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NORTHERN MESSENGER.

THE FIRST EASTER.
No sound of shouting wen with victors’ palms,
No singing maidens with trivmphant Iay,
No splendid priests with offerings and psalms,
Went forth to keep with Christ first Easter
Poor Mary’s sigh,
Her joyful cry, -
Her flying feet,
Her message sweeb
TUnto the brethren in their bitter need :
“The Lord tsvisen ! ‘The Lord isrisen indeed ”

This was the pealing song, the Easter cry,

The thunder in the trumpets that should blow

The joyful nows to Jands both far and nigh,
- "1ill every sky with Kaster light shall glow.
And every race
Know Iaster grace,
In every tongne
Be sweetly sung -

The Easter song that Mary still doth lead :
“The Lord is visen ! The Lord is risen indeed !
—Seleeted.
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THE EASTER BUTTERFLY.

George and Ella were in the garden, help-
ing to gather the last of the fruit from the
big apple-tree under which they had played
all the summer. One large red apple fell
on the walk, and rolled away under the
gooseberry hedge, and Ella knelt down to
look for it, DBut as she was about reaching
under the bushes;she suddenly started back
with ascream. “Oh, Georgie; such a horrid,
horrid caterpillar!” _

George, who hated caterpillars, and
thought that they did a great deal of harm
in. gardens took up & stick to kill this one.
i ¢ Stop, George; let us see what he is do-
ing.” :

Tt wasa very large and very ugly cater-
pillar, hanging to a twig of the gooseberry
bush, e was curled up in almost a circle,
and moving his head busily from side to
side. A great many fine threads were
twisted all around him. -

“ e is trying to get out of that cobweb,”
said Ella,

“No; he is making the web himself,”
said George, looking closely. “See how he
is spinning ouf the threads, and winding
them round himself.”

“Yes,” said Aunt Kate, quietly, “he is
spinning his shroud. Don’t disturb him,
and to-morrow we will come and see what
he has done.”

So mnext day they camy again into the
garden, and looked under the gooseberry
bush.
found, hanging to the twig, a little dry
brown case, or cocoon, which George said
looked very much like the stump of an old
cigar,

E’:‘He isin there,” satd Aunt Kate. “That
is his coflin.” )

“Why, Aunt Kate! a caterpillar burying
himself in a shroud and a coflin 3

“Yes; he has spun himself a fine silken
shroud, and fastened himself up in a coffin.”

“Is he dead 2 asked Ella,

“You would think soif you could see
him, e is nothing now but a little hard,
dry shell, which neither moves nor breathes.
Ile can neither sce nor hear.”

“Then he must be dead,” said George.

“No, not dead ; there remains a spark of
life in the little dvied-up body. By-and.-by,
when the right time comes, you will see him
burst out of that shroud and coflin, but not
as an ngly caterpillar; he will be a beautiful
butterily with lovely wings.”

“Why, Aunt Kate ! they both exclaimed,
in surprise,

But Aunt Kate was standing with a
dreamy, far-away look in her blue cyes, and
a scft sweet smile on her lips. George said
she Jooked as though she saw the air full of
beautiful butterflies. And at that Aunt
Kate smiled, and kneeling down, tied a hit
of silk thread around the little cocoon, and
took it gently off the twig. It shall hang
on amnail in your room,” she said to Ella,
“and in the spring we shall see what will
happen.”

So all through the winter the poor cater-
pillar, in his shiroud and colfin, hung on the
wall, near the ceiling, where he might be
outof harm’s way. Moxe than once George
and Ella were tempted to take the cocoon
gently off the nail; and feeling how light
it was, and how it rattled with adry, hollow
sound, they could not believe that any life
remained init, But Aunt Kate told them
to have faith in what she said, until they
should see with their own eyes.

On Easter-eve the -children were seated
before tha fire, coloring eggs. Aunt Kate
was’ explaining to them that the festival of
Enster was in remembrauce of our Lord’s
resurrection from the tomb. -

But instead of the caterpillar, they

" ¢TIt was wonderful, when He had been
three whole days dead,” said Ella, solemnly.
%Yes, but we shall all rise from our
tombs as our Saviour did,” said George;
“Mr, Danton told us so last Sunday. I
know it xaust ‘be true. - But, Aunt Kate, it
seems such a wonderful thing to believe,”

“Do you believe, George, that that poor
dried-up inseet on the wall there will ever
come out of its tomb a beautiful creature
with wings 1" S

“TI don’t know,” said George, doubtfully,
“He seems too dead ever to come to life
again,” ‘

“I believe he will, because Aunt Kute
says 80,” 'said Ella ;. and Aunt Kate smiled.

“That is having faith,” said she.

Next morning was Easter-Sunday—a
bright, lovely day, almost as warm and
bright as summer. ~ -

“Auntie,” cried Ella, rushing into the
room with her hands full of white and
yellow crocuses, *see what I have found in
the garden! These dear flowers. poking
their little yellow beads out of the ground,
and looking as if they were staring around
to see if spring had come. Isn't it wonder-
ful how they could come up out of the
earth so clean and bright 7’

“So the little dry balls which have lain
all winter in the cold dark ground have come
to life again,” eaid Aunt Kate. *Butnow
put them in water, and let us go to break-
fast,” ,

Ella went into her own room, which was
next to Aunt Kate’s, to get a little blue
china vase for the flowers. Buf in a
moment she called out; ¢“Oh, auntie, come
and see! There is a hole in the cocnon !”

Sure enough, when Aunt Kate came, she
saw that a large hole had been made in one
end of the cocoon, and that it was empty.

Then she looked carefully all over the
room, and while .she. was doing so, Ella
suddenly gave a cry of wonder and delight.
On the window-geat in the bright sunshine
was a large and beautiful butterfly, lightly
balancing himself, and slowly waving ‘his
gold and purple wings to and fro. '

“Oh, . Aunt Kate, can that be our ugly
caterpillar turned into such a beautiful
buatterfly

# Yes, this is the poor ugly worm which
once crawled on the ground, and did nothing
in allits life but search for food. He has
broken his tomb, as you see,and come forth
a lovely winged creature, to fly in the air,
'and rest upon flowers, and sip dew and
honey from their fragrant blossoms.”

“How he trembles!” said Ella; “and
why does he wave his wings so "

#“He is getting them ready for flight.
And perhaps hie trembles from joy to find
himself what he is.”

“ Auntie,” said Ella, in a low voice, and
with a very grave look, “do you think we
shall be as beautiful and as happy when we
come out of our graves, and find ourselves
angels with wings 7’

“No doubt of it,” Aunt Kate replied,
softly. **A thousand times more beautiful
and happy.” :

“If we are good while we are cater-
pillaxs.”

“Yes, if we are good.” :

Elln stood a long time looking at the
beautiful insect. Her heart was full of a
solemn wonder and awe at this great
miracle, as it seemed to her.

“If the caterpillar could have known,”
she said, “ while he was a poor ugly worm,
that he would some time be a beautifal
butterily, I think he would have been glad
to bury himself up in that coffin. Aud,
Aunt Kate, it seems strange that he should
bave come out of his grave on Easter day,
our Lord's resurrection day. Perhaps it
was to teach Georgic and me an Kaster
lesson. George will believe it now.”

Just then the butterfly slowly lifted him-
self on his wings, fluttered arcund in a
circle, and settled quivering and trembling
on the crocus blossoms. So they left him
there while they went down to breakfast,—
Selected. .
————me

ToTAL ABSTINENCE is a closed issue, No
intelligent man now, in face of the record of
life assurance socicties, dares recommend
anything like moderate indulgence. I hold
that this century has settled it that total
abstinence is the only safe thing. Jighteen
states of this Union are now teaching their
children that total abstinence is required by
the latest light of science. Awnd the same
number of states, also, are giving instruciion
against all kinds’ of narcotics ; and let the
pulpit say Amen ! —~Joseph Cook.

-facts of the gospel history.

‘in that country speak of the luxuriant growth

. Question Corner.—No. 7.

. BIBLE - QUESTIONS.

.1, Can you name the prophet -hired by two
wicked men to frighten Nehemiah ? .
2. Who was David’s grandfather’s nurse ?

3. Who slew a man having twenty-four fingers
and foes 7 . . T . oo
4, Who was compared to a wild roe?
i 9Wh-.w man ruined a city and sowed it with
salt? -
6. Who slew his brother’s murderer ?
: | EASTER ENIGMA,
1. The apostle whom our Saviour rebuked for
want of faith, ‘
2. One who, in endeavoring to ruin another,
worked his own ruin,
3. The name of a village near Jerusalem,
4, A brother of Rebeccn, Issac’s wife.
5. ''he name of David’s grandfather,
6. The name of Jacob's wife.
7. One of the gods of the Philistines. .
8. The country for which Paul sailed after his
hearing before Agrippa.
9. A fellow-prisoner of the apostle Paul,
10. One of the sens of Jacob,
11, The name by which God’s chosen people
were called. .
12. The father of Nachor,
13. A king whom the childron of Isracl served
eighteen years,
14, A mighty hunter. LV
The initials declare one of the most glorious

ANSWERS TO BIBLE QUESTIONSIN NO. 6.
$ORIPTURE ‘SOENE.~—SHECUEM,

We are told in Genesis xil. 6, that * Abraham
passed  through the land, unto the place of She-
chem, unto the piain ot Moreh,” “This should
be the oak of Morel, a well.-known tree or Lrees
apparently, for we find in Denteronomy xii, 80,
‘“tho plains (oaks) of Moreh,” These onks are
said to be near mounts Ebal aud Gerizim, on
which SBhechem was situated. Under such a
tree. the patriavch spread his tent on his first
comivg inte Canaap, Possibly this is the vak
under which -Jacob hid the strange gods and
earrings belouging to his family. Other oaks
are mentioned in this neighborhood, as in
Judges ix. 37, the piain of Meonenim might be
rendered Lhe oaks of the enchanters. 1t 1s a spot
fitted for the growth of huge trees, Travellers

of olive, mulberry, avd fig, which are still
found there, atthough Palestihe is a much drier
country than it was in Bible times. The pluces
in England most resembling it, I should think,
are the valloys of Derbyshire, where you some-
times walk along ithe bank of & stream, with
clifts ristug straight up on eithier side, or, as at
Matlock, swelling hills replace the cliffs, and
rise to a much greater hetght. Just in this way
Ibal and Gerizim guard the vale of Shechem,
We are told that near Shechem, iu one place,
the cliffs are not more than-300 feet apart,
Hence when the Levites and people wers ar.
ranged, halt on oune side, and half on the other,
the voices of either party could easily be heard
by the others, and they wouid know when to
Join tn the loud Amen ! that followed. .

Jotham, Gideon's youngest sou, spoke a par-
able to the men ol shechem, and it is 10 bo
noticed that in his parable he names the olive,
the fig, and the vine, just the trees that are most
abundaut tbers now. Also, he was able o
make himself heard by the men of Shechem,
and yel ran away in safety when he had dous,
In Switzerland, theinhabltantsare able to pitch
their voices so a8 1o talk from oue motuitain-
sfde toanotlier. No doubt Jotham did the saine;
and if he spoke from the top of one of the pre.
cipices whicl overlook the modern town of
Nablous, on Mount Gerizim, there would be no
chince of catehing bim, however much hisene-
mies might thirst for his blood,

Jaecob’s well is still shown at some distance
eastward of the modern town. ln the valley
itself tuerc ave abundant springs of water; the
strenms run down the hill-sides, and along the
vialleys, keeplag upa perpetual freshness in the
heatofsummer, whbliein winter the watersroar
alonyg the narrow streets, But Jacob's flocks
were perhaps shub off from the hiil-sides and.
the streams, He fed tbem ou the plains, and
had to dig & well, as hls father and grandfathor
had done. The well is still of great depth, but
very much of it has become filled up with loose
stoues and rubbish, so that there are but a few
feet of walter, .

The foundations of the Temple may still be
traced, and the few Samaritans who remain,
cling to their ancient bellef, though we have
seen the tulilment of Jesus' words,that “neitber
in this mounatain, nor yet in Jeruswntem, shall
mein worship the Father”

CORRECT ANSWENKS RECEIVED.:

.Correct answers have been received from
Herbert Goodeve, Hanngph E. Greene, Albert
Jesse IFrench, and Jennie Lyght,

o

CROSS WORD PUZZLE, -

In three not in four,
In wuch not in maore,
In wet not in dry,
In wheat not in rye,
In few not.in many,
In Kate not in Fanny,
In week not in day,
In milk not in whey,
In young not in old,
In meek not in bold,
In get not in gain,
In ease not in pain,
In bliss not in woe,
In come not in go,
In one not in all,
In great not in small,
In sweet not in gall,
In cry not in call,
And my whole will doubtless prove, a

paper which you love. 8. Moors.

THE PRIZE BOOKS.

| A - NUMBER "DESPATCHED LAST

WEEK—WHAT OUR WORKERS
THINK OF THEM. '
- Last week we despatched several copies of
the booksearned by our workers,and hope to

‘I receive another consignment in a few days

when they also will be immediately sent off,
It is a disappointment both to ourselves and
our canvassers that delays have oceurred in
the despatch of some of the books chosen, but
the supply having been exhausted, we have
to wait till the publishers can obtain more
for us, Our friends express themselves as
well pleased with the result of their labors,
and arc perfectly satisfied with the books
they have received. Those who are entitled
to a prize who have not yet bad it are
assured that there shall be no unnecessary
delay on our part in such being forwarded
to thewm. , ‘ e

We should like to receive a good many
well filled Jists during this and next month,
and hope to be able to report that we have
done so.

—_—
THEY ALL LOOK FOR IT.

“We have had it in our family for three
or four years,” writes & young lady from
Clay Centre, Kansas, renewing some sub-
seriptions for the Northern Messenger, “ and
to say we are pleased with it would hardly
express our appreciation ofit, Welook for
it from omns number to another, not only
the little ones, but papa, mamma and grand-
ma.” This capital little paper is alike snit-
able for old and young, and its extremely
low price places it within the reach of all;

—_———
CLUB RATES,

Tre Crup RaTes for the * Mzssenarr,”?

when sent to one address, are as follows :—

1 copy, - - - 30 cents
I0copies - - - -8 250
s ., ZDecopies~ - - - - 6 00
. 80 copies- - - - - 1150
. 100 copies- - - - - 2200
- 1,000°copies- . ~ - -’ 200 00

o Jonn DoveALL & Sox,
Publishers, Montreal,

NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS IN THE
UNITED STATES,

Our subscribers throughout the United
States who cannot procure the international
Post Office oxders at their Post Oflice, can
get, instead, a Post Oftice order, payable at
Rouse’s Point, N. Y., which will prevent
much inconvenience both to ourselves and
to subseribers, o

‘ENGLISH CLEMATIS PLANTS.”

The (lematis ig the tinest climbing vine in existence,
Its period of blooming extends over three months,” -
'TWENTY DIFFERENT COLORS,

Address .
D, €, WILDEY, Albany, N. Y.

RUEMERLIT APPRECIATED.~BROWN'S URON-

CHIAL TROCHES are world-renowned ns as o sim-

ple yet eftective remedy for Coughs aud Throat Troubles
in a lettor from the Hon, Mrs, PErv, Ousile Grey, Limer- -

ick, Ireland, they urg thus referred to :—* Having bronght 1§

your ' BroNcitial Troou ks’ with me when T eume to te.
side here, I found thot, after 1 had given them nway to
those [ considered required them, the poor people wiil watk
for miles to get a fow,” .

40 LARGE, Rich, Embossed Motlo and Verse
Chromos ; no two alike; your name on ench, onl.
10 cents, ' Euch card i8 o perfect gem. Samples and pri-
vate terms to canvassers in fivat order.
Address CARD CO., Bolton, Que,
100 ALL NEW FANOY SCRAP PICTURES,
large lorse’s Head, Kittens, Dogs, Girls, Mot-
toes, Flowers, &e., and four (no two alikel large lnster
Oards, 10c. 00K 00, Nagsau, N. Y.
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GRATEFUL-COMFORTING.

COCOA

THE NORTHERN MESSENGER is printed and pub-
lished every fortnight at Nos. 321 and 323 8t. James
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