6 THE MESSENGER.

have a new suit, mamma wrote that she
would send a box before Easter, but I
would like to celebrate the day in some
unusual way.’

‘Well, I am sure that I for one am ready
for something unusuall’ said May; ‘I al-
ways am! I dole on unusual things! But
‘what can we do out of the ordinary?’

‘I have been reading some thoughts on
Baster,” said Laura, ‘and it seems just as
though it would never be just the same to
me again—I don’t know just how to make
it all different—but for one thing, couldn’t
we girls have a sunrise prayer meeting P
Then you remember after the women vis-
ited the sepulchre early in the morning,
and’ after Christ appeared to them, they
twent and told the story of the resurrec-
tion, It seems as if we ought to tell
somebody the good news,’

The girls were still for a few minutes,
while the shadows deepened around them,
then May said, ‘I wonder how it would be
if each of us were to take that thought to
ourselves. We’ll have the sunrise prayer
meeting right here in my room, and il we
go out from that meeting with anything
to tell, and can find anybody to tell it to,
or any way to tell it, we will carry out the
suggestion—then we will have another
meeting in the evening and relate our ex-
periences!’

‘I don’t think we need look any farther
for “Haster novelties!” ? said Lou, with an
attempt at gayety, which did not cover the
deeper - feeling which was stirring the
girl’s heart.

Easter morning, ‘Resurrection Morning,’
as Laura said she loved to call it, came
bright and fair. May’s lilies made the

room fragrant and the hearts of the girls .

were stilled as their eyes rested upon the
bank of white blossoms that filled g
space above the writing desk.

‘T wwill tell you now,” said May, ‘so that
you can feel all through the meeting that
they are your very own, I am going ito di-
vide and give you each a stalk when you
go out.”

Laura had been chosen to lead the
meeting, but there was not much leading.

* It was a sweet half hour; a hymn, the
story of that first resurrection morning,

faintly uttered but heartfelt petitions, end

then they went their several ways, afer
being reminded by May 'that they were
to come again at evening to tell their ex-
" periences. :

At that evening hour, Margaret Lansing
said, ‘Girls, it has been the most blessed
Easter I ever spent. I suppose the music
twas just the usual sort—but it seemed so
different, so soul-filling; and then the ser-
mon, I was so interested in what Dr. Mil-
ler said, and, do you know, I heard some
one say, ‘It was a very shallow sermon.”
I wanited to say, “If you had attended a
sunrise prayer meeting and got your soul
full of the spirit of the day, you would
not gay that!” Thgn Mr. Mead asked me
to take a claes, and I tried to tell the sitory
to the little girls., One of them said she
never knew avhat Easter meant unitil T
told her! So you see I may have told it to
some purpose. Anyway, I know it is in
my own life to stay!’

One girl had written to her brother io

tell about the new life and how it came to
her. Nellie Clarke gaid, ‘Well, girls, I
- thought I could tell the story bstter by
proxy, so I gave a dollar towards the sup-

port of the Sunday-school missionary, and’ :

* ghe cannot look through it.

I promised to give a dollar out of every
quarter’s alloiwance. And another thing,
you know ithat mammag sent me a new suit
after all, and when I put it on, the
thought came to me, perhaps this comes
to remind you ithat you ought to have your
heart renewed and your life made pure and
clean—and, girls, you don’t hear me us-
ing any slang after this!’ ‘

Marion Haines said, ‘Girls, I den’t sup-
pose you ever dreamed that I have been
almost an infidel, I fancy heathen would
express it more nearly. Anyway, I never
had any sont of religious life; I was as
surely dead to anything of a religious na-
ture as one could be, and when you were
talking and planning the other evening',
I said to myself, <« Well, I’Il keep still,
but I’ll go and see what they do at that
sunrise prayer meetting!” I came this
morning, and I cannot tell how it was, but
I am sure I went out another person! It
is a new life! It has been a true Easter to
me’ ' |

As Marion ended this little speech,
‘which was:- such a glad surprise to the
others, a burst of song filled the room:

‘Christ hath risen! Hallelujah!

Blessed morn of life and light!
Lo, the grave is renit asunder,

Death is conquered through His might,
Christ is risen! Hallelujah!
Gladness fills the world to-day!l’
—Episcopal Recorder.’

Redeeming the Time.

A pretty Indian legend illustrates this:

A good spirit wishing to benefit a young
piincess led her into a ripe and golden

cornfleld. ‘See these ears of corn, my
daughter, if thou wilt pluck them diligent-
ly, they will turn to precious jewels, the
richer the ear of corn, the brighter the
gem. But thou mayest only once pass
through this cornfleld, and canst not re-
turn the same way.” The maiden gladly
accepted the offer. As she went on, many
ripe and full ears of corn she found in
her path; but she did not pluck them, al-
ways hoping to find better ones further
on. But presently the stems grew thin-
ner, the ears poorer, with scarcely any
grains of wheat on them; further on they
were blighted, and she did not think them
worth picking. Sorrowfully she stood at

_ the end of the field, for she could not go

back the same way, regretting the loss of

the golden ears she had overlooked and

lost. To each of us are golden opportuni-

ties offered; life speeds on to the goal from

which there is no return; let us redeem the

time, for fields are white unto the harvest
—The Christian Guardian.’

Look Over Your Troubles.

John Wesley was walking along a road
with a brother, who related to him his
tréub!es, saying he did not know what he
should do, They were at that moment
passing a stone fence to a meadow, over
which a cow was looking.

‘Do you know,” said Wesley, 4why the
cow looks over the wallp’

‘No,’ replied the one in trou'ble.

‘I will tell you,” said Wesley; ‘because
And that is
what you must do with your trouhleﬂ——laok
over and above them.
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Cripple’s Crawl.

' ‘It’s the finest bit of land in the parish,’
said the minister to the friend at his side,
‘and its situation is absolutely unique.’

‘And you say that a hundred years ago
it was a part of the Holborne estatez?’ re-
marked the minister’s guest.

‘It was, and the present owner of the ese
tates takes a keener pleasure in this that
“isn’t” than in that that is.’

‘But why should he? He must be a queer
sort of chap, and different to most of us,
if he can look on pleasantly at losses,’ ob—
jected the wvisitor.

‘My dear Hartly,” replied the minijster,
‘you scarcely do justice to the finer in-
stincts of human nature; your wanderings
amidst wretchedness, misery, brutality,
selfishness, and dishonesty, have induced
& belief in total depravity.’ -

Hartly was silent for a while, then he
said: ‘You are hard on me; I have not ad~
opted any such belief, I merely wondered
what could induce any chap to take g
pleasure in seeing his hereditary posses-
sions held by another, I know this much,
had the land been in my family from time
immemorial I shouldn’t rest till it was

- restored to me—but there, it may be that

I, who have no lands to lose, attach an un.
usual importance to possession.’ /

The minister smiled. ‘Let me teil you‘
the story of the Crawl,” he said; ‘you may
then be better able to appreciate Lord Hol-
borne’s particular point of view.’

‘Is your story leg~nd or history?’ asked
Hartly.

‘It’s a true story, you skeptic, and your
heart will attest 1ts truth,” was the deci-
sive reply. )

‘Imagine your self set back in time by v
a hundred years,” commenced the narr ator,
‘and a resident here, instead of a casual
visitor. You would have known that the
village consisted of Holborne Hall, its pri-
vate grounds, and a cluster of two or Lhree
dozen cottages, with two alehouses, a
small general shop, and a forge, The
church on the hill stood in the midst of
its gravestones, and opened its doors now
and again to admit a Sunday morning
congregation. There was but one man in
the village, apart from the Hall, who could
read, and he was the parson. No railway
brought strangers to the place, nor toolk
the natives from it, for those were pre-
railway da.ys s0 far as this district was
concerned. -The chief excitement that
quickened the dull lives of the villagers .
was that occasioned by the taking of the
poachers red-handed, adventurers from the
outlying partslhes, ‘by the ‘Hall kespers,
who received a bonus on every capture; or,
maybe, the excitement due to the hunt,
when my lord, with a party of sporting -
companions, followed the chase across the
country. But here let me say that there
must be no faney picture in your mind
conjured up by the word ‘‘cottages’or “vil-
lagers,” as both were alike forbidding in
apearance. The cottages were mere shan-
ties, unfit to shelter pigs, badly dreined,
unprovided with pure water, open at very
many points to the sky and the wea*her,
with woodwork dropping to pieces, and the
plaster tumbling about omne’s ears.
theria and typhoid made yearly ravages

amongst the children, and not a tememt

dare utter a word of complaint against the

damp, dirty den that served as a family

death-trap, but was dignffiéd by the titlo
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