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The Rexsurrection.
BY MHS8, M, P CHICK,

Over tho hills of Palestino,
The flush of morning broke,
As night drew back her curtain,
And the day In beauty woke.

The scent of dowy blossoms,
Fell on the air like balm,

The morning breezes swayed the trees,
Tho olive, flg, and ralm.

The sound of rustling leaves was heard
Through the vines upon the hlll,

The twittering low of early birds,
By many a fount and rill.

When slowly through the garden,
With hearts oppressed with gloom,

They who the best had loved him,
Now sbought the Master's tomb.

Laden with tnytrh and splces,
They sought him where he lay;

And anxiously they questioned
Who should roll the stone away.

But as they near tke portal,
The door stands open wlde,

For angels in the darkness
Have rolled the stone aside.

And one appears before them,
In the flush of morning light,

His brow {s like the sunbeams,
HIs robes are dazzling white,

Why seck ye here the Master ?
He has risen as he said;
The last great foe is conquered,
And Death himself has fled.

Go, spread the joyful tidings!
QGo, tell {t far and wide;

That the seal of death is broken,
Anc¢ the stone is rolled aside.

As on the night of sorrow,
Rose the resurrection morning,
So to the darkest hour there comes,
The rosy flush of dawning.

And where in"storm and darkness,
Stern rocks oppose our way,
Angels may rise to greet us,
In the glorious light of day

BIRDS OF TRUST.
BY E. A. KAND.

* There, grandmother, see those gulls
{n the water!”

‘There were standing beside the old
kitchen window in the May home, where
Grandinother May found a home with
Cherlie May’'s parents. Charlie was,go-
fng to gsea in the ship Albatross that ex-
pected to sail in the afternoon of that
very day. From the kitchen window
of the May home one could see the river
that swept out to sea twice a day, and
then came back, bringing the vessels
that had been waiting for the inflowing
tide. The conversation between grand-
mother and Charlfe had not been very
cheerful, as might naturally have been
expected. Charlle would have welcomed
the sight of anything from the window---
a pigeon on the shed roof or a hen down
in the yard. ‘Those gulls off on the
river, drifting a while and then rising
upon strong, steady wing, soon to drop
agaln into the water, were cordially
welcomed as a very interesting part of
the view.

* Don’t you like to sec gulls, graand-
mother ?”

* Yes; I eall ‘em birds of trust.”

** Birds of trust ?"

** Well, they don't do nothin’ for a
livin’, you know; Jest fly round and
peck at the fishes when they have a
chance., I see 'em in the winter, you
know, when the days are real cold and
frosty. A master-big flock will come
a-fiyin’ over the water, and they drop
into it and ride there jest as calm and
contented ! I ’'spose you might say they
do suthin'—"

* Why, yes, of course.”

* You might say they fish for a livin’,
but they don't do no worryin’ about it.
When I see the birds of erry kind wbat-
somever I think of the Saviour's words,
*Yet your heavenly Father feedeth
them.’”

* Yes, yes, grandmother.”

Charlie was muc® pleased to have
found something that would divert the
thoughts of his grandparent and make
her a bit cheerful. It was only for a
minute or two. She broke all down as
she exclaimed :

 You—y. n—Charlie—are goin'—to sea
- -and we shail all miss—you—-und you—
must—trust—your heaveniy Father.”

That afternoon the Albatross lifted its
wings and bore away to sea Charlie May,
who, by the time the night shut down,

e

'nble a being as ever went to sea from
that port.

Grandmother's words continued to ring
in his ears, " You must trust your hea-
venly Father.”

He was not a praying boy., He (n-
tended to begin a life of prayer some
time and trust that heavenly Father who
carries the sea in the hollow of hie
hand.  But there is nothing casler to
postpone than good  {ntentions, Day
after day went by anu Charlio’s life wis
prayerless. His conscience, though, was
not at case.

‘I he Albatross was gliding one day not
very far from land, Rigged in his sallor
suft, a satlor cap on his head, his feet
bare, Charlle had climbed up into the
rigging to discharge a little duty in-
trusted to him by Captain Johuson, and.
having attended to it, halted on his
Journey back to the deck.

What were coming ?

Birds ?

* Why, why,” he said; “ look at them !
They seem to think I am a friend. This
is interesting.”

It was Interesting, and it set Charlie
to thinking.

Down the rigging he went, saying Lo
himself, “ Grandmother's birds of .rust,
and I haven't prayed yet !

* Why don't you do it now ?” gaid a
voice,

" Now ?” thought Charlie.
not ready."

**1s not God ready ? Which is of tho
greater importance, your readiness to go
to God, or God's readiness to recelve
you 7"

* Oh, God's readiness, of course.”

“ Very well; you have been thinking
of this matter a long, long time, saying

“QOh, I am

vou ought to do it, and meaning to do it,
and not fully happy because delaying to
do it. You do it now.”

‘* Where ?”

“Oh, anywhere that you have a
chance.”

* The birds are gone and I might do it
here, but I am too near the deck. I-—I—
had rather do it down in the forecastle.
Some of the sallors, though, are probably
there. I want to be all alone.”

** Go higher and you will be alone.”

¢ I—I—I'1l try.”

“Say, ‘I will do it.” God takes people
anywhere. The water might seem to
be a poor place to pray in, but people
struggling in the water are very glad to
look up to God and trust him there.
Clmb up! Go higher! Pray up
there !

Captain Johnson wondered why Charlie
May stayed so lung up in the rigging.

‘“Why, it that chap isn’'t up—up—on
the main topgailant yard !*

Yes, all alone, looking as if he were
up near the blue sky, a2 sallor boy was
praying on the inain topgallant yard. It
seemed to him as if he were doing it
very poorly, but it was an honest effort

trust him, all in the name of the dear
Saviour who died for him. An honest
eftort ltke that does not God bless ?

Charlle May always thought of {t as
the hour when up Jn the air he gave
soul and body to his heavenly Father.
Ho did not take back the gift. Such a
gift must be made for eternity.

When Cbarlie reached the deck again
he heard the capiain say to the first
mate :

* Something ‘is coming! Don’'t know

what, but it i3 a change in the weather.
Make everything snug.”

by a sailor boy to let God take him, to.

*“ Aye, aye, sir!”

That night the Albatross was tossing
in a rough sea. Down In his berth
Charlie heard the volce of tho sturm,
but he felt tha* he was one of grand-
mother's birds of trust. Out in the
oceun 3od was taking care of him.

You Fellows in the OCity.

You fellows in the city, don't you some-
times wigh that you

Could sit out on the kitchen vorch just

like you used to do,

look across the meadows at the

distant spires of towa,

\While behind the black west woodland
the red sun tlitered down,

While the evening winds were snapping
the blossoms from the trees,

And the old dog looked up at you with
his paws upon your kneces ?

There's no spot that you love better be-
neath the azure dome,

Than the kingdom of your boyhood—the
old farm home.

And

“SEVENTY TIMES SEVEN."
BY SARY 8. DANIELS.

John and Gladys were on the plazza
Monday afternoon. Gladys had a box
of bright-coloured glass beads, from
which she was making a necklace for
sweet Alice, her doll. There were to
be a ruby, an emerald, a topaz, and an
amethyst necklace. The unfinished
strings were laid carefully on the little
work-table beslde her, as she selected
the beads of each colour.

John was playing cars. He had a
train made up of his old box cart for

the freight, his new express waggon as
the passenger coach, and the doll's car-
riage for a parlour car. He himself
was the engine, and he was steaming
and tooting with all his might.

“ Don’t come here, Johr,” said Gladys,
as he came rattling around the corner
of the plazza., dangerously near her
table. * This station is on a branch
road, and the train don’t run to it.”

“Chco! Choo!” said the englue,
switching off.

“ Take care, John,” said Gladys again,
a few minutes later, as the train came
still mearer. *“I am afrald you'll upset
the table and spill my beads.™

“Choo! Choo! Ding-a-ling'

Away went the train. But the en-
gincer must have been very forgetful,
for presently the train came driving
around at full speed, and before it could
be stopped the table was overturned and
its contents were rolling in all direc-
tions.

*O John,” said Gladys, her face scarlet
with vexation, “ what did 1 tell you

Then she storped suddenly. as if she
had just remembered something. John
looked at the scattered beads in dismay.

“I'm awfullv sorry, Glad.” he "bhegan.
*Indeed, T didn’t mean to spoil your
pretty things® T'll help you pick them
up and string them again.”

John was always sorry, but it did not
make him careful.

*“Never mind, John,”
quietly: *“1'll forgive you.”

She had heen thinking hard for a
minpute of the lesson the minister read
in church Sunday :

**Then came Peter to him, and sald,
Iord, how oft shall my brother sin
agajnst me, and I forgive him 7 ull
seven times ? Jesus saith unto him, I

sald Gladys,

-

say not unto thee, Until soven times;
but, Until seventy times seven.”

Gladys had a quick temuper which gave
her a great deal of trouble, but she was
carnestly trying to bo good, and resolved
to obey this lesson,

John looked grateful as well as pent
teat. Ho know Giadys had reason to
be vexed with him; and he had expected
she would take hor doll'a carrlago out
of hlg train at the very least.

But Gladys was saylng to herself,
*Seventy times seven. That's four
hundred and ninety. [I'l! forgive hlm
four hundred and ninety times, but after
that—**  She ahut her lips tight. Some-
how she felt as if a little discipline
might bo better for heedless John tham
80 much forgivoness.

Gladys was a very wide-awnke Uttle
gir], always seekinz queations and try-
ing to undorstand things. So she knew,
somothing about keeping accounts from
sceing mamma’s housckeeping books.

*“1I'll have to keep a forgivenerss ac-
count,” she thought, 80 as to knox
whep t's soventy timos seven.'

So before she went to bed she wrote
at the top of a clean page in her 1nsat
gear's copy-book : * List of tho times T
forgive John,” and under thia. * Mon-
day. For spilling my beads.”

But Just then she romembered that
that very day she upset a biock tower

that John had buiit to show papa when
he cameo home, and John had not been
the lenst cross with her.

“1 suppoge I ought to count that on
the other side.” satd Giadys, who had 2
very strong senso of justice.

So after thinking a minute or two she
wrote slowly on the opposite page -
*The times John forgives me : Monday.
For knocking down his tower.”

And af course thls made her and John

The next day the !ist on her page was
longer. ‘Then for two or threo days
they were even agaln.

Saturday was one of thoso days when
everybody seems to go wrong: and when
Gladys conscien‘iously made up her ac-

And of course this made them even.
had forgiven her four times more than
she had forgiven him.

On Sunday there was nothing to put
down on either side. Monday ended a
week, and Gledys * eadded up.”

Her list seemed long: but, alas ; after
the times John had forgiven her, there
was nothing left to count toward tho
* geventy times seven.”

She had a long * think.” It had not
come out quite as she had expected. Be-
sides, she wanted to be perfectly fair:
and she could not help feeling that some
account should be taken of the timea
that others besldes John had been
patient with her. She had been
» thoughtless and provoking again and
' again, when mamma had been very
'gentle with her. Then there was the

day when she had annoyed the cook so:
l and cook had borne it all, and never told
j mamma how “trying® she had been.
Why, only that morning she had teased
poor pussy fully a quarter of an hour:
and even puss had not acratched ker, ax
she deserved. Gladys was beginning
to feel very humble.

“Y guess if 1 forgive ali I can, with-
{ out keeping any list, t% will take me all
my lite to make four hundred and ninety
times that ought to count,’” she whis-
pered. * Perhaps, after all, that was
what Jesus meant. I will try. Dear
Lord, help me to forgive always, as I
wish to be forgiven. '—Sunday-schuol
Times,

A REPRACTORY DIAMOND.

ONB OF REV. V. L. WATKINSON'E JLLUSTEA-
TIONS.

| We read the other day of an awkward
{ dtamond. The dlamond usually yields
| to the efforts of a grinding too!, which
| makes several thousand revolutions in a
minute. However, a large joweller in
l New York had to confess himself beaten
y some time ago by a dizmond which had
: been submitted for a hundred days to a
grinding-whee! making twenty-elght
thousand revolutions per minute. The
{ dtamond came out of this ordea: in pre-
| clsary the sameo condition as before it
 was touched. The total distance repre-
{ seated by the revolutions of the gr.nd-
ing-wheet was equivalent to threc times
the circumference of the globe, and In
i this instance the ordinary welght of two
 pounds was replaced by one of forty
y pounds. The only cffect of the combat
« »as to put the laptdary on the sick-lis
{ from exhaustion. After tbis experiment
the jeweller gave up the task as hope-
less, and sent the diamond as 8 curlosity
, to the Sclentific Instituto of New York.
Reading about this askward gem
made us think of the refractonness of
+ men under the purifying and shaping
hand of God. How strangely ané
wickedly do we often reist his wise and
! patient treatment.




