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Resurrection. '

The following beautiful Easter poem
was written by Mary A. Lathbury, and
published in The Sunday-School Journal
seve 8) yoars ago @

I was a torn ol wheat
That fell fa the groutid—
Qout In the sunlight sweet,
Out of the sound
O human volces and the sung of binds,
Yet in the damp and death I heard the
words, .
Oice spoken in the dark, and now more
plain,
“Ye must be born agaln.”

0 Earth, Earth, hear !"” I cried,
* The volce of the lord!
Open your prison wide—
Fuifil his word 1"
But denser, darker, round mo cloged the
earth ;
It was a day of death, and not of birth ;
And crushing human feet passed o'er
the sod
That shut me out from God.

There was no way—no cholce—
No night—no day—
No knowledge—no davice—
Only decay!
Yet at my heart a little fiickering lifo
Remembered God, and ceased {ts useless
strife ;
Remembered the command it could not
keep,
And fell asleep.

\When life began to dawn,
The song of a lark,
With a subtle sense of morn,
Fell through my dark,
And tender sounds of happy growing
things,
Or the soft stirring of a chrysalis’ wings,
'I‘hrmgd all the under world, sunless and
im,
With an Easter hymn'!

Then the great sun leaned low
And kissed the sod.
Ab ! what was I, to know
The touch of God'!
The dumb earth melted at his voice,
and I
Stood face to face with him beneath his
sky,
And all around—within—belcw—above— !
Was life and love,

“ Probable Sons.”

CHAPTER L

AN UXWELCOMBE LEJACY.

“ Children! They are a nuisance to
every one—my abomination, as you
know, Jack. hy on earth they cannot
be kept out of sight altogether 4ill they
reach a sensible age is what puzzles me !
And 1 suppose it anything could make :
the matter worse, it is that this is a

girl ¥°

The tone of disgust with which the,
Jast word wasg utteie%'brought 4 ldugh'
from Sir Edward Wentworth's com- |
panion; who replied, as he took his clgar|
from his mouth and gazed critically into
the worried, perplexed face of his host,—'!

* My dear fellow, she is not of an age
yet to trouble you much. Walit till she}
gets a bit older ; when her education {s
finisbed, and she fakes possession of youl
and your house, will be the time for you
to look to us for pity 1"

* ook here, Sir Edward,” sald a
bright-looking youth from the other side
of the room, “1'll give you a bit of ad-
vice. Send the child straight oft to
school. Has she come to-day 2 Good.
Then pack her off to-morrow, and keep
her there as long as is needful. Then I
will go down and inspect her, and if she
grows up to be a moderately deccnt-
looking girl, 1 wilt do you 4 goeod turn
Uy tdking her off your hands. She win
have a nice little fortune, you Informed
ug, and if you will give her something in
addition, out of gratitude to me for re-
iteving you of all responsibility concern- !
fng her, upon my word I think I should
not do badly !

But Sir Eqward was not iii a mood to
iake: he looked gloomily round upon his
triends, ad they gathered round  the
smoking-room fire after & hard day’s
shooting, and remcrked,—

“1 know what {s before me. I have!
seen it In my sister's family, and have !
heard somcthing of all her tolls and '’
troubles. How thankful 1 was when
she and hers vwere translated to Aus--
tralia, and the sea came between us'|

It 1s first ihe nurses, then it's the gover-
pégaés. I it fs sthool, then there fs
8 mas' of correspdndence about the

child’s health and tralning: and, In ad.
ditton, I shafl have all the ladies in the
tisighbeurhood cotiing to mother the

Wil and feld e ReW ts traln it It !,

a bad look-out for me, I can tell you,
and not one o! you would care to be In
my shoes.”

“What 18 the trouble, Nod 1" nsked &
new-cower, opening the door aud glane-
ing at the amused faces of those sur-
rounding 8ir Edward, all of whom
scemed to be keenly enjoying thelr host's
perplexity.

* He has recelved a legacy to-dny. that
is all,” was the response ; “ he has had
&n orphan nlece and nurse sent to hun
from some remote place In the High-

lands. Cowme, give us your case again.,
; old fellow, for the benefit of your
cousin.”

Sir Edward, a grave, abstracted-look-
ing man, with an lron-grey moustache
and dark, plereing eyes, looked up with
& desponding shake of the head, and re-
peated slowly and emphatically,—

“A wilowed sister of mine died last
year, and left her lNttle giri In the
charge of an old school friend. who has
now taken a hushand to herself and dis-

| carded the child, calmly sending me the

following letter:

**Dear Sir,
** Doubtless you will remember that .

' your sister's great desire on her death-
" bed was that you should receive her lit-.

tle one and bring her up under your
own eye, being her natural guardian anad
nearest relative, Hearing, however, trom
you that you did not at that time ferel
cqual to the responsibility, I came for- |
ward, and volunteered to take her for a .
ghort while till you had made arrange-
ments to recelve her. I have becn ex- !
pecting to hear from yau for some time,
and as I have promised my future hus- -
band to flx the day for our marriage !
some time early next month, T thought 1
could not do better than send the child
with her nurse to you without delay.
She will reach you the day after you re-
ceive this letter.  Perhaps you will
kindly send me word of her safe arrivel.
“‘Yours truly.
‘“*Anna Kent.'”

“ Now, Lovell, what do you think of
that ? And sure snough, this afternoon,
whilst we were out, the child and nuran
appeared, and are in the house at tliis
present moment. Don’t vou think it a
hard case for such a confirmed bachelor
as I am ?”

“7 do indeed,” wag the hearty réply ;|
“but I think you will find & way out &
it Ned. Take a wife upto yourse}t, an
she will relieve you bf. all responsibility.”

There was a genpial laugh at this, but
in the midst of {t { Q‘dt%z? slowly gpened,
and the subject of ajl thig discussion ap-
peared on the threatinld, a frarlie little
figure, with long, golden-browan half, and
a pair of dark hrowd eyes that lpoked
calmly and searchingly {n frofit, of her.
Clad in white, with hei dimpled hands
crossed in front of her, she stood there
for a moment In silence, then spoke :

* Where Is my Uncle Edwarg ?”

* Here,” replied Sir Edward, as he
looked helplessly round, first at his
friends and then at his small niece.

The child stepped up to him with per-
fect composure, and held out her little
hand, which her uncle took, undergoing
all the while a severe scrutiny from the
pair of dark eyes fixed upon him.
There was dead silence {n the room :
Sir Edward’s companfons were delight-
fng in the scene, and his great discom-
fiture only heightened their enjoyment.
.“Well,” he said at length, rather
feebly, “1 think yon knaw the look of
me now, don't you ? Where is your
nurse ? Ought you not to be In your
bed 2 This is not the place for little
girls, you know.”

1 was thilnking you would kiss me,”
and the child’s lips began to quiver,
whilst a pink flush rose to her cheeks,
and she glanced wistfully round, in the
hope of seelng some sympathetic face
near her.

But Sir Edward could not brirg him-
sel? to do this; laying his hand on the
curly head raigsed to his, he patted it as
he might his dog, and sald,—

* There, there! Now you have intgo-
duced yvourself to me, You can run awav
What {s your mame ?  Millicent, isn't
it 17

*“ Milly §s my namr. And are all these
gentlemen my uncles too ?”

The tone of doubtful inquiry was too
much for the little company, and Milly's
question was answered by a shout of
laughter.

Again the child's face fiushed. and
then a grey-haired man stepped forward.

“Come, Wentworth. this s a severe
ordeal for such a mite. I have grand-
children of my own, so0 am nnt so srared
as vou, Now, little one, ts that better 2

And in an {nstaat the ehild wos Yifted
by him and placed upon his knee as he
{ook a seat by the fire.

Millv heaved a short sigh,

“Y like thig' she <ald, lonkinw np ot
him confidingly. * Does Uncle Edward
really want me %0 go o dbed ? Nnrse!
said it waan't time yet. Nurse wantoed .

[= "o

her supper. 80 sho scut we tn here while
she had L™

* The reign of the nurse has begun,”
sald Sle Edward.  ~ Well 1t mav te
very fine Joke to all you fellows, but if !
den t take my authority telt at once, it
wifl bo ail up with e Lovell, be 2o
gonit ax to ring that bell™

Sir Edward’s voico was Imto when his
old butler appeared,

* Ford, take thia chlld to her nurse.
and tddl her that she {s never to appear
In my presence again "inless sent for.
Now  Millicent, go at once

The child slid down from her scaf, bt
though evidently puzzied at the qnik,
sharp words, she seemed to have no fear,
for, going up to her uacle, sho slipped
her Httle hand into hila.

*Are you angry, ugcle > What doos
‘preschce’  tmean ? WHI yon &ay,
*Good-night; God bLless you,’ to me 7

With the baby fingers clinging to his,
what conla Sir Edward say t

“ Good-night; good-night, child! Now
go.”’

* 8ay *God bless you " * perslsted the
little one; and it was not till her uncle
muttered the desired words that she ro-
linquished her hold and followed the
butler sedately out of tho room.

{To be continued.)

LOST AND FOUND.
BY MRS ELIZA DONKIN.

This story s true and personally
known to the writor. Tho little gir} of
whom I am about to speak was the sec-
ond daughter of a farmer of H—, &
village in Nova Scotia. Minnle was the

object of her parents’ tender care. as:

she was an occaslonal sufferer from
eplleptlc fits,  After dlnner, on this
especial summer day, her father, who
had a contract for cord-wood, went, as

was his custom, to the woods, only a’

short distance from his house. After
Minnie had folded the tablecloth, which
she claimed was her especial work, she
weat out, they supposed, to play. The
children had a playhouse arranged by
their father, In which was a 1ittle table,
sestts, and dishes. “‘Ihere they played
company with chefr dolls. tWhen Fanny,
tho eldest sister, had finished her work,
she ran out to Jjoin her sister. Not
finding her In the playhouse, she sup-
pesed her hid fa the barn, or some place,
aa hide-and-seck was ona of their games.
After n long search she returned to the
houge, gaying,
*1 tan't find Minnle anywhere.”

.. Her mother, who was busy sewlng,

galg 2

* Shé has gone to her pa”

She had often done this for him to
carry her home, waich he usually did.
She was a slight, delicate child of seven,
aud a pet with her father and grannie,
his mother, who lived with them.

No anxiety was felt till the father
came home alone.

* Where is Minnie 7" exclaimed every-
one.

“1 have not seen her since dinmer.”
And then he remembered that he had
forgotten to tell them that he had
changed his place of work, and was some
dictance frem heme, and on the other
side of the road.

The dread thought of *“lnat™ soruc™
evbry heart as they ran from house to
house in the hope of findire her v
father went to his former chopniner.
place, examined every little seat be had
fixed for her whlle walting for him. but
the ground was $o covered with chips
and leaves that non tracks conld he a~en,
e examined carefully for some distance,
and at length came across a soft. marshy
spot.  There in the mud was the track
of his little girl's “fest, evidently run-
ning, and no doubt calling for him.

Every man in the villuge turned ont
with gunc harns, lanterng. and tarch-
fights. The newe soon spread. and for
miles and miles around men came to the
resenne. For four nights and days the
wcods were allve =ith men. Relieving
parties came from distant towns. Oe-
casionally her tracks were seen in tho
zoft mud of a creek or brook. She had
ovidently rua on in her terror, not know-
ing where she went, and in some bogrgy
places she had sunk deep in the mud,
and only struggled through by a great
effort.

Rut even this was as a sign-board in
a deenrt to her anxious father, who had
nefther slept nor rested, and only ate
when the relief parties would bring food
ard insist upon his ecating.

Meanwhile. from every famil'y altar
and praver-menting for milse arnund the
plea aseended, O lord, save, proteet, and
srare {ae little lost one. T can con-
fidently gpeak of cne Wednesday night
merting, where overy heart and volee
sent up a cry for her safety., The search
went on , the maln road was lined with

were In the wooda.  The excitament in
villages ani settlements was  intense,
The ordinary occupation was uncared
for. On the mornlng of the fourth day,
the searchers came to a placo where ahe
had la:in In obe of those dreadful sapasms.
The grass was bLeaten down, and ther
Iay ore lte'o torn boot. A sad memento
of her suffering.

Her poor {ather sank nlmost frantle cn
the apot, crytng, "0 wmy darling, alonn
in your agony. No one to comfort or
velp you ™

tie clasped the 1ttle boot in his hands
and wept iike a ehild. ‘Thero wero no
dry cves In the group of strong men
that stood around him : none apokoe
Then the signal gun was fired, and the
mon gathered. A consyllation was held.
The marka were reeent. Tha anfiapar
had ovidently crawled tor zoms distansce
after partial recovery, and thea all traoe
was lost in loaves and brush. But they
decided to carefully search every buah,
fallen Umb, or spot where a child could
poasidbly be.

About three p.m., partly hiddra by the
broken limb of a fallen tree, lay the Mt~
tle unconscious one, with torn. hiseding
Hmbs, and scarcely a veatige of clothing,
and yet there was ltfo.  Thero was no
telegraph or telephone there then. hat
thers wero swift borses and willlng
riders, and the doctor was roon there.
Nothing that love and ski!l could do was
left undone. Slowly lifo and consclous-
ness returncd, and there we drop the vetl
for heaven's cooening. That tract of
woods now boasts a thriving village,
stecm mfll, and a big lumbderlag in-
dustry, with trains enlling every day for
passengers and freight

Véinnipeg, Man.

THE LITTLE LOAT.

In a time of famine, a rich man 3sisg
for the poorest children in the town, and
said to them : * There {5 a basket full
of bread; you may each come svery day
and take a lcat until it plcases God to
gend better timcs®  The chilidren at-
tacked the basket, and dlsputed as to
which should have the largest loaf, and
then went awny without once thanking
thetr kind benecfactor.

Onlv Frances, n very poor but cleanly
girl, modest!y remalncu behind, and had
the smallest loaf, which was left in the
Yhasket. She gratefully returned thanks,
and went home guietly.

One day the children behaved very
badly indeed, and poor Frances received
a loaf very much smaller than the rest ©
but when she took ft home, and her

. mother cnt it open, a number of allver
 pleces fell on the floor.

The poor woman twas astoniabed, and
said : “ Go and return this money im-
mediately; it must have been put inlo
the bread by mistake.”

Frances went directly with it to the
gentleman, who sald : ~ My dear child,
it was no mistnke. I had the money
put into that loaf to reward you. Re-
main always as peaceahle and contented.
Those who are satixfled with a little al-
ways bring Ulessings upoa themsolves
apd family, and wIll pass happily
through the world, Do not thank me
but thank God, who put Into your heart
the treasure of a contented and grateful
spirit, and who has given me the will
and opportunity to be useful to those
who are in necd of assaistance.”

WHEAT AND CHAFF.

The way In whi*h a boy uses his
leisure often determines what sort of a
wan he will be.

Two men stocd at ths same table in n
large factory In Philadelphla, working
at the same trade. Haviug an hour for
nooning every day, ecach undertook to uso
it in accompiishing a deflni‘ec purpose.
Each pcrsevered ,>r about the same
nuinber of months, and cach won success
at last. One of these two mechanics
used his daily leisure hour in warking
out the invention of 8 machlae for saw-
ing a block of wood intn ahnnst any
desired shape.  When his Inventivn was
complete, he s0ld the patent for a for-
tune, changed his workman’s apin for
a broadileth suit, and moved out of 2
tenement house into a brown-stens man-
sion., The other man—what did ho do ?
Well, he spent an hour each day deriag
most of a year {n the very difficult un-
dertaking of teaching a littie dog to
stand on his hind feet and danee a g
while he played the tune, At last ac-
counts ne was working ten hours a day
at the same trade “nd nr hig old wagpes,
and finding fault with the fate that made
his fellow-workman rich wh''e leaving
him poor. Letsure minutes may oring
golden grajn to mind 2s well as purse,
it ono ha—rrst wheat tnstead of chaff.—~

ompty varriagaz, the eccupanta of wh.leh‘ Wide Awaka.



