
PLEÂSÂN-T HOUIRS.

1

A Time of Gladnesm. been covered, and the. loaf of bread whicb we had 1

TxYas neye? was such gladi*sa bouglit and paid for in a silver piece, ho stiil s
As cornes with Easter-tide, laughed, and cried, 1 Little paupers l' And 1 wast

For everything estime living go angry that wlien I wu smaying my prayers I
That lin thse autu!nu died fut ybatsyn,'awce rt! n

Andi we who feel within us on ybatsynBawce rt! n

Deatin either f ar or nez, vas friglitened.»"
Can look along the future, "lBut thon waat sorry te be angry, little daugi-t

Forgetting pain and fear, .ter i" s
For Christ, with joy of Ester Day, "0 yes, so orryl
Bide car@ and sorrow pass away. "Then tell the dear Christ so. He wili hear

Oh, mea'ry in the singuxg the. a
0f bird-songà new and oid, "But is hie living here 1 He doeu not corne to

And rnerry in the playingmkem fahr eladelts yporite
0f la.mbs about the foiti; mk yfte el n i esm orltl

And merry is the rushing motbe.r work se liard and se long for a littie moneyi

Of f ree snn-iighted rils, which goes away go quîck, and yet we cannot get c
And merry are the breezes the food and inedicine the désar father needs te,

That swoop acrosa the hil; nkhi wl.
Andi everything is full of ntirth iaehmwl.
Whou Easter hlessing wakes the» eartîî. And again the child sobbed aloud.

It isthe esurectin leAh, mein Lisbetb, tbou must believe that the

It low the e resrretio good Chfist lives, and that lie loves us, toc. Thou

Whieh nioves the ife e low the art tired new, and must rest. Somè of the goodI
Andi stirs Spring'a balrnvy brea 1h; hot soup will warm and atrengthen tie. There!1

Andi flowers arise i thousaida weep ne more, or thy mother'. ieart will grow I
To answer to its cali, heavy."

For everything is baqpy It was strange, indeed, that the brave, bright
That God is over ail; Lsehsol iewytuadtemte'

Andi Ester is his gif t to nien, Lsehsol iewvtuadtemte'

To teach thema tîîey shall live agaiÏn. heart was tro'ubied. What if she, toc, should have

'Midpriirose andvioltsthe fever ! But tlie little German mother was a
Thed prile hro taes t iohet , true believer in the present care and love of tic

The whle they atheir oi, Lord, who loves bis poor children dearly, and mie

Anti trust the coining day; put away the fear froin lier heart as skie whispered
For uhadows are but passing, a prayer ovér the sleeping child.

Anti traîssiejît ib the îidht, LIt was not yet a year ince the littie family,
Andi the day that ists foreverriinntbn busmpelv dgonsshd

Is gloriously brighit; ihi ohnbusipelvadgonshd

And death no heart shial enter in corne from the fatherland to the Ilnew country."
Wheu t4at glad Ester shall begin. A cousin, wlio had einiigrated two years before, liat

Âccept our tlîanks, Lord Jesus, urged them to corne, andi had prornised to .find

For ail thy mighty love, work witiout delay on their arrival. But the

Andi for thy great salvation, cousin died before tliey reached Amierica, and when
Andi for our houle above; tliey landcd tlîey found thensselves friendiesa a.nd

Oh, teach us how te serve tiice, almost penniless.
And evermaore to be

As faithf ni, loving servants, So tliey stayed in the great city, and the montis
Devoted unto thee - since tien bad told one story over and over again,

Living, because our Lord bias dieti, -the oid, sad story of poverty and struggle, which
lu the fult joy of F.aster-tide. was now bringing foi-th its fruit in the long sick-

nesa of the father.
LISBETH'S EASTflR JOY. It was not muci wonder that Lisheth questioned

BY M. M. if the Christ were flot deati! Snob in and miserv

"WuY dost thou wecp, Lisbeth, îny iiebcben 1 j, as sic was forced te se every day as she avent in

The voice was very sweet -anti tender, and the and out the poor teneinent bouse where theyliveti.

band that amnootiiet the chilffis fair hair was a Little chiidren quarrelleti, and foughit, and swore

Ioving, caressing bandi, thîoitg-hl liard wvjtî teil. tireadful oaths, andi torinented one another in mauxv

iTell thy niother, whîo loves tlîee well, wby thou ways. Gentie Lisbeth and Bisa shrank frorn thei,

dost weep se te break thy heart i Thou art my and go brouglit jeers and persecutio n upon themn-

brave, strong child in these dark days. Why dost selves.

thon 'give way now î " IlThinka. theirselves tee good tu play witli suchi

,Ah!I liebes mutter, I know net. Oniy my as we," said a big, bolti girl, as the sisters passed

heart pains me when 1 think of the littie homne in siiently, liand in liatid, through the ailey one day.

dear fatheriand, anti this great strange country, That was the signai for ail sorts of siy pranks

and the father se sick and the liard work thou hast and tricks thereafter. And Lisbeth had suine

te do, and I cannot beli tbee." reason for thinking the Christ wbo helps "elittl-

"eBut thou dost hielp nie, Lisbeth. Dost theu chiltiren to be good " must be tiead!

net care for tie sick father, and littie Eisa, and Orse Sunday nnorning, flot long after Lisbeth Inni

make ready the food, and keep the house tidy, and, wept eut lier griefs in bier inether's arins, the two

more tian ail, ligiten tby mother's heart witli tby littie sisters stole eut fer a walk. The sick father

love 1 ' was just begiuning te ait up, stili very weak andi
etAh, mutterchen, it is se littie I can do ! faint. The mother was sittîng by bis side witb the

And-- liere freui gobs shook the aligbt form of old Gertuan Bible and hymn book un lier iap.

the ciild-", and tien 1 fear 80o Chur-ch-going wut a thing of the past in this famiiy,
"Fearl Why dost thou fear,echiidt1, but the Bible-reading anti singing of hymnes was
"O , it is ail go strange here in this land ! nd kept up, anti the Lord heard andi reinenibered.

1 sometimes tiink the dear Christ wlîo loves the It was a sweet, soft îîii ngiiiý in April. The

poor, andi belps the littý'e chiltiren to be goti is %vorid was foul of gIorious sunslinîe, andi birds were
de&d 1 Only last night 1 was se angry witli Fritz sinxgette ltns f lerltiehat.Ts
wben lio said Elsa andi I were paupers !Andi evemn ' quairit-iookinîg iittk' girls, wit.11 their inniocent,
when we told him te look inte the baskets, and sec 1wendering bdue eyes, wide open te ail tue beauty of

oxuy te lota ith visici the dlean clothes had tic day, matie a part of the fair picture of the

Cow lINaàli
away.

ovely Ester day. It wum not yet time for thd
ervice in the church, but the. cimres were beginning
o send out their mweet music, and the littie Germaxi

,irls, drawn toward the sweet sounds, soon found
hemselves in front of a beautiful church. The
Loors mtood open, and people were beginning to
ýurn in that way. Two or tiree children f rom the
treet rent in, and did not corne back.

Il 0, Lisbetli," said Elsa, etdo you think we may
'o in and see what it in like '1" Lisbetli hesitated

littie, but finally yielded, and the littie girls went
eftly ini and sat down in a far corner. Lt was
)eautiful to see the fine ladies and gentlemen corna
n, and O, how the littie Gerinan girls gazed at the,
,hildren, the bright, beautiful, care-free c 1hildren,

fhcame with parents and friends and fairly
ighted up the sombre old churcli witlr their brightk
presence I By and by the inuaie began. O, such
ýlorioum munieol The organ peals rose, and swelled,
and died away, carrying upward the very hiearts ot
the musio-loving children. Sucb sweetness and'
warmth and melody Lisbeth had neyer known
before, and flot knowing wliat she did she rose tW

brer feet. "eHark 1 do you hear that, Eisa '1" she.
whispered.

"Christ the Lord is rmsen to-day I»Lisbetb-
burat into a passion of tears. I knew hie 'wag
deadi 1Ând he's been buried, and lias just corne Wo

life to-day!"
The old sexton came to the weeping, radiant

child, and aaid,
IlCorne, corne, you had better run home. The

seata are wanted, a.ny way," and so Lisbeth and
Elsa went forth, but the sudden joy born ini
Lisheti's heart went with bier.

A fair, young girl sitting near the chîldren liad
seen the burst of tears, and the quick shining after
the rain. She slipped out of bier seat, and folio wed
tliem to the door.

"Corne-back, littie unes, and ait in my seat an&
hear the music."

The old sexton stared, but what Miss Lillie, the
gréat doctor's daugliter, chose to do could not b.
gainsaid, and so Lisbeth and Eisa hieard ail the
Iovely Easter miusic that morning, and went bomne
with glad hearts.

But before they went the docto-r's daugliter aske
theni a few questions, and the very next day à%
carriage stopped at their door. IIow wonderfui it
ail was 1 Just like a story, but sometimes storie
cone into real life, just as reai life sometimes corned
into stories.

Miss Lillie was a petted child, and the suddexi
fancy which she took to Lisbetli was "1just one l
lier whims," bier srniling manqna declared, but-
whatever it was, it brought great bellp to the home
of the immigrants, and ended by estabiishing theni
that very spring in a dear little cottage in tîîe
country, wbere, as the doctor's head man on hio
summer home farm, the father bad steady work the,
year round.

Ended, did we syl O , no; a good thing neyer
ends ! Lisbeth will neyer forget how hope anîd
help carne te hier and loved ones on Easter dav,
and Lillie-weil hier own heart grew larger andi
swYeeter because she cared for others, and So the
good did not corne to an end for lier, either.

"You are very old,» said a nierry littie girl to a
gray-baired man, "lbut I ams very rrew." Ilyes,
you are very new. But do you know that a staiwi
shows very easily on a new dres. Se yeu ilust~
look out not to get the staine" ?Forne of our litstje

readers are quite new. But You are flot se> nee,
tliat tiiere are no0 staiii s ovur soul. 13rii

these at once tu Jeas, sud have tiaex w&sl"4.


