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EASTER.
BY MARGAUKT K, BANUSTER,

HAT day, in old Jerusalem, when Christ,
our Lord, was slaw,

1 wonder i tho childron hud, and wept in
griel and pain :

Dear little onos, on whoso fair lirows His
tondor touch had boen,

Whoso wnfant forms had nestled close His

loving arms withun,

I think that very soberly went mournful
litlo feet

When Christ, our Lord, was laid away in
Joseph's garden sweot,

And wistful oyes grow very sad, and dimpled
cheoks grew white,

When He who suffored babes to come was
prisoned from the light.

But haply, er the sleoping world on Easter
dawn had stirred,

Ero in the leafy-custained nost had waked the
earliest bird,

Sowe httle ctuld whom Jesus loved in slum.
ber may baso smiled,

By fauniog of au angel's wing to happy
dreams beguiled,

For, hasting down from heaven above while
still the east was gray,

The joyful Kaster angels came to panso where
Jesus lay ;

So shining strong, and beautiful they awopt
along the skies,

But verled their faces in the Lour that saw
our Lord arise.

Oh, still, when wo are sorrewful, and scarce
for tears can see,

The augels of the Easter-time are sent our
help to be;

Aund doubtless he whose task it was to roll
the stoue away

Is felt in homes where shadows brood, a
presence swect to-day.

With beaming looks and cager words the glad
surprise he gave

To those who sought their haried Lord, and
found an empty grave;

Fur truly Chrst had «unyuered  death,
Himself the Frince of Life,

And no‘r;n- of all llis lodlowers shall failin any
strife,

.1 Oh, little ones, around the cross your Easter

garlands twine,

And bring your precious Easte- gifts to many
a «acred shnine, *

And chant with voices fresh and clear~—the
seraphs singing too—

In homag to the Mighty One who died and
Tose for you.

To churches grand, to chambers dim, to
mounds all green and low,

Your hands o'erbtimned with snowy flowers,
in blithe processions go;

And, better still, Iet offerings of pure young
hearts bo given

On Easter-day to Hun who reigus the king of
carth and heaven.

AN EASTER MESSAGE FOR
THE YOUNG.

BY MRS LLEWELLYN (L. A. D.)

* He was wounded for our transgressions, He
was buned for our iniquities.”"—
Isaih liii. 5.

ASTER DAY scems to me the
very gladdest of our Christian
festivals. T tbink it is like
passing out of the gloom and

darkness of a dreary winter’s night
into the soft, clear brightness of a
beautifal spring day, when bird and
tree and flower are glad and gay to-
getber. Yes; but there i more than
earthly sunshine to make our Easter
day so bright. You know Easter is
kept in momory of the greatest day
our world has known, and though
nearly nineteen hundred years have
paseed since the first Easter-day, yet
the wonderful atory of what happened
then is as fresh as over.

We have just been specially remem-
bering a very sad event in the life of
that precious Saviour whose birth into
our world we wero celebrating with

thankful hearts ot Christmas, Akb,
what & wonderfully loving life his
was | Not a very long one, though to
gomoe of you who are only nine or ten
yoars old, thirty-three yoars may seem
o very long time. But how much of
sorrow and suffering there was in it
And why? You inow, don’t you,
why it all was? Our text tells us.
Shall we read the whole of it? Itis
ono verso out of many lovely ones in
the same chaptor—vertes which are
full of hope and encoursgement and
glad thanksgiving for you, us you sadly
think of all the wrong things in the
past, and wonder how you may come
to God and be forgiven. You may
come throuzh this Jesus, of whom tho
whole chapter is full. 1t is just for
his sake that God will receive you,
and send into your hearts the sweet
sonss of his favour and forgiveness. I
cannot tell you with what pleased
readiness the great Fathe:’s ear catohes
the faintest whisper of bis dear Bon’s
name from the lips of any who are
really wanting bhis help. But now let
ug read the whole verse, and see what
it teaches us,

‘ But he was wounded for our traps-
gressions, he was bruised for our
iniquities ; the chastisement of our
peace upon him ; and with his stripes
we are healed.” Surely this is good
news! You could not have thought
of anything g0 good if God had not
writton it down in his own book.
Here i8 one who has stood in your
place, and borne the penalty of your
sin. Thiok ot it! And that one is
God’s dear and only Son.  Yes, ho has
suffered instesd of you; for the next
verse tolls us that we have all ¢ gone
astray” like poor waundering sheep.
Insteal of following in the ateps of our
Gcod Shepherd, we bavo goneon in our
own wrong way. Do you not feel that
this has been often true of you? And
8o becanse we cannot save ourselves,
or make an atonement for sip, ‘‘the
Lord hath laid on him the iniquity of
us all.”

Thero is a sensein which thess words
are true of everybody. It i8 quite
true that Christ died for all—bnt
everybody is not saved. Perkaps some
of you a0 not, as you read these lines.
Thess precivus words cannot be a glad
message to you until you take the
Lord Jesus to boe your own Saviour.
Will you not do it now? God bas
laid your iniquity upon him. Remem-
ber the precious Saviour was ¢ wound-
ed” and “bruised ” and “chastened ”
for you during those terrible hours in
the garden ot Gethsemane, when ¢ his
aweat was as it were great drops of
blood.” Ab, you can never tell how
much he suffered there! but it was
almost more than even he—the divine
Saviour-—could bear. Well may you
love bim with your whole heart’s love
for what be has done for you. Picture
him climbing slowly and sadly the
slopes of Mount Olivet, and submit-
ting to all the shame of & death on the
cross in order that he might save you.
And now, if you are truly sorry for
the wrong things in your hearts and
lives, which have so often wounded the
Saviour afresh, God 8ays you may each
of you put the little words “my " and
“1" into the verse. Let us do it now:
“He was bruised for my iniquities,
the chastissment of my pesce was upon
bim ; dnd with his stripes I am healed.”
Yes, oven I, a poor little ginful child
—* with his stripes I am healed.” O,
if you can say this, you will indeed

have & glad Easter-tide |

You can bring no thenk-offering
this Esator to the Lord Jesua so
accoptable as yourselves ; and then you
may bring all sorts of loving deeds
done to everybody you can, as grateful
thank-offerings to the love which has
gaved you, I heard some protty words
the other day which I think I must
tell you, and I should like all of you
who have already given yourselves to
Jesus to remomber them every day :

*‘ Loving deods, for Jesus' sake,

Now our best thank-offering make.”
God bless you all, dear little ones, and
give to each a joyous Fiustor-tide |

‘“MARY 1"
BY_KATHARINE LENTE STRVENSON,

)

{:£)H, tho sun rose bright, and the birds
) sweetly sang
That first glad Easter day,

When the women camno, with their last, rad

gifts,
To the place where their Master lay ;
But their hearts wore as hushed as the
silent tomb,
The soft light, to them, was but deeper
gloom,

Oh, the little birds caroled their blithest
songs
When Mary, in sad surprise,
Cried, **dir, 1f you've borne Him hence away,
Tell mo, now, where mv Master lies,"
And they wondercd, those birds, that she
should not rejoice,
That she needed to hear her Master's
voice.

Baut the scales fell swift from her tear-bound

eyes,
Ana her ears caught the anthem sweot,
When her Lord struck softly that loved, lost
chord
Which brought her, in joy, to His feet ;
Then her doubts wero nﬁ merged in the
heart’s glad creed,
As sho sang, with the birds, ** Heis nisen
indoed.”

Ob, the sun shines bright and the birds gaily
sin
On this&;;lad Easter day :
For the anthem swell of that wondrous hymn,
It abides in the world alway.
E’en the green earth tells of an empty
tomb,
Ot a victor crowned in 1tsdeepest gloom,

But we stand without, blind, as Mary stood,
And our doubts dull our ears to tho voics;
Oh, speak to us now one low, aweet word,
Let our hearts, with the birds, rejoice !
Make 1t more, on our lips, than an 1dle
creed—
This glad Caster song: ‘' He is risen
indeed 1"

THE TOBACCO NUISANCE.

HE annoyance and insult to
which railway travellers and
others are frequently sub-
jected, shows that the ac-

quirement has not mended their man.
ners. The very presence of heavy
smokers in a crowded and heated as-
sembly, with nature at work fo expel
the nicotine from their insulted bodies,
makes the whale company auffer from
the loathsome nuisance. Smokers ara
—most of them—selfish and disagree-
ablo: they have but little regard for
the comfort of others. They have
only to remember their own unples-
sant feolings when learning to smoke
to bs convinced how disgusting the
weed i8 to those who do not use it;
yot the average smoker will puff his
abominable fumes under your very
nose, with an air of indiffsrence as
sublime a8 if he were diffusing the
aroma of roses.

The unseemly pipe and cigar, the
sucking and puffing, the selfish inso-
lence of the smoker in forcing the
poisonous smoke, after having been

in his dirty mouth and diseased lungs,

into the clothes, food and drink, into
the apartmonts, faces, mouths and
lungs of clean persons, Indies and
children especially, may be fushion-
able, but, to say the least, it is not in
harmony with tho golden rule thus to
insult society., Why are these sicken-
ing presentations viewcd with go little
manifestation of disgust, even by the
refined?  Mostly because wo are used
tolthem—t.hoy are popular and fashion-
able.

** Vice ia 8 monster of go frightful mien,
That to bo hated needs but to be seen ;
But scen too oft familiar with her face,
Wo firat ondure, then pity, then embraco,”

How gensible men can feel comfort-
able, while reving those with whom
they are conversing avert their faces—
turn from their disgusting breath, we
do not know. Can it be that thoge
who uso the flthy weed think that
they aro making themselves a nuisance
for the glory of God? Such people
must know that they are slaves to a
foolish, debnsing lust, which has
groater influsace over them than their
regpect for their neighbours’ comfort
or regerd for the claims of God.

Wherover we go wo are reminded
that emoking is the foe of good felow-
ship. In places of public amusement,
how often doos the announcement,
“ No smoking allowed 1" meet the eye,
On some railways they provide cars
for tho principal trains, into which
the smokers may be turned as sheep
into s pen, and such cars are labolled
** For smokers.” Thuseverywhers the
poor smoker goes ahcut, Cain-like,
with the brand of * a pest to society
written on his brow,

To those who make the objection,
‘“But this is a free coun'ry, and have
I not the 1ight to smoke 3" we anawer
Yes, Mr. Smoker, this is a free coun-
try, and other people have rights as
well a8 you; and 80 you have not a
right to annoy others unnecessarily.
You may have a right to smoke, ac-
cording to your definition. We do
not believe you have a right to emoke,
for we believe it is wrong to smoke,
and no man has a right to do wrong.
—Rev. 4. Sims.

EASTER EGGS.

EAHEN I was little, like most of
you, my pets, it was always

=M a great mystery to me why
eggs were used 8o freely on Easter
Sunday. When you break an egg at
breakfast on Easter, you are doing
just what Roman boys aud girls did
centuries ago, for they began the first
meal of the day with eggs, and the
egg was looked upon asa symbol of
the resurrection and the future life.
The giving of an egg is considered a
mark of friendship, and the preparing
of it is always a work of love. The
Russian salutes a iriend on Easter
morning with, * Christ is 1isen,” and
offers him his Easter egg, and in some
parts of Scotland it is said to be the
custom fir young people to go out
early on Easter morning and ssarch
for wild fowls' eggs to bo used at
breakfast, and it is thought lucky to
find them.

The confectioner's windows are full
of fancy candy eggs, but far prettier
are the ones made and decorated by
gkilful little fingors. Care should be
taken, however, that the designs are
tastefal and appropriate, and that no
ridiculous groupings are painted on
thom,—Chresticn at Work.




