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HAPPY DAYS.

EASTER MORNING,
Lire up, O hitle claldren,
Your vorres clear and sweet,
Al siug the blessed story
Of Chris, the Lord ol glory,
Aml worship at his feet,

Ciot—0h, sing the blessed story
The Lord of life and glory
I3 risen—as he snid—
Is risen fiom the dead.

Lofvup, O tender lilies,

Your whiteness to the suu,
‘Fhe earth i3 not our prison,
Since Christ himsel! hath risen,

The lile of every one.

Ring all ye bells in weleome,
Your chimes of joy auain,
ting out the night of sndness,
Ring in the morn of pladness,
For death no more shall 1eign,

YOUR HEART.

“ Manwa,” said little Lucy one day sud-
denly looking up from her play, “ what
makes my heart go ‘tick, tick, all the time,
like the watch papa holds to my ear? Have
I got wheels inside of me that go round and
ronnd 7"

“No, indeed, dear,” said mamma; “but
you are more wonderful than any watch
thit was ever made.”

Then she took her little girl on her lap
and told her what she eat went to make
warm, bright blood, and liow the beating of
the heart sent this warm, bright blood all
over her little body, aud to make flesh and
bones, and fut, and to keep her feeling strong
and well,

“God set the little heart to bLeating, dear,”
she said as she kissed her, “and some day he
will say, “stop, little heart,” and it will stop.

Jut while it beats Lucy must keep it full
of good kind thoughts, and warm with love
for the God who made it.”

* But when it stops, what then 7"

“Then your soul—that is, you—will live
on. If youare trusting and loving Christ
and trying to please him you will be forever
happy with him.”

WHAT CARL CAN Do.

“ WuieN Tam a big man P'm going to be
u preacher,” said Carl, one day,

“Oh, ho! You'll never know ceunough to
prench,” Inughed his brother.

“Well, of 1 can't vreach, then 1'll be a
goud man, sud show people what God likes
us to be,” Carl answered.

* And” you need not wait to be a man for
that,” added his mother.  * Even httle girls
und boys can do that; fand it is, after all,
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| CHILDREN AT WORSHIP.
LMt question s uften asked, “ How shall
we get the mnsses to attend public wor-
shipt” The answer may be supplied by
' incident of my boyhood.
| On the mantel-shelf of my grandmother's
i best patlour, nmong other marvely, was an
“apple inn bottle, It quite filled the hody
of the bottle; and my wondering enquiry
wus, “How could it Lauve got into that
place ¢

By stealth I climbed a chair to see if the
bottom would ungciew, or if there had Leen
a joint in the glass throughout the length
of the vial. 1 was satisfied Ly observation
that neither of these theories could be sup-

ported, and the apple remuined to me an
enigma and a mystery. But as it was said
of that other wonder, the source of the Nile,
“nature well known, no mystery remains,”
so was it here.  Walking in the garden, 1
saw a vial placed on a tree, bearing within
it a tiny apple, which was growing within
the erystal. Now [ saw it all.  The apple
was put into the bottle while it was little,
and it grew there,

Just 50 naust we eatch the little mnen and
women who swarm vur strects—we call
them boys and ghls—and introduce them
within the influence of the church; for,
alus ! it is hard indeed to reach them when
they have ripened into carclessness and sin,
—~Spuryeon,

CHILDREN'S PRAYERS.

Lorp Jesus, cleanse me in thy precions
blood, and keep me faithful to thee as long
as 1 hive, and then take me to thyself.
Amen.

Lord Jesus, make me wholly like thyself.
Let thy peace rule in my heart.  Be to me
all in ull.  Amen,

Heavenly Father, 1 praise thee that thou
hast called back and pardoned thy wayward
child.  Strengthen me to do all thy will,
and keep me from going astray from thee,
for Jesus’ suke.  Amen.

Oh Lovd, our Father, help us to be thy
loving, vbedient children. May we honour
thee by holy living and by doing good. We
ask it for Jesus' sake. Amen. :

Heavenly Father, I have gone astray
from thy way like a lost sheep. But thou
hast sought me and found me. And uow
for thy name’s suke lead me and guide me,
Amen.

Heavenly Father, may thy will be done
in carth as in heaven. May we kuow how
to make thy will our will, so as to be al-
ways thine. We ask it for Jesus' sake,
Auwmen,

the best kind of preaching.”

B

Loid, teach us how to pray. Grant usa

spirit of earnest prayer, and may we know
that thou henrest us when we eall upon
thee. Grunt this, for Jesus' sake. Amen.

Blessed Master, may we never be ashamed
to confess thee before men, but may we
always be ready to acknowledge thee as one
who hias done all things for us, Awmen~
Reliyious Telescope. )

ALWAYS OPLN.

In the city of New York, on Breadway,
there is a telegraph-oflice with the sign
“ Always Open” conspicuously displayed
in its window. At any hour of the day or
night you may enter it and send a message
to any part of the world. How much this
reminds us of the door of the palaceof God,
where the words are always to be scen,
“Kunock, and it shall be Opened unto You.”
This door is always ready to open, and to
present to our eyes the added words, “ Ask
and ye shall Receive,” At any hour in the
twenty-four, and wherever we may be, the
invitation stands with its perfect welcome,
and we may send our requests to God,
The Prophet Isainb, iu one of his glowing
visions of the future church, said, “ There-
fore thy gates shall Le open 'continuully:
they shall not be shut day nor night.” The
gates of the Lord’s church are ever open w
welcome into s fold all who will come.

THE IRISH BOY’S SUNG.
A MAN going to the station lo tuke the
train heard a little Irish boy singing,

“There'll be no sorrow there,
There'll be no sorrow there.”

“ Where ?” asked the gentleman ; for his
mind was impressed by the words, * There'll
be no sorrow there.”

The boy answered,

« Ju heaven ubove,
Where all is love,
There’ll be no sorrow there.”

The man hastened to tuke the train, but
he could not forget the simple words of the
hymn, A world where there is no sorrov f
This was the great thought which filled his

mind  He bad been an infidel, but now
resolved to become a Christian, and did so,
and began to live a life of preparation for
the land where there i3 no sorrow,

LAUGH OF CHILDREN.

Tue little boy’s hearty laugh! O what
musie !

1 like to hear children when they are
alone tell what things they have seen and
dose during the day. Listen how these
meny voices wingle with the clatter of
kmves uud forks at supper time. 1 would
rather hear that than the best music in the
world,



