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: FASTER DAY.
W world itself keeps Faster day,
it happy birds are singing;
i from the earth so cold and gray
be tiny blades are springing ;
peds that in their graves have lain—
silently abiding
ghour when spring-time’s sun and rain
ould call them from their hiding—
% rise again to bud and bloom,
d fill the earth with gladness ;
@ are the deys of wintry gloom ;
; ring is no time for sadness,
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if} tree and shrub the new life feels
Brough every vein warm-glowing ;

W buds burst forth—the promise sure
(R leaves and fruit soon growing ;
oflittle streams—ice-bound so long—
Fpw onward gaily singing’

Wil from their fetters, join their song
Mith Easter joy-bells ringing.

#Lhrist is risen,—as all things tell :

Ben let all hearts warm-glowing,

@ doubts and sorrows rise as well,

With love and faith o'erflowing,

. Hope again rise from the tomb

¥ eartbly griefs and losses ;

¥ blossoms spring from dust and gloom,
d crowns are won by crosses.
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IN A MINUTE

ILDREN, don't say, “In a minute,”
mamma or papa tells you to do some-
It is a very had habit, and gives

a geat deal of trouble. It does not
y longer to pick up a basket of chips
to the store as soon as you are told

rst time than it will after you have
spoken to half a dozen times. And
r God, your parents nor yourself will
well pleasd with work done that way
that done cheerfully aud promptly.
tly means right off, you know.

HARRY AND PRINCE,
“Waoa ! ho, there! Aunt Amy, see
how nicely I've got Prince hitched to my
express waggon: May 1 go out into the
street with him ?”

« 1 think it is much nicer in your pleasant
yard, Harry. There are vough boys and
quarrelsome dogs in the street, and you
might get into trouble. Prince looks well
harnessed up ; doesn’t he 2" she added, sce-
ing that Harry still turned longing oyes
toward the street, and auxious to divert his
attention come other way.

“Don't he, though ?” exclaimed Harry
with energy. ¢ Prince is the finest dog in
the land ; he'’s a regular Newfoundland St.

Bernard greyhound.”

“ Are you sure of that?" asked Aunt
Amy, with a smile at Harry's remarkable
mixture of dog families.

“Well, not quite, auntie. But it sounds
big to call him so, and jPrince’s such a
splendid fellow no name is too good for him.”

«That is true. You may hold to the
Newfoundland for him, but I would let the
St. Bernard and the greyhound go. Frince
is very little like a greyhound, and there
are very few St. Bernard dogs left in the
world now, so people might feel inclined to
doubt his being one.”

“Why, Aunt Amy, I thought the St.
Rernard dogs were very famous dogs.”

“So they have been for bundreds of years,
but they are dying out as a dog race.”

«J'd like to train a dog to save people,”
said Harry thoughtfully as he led Prince
out; “I know I could do that.”

Aunt Amy heard nothing wore of going
out on the street. An hour later she weut
to look for the boy and dog, aud saw & rest-
less pile of dried leaves, the restlessness of
which she soon perceived to be caused by

Harry's movements under them. Prince
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was frolicking about him, giving short barks
utid knifla ns if preatly enjoying the fun

* Now, Prinee,” suad Hurey's votee from
under the leaves, * you've found me where
I was bwmied, and you must dig the snow
tall offf e and Jead we up to your home,
s Dooyou hear, doggie ?
stop *

Prince ! Ponce !
Don't you hnow you're going to be
a Leonberg dog?”

But Piince had just heard the dinner-
bell, aud with o quick * Wough © wongh':
he dished away, leaving the poor traveller
in the leafy snow to find his way out as he
best inight.—Selreted,
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“THAT BOOK.

** NELLIE, toss me that book,” said a boy
to his little sister.

“1t isn't a book,” said Miss Three-year-
old. 1t is the Bible, and it isn't to be
tossed.”

That was a lesson in revercuce for her
older brother to learn. Charlie’s latin
grammar, the stories and histories ou the
centre-table, even the illustrated edition of
Longfellow's pocius—-all these were books,
according to the little maiden's idea; but
the big volume out of which papa read in
the morning and the morocco one with gilt
clasps that mawmma carried to Sabbath-
school were not books—they were Bibles,
Sometimes, perhaps, when mamma was not
looking, she might venture to toss a book
that did not have pretty covers, hut the
Bible never. We like the way this little
girl reverenced the book. When we
receive little presents from our friends, we
value them very much in proportion as we
love the givers. So should we value the
Word of God, his present to us, so highly
that no matter how simple the covers that
enclosy it, we shall always desire to take
the best care of it, and allow it to serve
no ignoble purpose,
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A SWIMMING LESSON IN VENICE.

Ir the day is warm we shall see plenty
of Venetian boys swimming in the canals,
wearing nothing but a pair of light trousers,
and they care so little for our approach
that we are afraid our gondolas will run
over some of them. The urchins are very
quick and active, however, and we might
as well try to touch a tish as one of them.
1 once saw a Venctian girl about sixteen
years old, who was sitting upon the steps of
a house teaching her young brothe: to swim.
The little fellow was very small, and she
had tied a cord around his waist, one end of
which she held in her hand. She would
let the child get into the water and paddle
away as well as he could. When he seemed
tired or when he had gone far enough, she
pulled him in. She looked very much as
if she were fishing, with a small boy for
bait.




