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TORONTO, APRIL 12, 1884

City of Corinth. ! had become carrupted.  Yet oven hero Iumount of sew
Tiis was the renowned and volup. , in this wicked city where Satan’s seat
' tuous city of Greece, referred to in the | Was, a Christian Church had been es.
,lesson for March 9th,
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Eastor Mission Concort Exorciso.

[No. 8.

! ing and knitting, so that
 spring found the family unusually des.

1 titute,
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It fae Japan, a thousand flowers It is about ta'lished, and the Christian Church

_ Raby oz diamond diaden :

- The bulbnl mings in Persian groves,

* Asall around ay, ringing clear,

- Thus flower, and atar and gem,

Wear lovlier forms and hues than ours,
But saintly pale, and pure as snow,

Oar Easter lilies bloom, to show

That One has risen to realns of light,
Whose love can mnahe vur sonls as whate,

twenty-five miles west of Athens, in
which Paul resided a year and a-half,
and whero he founded the Church to
which he aftorwards wrote two of his
repistles.  Iv possessed singular advan-
tages for commerce, and becamo cele-
brated for its wealth and magmficency,
as wall a3 for the learning and ingenuity
of itg inhabitanta,

“And in the Southern skics, afar

Peoms many a strange and glorious star—-
Planeta to Northern heavens uaknown,
But we, miure blest, can call vur own

The radiant Star of Bethlehem,

“Brighter than Orient’s 1ichest gem.

throughout the world and throughout
all time hay been curiched by the
Bpistles of St Paul addressed to the
, Corinthian Christians.

Anour two-fifths, or 100,000, of the
. 260,000 Indians, have discarded blan-
kets, and now wear citizen's dress.

In October Mr. Flack moved into a
use beside thom, and his only child,
George, soon made acquaintance,
through the garden palingy, with the
rosy-cheeked  German children, and
"they were back and forth all winter;
+ but a8 Mrs. Flack was quite an invalid,
the children played in the- nuisery,
under care of the nurse, and she had
never known much of them.
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On India's dusky chiliren, shine t
Jexels from many a priceless mne 3

Bat we can never eavy them

Tho splendour of -ita arts and archi-
i tecturo was nlmost incredible,. But
whilat its commerco made its people
wealthy, it also made them luxunous
and licentious. In tho large cture
which wo give, a vestorntion is at-
tempted of tho aucient glorics of
Corinth, with its stately “temples,
porticos, and statues. Tho most beau-
tiful style of Grecian architecturo.is
stilled called the Corinthian style.
This gay city had an vvil reputation 1
ancient times, -somowhat hko that of
Paris or Vienna to-day, and to say that
a man had becomo Corinthianized was
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For, through God 8 love, wo may behold
The gates of pearl, the streets of gold

Closo had bemulo the rose he loves,
2l aw ceter musie weaan hear,

The sacred chime of Sabbath bells
Upon the nir of freedom awells,

and song.
Unts tho Christian faith belung
Sead forth the Word tn ather climes,
¢t never heard our Sabbiath chimes *
The banner of tho Cross, unfurled,
eans happiness for all the world.
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to say that his manners and his morals \
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Hans’ Goldon Easter Egg.
BY M. ML JAQUITH,

Guerenes -and Hans were the httlo
clildren of & German widow, She was
a good Lutheran, and her husband had
been o preacher of that faith, but he
had died soon after coming to thiscoun-
try. He had bought with his scanty
savings a littlo placo in a small town,
-und the wonderful vegotables that the
mothor and children coaxed out of the

onc-acre garden, and sent to tho groat .

city near by, weretheirmainsubsistence.

Mzrs. Meyer had had a bad cough all
winter, and could not

The day before Easter, the nurse-girl
being gone, the three cimo to play in
"Mra.” Flack’s room, and she heard the
* following conversation
' “Iam going to havesuclrnice Enster
* eggs to-morrow,” said George.
¢ “Ab, but when mine fader was not
*dead we t00 had the nico Laster eggs '
+oxclaimed Gretchen, sighing.
I wigh tho old black hen would lay
a golden egg tho marrow meroing, as
you read to me,” spoke up Hans,
*“That was a fuiry story, and_it was
not the truo story,” answered Gretchen.
“ But the good Lord could make her

do her usual  lay onoif ho wanted to,” persisted Hans.




