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How joyous bright is Eastor morn,
To all who think right,

Had Christ not risen 2t early dawn
Our birthduy would be night.

Our Faith be crushed,
No cross 10 bear,
Our longirgs hushed

No crown tn wear,

Todie, not soar
To realms sbove,
Hix word a myth,
No shield, no love.

His life, His death

No {ruit to bear,
All, all to ond

We know not whore.

But hope we have,
The Lamb is bare,

And Christ has riren
Not perished thore, -

Our Saviour Christ,
The grave must give,
And we with him
Shall rise and live.

—H, J. Du Vernet.

THE GATE OF LIFE,

A FRAGMENT,

By the Hon. Katherine Scott, Author of ‘“Miss
Browne's District, &e.

‘Unclo John put all his bunch of red, pink
creamy, snd whito roses into one of Nellie's lit-
tle handg, and drew the other on to his arm.

“No, my child, I do not think we should
wish or want to die; it is not natural, it is not
gonerally tho wish of o healthy man, The one
happy purpose for a man or woman’s life here
is to do His will and to /know Xim,and then
whether the lifo is lived hore or in heaven, it is
all one! DBut it ie true that death itsolf is an
ovil, and it is not God’s will that it should exist
but yot the King of Love and Lifo at the be-
ginning kopt the Treo of Life from being an
immertality of ovil to thoso who would have
touched it, and by His own doath He has un-
locked tho guto of hewvon for us. If we are
doing 11is will here, Noliie, this life becomeos
beautiful and happy, and there it must bo an
infinitely mevo beautiful, more happy life, be-
causo Ho gives us then the perfection of what
wo only havoin part here. Long ago, Nellio,
the ‘desiro of my oyos' was takon from me
‘with & stroke.’ and it reemed {0 me then, but
for ‘Mors Janua Vite,' I must have goue mad.

Unele John's quiet face was strangoly mov-
od, and Nellie only ventured to pross her hand
tendorly on his arm, and said nothing, till ho
wont on——

“God is love, Nollie, and He took the one I
loved mosl 10 icach mo this: she said it would,
and it did. So, Nellio, youa sec why I keep my
soroll.” Uncle John was smiling now, and
Nollio vontured one tonder kiss and fled, think-

ing now at last sho knew tho seeret of Unele;

John's life over which she bad often pondored.
* * X * *

The birthday camo, and was brighter than
any birthday Nellio had ever had. It was all
sunshino inside &nd out; so thought Mr, Ver-
non, so thought the boys—“the jolliest birth-
day for yoars; ” so thought the littlo ones and
the neighbours, and evon Lady Esther, who re-
marked 10 the Major that Nellie made “the
whole houso differont.”

Thon came the break-up of tho party for th

o

London season, and Uncle John only heard
once from Nellie, but the little P.S.: “I am re-
mermbering the purpose of life,” made him
happy. She enjoyed everything—and, when
the house re-filled in the autumn, was more
than evor the light of the place to mother,
brothers, sisters, and poor people, snd very
specially to Uncle Jobn. About Christmas-
time he was called from home on business
abroad, and when he roturned late in the

- {epring Nellie was ill,

“Ag frost comes down and blights all the
flowers in the fall,
A sudden ailment fell on her;
Almost she heard the Angels’ call.”

Sho was bright and full of fun still, but the
dociors looked grave, and very soon it was
plain that Nellie was going from them.

She herself spoke to Uncle John first, as the
one who would understand best.

She had asked to be carried to the rose-garden,
where the roses were now again their in June
beauty. When she got there she put her hand
into Uncle John's: “*Mors Janua Vite,” Uncle
John; it is quite true! I know I am going;
but all I want isto make my going easy for
masmma and the boys and the little ones, and,
and—Mr. Vernon—and you. You won’t mind,
will yon, Uncle John ? for you have made it
all real to me.”

“Thank God!"” was all Uncle John said.

“Tt is all ao heautiful hore, and there is 8o
much to do and to learn; but it will be all the

Love'—‘the King of Love’: the roses and the
river and the birds all seem to sing it.” And
Nellie lay back, smiling.

“Mother! I want you and Uncle John to
promise you wont’ be very sorry when L go;
for of course I know there is no sorrow there;
but it would almost—almost make me want to
come bhatk if you wanted me very much, and I
shouldn't iike to think I made anybody sad !

“I know I shall not forget you there, and
you won't forget me. And you'll be rure to
let the little ones have fun on my birthday
each year; and, mother, you won't let the rose
tirre makeo you sad because I came with them
and went with them, will you ?”

That was Nellie's last visit to the rose-gar-
den, and when her birthday came she was with
the Iling of Love!

1t is five yoars now since the Gate of Life
was opened for sunpy, bright swiling Nellie;
but no one forgets her.

In her short life she sowed seeds of bright-
noss and goodness whieh are growing and
gpreading now.

What life does not leave brightness behind it
that has taken the King of Love for its Guide ?
For hero, and there—

“We nothing lack if wo are IHis
And He is ours for over.”

HOT COALS; OR, HOW FRITZ WAS CON.-
QUERED,

Joo Benton lived in the country. Not far
from his father’s house was a large pond. His
cousin Herbert had given him a beautiful boat,
olegantly rigged. with masts and sails, all
ready 1o go to scs onthe pond. Joe had form-
a sailing company among his schoolmates.
They had elected him captain. The boat was
snugly stowed away in a little cave near the
pord. At three o'clock on Saturday afternoon
the boys were to meet and launch the boat.
On the morning of this day, Joe rose bright
and esarly. It was a lovely morning. Joe was
in fine spirits. He chuckled with delight when

he thought of the afternoon. .“Glorious I"” said
he to himself, as he finished dressing. “Now
T've just time to run down to the pond before
breakfast, and see that the boat is all right.

! Thon I'Nl hurry home and learn my lessons for

same there—only far, far better ! ‘The King of

Monday, so a8 to be ready for the afternoon, for
the captain must be up to time.”

Away he went, scampering toward the cave
where the boat had been left, ready for the
lanpch, As hedrew near, he sawthe signs of
mischief, and felt uneasy. The big stone be-
fore the cave bad been rolled away. The mo-
ment he looked in he burst into a loud ecry,
There was the beautiful boat, which his cousin
had given him, with it3 masts and sails all
broken to pieces, and a large hole bored in the
bottom.

Joe stood for a moment motionless with
grief and surprise ;; then, with his face all red
with anger, he exslaimed: “I know who did it
—the mean scamp! Tt was Fritz Brown; and
he was mad becanse I didn’t ask him to come
to the launch ; but I'll pay him 1p for this
caper—see if I don’t.” Then he'pushed back
the ruined boat into the cave, and hurrying on,
some way down the road he fastened a string
across the footpath, a few inchés from the
ground, and carefully hid himself in the
bushes. " :

Presently a step was heard, and Joe eagerly
peeped out. He expected to see Fritz coming
along, but instead of that it was his cousin
Herbert. Heo was the last person Joe cared to
sce just then, 50 he unfastened the string and
lay quiet, hoping that he would not see him.
Bat Herbert's quick eye soon caught sight of
bim, and Joe had to tell him all that had hap.
pened, and woand up by saying: “Buf never
mind ; 1 mean to make him smart for it.”’

Well, what do you mean to do, Joe?"’ asked
Herbert.

“Why, you see Fritz carries a basket of eggs
to market every morning, and I mean to trip
him over this string and smash ’em alL.”

Joe knew this was not a right feeling, and
expected to get a sharp lecture from his cousin.
But to his surprise, he only said in a quiet way:
‘Well, I think Fritz does deserve some punish-
ment ; but this string is an old trick; I can tell .
you something better than that.”

“What?"” cried Joe, eagerly.

“How would you like to put a few coals of
fire on his head ? ”

““What! burn him ?” asked Joo, doubtfully.
His cousin nodded his head. With a quoer
smile, Joe clapped his hands. ‘‘Bravo!” said
he, ¢‘that's just tho thing, cousin Herbert. You
see his hair is 8o thick he wouldn’t get burnt
much before he'd have time to shake ’em off;

but I’d just like to see him jump once. Now
tell e how to do it, quick 1"
¢+If thine enemy hunger, feed him; if he

thirst, give him drink; for in so doing shalt
heap coals of fire on his heasd. Be nat over-
come of evil, but overcome evil with good!’
There,” said Herbert, ““that’s God’s way of do-
ing it, and I think that's the best kind of
punishment Fritz could have.”

You should have seen how long Joe's face
grew while Herbert was speaking, “Now, I
do say, Cousin Herbert,” added Joe, that’s a
real take in, Why, it's just no punishment at
all.”!

“Try it once,” said Herbert.” “Treat Fritz
kindly, and I am certain that he will feel so
ashamed and unhappy that kicking or beating
him would be like fun in cemparison.”

Joe was not really a bad boy, but he was
now in a very ill temper, and he said sullenly:
“But you've told me a story, Cousin Herbert.
You said this kind of coals would bdurn, and
they don’t at all.” :

“You're mistaken about that,” said Herbert.
“I've known such coals to burn up malice,
envy, ill-feeling and a great deal of rubbish,
and then leave some cold hearts feeling as
warm and pleasant as possible.”

Joe drew a long sigh. “Well, tell me a good
coal to put on Fritz’s head and I'll see about
it")

«¥on know,” said Herbert, “that Fritz is
very poor, snd can seldom buy ‘himself a

book, although ke is very fond of reading, but



