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EASTER CAROL

bINo, childron, sing! The hilies wiite you
bring

In tho joyous Easter morning for hopes
aro blossoming ;

And as tho earth her shroud of enow from
oft her breast doth fling,

So may wo cast our fetters off in God’s
oternal spring;

8o may we find relesse at last from sor-
row and from pain,

So may wo find our childhood’s calm de-
licious down again.

Sweet are your cyes, O littlo ones, that
look with smiling grace,

Without a shade of doubt or fear, into the
tuture's faco .

Sing, sing in happy chorus, with joyful
voices tell

Taat death 18 life, and Gud 18 guud, und all
things shall bo well.
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A BRAVE LITTLE GIRL

THE following incident, related of a little
heathen Bengalese girl, shows what chil-
dren in those far off' countries sometimss
euffer for the sakoe of their religion.

A little girl came to school a fow days
ago with a severe bLruisc un her forchead,
and on being asked by Mrs. M. what had
caused it, would give no answer, but
looked ready to burst vut crying. Bat
another child, a relative, was nut eu retu-

cartt, and said her father, having observed l

that sho bad not done her “puja” for a
great many days, asked her why she so
neglected her devotions, to which she re-

plisd: “Father, I have not neglested my |ing off his own jacket to cover them, sat| penny into the missicnarr box.”

—

dovotions, I have prayed every day to
Jesus. Ifdo not pray to idols, beeause I
do not bolieve in them.”

This so enraged the father that he seized
her by ‘ho neck, took her before the idol,
and, having first bowed, roverently beforo
it himaelf, forcibly bent the child’s head
soveral times, striking it so violently on
the ground that it bled profusely, the child
bitterly crying the whole time. But sho
smiled happily enough when this was ro-
lated in school, and said that sho did not
much mind, adding, “I cannot believe that
trees and wood and stone will save me.”

HOW SADIE HELPED MAMMA

SADIE was only five years old, but she
loved very much to help her mamma
Mamma was very poor; she went out al-
most every day to wash, and left Sadis in
the kind care of the woman who lived in
the next room. One cold morning mamma
went out to buy some flannel to make a
dress for her little girl and loft that little
gir! asleep on the bed, she said to herself
she would be back in fifteen minutes, but
it was a long hour before she got home.
And what do you think she saw whenshe
opened the door 7 She saw a little girl in
her nightdress, standing on a stool close
by the stova, stirring something in the big
iron pot with the long poker.

“I'm helping, mammal”
“I'm making soup.”

“Ob, dear!" eried mamma, for there in
the big iron pot Sadie had poured all the
food her mother had in the house, and she
had nobt one cent to buy any more.  Half
a pound of coffee went in, one pound of
tea, part of a box of oatmeal, one quart of
buttermilk, and one dozen eggs.

Sadies mamma was very angry and
sorry to have her food wasted Sadie
wanted to help but she did not know how.
Next time she will say, “ Mamma, tell me
how to help you.”

she cried;

A NOBLE LAD.

A POOR boy, whose name no one knows,
but we hope that it is in the Book of Life,
found three little children who, like him-
gelf, had bLeen washed ashore from one of
the many wrecks, wandering along the
dreary coast in a driving sleet. They were

| Crying litterly, having been parted from'

t,heu patents, and not knowing whether
they were drowned or saved.

The puor lad took them to a sheltered
sput, pluched moss for them, and made
them a rude but soft bed, and then tak-

by them all tho night long, soothing th
terrors till thoy foel asloop.

In the morning, leaving them still asle
ho went in search of tho parents, and{
his great joy met themn looking for they
children, whom they had given up lJ
dead. He directed them where to fi;
them, and then went on himself to
somo placo of shelter and refreshment. \

But when the parents were returni
with their recovered little ones, they four:
their brave preserver lying quite dg.
apon the snow, not very far from wh
they had parted from him.

The long exposure in his exhausted sts;
was too much for his little strength,
having saved his little charges—as
to them as they to him—he lay down
die.

A sad story this, and one thab moves o
heart. How much more shonld our h
be moved by the story of him thab gai!
hig life that he might save us from e
nal deatb,

«THE BEATHEN BAVE BEAT."

ONE day Robert's uncle gave him
penny.

“ Now,” said he, “I'll bave some choo
late creams, for I've been wanting so
for a long while.”

*Jg that the best way you can use yot
penny ?” asked bis mother.

“QOb, 'es! I want the chocolate
very mucn.” And he hurried on his
and ren off in haste.

His mother was sitting at the windd-
and saw him running along, and then k
stopped. She thought he had lost
penny, but he started oft again, and s%
reached the door of the shop; and then i\
stood there awhile with his hand on k
latch and his eye on the chocolate in t
window. His mother was wondering whs:
he was waiting for; then she was m
surprised to see him come off the step, e
run back home again without going in. ‘

Ir about one minute he rushed into 3
parlour with a bright face as he e
claimed: l

“ Mother, the heathen have beab, &
heathen have beat!"

“ What do you mean by the
bave beab?'”

“ Why, mother, a8 I went along I ke ]
hearing the heathen say, ‘Give us ym
penny to help to send us good missionarit -
We want Bibles and tracts. Help 0 |
little boy, won't you?* and I kepb 8a,
*Oh, I want the chocolate cream.’ Aty;3‘
the heathen beat. I am going to put
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