisti e

“Now, try thad, little man, and sco JENS
you can make a noise.” - S

Bertie blew, and a soft, clear note raniis
out. Bertio's delight was pretiy 8o sso. S

In a fow minutes he was back at ConsgiR
Jimmy's, whom he found crying over hifiee
broken toy. c

“Never mind, Jimmy,” said little Bortightas
“you may hava my whistle, ’cause
Heury will make me all I want. I tefE
you, it's splendid to have such a brothes
He can do josb everyihing ‘'mosb."”

Henry did make both boys half o doze il
whistles apiece, although he lost a base balSN
Eame to do it. The happy faces of thil
ittle boys fully paid him for hia sacrifice S

EASTER LILIER,

NEVER neglech bo perform s kind sd i
when i can be done with any reasonahijis
amount of exertion. L



