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PLEASANT HOURS.

THE LEGENN LF EASTER EGGS.

[{

,‘ES EAREST papa,” says my boy to nie,
it As ho momnly chmbs on his
mother's kuee,

“Why am those eigs that vou see me hold
Coloured so tinely vith blue and pold 7
Aud what 1s the wonderful ird that lays
Such beautiful eggs upon Easter-days 7

“ You have heard, my boy, of the Man who

died

Crowned with keen thorns and crucified ;

And how Joseph the wealthy—vwhom God
rewand —

Cared for the corpse of his martyred Lord,

Amnd piously tombed it within the rock

Aud closed the gate with a unghty block

' Now close by the tomb a fair treo grw

With pendulous leaves und blossoms of
blue,

And deep 1 the green tree’s shadowy
brease

A beautuul singing-bind sat on her nest,

W hich was bordered with mosses hke mal-
uchite

And held four eggs of an ivory white.

‘¢ Now when the bird from her dim recess

Feleld the Lond v His bunal dress,

And looked on the hicavenly lace 8o pale,

And th;e dear feet pierced with the cruel
nail,

Her heatt nigh broke with a sudden pang,

Aud out of the depths of her sorrow sho
saug.

¢ All night long till tho moon was up

cho sat aud sang iu lLier moss wreathed
wap.

A song of sorrow as wild and shril!

As tlmlllomcleas wind when it roams the
nll,

Bo full of teats, so loud and long,

‘That the grief of tho world seemed turned
to song. )

*“ But soon there came through the weeping
night
A glinmering angel clothed in white,
And ho rolled tho stone from the tomb

away

\\'helre the Lord of the earth and heaven
ny,

And Christ arose in the cavern's gloom,

And in liviug lustre came from thy tomb.

f¢Now the bird that sat in tho Leart of the

{ree

Beheld the celestial mystery,

And its heart was filled with a sweet
delight,

And 1t poured a song on the throbbing
night,

Notes climbing notes, till higher, higher,

They ,shiot to Leaven like spears of fire.

‘*\When the glittering whito-robed angel

heard

The sorrowing song of the grieving Lird,

And heand the following chaut of mirth

That lmiled Christ risen again on earth,

He said, ** Sweet bind, bo forever blest,

Thysell, thy eggs, and thy moss-wreathed
nest.”

“And cvir, my cbild, since that blessed
night
When 1I)enth bowed down to the Lord of
light,
The eggs of that sweet bird change their
huo
And burn with red and gold and blue,
Keminding mankind in their simplo way
Of the holy marvel of Easter.day.”
Futs James O'Brien,

.

Pore whiskey or brandy, or wine,
or beer, are all dreadfully dangerous
drinks, but such drinks are hardly
aver found pure. They ara nearly all
largely mixed with, or rather almoat
made np entirely of, the most power-
ful and terrible poisona. It is no
wonder that while ordinary disesse
kills ita thousands, such horrible ¢'rinks
slay their ten thousands every year.
In the United States alone drink kills
off annually o8 many people as would
meke a city as large as Torouto.
About every four minutes on an aver-
ago somebody lies through drink in
Great Britain and Americal—Rev. J.
C. Seymour's * Temperance DBatile-
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THE KING AND THE PAGE.

@AY N'E when Frederick the Great,
1 of Prussia, rang bis bell for
. his prge to come and wait on
him, there was no answer. He mang
again, and still there was no anawor.
He rang again, and still theio was no
anawer. So he went out into thoanto
chamber, and there he found his puge
fust asleep. The step of the King did
not waken bim, 80 soundly was ho
sleeping, A letter stickiug out of the
boy’s pocket caught the King's eyo,
and he was curions enough to take it
out and read it. Not uny more hon-
ourable that for a King than for any
<no else.

But the hoy had no reason to be
afruid or ashamed of the King's curi-
osity, for it was i letter feom his poor
motber, thanking him for sending her
his wages, and praying God to reward
his kindness and attention. After
reading it, the King went softly back
to his chamber, took a bag of money,
and with the latter slipped it into the
pocket of the boy.

Again going to his chamber, he
rang the bell lond enough to arouse
the sleeper, who immediatwly answered
it8 stuminons.

“You have been fast asleep,” said
the King.

Frightened and confused, tho poor
boy put his band into his packet and
found the bag of money. He took it
out, and, looking up to the King, burst
into tears.

“\Vhat is the matter 3" asked tte
King.

« Ah, sire,” cried the poor fellow,
throwing biwmself on his knees hefore
Frederick, ‘comebody is trying to
ruin me. I know nothing about this
money which I have found in roy
pocket.”

“ My young friend,” ssd the King,
*“God takes different ways of helping
us, Send the money to your mother.
Salute her from me, and tell her I will
take good care of both her and you.”
—Christian Weekly.

A LITTLE ADVICE GRATIS.

HESE long winter evenings
g are capital for literary im-
provement, and our young
people especially should not
neglect it. Business is not 80 pressing
as in the summer geason, the weather
is more inclement, and consequently
does Dot entice so powerfully to the
outer air, and home is much more
attractive. Thess are the kind of nights
in which our historic selfmade men
manufactured tle greater part of their
power, by adding layer after layer of
thought, and disciplining their fac-
ulties for future work. If our young
men and women knew how much they
will need all of what well-applied
study can now give them, they would
waste none of these splendid evening+.
Of course, they must give some time
to society, aud attend ta the current
duties; but thero are still many long
evenings which might be made profit
sble by devating them to solid reading
or study.

The faseination of books and pipers
is 50 greattha’. it is & wonder that any
resist their spell. By simply opening
the leaves.the reader is transported to
a new world, and either gathering the
lessons of successive ages, traveling
with magioc boota which skim the earth
withont effort, or gaining the secret of
successful men, or lenrning the news

of the day and the times in which we
live, or plucking the fruit of science.
Sarely this is much botter than idle
convorsation, the vapid wit, the stale
and feoble jokes, and tho thin life of
many of our youth. Tho world will
noed, as it alwaya has neoded, men and
women who have read, and those who
havo studied and kept abreast of the
times will be the ones who truly

succeed.— Exchanye,
R \]
on a growing apple, pear or
" peach, Not Weliif you wish
to have thut pleasure this is the way to
obtan it,  While the fruit yet hangs
green upon the tree, muke up your
wind which is the biggest and most
promising specimen of all. Next, cut
out trom thin, tough paper, the initials
of the name of your livtle brother or
sister or chief crony, with round specks
for the dots safter tho letters, and the
letters themselves plain and thick.
I'hen paste theso letters and dots ou
the side of the apple which is now
turned to the sun, taking care not to
loosen the fruit's hold upon its stem.
As soon as the apple iy ripe, take off
the paper cuttings, which, having shu.
cut the reddening rays of the sumn,
have kept tho fruit green just beneath
them, so that the nume or initials now
show plainly. After that bring the
owner of the initials to play near
the tree and say presen’ly, “ why what
are those queer warkaon thatapp'e up
there?” You will find this quite a
pleasant way to surprise Jittle onea.

EFFECIS OF DRINK.

EVERAL years ago a youth
wagthung for killing his little
brothér. When on the gal.
lows the sherifl' said, * If you

have anything tosay, speak now, for

you have only five minutes to live.”

The boy, bursting into tears, sard, + 1

have to die. I had only one little

brother ; he had beautiful eyes and
flaxen bair, and Iloved him. Bat one
day I got drunk for the first time in
my lfe, aud coming howe, I tound
him gathering strawberiies in the gar-
den. I became angry with him with.
out a caussand I ktlled Lim with one
blow. I did not know anything about
iv till the next morning, when [awoke
from sleep and found myself tied and
guarded, and was told that when my
fittle brother was found, his hair was
clotted with his blood and brains, and
he was dead, Whiskey has done this.

It has ruined me. I never was drunk

but once. I have only one more word

to say, and thon I am going to my
final Judge. I say to young man,

Never, never, Never Youch intozicating

drinks, and never begin to smoke.”

A msn who bad committed murder
and was awating the day of execution
drew the picture on the wall of his
cell, of a gullows, with five stepsloading
uptoit. On the first step he wrote,
Disobadienes to Purerts ; onthesecond,
Sabbath-breaking ; on the thirn step,
Gambling and drunkenness; on the
fourth, Murdsr; and on the fifth ho
wrote, * Ths Futil Platform.”"— Rev.
J. C. Seymour's Tempsrance Buttlefield.

INITIALS ON FRUIT.

ID you over geo a nume printed
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“ Why did you hide, Johnny{” said
one boy to another. **I hide to save
my bide,” replied the other, as he
bied away to a secure gpot.

JOHNNY'S OPINTIN O GRAND
MOTHERS.

) RANDAMOITHERR are very nice folk |
A\ 'l‘ho{ beat all the aunta 1 “eation,
Thev let a chap do as hie likey,

Aund don t worry about edawation.

I'm aure T ran't see it at all
W hat a poor fellow ever ¢vuld do
For applen, and pennies, and enke,
M thout a grandinotlier or twe

Srandmothers speak softly to ** ma,’
T'o let & oy liave a {(ool timo ;
Somietimes thoy will whisper ‘tis true,
T'other way when aboy wauts to . lemb

Grandinothers have muflins for tea
Awl piies, & whole row i the collar,
And they'ro apt (if they know 12 1w tunes
To mako chicken-gne lor & ** feller.”

And if ho is bad now and then,
Aud makes & great m keting notee,
They only look over their apevs,
Aud say, ** Al these boys will be boys

¢ Life is only so short at the best |
Ixt the chilidren be happy to-day,”

Thon look for awlule at the skyv,
Aud thoe halls thiat are far, far anay

Quite often, as twilight comes on,
Gramlmothers sing ivinns, very low,

To themsolives, as they nwk by the fire,
About beaven, and when they shals go.

And th n, a boy stopping to think,
Will fiud a hot tear in his eve,
To know what will come at the fast ,

For graudinothers all havo to Jdin,

I wish they could atay here aud prav,

For a bov neals their prayors every night ,
Some boys more than others, I a'pose,

Sach as I, need / wopderful aight,

DO YOUR BEST.

GENTLEAAN once svl1 ton
physician : © I should think,
doctor, that at night you would
feel 10 wearied ovor the work

of the day, that you wauld not bo able

to sleep.” My head hardly touches
the pilllow before I 1 ~ aslerp,” ro-
plied the pbysician. “I made up my
mind,” he continued, “at the cow-
mencoment of my professional carcer,
to do my best under all circumstances ;
and 8o doing I am not troubled with
any misgivinga.” A. good rulo for us
all to follow. Too many are disposed
to eay : ¥ No matter how I do this
work, now ; next time I'll do bettor.”

The practice is a8 bud as the reasoning.

*“ No matter how I learn this leson in

the primary class; when I get into a

bighor department, then I'll study.”

As well might the mother in knittiog

stockings say : * No matter how the

top is done; if even I drop a stit h

now and then I'll do bettor when I

get further along.” What kind of a

stocking would that be? As well

might tho builder gay : ¢ I don't caro
how I make the foundation of this
house; anything will do hera; wait till

L get to the top, then I'll do good

work.” Said Bir Joshua Ravynalds

once to Dr. Samuel Jubnson. ¢ Py
tell me sir, by what means jou have
attained such «xtraordinury accuracy
und flow of language in the expression
of your ideas1” I lsid it down asa
fixed ruio,” replied the doctor, * to do
wy best on every oocasion, and in
every company toimpart what I know

1o tke moast forcible langusge I cun

put it."—Selected,

EvERY man feelr thar jastico ought
to bo done in tho moral governmnent
of the univeree, and that it cannot ba
done without the punishment of evil
doing.




