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ACHSAH'S EASTER-TIDE.

Of the dearLord’s poor was Achsa.h, b own-haircd
and hazel-eyed,

When her small feeb cnmo lo t,ho portals of one
glad Easter-tide,

Tho sweet pale face of- (.ho moLht.r had fnded W 1!;1\
the snow—

Now she knew she mush ]cm (e} hor darling, Lhe
darling who loved her so.

And the dear little face had grown ﬂl\ixlncr. the
denr little step less strong,

Till the mother had hoped that n\chsah w ouldnot
stay behind her long, .

Now as neared the joyous Euster, \uth its glory
of gong nud flowers,

A wish grew strong in the childish hcm‘b Lhrongh
all the bright'ning hours. &

She thought of the splcndor of churchcs, mth
blossoms made fair as the sum,

Aund how “mamma loved all tho flowers, if only
she might have one.”
niore strong and deep, 5 -

short and fevered s]cep

"was the day befove Baster mommg, to morrow
the jubilant glee, |

The gren.t glad, exultant chor us would be 1ollmg
o'erland nnd sen !

To-morrow, the song .of tm'rcls W ou]d sound
throngh cach church’s nave, -

tosave,

And she said, “Ican ﬂnd a ﬂo“ er, I can ﬁndJust
one, I know

The Lord who loves little ehildren w 111 ghow me
where to go.” .

Then she pinned on hcrpoor WOrn w. mppmg, and
tied on her tattered hood,

through fleld or wood; -

Only the strects of the city, slxctchmg for \\'cux)
miles,

Till the poorlittle Ich grew tired, the face Iorgot.
its smilos—

Past many a cliurch where the or gnns werc peal-
ing soft andlow,

She wandered, our litfle Achsu.h, wnleg cver

more slow

Miles, miles l.hc W om l’cct tmvellcd txll sick at
heart and fning; - 3 .

The wee face undor tho 1ttclcd hood glowed
pale like o pxctm‘cd saint,

Until at length she started, in wonder u.ud sur-
prise,

And tears eaune qulc,kly welling up into the hazel
eyes, .

For there on the dusty pavement, droppcd by
some carcless hand,

Bearing its lond of treasure, to deck some chancel
grand,

Lay a pure and perfect lily, dmnty xmd fair, and
white,

In its deep, sweet hearb a dewdrop glowed in thc
clear daylight.

Quickly she seized the treasure, the sad bxow
cyes aglow,

Sobbing, as back she hurried, ““ He laid it there,
I know.”

Hurricd at flest, then faltered, growing more
wealk each mile, .

St1l1 the tired fectnever restcd

* Mamma,” sho
said, ** will smile.” ’

Reachied atlast were home and mother. “I am
so tired,” sho said;

“ Mamma is sleeping so quxct I will creep to her
side in bed,

T am so cold and so tired, I willliedown here and
rest,

Irivst: I'1 place in hex hand Lho lily, shell find it
here at her breast,”

And then the poor little maiden sank {o her
neceded sleep,

And the angels guarded . the slecpers whose
slumber was long and deep,

Next morning {the Enster chorus soured ‘round
each architrave

Of the lofty and lovely churches.
the cchoes gave.

“Tle is risen!”

But in the lowly hovcl tho sunshine streamed
and fell

And rested on c¢hild mxd motiier, who slept so
long and well,

The sweet pale faces were upturned fair in the
Yight of dny; .

Inthe nerveless hand of the mother the waxen
lily lay.

Pinched were the siccpin;:.fn.ccs; to those who
saw them, there

The wholoendtalo was wrxt.t;cn, a mlc of want
and care.

Nnught but cold and hunger for them Imd thc
carth to yicld—

Hunger, and cold, and hardship, and a grave in

And her heart swelled big with: Lhe Ionrrmg ever

And she woke from a dream of blossoms in her

Telling to nll ** Ho isrisen !"—the Lox_'ci who died: .

And started in scarch of her flower, but not !

‘ As I live, yc shall live also.”
words that hesaith ! ]
Intohisblessed presence they had passed through
the gates of death.
O glorious Taster morning! O joy!—ie lives
who died !
"Mid the songs and the flowers of heaven was
“Achsnh s Baster-tide 1"
LAILY BAKER SMALLY,
—————
EYES OPEN OR SHUT.

Two boys onc morning. took a wall with
a naturalist.  ““Do you notice anything
pecaliar in the movements of those wasps
he asked, as he pointed to a puddh, in the
middle of the road.

# Nothing exeept that they scem to come
and go,” replicd one of the boys. The
otheyr was Iess prompt in his u.ply but he
had observed to some purpose.

T notice that they iy away in pairs,”
hesaid. *One has a little pellet of mud,
the other has nothing, Ave there drones
among wasps, as among bees ¥’

“ Both were alike busv, and each went
away with a burden,” replied the naturalist.

““The one you-thought a do-nothing had
a mouthful of water. They reach their
nost together ; the one deposits his pellet,
of mud, and the other gjects the water
upon it, which makes it of the consistency
of mortar, They then paddle it upon the
nest,and Ay awny for morematorials.” | And
then on the strength of this mtercsbmfr in-
cident; he gives this good advice : Boys,
cultivate the faculty of observation.
Hear sharply —look keenly, Glanco at
at a shop window as you pass it, and
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then try how wmany things you can re-

call that younoticed init.  Open your eyes
wider when you stroll across the meadow,
Thereare ten thousand interesting things
to be seen,  Animals, birds, pl'mts and in-

seeks, with thelir lm’bms, intellizence ‘and:

peculiariticswill commandyounr admiration,
You mny not become great men through
your observations, like Newton, Lmn:nus
Franklin,.or Siv Humphrey Davy, but you
will acquire information that will be of ser-
vice to you, and make you wiser and qmte
probably bobhcr "I . btmcﬁ'cr.
————e

PLE‘ASUR;}J IN GIVING,

The three Carey sisters were objects of
envy in the school. Iach of them had a
somewhat large allowance of money, which
was inbended to cover her personal ‘ex-
penses. It was the first year in which the
allowance had been made, and at the close

each of the girls found heiself with a little
sum inhand.

$Wo can do what we please with it !”
exclaimed May. She ran for her hat, and
hurrying to the cmdy shop, - laid in a
supply of dainty confections with which she
treated all tho girls in school.

Jane said nothing, but she spcnt no.

momy in candy. A day or two later-a
guaint old J .Lp.mese bronze appeny ed on her
dosk,

« What are you going to do with your
spare money ¥’ sho asked of Sophy, tlu-
}oun«esb of the sisters,

ohy grew red, but dld not answer.
May lla.ucrhecl
o Sophy has an ambition to do good in
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the world,”she said. “*She intends to
spend her moncy for a half-dozen instruc-
tive books, which she is ﬂmng to lend to
the poor boys in the alley.”

“If I could make them good men 1b

said Sophy, earnestly.

She bought the books, gave them to the 1
boys, and went to their homes soveral times
to explain and talk to them about the stories
and pictures.  One day, when the sisters
were together, Jane asked :

¢ What became of the books, Sophy?’

Sophy. shook hor head, *Tho boystired
of thom in a weck, and took no notice of
them afterward.”

“¢I have my bron/c still,” said Jane,
trindiphantly,  “Ib is a plwsmo to- mo
whenever I'see it. Your candy did not
last long,” she said to Jane, swmﬁc.mtly

Tt made us all happy while it did last,”
sald May, laughing.

Sophy sat thml\mw when she was left
alone, Her little cffort seemed tohave been
wasted. The good books had made the
boys no better. It had been useless as
water spilled upon the ground. "Why not
buy eandy next month with her spare
money ; or a pretty bronze ?

‘And yet—— : )

She loved, those bad little fellows so
much since she had tried to help them!
And they ran after her now to speak bo her
~to shake hands |

Her color rose, and the tears camo into
her eyes. - I will keep on my own way.
Ilike it better than bronzes or candy,”
she whispered to herself,.—Compasion,

o

. “Potters’ fleld.”
-
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