HAPPY DAYS.
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EASTER.
BY MARGARET E SANGSTER
AT day, in old Jerusalem, whon Christ,
otur Lord, was slain,
wonder if the children hid, and wept in
grief and pain;
little onos, on whose fair brows his
tender touch had been,

1 -Whose infant forms had nestled close his

loving arms within.

% 4 think that very soberly went mournful

little feot

{When Christ, our Lord, was iaid away

in Joseph’s garden sweet,

» 4l And wistful eyes grew very sad, and dim-

4

B

pled choeks grew white,
When he who sufiared babes to come was
prisoned from the light.

But baply, ere the sleeping world on Eas-
ter dawn had stirred,

Ere in the leafy-curtained nest had waked
the earliest bird,

Some little child whom Jesus loved in
slamber ' may have srailed,

By fanning of an angel's wing to happy
dreams beguiled.

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

| The joyful Easter angels come to pause

where Jesus lay ;

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

But veiled their faces in the hour that
saw our Lord arise,

Oh, still, when we are sorrowful, and

scarce for tears can ses,

»- The angels of Easter-time are sent our

help to be;

\ f And dunbtless he whose task it was to roll

the stone away

Isfelt in homes whero shadows brood, a

presence sweeb to-day.

With beaming looks and eagor words the
glad surprise he gave

88 To those who sought their buried Lord,

and found an empty grave;
For truly Christ had conquered death, him-
gelf the prince of life,

1 And none of all his followers shall fail in

any strife.

3 Ob, little ones, around the cross your Eas-.

ter garlands twine,

ie 4 And bring your precious Enstor gifts to

many a sacred shrine,

vin.§ And chant with voices £resh and clear—

Jabhomage to the

the seraphs singing too—
aty one who died

and rose fcr you

To churches grand, to chambers dim, to

mounds all green and low,

Your hands o'erbrimmed with snowy
flowers, in blithe processions go;
And, better atill, lot offerings of pure

young hoarts bo given
On Easter-day to him who reigns the king
of carth and heaven.

A GOOD TIME

Do they not look as if they wore having
a good time? Every Saturday thoy en-
joy thomselves out of doors. All day long
they romp and play together without any
discord. Even baby is no hindrance to
their enjoyment. Wherover they go, she
goes, many times imagining that she is
helping when she is hindering as much as
possiblo, but they kiss her and say “Of
courso you are helping, you dear little
toad,” and she is delighted and satisfied.

Just now Anna and Cousin Mabel seem
to be having some secret belween them,
but that does not trouble the boys, for
generally the girls’ sccrets are sure to
bring pleasure to the family when they
are divalged. As Tom’s birthday is soon
coming, I shouldn’t wonder if it had some-
thing to do with that.

When they come in at night, mother
says to them, “ Yon have been such a help
to me to-day; X am glad I have such help-
fal little boys and girls.”

“Why, mother,” eaid Tom once, “we
haven't done anything to help you to-day;
we have just been playing and haviog a
good time ourselves.”

“Well,” said mother, “by playing to-
gether so pleasantly, withous quarr-iling,
and taking care of baby Belle so cheer-
fally, you bhave helped me more than you
know.”

“ I did not know that that was helping
you,” said Tom.

“ Well, it is,” eaid mother, kissing him.
And many other mothers would say the
same thing.

Do you help your mother by being
cheorful and kind to your brothers and
gisters, my reader ? Surely, all our readers
ought to be.

A BAD REPUTATION.

SoME years ago, in a farming neighbour-
hood, a middle-aged man was locking about
in search of employment. He called at
the house of a respectable farmer and told
his errand,

“What is your naxe #’ asked the farmer

“ John Wilson,” was the reply.
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“John Wilson—the same that lived
near hero when aboy 1”

“ Tho same, sir.”

*Thon I do not want you.”

Poor John, suarprised a euch a roply,
passod on to the housa of tho next farmor,
and thero a similar reply was given ;and
ho found no one in the neigkbourhood
who was willing to employ him.

Passing on, ho soon came in sight of the
old school-house. “ Ah,” said he,“ I under-
stand it now. I was a school-boy there
years ago, bat wha$ kind of a school boy?
Lazy, disobediont, often in miachief, and
onco caught in deliberate lying; and,though
sinco I have been trying to reform, they
oll think me the same kind of a man thad
Iwas as & boy."—Sablath-schodl Visilor.

LITTLE MINNIE AND HER NURSE

LitrLE Minnie lay on a cot in tho hos-
pital very, very ill, with no kind parents
or friends to care for her. The doctor and
nurso knew she must soon dio, and did all
for her they could, but they did not talk
to her of Jesus and the homse of mapy
mansions prepared for those who love him.

“You are too sick to talk,” said the
purse; “keop very still.” ’

But a dear Christian lady came through
the hoapital, and seeing the gick child, sab
down by her side and talked with bor of
Jesusand his love. It was a precions story
to Minnie. Jesus was justsuch a friend as
she needed. She took him right inta her
heart, and was filled with joy and peace.
She had no earthly friends or home,.but
pow she would soon go to his home, and
he would love her alwaya

The lady went away, and when the
nurse came ruund aguin, Minnie said, ¥ I am
very bappy now ; I am thinking of Jesus
and how he luves me He died to #ave me
and forgive my sins.”

“Silence, child!” said nurse.

1 wanted to tell you so that you can be
uappy too.”

“ 1 know all ebout it , I found Jésus long

“You did:" said Minnie, “I thought
by your looks you didn't know, so I told
yon".

The nurse looked at the child in sur.
prise.

“Why, child, what is there in my looks
that mado you think s0?”

“Because you always look so glum,”
said Minnie meekly “T thought svery-
body who knew Jesus was very happy.”

It ought to be 8o, oughtn't it, little
reader ?



