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HOMLE AND SCHOOL.

in the time of Ciaudius, 41. 'The
Dutch landed in Ceylon in 1602 ; the
captured the capital, Colombwo, in 1603.
Intercourse with the Britirh begun in
1713. A large portion of the country
way taken by them in 1782, but was
restored in 1783. The Dutch settle.
ments were seized by the British, 17935,
Ceylon was ceded to the British by the
peace of Amiens in 1802, The Buitish
troopa were treacheiously massacred or
imprisoned by the Adigar of Candy, at
Colombo, June 26, 1503. The comp!ote
soversignity of the islaud was aseumed
by England in 1815, -
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XEaster Carol.
BY DEAN ALFORD.

Tae calm of blessed night
s on Judea's hills ;

The full-orbed meou with ¢ oudless light
I« sparkling on their 1ills :

One spot ubove the rest
Is still and trauquil seen,

The chamber as of sometling blest,
Amidst its bowers of green.

Aronnd that spot each way
The figures ye may trace

Of men-at.azis in grim armay,
Ginling the <olemn place :

But other bauds are there—
Aud, glistening throu_h the gloom,

ions of angels Lright and fair
voug to that wondrour: tomb,

*‘Praise be to God on high 1
The tricmph hour is near ;
The Lonl hath won the victory,
The foe is vanquished hiere |
Dark grave, yield up the desd ;
Give up thy prey, thou earth ;
In deathh Ho bowed His sacrud hoad,—
He springs anew to birth t

* Sharp was the wreath of thorns
Around His suffering brow ;
But glory rich His head adotns,
And angels crown Him uow.
Roll yoniler rock away
That bars the marble gate ;
Aud gathier we in bright array
To awell the Victor's state !

“ Hall, hat), hail,
The Lonl is risen, indeed !
The curse is made of none avail !
The sons of men are freod !
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An Easter Talk with the Children.

BY A. CLEVELAXD OOXE, BISHOP OF
WESTERX NEW YORK,

Tuxy used to say that the sun dances
on Esster morning. Of oourse, itisa
mere expression, that means only this:
when we are glad, everything in nature
soems 0 rejorce with us, When one
is awiftly sailing in & boat, the shore
appears to muve, you know, Trees,
houses, churches, whatever we sse on
the laud looks as if it were in motion,
and we ourselves hardly feel that it is
we that are goiog so rapidly forward.
8o, on & bright Easter morning, we
seem 0 lend our delight to the shining
sun, The sun lu‘Pi up the morning
sky, and seems & faint emblem, in all
bis glory, of the glorious Redcemer,
breaking from the tomb, and rising to
give light to the world, Well may we
rejoios in his light. It is the only
light upon the dark, dismal grave.
Tuke away the knowledge of Christ
and of his vesurrection, and nothing is
left to us but mortality. Death hus
the victory. But if we know, and love
to know, that Chriss is risen from the
dead, then there is no t terror
sbout the tomb, The Lord is the Mas-
for of death, and thoss who belong to
him are promised & share in that mas-

1
tery.  10the Head has risen, the nem-

bers of his body shall 1ive ; and we e
his body, if we tiuly belong to Christ
He L.as put & naw song into our mouth,
a petpetual Easter song,—** O grave,
whete ia thy victory 1 O deuth, whare
in thy stingt"” ’

Our dear Lord himself reminds us
thut if & corn of wheat falls into the
arcund and dies, then only does it live
again and bring forth fruit. Thus he
teaches us one of the parables of nature,
just as when he says “consider the
lities of the field, how they grow.” We
ure to observe that the death and cor-
ruption of the wheut is the process of
restoration, renewal and harvest, All
this his blessed apcstle 8t Punl more
fully unfolls, when he teaches us about
the resurrection body ; it is not quick
ened, or made to live, *except it die.”
The miracles of nature, then, tesch us
how essy it is for the God of Nature
to raise us up from the dead ; to give
us & new, body, in the resurrection,
even as he gives to every seed its own
body, and brivgs forth a beauiful
flower out of a seed that seems as
uothing, until it is “ sown ia corruption
und rused in giory.”

All nature is full of such parables
but I will only mention one or two,
becaura just at this season we bogin to
see what I shall speak of, and because
even poor heatliens saw in such things
a parable of life, and learned from it
the probability of life after death,

You know the butterfly. How beau-
tiful it in, as it lights upon the flowers
ina garden! It seems like u flower
springing to & better life than plant-
hfe: no more rooted in the ground,
bat soaring to the skies. Now weall
know that the butteifly is at first o
mere worm. He wraps himself up in
a sort of shroud and seems to sleep the
sleep of death, Buat up he springs
again : no more & worm, but a winged
thing ; so beautiful wod so different
from what it was; vet, after all, the
same worm, Now, if our God does al!
this for o poor a creaturv, need we
doubt that he can do more for his dear
children, who sleep in Jesus?

1 think there is a purable in every
bird's-nest of the sams sort. That's
why children bave Eastor-eggs given
them. Who would think those little
pebbles, for such they seem, were full
of life? But, after a while, they break
opeu, und furth comes the singing bird
that very soon flies up toward heaven,
and fills the air with his Easter song.
Think of it, dear children, for in the
song of the birds we have auother par-
uble that teaches us & far better song
than theirs. And we may be sure that
he who made the birds to fly in the
bright skies and to fill them with sweet
musio, will not less delight in the Easter
carols of his dear children, when they
rejoice in bLim who is their strength
snd their malvation. It is expressly
said that children shall come again
“from the hund of the enemy ;" chil-
dren, if they are called to die in their
infancy, shall have a glorious part in
the resurrection of the dead,

Let oll children, then, learn to
triumph over death, and not to fear
him. Lot them love their dear Saviour,
and think often of ¢ the fustfraita,”
and then of the harvest. And, as if
waving the wheat-sheaves of the an-
oient people of God, let them exult
and sing i~

* Boar wa now where Christ has led,
Foliowing eur exalted Head §

Muile like him, liko him we ries,
Ours the sroms, the grave, the skies.”

Songs in the Night,

* Whsre is Gud my Maker, 1who giveth songs
s the nyht,”

BY HARRIET ANNIE W,

TAF honrs ot midnight had awept past,
The city bell to Jud thiee,

The woon had stuk bebind the clouds,
Ne rustling in the tiee;

Al all wisstlent as the gave,
And memories of the tomb

Had banished sweet sleep far away :
All spohe ot tears and gleom.

When suddenly upon the air
Rang out a sweet bird's song;
No fe.-ﬁln, weak, unceitain note,
No plaint of grief or wrong,
No *“Misciere Dom:ne,”
No “Dies I " mad,
But **Gloiia in Excelsis” rang
In accents wild and glad.

How could he sing 7 8 Lirdling caged,
And in the dark alone,

Aund then methought perhaps hie saw
Some vision from the thione,

The: little birdling's eyes were hiight,
While mine with sleep were du,

Had mome bright watcher pissed me by
Aund spoke of joy to hun !

Then | remembered whikt Christ said,
The G.«d ot Love's dear Sun,

¢ Not one of the-e small bivds forgot,
Beneath the glotious sun,

They have no load of grief to bear,
Of ain no deep dark stain,

And yet in ypatience take their share
Of storm and frost and rain.”

Ah1 ean it be, unknown to us,
Without a human woid

The Universal Fatbcr soothes
The denth-bed of each bird ?

** The whole creation . roancth,” yet
These pure things of the sk,

Are they not ‘* nearer to the Gates,”
Than mortals suchi as 17

Yet while I mused, it seemed some form,
Ere yet I was aware,
Bent o'or my pillow, dried my tears,
Aud turned to song my prayer:
Some subtle presence unrevealed,
Seemed to repent the words
*‘ Fear not, for you are dearer far
Than many little birds,”

I do not ask what seemed to apeak,
Whaether the angel blest,

Who hath been my appointed guard
In calm or wild anrest ;

Or whether some sweet voice I love,
But hushed to me awhiile,

Came down, on gentle mission sent,
To give for tears, a smile.

It _matters not! God knows Faith’s wings
Droop somotimes in tho dust,

While hiands grow numb and lose their hold
On Hope's firm anchot trust ;

And »o while sending dew and rain
Aud glowing sunbeams bright,

God giveth unto all who hear,
Bougs in the darkest night,

Haarrox, OxT.
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Dying a Thousand an Hour.

TRERK ure no new wethods of mis-
sionary work ; no recent discovery in
that line. What is the problem before
tlre Church to-day? It is this: There
are more than 800,000,000 souls in the
darkness of heuthenism, still unevange.
lised, not even nominal Qbristians:
China’s 400,000,000; India’s 252,000,
000; Africa’s 200,000,000; Japan's
35,000,000, What of the islands of
the Indian Archipelago, where, as in
the case of Juva, s single islaud has
over 18,000,000 inhubitants? What
of Central Asiu ; of the needy parts of
Europe; of South America; of the
still needy islands of the Pucitict Mak-
iog alowances for the mprinkling of
Christians over these lands, it is
nearly within the truth to say there
are atill 800,000,000 beyond the pale
of Christendom. flow can these be
reached and saved $

Can we honestly may, in any fair
and reasonable use of words, that the

work is being acermplished ! Ontaryo, .
with & miliion wed three quarters of
peuple, has fiom twelve to tifteen bug.
dred Pievestant Christian ministors,
The Noith Iudis Conference of (e
Methodist Epincopal Church has withiy |
1ts bounds about nineteen or twenty
wilhons of people, and its forcs of |
American wissionaries is but ninetew, .
urtwenty. A missionary toa million !
There arespots in India where u single
niissionary has mnny *millions in ls
cute, Hew would Ontario fare of 4y,
ull ber borders she had but a couple of
iticerants to aiutend to the spiritual
wants of the peoplet Yet this in the
proporiion of men allowed to India,
For mors than u century in Indis,
consecrated cobblers and other conse-
cruted servants of Cliist have been
pegging away at this work, ‘The mis.
swuaries have made grammars sud
dictionaries and tianslations of the
strunge languages of that land, The |
Bible, in twenty.five of the great lar.
guages of India, in an everlusting '
monument to the energy, patience, and |
honest toil of the missionaries of the !
regular  missionary societies of the |
church. Five hundred thourand con-
verts organized into churches are no
less & monument to their work and |
proof of Gud’s seal to their labors ;
There are Lo new methods of missionary
work, As fur as India is concerned, it |
is ull siege work. Some one must dig
the mine and luy the powder; to five it is |
the work of an hour; to prejare for the
duy of final viotory is the wurk of per.
haps centuries. Missions to nominal
Chiistians are or are likely to be self-
supporting from the first. Missions
to the heathen are sure to he self.
supporting when they have peased out
of the evangelistio into the pastoral
period of their history. In proportion
us the transition occurs, we fully de-
wonatrate the truth of this to-day.

There is not in all the history of
missions a single example of a man
giving his whole time to regular mis.
sion work and meeting with support
from a heathen people like the Brub-
mins of India. Ifa is tearing down
their religion: will they feed him
uuder such circumstances? He may
divide his time between an Eoglish
congreguation and the heathen, he may
divide his time between an indigo
pluntation or a carpenter shop wnd
the heathen, and thus bo supported on
the field. He mway give all his time
to an English congregation and care-
fully train them to go out as mission-
aries ; and this is all right. But the
Church mnst not be misled into the
idea that this is either a new discovery
in method or the directest kind of
miscion work, If a generation pass
away in thirty-three years, then the
unevangelized héathen are dying at
the rute of sixty-six thousand a day.
If the infants are lelt out we have still
over thirty thousand souls perishing
svery twenty-fuur hours, or more than
a thousand every hour; and no method
of work can change this appulling fuct.
None, %o far, come up to the demands
of thecase, More men, more women,
more means, more praycr, more faith,
mors” appreciation of the value of s
soul,—more for Christ, less for self,—
aud then we expect to see daylight
through this question,

— o

THR years writs their record on
human hearts, as they do on trees, in

hidden, inner ciroles of growth which
1o eye oan see.—Same Holm.
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