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-) flappy Easter

BY MARTRiA A. KIDD

O iappy Easter Day 1.
Tie storie Ja rolled away

The Saviour lnes, who died ta se
Froni earti's remotest bou
Rings out tie Joyons sounid

Tite song of triuanpl and or victor

O hatppy Easter Day!
At Jesus' fret we lay

oulier frotiest hope, the treiumres o
fln Injesty adored,
oi naîke us Tiine, dear Lo

Aid set Our hearts on hioly thlîngs

( happy Easter Day !
Noi tetîcl Our seuls ta say

Tie words our lips so gladly woul
Tiii pence througi ail the y
shiLl calai each anxious fe

And love at iast shhl nake ourliv

The Tonmb at M

Iny in. M. eItsIO.

At Lime girdeni tombi wa icet Hi
,), ti rock is rolled away,

Lo, the holy inouriiers greet Hir
As the nlight dissoly a iday 1

Oi, the happy L2îiten cnding; Ji
asceniniig

In the Inîornirg gray i

Oh1, wtith potip n att juliuhtlion I
ohi, witIh n rgat's grandest ring

0'er l1e sets, tu every nation,
Hli the rIKing King i

Niglit iN vaniisied, D.nth is bani
Hitg, yu numumed, sing I

Sec lite Easter blooias surrondi
Folit, amid arch, and rain,at tin

Tiibrels, eyiabxls, cornets soutn
wake the lute, aud truiîîp, and

lie tlrisen from Hism prison
And the diay Is borni i

THE STORY OF
As tle Flowers To
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" Even the liny brono sMîîgs
as it ruishes on, on, on ; what
this is i ''lit tle Cyril cried, rising
of' tho spariiîg streaiî, and wx
lititle sloping path. But Iess tht
the hill he camue to a bed of builbo
lIantt ini theirsprintg cotas. The
by thei, whispering-'" Cian yo
fu e'atu r tell me aboit, you
j'on?" " Gladly iwe wii ltl youn
Jm<ow you, for' w have often w

your play in the gardeni, and y
fnies made ls happy.Last S p
litle song to is," said the bright

" Do you mea ' Dairy down d
'ou niderstiantl i ? ' cried Cyril.

" Yes, We did,', said (lie daffi
buried away down in the dat-
brown things, that seaux to hav
lore ilan tho hody of our doar

wias laid airay in the tomib, V
too, in His resurrection; ire toll
and boasts tut the Lord Who wa
is noW risenl, as wie have donc, f
mtid the> look at ais and sea ire a
and they believe and understand,
risen Lord with us."

"lDear daffodils, I balieve a
nowr botter than I ever did befo
or yîour .Easter story," said the
fgathered several of the blossonis.
a beautiful white, waxy flower lift
iyilig :

THE CHURCH GUARDIAN.
IlV/c, tao, tell the story of aur littstor's resur-

reetion; ire ty ta ho pitre as -Ic iras irithaut
Dtain-tt Pur and aoly ône."

DThe sait voice of the nareissus bail hardly
ceaseti when a ach louder one erieti out-" Lit-

(R.tl tcehilti, look at us; ire are like aur cousins,
thc daffoils anti tha nar-cissus; ivo also tell of

u ts troca our Master's rihiag fron the grave on that Eus-

t nplour veautifu Color , a ie nay show
d rpfort th glor of the great ing."

etfon gorgeons the tulips arc, " saiti a tiny
flowar grawing close to tha carîth. IlGoti must

f ur lave, lova thecm ver>' mueh; but lIa is so, goat bat

rd!1Re laves us tao, thougli WCa ara 80 smahi, anti
ahane. groîv so loir, that ire cannot louve theani

earth ane Stand up roir hfgh. Litto (yrft
you ara like us poor littia si draps; you are

I repent. tinv and s<> wxhite, yat I am' sure the daî
'car Lard loves you qui te us mach as if you wrr tall

ar,an
es complete. "Quite as Weil," catioti ont a rose-colorat b>-
Living C'hurch. aainth la the Samn foier bcd. lI am sure in

the ty s ofonr Master tha elil is more beauti-
'rx. fi Iliai if hoe arc fail lIfke a codai', anti strafght

as Iai. "
''lie ils tiio you, docar luttle snov tirap, beauti-

in; ~ fui anti pure.<' A tildie crocus bont ils gracotufil

sheati and nhisperet somethfng ta ta lyaefnth.
Cyril did't, houx what il siti, but I ki>w, nd

car ti c Eîîtster soîî I ifl loi) yoa. Il suiti-'' Yau arc riglit, te
ciid is niot i o aler bays ; his flaco ks likao tt
af' lima flower-angal. I thinte fitat is îrhy Our
Matster sent 1dmii uaang ws, iand letts us tallza ta

hInrn.
ivn Church.

As Cyril maiketi ivnieringly Ray np tue
sbed; litt]o pat, an anemîîono thaI hati once becîx

brougit froua Palestinec, sai ta tha biossuis
tad turnad tatai the utile figure it ils

ng armas ful aof floiersý-" Agos aga, in miy aira
r, warm lanti, a strangelsw beautif chit bout aar
ing, Ea anar kissat ma. I oas grovng ii a carpn-
bora, tarla gardon ini Nazareth. Since IlionI hava

beau brighit anti beantiful; I is srna]1 anti
LI,'ù'g catreh. white befora. Thifs tia> boy, mith bis lavai>'

face, aa halo ai ourl, oar id bis strango, decd
from n ya tie iinass aithat the Cbalnd tkat playtea
ain uTpR. in the gardon t Nazarth.

id ILf On lie narth aida a? tle vicarugo ras ar or-charti aignarloti olti trocs ltahat i sean nîaalya
wpter'lt fros ani sarnm-r's sun. Tic barr
Sprung sunseana, founti ils ba> eu t.

front t branchas, anti kiifeng ,t butis wai laivakanati
an wastoa car t th;rn lufw ane auty; but inîticrncath fiesnow d la> f pateoes t tho holaîrs.
a happy irorm t " Ia ly liku wviter axa summer bman yogather,"
fron lte bank Cyril thoaght, as ho alimbeti w p inta ana ai te
alkingup tha great tros, anti seatean msef upon a broa

yellowlferwers.

ittlt'wtr> up sprcîding branan dro lic coualtd b
us plants, br- tors ofthe lovel> pink ant irite blassoins.

boy kucit douai I)on't you foot as if yau hail couic too soan,
i, doar, beauli- itil tit tiis enoî ut your feet?
r tufe, anti vili Il Oh, no)" rephiet ltae fiagrant biassonîs,
e nail ay ive loaki nui ai you knor, 'if ire
itrhed yau ut have Hnim piantetitogthor in tho ikonesa ai
os havmuni lis tieth, me nust ulso ii ta likenlks of
and yau sang a lus The snow lies far bencat
yetiowflaivrs. us, but abotn us an arount us is thi marn,
eil;' ank couki Iifa-giving sun."

obIoy, ands Ehtrecro

"W too, l robin, on the branc asver Oyreul'a

k Path, gly thal ho exelaimoti-" Do yon also kuair tlîat il
nrectionorning ? t'

bord irbn la It 'i- robins, havae spely parts in lt jo a?
ara liko fini, Tur deso Masters resurreaction, for ira h era

au fihe birc c neaer hf n a cis our d ai sufionring. hant lit-
s da, like uas, hune upon tha cross we hoareti our cin,
ran tic ouith, dongang to case Ris bitter pain ; but asat coll

e oi>' alra, wa poor atile brisg do to ihten snch grief as
ant praise our Ris? At hst oan of us fi uttreh dama ant

pluketi our a thora that had beau prasse deep
iLI untieratan inmte [is bleeding broîrs, and a bright dirop ai

t'; thank yu blo foi] the lor ofethers af bis breast So,
boy, ani ha Ihrogh aI trtie since thon, Ort deur Master
As ho titi so, lias oe us carry this mark i His presous blooat

cd up its hetoo, on ou' erihusog breastas."
Antin tn sie robin e tI a stili more jod-
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ously with bis Easter carol, as he hopped from
one branch to another, white Cyril, looking
down once more on bis diowers, saw a beautifii
brown-and-gold butterfly resting on the fragrat
blossoms.

" And are you rejoicing in the resurree'i:n ?-
said Cyril, very soflly, for fear of frightening
the butterfly away. But itonly flew to anotier
flower, saying-"I have been wrrpped in nm
dark chrysalis as in a tomb, until to-day, whii
I have burst My prison and c.me out with
wings, and so tnlike the poor worm I went i
I ean hardly believe it is myself; and so you
litile boy, wha now have a weak and feeble
body, that can only walk slowly on the grounid,
wili one day soar through the air like me, when
you come forth on the morning of your resur-
rection."

Cyril's heart was fillod with joy; bib weIk
and tiny frame were always a sud trial, and the
one longing of his life was to be free ofi notion
like the birds, and beautiful like the flower he
lived among, and who were bis frieuds: nowi he
was almost glad of his poor littie withered
frame when ho thought of the joy that the niew
life, the resurrection of life, would bring He
saw bis father corning down the garden path,
and wieni to meet him, almost hidden among
bis flowers.

" Oh, papa," hoe cried, "fthe robin up in the
old apple tre, and al] the flowers, have been
telling ni suith beautifui stories abiout the res-
urrection. Come and nsk tiem to tell you."

The vicar smiled as lie lifted his little son,
flowers and all, into his asms, and they walikei
slowly down the path into the midst of ail lite
beauty and fragrance.

"Listen," said Cyril, softly : but the deep
slillness ai the early norning was unbroken, ex-
cept for the miurmuring of the little strearm and
the swveet note of a bird bore and there in the
bushes.

" They do. not tell you anything," said Cyril,
looking Ip) at bis flather, sadly disappointed.

SThe flovers keep their secrets," said lie
viear, - for the car of little innocent children,
and especially for little children who have been
purified by much sulfering and pain; but even
in their silence the'y tell me a beautifut resurree-
tion story. Whbat are you going to do with ail
iliese blossons ?"

" They are for the church, papa; (ho dear
flowers all love our Lord so much, andi are so
happy that le lias sisen. I wanted to bring
then s0 Ihait they col praise and ionor Hia
still more by miiaking lis cliiirh heautifùl."

The vicar stroked his little son's soft curls,
and smiled ipomn himt fondly as they passed to-
geter out of the garden. The fiowers nestled
agý6ainst thec child's white cheek, and those that
were left behind nodded to each other ais they
heard the clear, childisi voice singing:

I know, I know,
Wlire blossons blow,
The oarliest of the year
Wliere the passion-flower,
Withl a nystic power,
Its thorny crown loth rear.
Vhcre crocus breathes,
And fragrant wreaths,
Liko a censer fîl the gale;

liere cowslips burst,
To beauty first,
And the Lily of the vaie.

And the altar's lawn,
At iorning's downi,
Wea dock at Easter tide;
Anid the font's fair brim,
To tell of Him
Who liveth, though He died!
Of flowers He spake,
And for His sake,
Whose text wras the lilies bloom,
We search abroad
For the flowers of God
Ta give Hini their sweet parfume.


