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PLEASANT HOTURS.

THE RISEN CHRIST.
>N\
@ RISEN Chnst ! Thou art the door,
N The everlasting way,
‘The Blessud Easter-gate of life
That opens to the day
Al prarse, our nisen Lod, to Thee,
Fur luve that conquers death ;

For fath that maketh gquuk to hear
One wond that Jesus with,

As e istison, so now Ho dietlh uot The
wilow of Nan's son, the ruler's danghtes,
Lasatus, all these 1ose again, vet they died
AMtersard o bat Christ nsing from the dead,
dieth no more. - Brohop Andrewes.

Sweetly singing o'er amld o'er,
Precions Jesus evertnore,
This 1~ Jon tudeed,
O Jesus,
Precious and forever.
I\’ll I’([ ]l !,

Intlis Easter-joy Chirnt thought of uy aud
our sahvation, of vaclt ot of uz by name and
ook, He will knww that jov again when we
catee bifore Lim turest foreverin his presence.

- Futler,
Hail ! Hail! Hailt
The Lord is risen indeed
The curse 13 made of none avail,
The sons of men are free.
— Thompson.

Blessed bie God for the glory of the conde.
~usioll, patience, faith, um{ endurance of
Jesus Clinst in the extremity of all sorts of
sutfettng, Thas has heen the pole-star of the
Cliurch i sl its storms, —Quen,

Jesus dives ¢ for us He died,
Then alone to Jesus living,
Puee in bt may we wbide,
Glory to our Saviour gning.  Hallelujah
—German kymn,

TUE CHILDREN'S EASTER.

7, UNSHINE! Suashine!”
) Bessie opened her eyes with
a smile on the brightness
of the Easter morning, ]
wonder if that bud is open
yet !

Very soon she ran into
the hall whore she had for
many days carried ber pot
of Easter lilies from east window to
west window, that they might catch
the first and last rays of light.

“Just opening ! Just turning back
its leaves—oh—h—1"  She almost
held her breath as she bent over the
plant, whote latest unfolding bud
scemed opening its very heart to the
tender rays of the sunshine which
wiapped child and flower, while she
diank in its sweotness and fragrance.

% Yes, that's just how ho says it is,”
she went on, slowly, as if trying to
recall a lesson. ¢ These white lilies
mean purity, and they open when the
sun shines on them. And our hearts
ought to be pure and white as snow
when the Sun of Righteousness shines
on them—yes, I remember it.”

Begssie was soon ready for the chil
dren’s service, which was to take place
at the church before the usual morn-
ing worship.

Carefully cutting the precious lily
ut the last moment, she went to grand-
mother's room, carrying also an egg on
which she had painted with infinite
caro a bunch of little blue dabs, which
were meant for forget-me-nots, but
would have stood for any other pretty
thing touched by the April sky with
its own colour. Scraggy lettering on
the other side said,—

“Muay the poaco of Easter dwell in
your heart,”

Grandmother kissed the painataking
little fingers and stroked the bonny
bright hair, with a prayer that the
peaco which helongs to a pure heart
might never depart from the loving

Tho children gathered in the Sun-
day-school room -with faces wns bloom-
ing as the flowers they held, and socon
took their way to the church closo by.

Somo of thom glanced at a little givl,
who stood timidly near the door,
noticing for a moment the pathotic
wistfulness with which tho large soft
oyen fellowed the flowers.

As Bossie’s class came, last of all,
sho stepped w littlo further out, and
Bosgio stopped at sight of her carnest
guazo, not having the heart to puss
without a word.

“You huven't any flowers, havo
you?"” sho eaid, hesitatingly.

“Come, Bessie,” snid one of her
friends, inrpatientlv ; “don’t you see
we're the last? Don't stop there to
talk."”

Bessio did not stop Jlong, but she
could not go into the church filled
with its warmth and brightness, and
happy faces and music, and the breath
of flowers, leaving the forlorn little
thing standing there with her bare feet
and her scanty clothing, and that long-
ing look in her eyes.

* Here,” she said, holding ous her
lilies, * youn shall have mino.”

“ Bessio " DBut Bessio heeded only
the look of sugprise and delight under
the old shawl,

“Yeg, como with ug,” she wont on,
a8 the others hurried through the
pillared vestibule, * You can give it
just as well ag 1.”

The bare feet came up the steps and
over the softly carpoted aisle, ay their
owner followed Bessie to the seat
asgigned to her class.

Many smiled at sight of the queer
little figure, but ag sho shrank into the
corner of the seat, Begsie felt glad she
was there, although she could not. help
a wish away down in her heart, that
she had wanted her flowers some other
day than just on Esster Sunday.

The ditlerent clusses were bringing
their offorings of money collected
during the year. And when Bessic's
cluss went up, carrying the lily
branches, which were to be placed in a
lily-shaped vase waiting for them, sho
went, too,

But as each willing hand madoe its
oftering, little Barefoot, brought for-
ward us others stood aside, hung back
as somo ono would have tsken her
lilies.

Bessio's cheeks grow red with dis-
may and confusion.

‘Whispers and small nudges wero all
of no use, and more than 4 smile went
around in the moment's pause. For
the child, though sho looked appeal
ingly at Besaio us if for forgiveness,
still held on to her flowers with &
positive little shake of her head, which
plainly showed that she did not mean
to give them up.

Tho exercises went on and were
finished. As Bessio walked out think-
ing earnestly of some things she had
heard, the hittle hily-bearer came aftor
her, looking anxiously up as if wish.
ing to speak.

* Where do you live1” Bessio asked,
The other gave an address and then-
camo closer.

“Jan sick—so sick!” sho said.
“Jan no laugh, no eat. Jan so”—
leaning her head pitifully to one side.
“Jan like these,” she pointed to the
flowers, and Bessio said, heartily,—

“I'm glad you've got them for Jan.
Good-by,"” as the feet turned down a*
side stroet and she saw the Easter lilies
no more.

“Yes,”—the little lassio went on

soborly to horself, in n way which had
grown upon her through having fow
child-companions—¢ Ho said that love
and kindness are liko aweot flowers
growing in omr hearts. And that
when we are kind and loving it is an
offering to Him. I must get grand-
mother to let mo tako some nico things
to Jan tomorrow. I wonder what
ho'll think of the lilies—poor, sick
Jan! Obh, I know I've given them to
the dear Lord just as much as if they
wero in His church,”

Aud when Bessio went to seo little
avefoot and her brother Jan, she felt
suro that her sweet lilies sho watched
g0 long and tended so carefully hud
boen given to the dear Lord, For she
remembered the verse, ‘ Inasmuch as
yo did it unto the least of theso, ye
did it unto me.”

A THRILLING INCIDENT

OT far from -the picturesque
watering-place called Bray,
in County Wicklow, Treland,
a vessel was driver on the

rocks. The storm was terrific, and &

terriblo death appeared to await the
senmen on board the schooner. The
lifeboat was launched, and thoe hardy
and courageous scamen ventured out
upon their work of rescue. Auxiety
was strongly marked upon the counten-
ance of the men. ‘The line Letween
truo courage and foolhardiness is very
diflicult to draw when angry seas
threaten to overwhelm both rescuers
and wrecked. 'lis a noble heroism
that proflers life for life. Amongst the
lifeboat's crew sat a man whose
countenance wore no trace of anxicty.

“ Away to the rescue!” “Oaward!”

“ Lose not a moment !"” was the bur-

den of his courageous cry. Tho heavy

suct crossed safely, his brawny features
shone throughthe storm with the bright-
ness of the word rescue written upon
them. Onward they pulled their way,
and twenty long minutes to the watch-
ers on tho shore puassed beforo they
reached the wreck. Through the blind-
ing storm they watched and waited the
suprome issue. ¢Would the rescuers
sncceed, or would they be beaten back
from their noble work? Could it be
that tho lifebont had been swamped ?
Where was she! Every eye was
strained ; every heart was lifted up in
earnest desire and fervent prayer. The
strain wag soon realised. See, she is
returning. From behind the impaled
achooner the lifeboat is scen. * Thank

God, they have rescued some at last!"

gaid a gent'uman, as, by the aid of the

glass, he discorned a larger number in
the lifeboat than she started with.

How those oars defy the strength of

ocean ; success nerves overy arm; the

buoyant craft swims upon the surface,
and overy minute brings them near
the shore. Men breatho more freely
now, and the sound of loud, cheering
words reach the occupants of the gal-

Jant lifeboat. Yes, they have taken

all the precious lives off the schooner,

and now 'twas but a battle in the de-
struction of property. The men (the
real estate) in the sbip wero saved.

Haulf an hour sufficed to see them

throngh the danger of the fearful 'surf,

O1 such greetings; such welcome and

joy. Life saved makes strangers instant

triecnds and lifelong friendships, A

gentleman present, who noticed the

courageous willingness of the seaman
to whom we have called attention,

went up to him, und, shaking hands,

saiid: “What prompted your courage
and veadinesa to dave thostorm 1" “Al
sir,” ho voplied, I can tell you that -
I wag once in the same position— W
wiecked, and rescued by a lifoboat.”

A MAN'S A MAN FOR A" THAT.
BY CHARLES MACKAY.
(1 New Iersion. )

H r‘\: MAN'S a man,” says Itobert Burn.,
2 “For o’ that, and o’ that 3"

But'though the song be clear and strong
It tacks a note fora' that,
‘The Tout who'd shrink s dnily work,
. Yet elaim his wage and a’ that,
Or beg, when he uight earn his bread,
Is not a man for o’ that,

ot ot gy e vt B 3 e
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If all who dine on nomely fare
Were true and brave, and a* that,

And none whose garb 1s ** hodden grey,”
Was fool and knave and a* that

The viee and erinme that shuine our time,
Would fidde and fail and ’ that,

And plonghman be as goo | as kiugs,
And churls as carles for a’ that.

You see you brawny, blustering sot,
Who swaggers, swears, and o that,
And thinks because his strong right arm
Might fell an ox and o that,
That he's u noble man for man,
As duke or lord, and a' that ;
He's but a brate, beyond dispute,
And not a man for a’ that.

A man may own a large estate,
Huve palace, park, and a' that,
Amd not for birllh but honest worth,
Be thrice a mau for o' that;
And Denald herding on tho wmuir,

Who beats his wite, and o' that,
Be nothing but a 1aseal poor,
No1 half & man fora’ that.

It rames to this, dear Robert Burng—
The truth i o, and o’ that -
“Tne rank is but the guinea’s stamp,
The man’s the gold, for a’ that.”
And though you d put the minted mark
On «opper, brass, and a’ that—
The lie is gro<s, the cheat is plain,
And will not pass for o” that.

For 4" that, and a” that,

“Tis eoul and Leart and a7 that,
That makes the king u geutlemon,
And not his clown aml 2’ that.
Aud man with man, af rich or poor,

The Lust is he, for a that,
Whe stamds crect, in self respect,
And arts the man for n” that

HOW A TOAD CATCHES FLIES,
g ITARLES WHITE, of New

l L N A AT e A -

Castle, Now Hampshire, has § |
8 3 brood of chickens which Ji ¢
have a run of x portion of the yard, the Jll i
old hen being shut up. The chickens il k
are fed with moistened meal in saucers, jil 0
and when the dough gets s little sour ic it 1
attracts a large number of flies. .An
observant toad has evidently noticed i +
this, and every day towards evening ho i d
mukes his appearance in the yard, hops @t ol
to a saucer, climbs in and rolls over i
until he is covered with meul, having §ll d
dono which he awaits dovelopments. i di
The flies, enticed by the smell, soon at
swarin around the scheming batrachian, re
and-when one passes withia two inches C
or #0 of his nose, his tongue darts out S o
and the fly disappears, and this plan B in
works 80 well that the toad has taken i us
it up as a regular business. Tho il h
chickens do not manifest the least Sl ca
alarm at their clumsy and big-mouthed i to
playiuate, but soems to think it quite a S ot
lark to gather round him and pick off
his stolen coat of meal, when they have fe
plenty more of the same sort in tho il 1t
saucers, no
o be
A 1oy that was kept after school for il 1
bad orthography excused himself to ;‘”
his parents by saying that he was spell- J:

bound.




