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TORONTO, APRIL 13, 1895.

A

Easter Day.

TRE epring awakes at Baater-tide,
Ah! what could be more meet?

New life, now life on ev'ry side,
And perfumed breezes sweet

And balmy skies look sweetly down
In azure colour 1air,

8o near to heaven they cannot frown
When Easter draweth near.

The Ciirist is risen, h, Oearth, be glad;
Ye angels catch the strain,

Yo ransom'd ones with heart, and vdice
Riugont the glad tefrain !

- THE “MAXING OF A MAN”

¢ OapraIv,” said a small boy, as he
entered the Fourth Street station-house,
Williamsburyg, one evening, ** can you send
a I;Oli?ceman to guard some property to-
night?"”

Captain Woglom looked down at the bo
and saw that his eyes were filled witﬁ
teara. He asked the boy why he made
such a request.

‘‘Because,” said he, beginning with a
sob, ‘1 was leaning agaiust a store window
in Broadway, and I wust have pushed too
hard, for I broke the glass. The store
door was locked, and I could not find the
owner, 80 I came to the station-house as
fast as I could for fear thieves would go 1n.
If T give you thirty-five cents, captan,
toward paying for the glass, will you pleaso
let me go home till toanurrew 1 It's all the
mouey I've got, and I ive too far away to
fo home and come back again to-might.

'l bring the rest down to-morrow, but
pleaso put someune to watch the place.”

*“Yuu're a nodble Litle felluw,” was the
comnient of the captain, as he handed the
money back to the boy. * Take back the
money. I'll sce that the place 18 watched.
If you go to the owner of tho store in the
morning, and tell him what you have just
told me, I don't beliave ke will take a cent
from you.”

The little fellow dried his cyes, said
*Thank you,” aud leaving his name and
address, went to his home.

*

THE LEGEND OF THE BASTER
BGas.

O= the day of the crucifixion it hap-
pened that & sweet singing bird sat brood-
ing upon her nest. It was built of mosses
“‘green a2 malachite,” and keld within its

Falls four fair oggs that were whiter than

‘purest ivory.

Daring thoe terriblo convulsions through
which the sarth passed on that dreaxdful
day the soul of the bird wis filled with
fea~, but mother love was stronger than
fear within her heart.  As she pressed her
eggs ever more closely against her breast,
she determined that whatever befell they
shanld be guarded even at the cost of
ner life.

The darkness came, the earth trembled,
the rocks were rent, but through all thoss
fearful sights and sounds the little bird
sat silent and motionless, holding her
small and tender body 29 a shield between
her treasure and the unknown dangers
which compassed her about.

At length the day was done, and even-
ing fell ‘l'he bird trusted that the worat
had passed. She looked zt her egps to
nako sure that they were safo, and settled
herself for tho long and, she hoped, quiet
watches of the night.

You remember how Joseph of Arima-
thes dbiained from Pilate the inectimable

rivilege of caring for the body of our
viour, which he wrapped in fair linen
ahd laid in his own new tomb,

Now it so chanced that the sweat sing-
ing bird had chosen to build her nest deop
in the green heart of a stately tree whose
branches overhung this tomb. Awakened
friom her sleep, she looked forth and saw
the body of our Lord lymg close by tho
entrance of the tomb. When she beheld

the pale, heurenly face, the dear hands
anhd feet pierced by the cruel nails, her

A strange slumber dropped upon ler, and,
with head huddin in her breast, she alept
as if she never would wake agmin. All
day long she lny a8 still as if sho waua
dend bird, cradled in her nest; vut deep
m the watches of the night she woke once
more, suddenly and fully, with senses
sharpened and her being all alert.

Sho listened: the air was soundless.
She looked : but a deep darkness which
Bor eyes could not penetrate was over all.
Moticiless but vigilant, she waited for a

EASTER LILIES.

heart nearly broke with sorrow, and she
lifted up her voice in sony whase like has
never since been heard on earth.

Through all the long dark night her
song kept on ; a song wild and shrill, loud
and long; now filled with tears; now
with the cchoes of despur; and now it
was like the wailing moanings of a home-
icss wind that seexs and never finds. It
was as if the grief of &l the world had
turned to song.

With the first faint glimmer of the dawn
deep silenco fell upon the earth. Tho vigil
of the hixd hzd ums:d i hor scng wrs ptilled

message which she felt would come. Pre.
sently the air began to stir; there wasa
sound of soft-leating wings ; a dim lustre
geutly hifted the veild of darkness. The
brightness grew ajpace, and aocon a shuning
angel, clothed ia white, alighted and stood
before the rock mithin whose dopths lay
the martyred body of the Lord of earth
and heaven.  Tho great atone rolled away,
and wrapped in a giory that seemed to 6ill
a}l nature with iws light, stood Christ,

Tisen.
As the bird , the glory poured into
h&rhurt.ﬂoog‘mz;dhnvho!ubr.?wvub s

warmth, and joy. and sweet delight suc’
as she had never known before, and dgain
she broke forth in son‘i; Rauwing her voice
to itx lughest tonea, sho poured forth inte
tho night a stoain so aweet and wild, note
upon note so filled with joy. that, soanng
Ingher and ever higher, 1t cimbed to the
very gates of heaven, and melted all hoarts
that heard it.

Tho angel histened to this chant of joy
wlich greeted the triumph of s risen
Lord, and thought upon the sorrowing

plaint of the night before. Turning

Foavon  to the bird, he said :

¢¢ Sweet hird, thou shalt be ever bleat,
Thyzelf, thy cgus, and thy mosa
wreathed neat.”

And from that night the eggs of
this wunderful aweet-singing bind
chango ai the first glinumer of the
dawn on Easter morning, to glow as
juwels do, and thus thoy renund the
world—

¢4 As best they may,
Of the hoiy marvel of Eaater Day "

&

PERASTS IN JAPAN.

Trear are several annual feasts in
Japan which bring with them much
mirth and frolic. First among them
is the Feast of the New Y:ar, wheu
father, mother, and all the older mem
bers of the {amily lay asido their
work and dignity and join with the
children in the fun. I'or about tw,
weot s the fosiival lssta, and tha festal
apirit remains throogh che whole
month.

From early morn till bedtime the
childrer. wear their prottiest clothes
and play without rebuke. Gueata
come and go and bring pretty toys
for the chiidren. Tho tables are
filled with good things to eat, of
which muchs, br cake mado from rico
flour, is une of the most important.
The children ride from houss to
houss in jinrtki with their par-
-ents to make New Year's visita. In
the evening the whole family, in
cluzllling grandparents and servants,

ther for ety gamea
gaSw.btored throagh tho year are
various flower festivals, when young
and old visit the famous _gardena,
whero the plum, cherry, iris, azslea,
or chrysanthemum attain thiie groat
est perfoction, and spend thy day
out of doors. v

Perhaps tho most delightful feaat
of all the year is ths * Feast of
Doulls,” when on the third day of the
third monath the great fireproof store-
house gives forth its tressare of dolls
—in an old family, many of thew
huadreds of years old.  Par three
days with all their tiny belongings
they reign supreme. Some of the
dolls represent the emperor and e
press 1o old fasluuned court dress. Near
them are seated comrt wusciana, emh
with lus instrument. After theso on lower
shelves aro placed doils dressod like the
common people.

Piacod beside the dolls are all the things
that dolls mighc be oxpected to require—
trays, bowls, cups, buckets, each utenml
holding its appropmate vanety of food.
The saks used 18 x sweet, wlito variety.
differing froin the ondinary ki &a swect
cider dves from, hard cider.  Besides the
table service there aro palanguans, bullock
carts, &re bozes with tongs and
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Lashots, kitchiens with everything required
for cooking, and all the toilet apparatus of
combs, mirrors, and utensils for blackening
the teoth, shaviug the eyebrows, reddening
the lips, snd whitening the face. :

For three days these dolls are served
sumptuously at each meal by the little girls
of the family, and then-they are all packed
away again in their poxes, and shut up in
the fireproof warehouse for another year.
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EASTER.

Fling out your banners, brave toilers, bring
lilies to altar and shrine ; -
Ring out, Kaster bells: He has risen, for you

is the token and sign ;

‘I'nere’s a world moving snuward and God-
ward ; ye are called to the front; ye
must lead

Pehind are the grave and the darkness; the
Master is risen indeed.

THE resurrection of the Lord Jesus

Christ was an event of power and glory .

unparalleled in the annals of the past.
‘“Yhere was a great earthquake ; for the
angel of the Lord descended from heaven,
and came and rolled back the stone from
the door, and sat upon it. His counten-
ance was like lightning, and his raiwment
" white as snow.”  The gloom and sorrow of
the crucitixion and death were suddenly
succeeded by the light and victory of the
resurrection morning. Jesus, the mighty
conqueror of death, hell, and the grave,
came forth gloriously and stamped the im-
press “of his inherent divinity uwvon hig
wmission work, and became the author of
our salvation. Jesus Christis the ** first-
fruits of them that slept,” and the pledge
of our resurrcction. Fveryone that 1
dead, at the last day shall feel the touch
of his resurrection power, and be saved
from the power and corruption of the
grave. *“ Marvel not at this, for the hour
i8 coming in which all that zre in the
graves shall hear his voiee, and shall come
forth ; they that have done good, unto the
- resurrection of life, and they that have
done evil, unto the resurrection of damna-
tion.” Choose the better part.

WILL I BE LIKE YOU, PAPA?

Para had come home, and the children
were glad to see him ; for he played de-
lightful ganies with them, and told them
wonderful stories. He loved his family,
and though he had learned to look upon the
wine when it was red, yet he was a kind
and tender father to his children.

. The family was in the sitting-room, and
little six-year-old Kreddie climbed on his
father's knee, and asked him all sorts of

questions, and talked of what he would do
when he was a big man, and he asked if he
would be like papa then ; and finally, aft‘e;r
loohing long and serigusly into his {father’s
face, the boy inquired :

“Papa, when I grow up to be a man,
will my nose le red like yours, and my face
all swelled 77

The reddened face flushed yet redder,
the tears started from the father’s eyes, as
he drew his boy to his bosom, and said in
tones that thrilled the heart of the wife and
mother with a strauge new joy:

«No, Freddie. please God, you won’t be
like me when you get to be a man; and
neither will your father, my boy, for from
this hour he will lead a sober life.”

A pew light had dawned upon the
father's mind. He had not thought of his
littie boy being like him ; and that thought
stirred his heart as it had not been stirved
by sermon ot oration, entreaty or exhorta-
tion,  Would that other foud fathers coubl
have the same question brought howe to
them with equal foree ! ‘

What intemperate father would have a
child like himself? Who among all the
host that tread the dre (dful voad down to
a druakard’s grave would wish’ thaf an

“hinocent child shonld, be ensnared,” and

charmed, and led down the same dark and

dahgerbus path ? And yet whu_se exam l’wle_
should a child follow if not his father's?
Let fathers take heed to their.ways, and
walk in paths that the Lord approves,-.
where their
‘them. )

-

GAME OF PROVERBS IN JAPAN.
Tae game of *‘ I-ro-ha garuta ” is played
in. many Japaunese homes on winter even-
ings. 'The children sit in a circle and have
small eards, each coutaining a proverh,
while on another card is a picture which
illustrates it,
dealt, and then the first child reads one of .
his proverb-cards.  The child who has the”
picture corresponding calls out, and ‘these
two cards are laid away out of the play.
The one who first gets rid of his cards wins.
The one who has the last card loses the
gmne, and, if a girl, gets a wisp of straw in
her hair ; if a boy, lie has a black mark on
his face. Tt is strange to find that the
same ideas now current were gathered into
proverbs.in Japan when England was in-
habited by savages dresscd in skins. Here

are some of them :

A good son makes a happy father.
Speak of a man and his shadow comes,
You can't build bridges in the clouds.
There are thorns on a‘l roses,

Thine own heart maukes the world,

A curis bold before his own gate.

A STORY ABOUT VENICE.

Ler me tell you a story about the
pigeons of Venice. If you weie there you
could see, at two o’clock every afternoon,
flocks and flocks of pigeons lighting on the
yavement near the great cnurch of St.

fark’s. No one ever thinks of disturbing
them ; no boy or girl in Venice would dave
to throw a stone at them.  But the penple,
young and old, like to go at that hour to
see the tame, beautiful birds.

What do-they come for? To be fed. A
great many years ago, in the early days of

enice, the people used to keep what they
called movable stores in the great square,
They were something like the fruit-stands
at our corners, only they were dotted about
in the square, and a large umbrelln was
spread over each. Cue wman had four of
these and wus quite rich.  He was a goad,
kind-hearted man, and liked to have the
pigeons ¢ome down from their cots wway up
in the high buildings and pick up the
crumbs around his stores. The magistrates,
sceing him so interested in the birds
allowed him a sum of money to buy food
for them, and he was to feed them every
day at a ceriain hour. .

Why this was done we do not know,
unless it was for the pleasure of having the
birds around. For Venice is a straice
city, built on a great many little isln,ml:;
the streets are all water, and the people go
about in boats. They never ride, and there
are many persons there who never saw a

children-.may- safely follow -

: sald Heuny. )
The cards are shuffled and.

T HOURS.

: " | tiont
horse or even a cow. Th'y have a fe i B 37 o o 8t%
dogs. and the governineut are so kind that " B &&g &4 v
they have water carried every worning to ”&’ﬁ Bsilk-worty o, han”l
) B o L . £ . § wif
fill the vessels all over the c1y where the = 4§ sha ',he wiser tg-day, uncle 2t
dogs may drink. . Perh ps it was thivsune  have ever been hefores"”

kindness that led them {0 provide fog
pig«)nnﬂ. %
After awhile there was a change inlthe
government and the birds were neat eted,”
But they still had a friend. A kind
woman, who lived near the great chureh,
began to miss the birds.  Her nune.was - T should never have believed
Signora Polcastro.  Slie made up herwind  one could have made these things- =
that if there was no - ne else to feed them  clearly.” e
she would. She Jdid this as long ay she “ Let me finish them by ohserving * -
lived, and when she dicd it was found that  the jackal is a hunter, the hawk an 8}8“‘»?
she had Teft money enough in licr will to bird-catcher, the léech an ex¢:e,llellt"nc !
feed the piusons always. geon, and the monkey the best rope” el !
So now, strangers who go to Venice can  in the world,” ) ' o !
go out in the square any day al two o’elork ““Well done, uncle ; you have am

and sce the pigeons fodo They come by me. indeed. T coulil listen an hour 2
hundreds, and seem to enjoy their food and

. ““The mole ig s enginger, wd’f)
tunnel yyite as well as if ‘he had{’- -
structedizby an engineer. [ The ,"ﬂ‘%t?n “hié:
& navigator, hoisjing and taking; ! cadt
sails as he floats along the water, & .
ing anchor at Lis pleasure.” thf\t aﬁi’%

forms?.

without being tired.” ‘ : )

(;lll]l"i”\y \'(‘.l'y ‘nll’fh. . —'————‘; g
Alby litde renders, T am suve, would - R N {
like to vo to see them 5 and would want' to - : -t

help feed them, too.-— The Anyelus,

. Epworth

TRADES CARRIED ‘ON BY BIEDS,
’ MBEASI‘S, -AND INLECTS, .

“Tue otter ‘and the heron are ﬁs}';ermpn,

though they neither, make use of .a bne

tor-of % ;Ille;}.‘ . 1t is not very often thatwe
.eatch. sight™of the otter;for lLe ¢

:
!
!
i

" JUNIOR LEAGUE
PRAN ER MERTING TOPICS -
April 14, 1805, o
R oA o ) et -

: AFrigs: on Witar 1€ Tr?7—1 Joli. 1. 3, 4.7 .
m trade for the wost part under.wathr; © John was'the \'nnn;:el:t of our Liord’® e.“"

b‘}f the_‘ !ler'f’»n *ls‘h'.e‘quer‘ltly seen, standing,  disciples, and he'is sty ted the heloved Jdisot!
with his long, thintlegs in the shallow part -~ What enconrageient his should be t0 o vl

of the river, spdqu;?ly plylngingihis Iehgihy;_ members of oup Junior Leagues. 40 l!eni
1}‘111 -belgw the surface and, hringing up a describes the privileges which (hristiangs 3
fish.  You cannot-deny that'the heton and. -bY reasous of the great redemption.

otter are fishermen.” “raised from adeath unto sin toa life

Col-tiess,

e

b
of'l'.'}‘ﬁ ¢
We are elianead from beind ;Jl%‘;:: :
to have fellowship. not only with onesf%y
shut also with God. oy

*“No, that I caomot; but never shoulil I
have thought of it, if you had not told nye,”

o

This necessarily produces joy.
of Jesus Chri-t cleanses from all sin an¢

““Ants are day-labourers, -and very, in-- .
dl‘m“’musv » too, 1n ‘1"51(1’ cnnm,g{; they . us pure and holy, and until ths MESSEA %v
va“,wuymscevm M earnesttab - their work., is atramed, our joy is noo perfect, }»B‘?’g,
Catch them asleep in the day-times:f.yous reason ot its attainment our joy is ol mru

"y : . g : PIE .
can. - 'Lhey set s ai exaniple of industry. ... Christians are bonoured by’ being wade®
. o oy : “takers of Christ's'likeness, © e
Y ¢ Antg freely work without di-gujse; .
Their' ways consider, aud be Wise:’” .

‘“Go on, uncle ; 1 am- not half. so. tired s

as I was.” . ' Sixa, children. sing ! s
“You’ seem  all attention. certainly The lilics whitd you bring b
Henry. The swallow is a fly-catcher, and ~In- the joyous Iaster morving for boPfq
the number that he catches in a day would
quite astonish you.  Often have you secn
him skimming aloug the swrface “of the
brook.and the pond 1”7 T

““Yes, that.1 have ; and swkitll’ vs
Yes, tha AVE ;4 BIOWS are 43 Qo muy we find relense at ls : orrafi
busy-as ants, I think.” ., . . w0 )‘”;:fn:‘l/v?i?nd relense at last frome. g0k o
P R ) . < N : . itly . . Nigié
The beaver is a wood-entter,:a b‘“.ld”',r So tuiy we fiud our childhood’s calm, d"w“é ;
and a mason, and is a'good werkmansin i dawn agan ) ok
these trades.  He cuts dowi stual] trees - Sweet are your cyes, 0 little one, that <
with his tecth ; and after hie -has built, his : '

A Song of AI‘aétex‘.

blogsaming s m
“And us the carth her shroud of snow h“f.‘a-.
her breast doth thpy : '
east gy g etor®
# 80 muy we cust our folters off in God's et‘»ﬂ " 4
spring, '

: with smiling grace, v ;U“
hoi e, he plasters it skilfully “with his  Without a shude of daubt or fear it
tail.” ; o Lot futurs’s face! ' L oicd
“* Well -done, beaver! He'seems, to- iM% sing in happy chorus, with joytal ¥
ouldo the rest.” : telt

S . i
“The wasp s a prper-maker; and’ Le: Flud death is life, and God B 8,"‘.’“'@?3 -

makes his paper out of materials that no
other paper-maker would yse.  1f evr {ou
should examine a wasp’s nest, you will -
tind it all made of paper.”
¢ How many curious things there are in
the world that I never thought; of.”
“Singing birds are musieians, ands 1o
other musicians can equal them in-Raor-
mony.  Hardly can we decide which Y™
the advantage—the lark, the blackbird,
the throstle, or the nightingale. -

“thinggshinllbe well 3

' Trat bitter days shall cease, »
In warmth and Hgin ond pese®
That winter yichds to spring =41
Sing, little ehillren, ¥ing

cor

B i
WERNER VON SIEMENS' ADVg i
L
A CURIDUS story is told in the fu 2
blograplieal ** Memoirs 7 of the gré*iln

o elegtiieal  engiuncer, \\'Cw)'ef;_ﬁ:‘ha"f
Siemens, published recently. W h{"%ﬁ;
*  Ou feathery wing they freely rove, was enguged daying the fisst telegtal )';b.-;h?:
And wake with harmony the grove.”” between Verviers and Cologne, ;Lb,nl.\rng.l :

e 1S5 Sl and

. yeur 1860, o lady came to o @ P

w1 e ) ) . N i . . el
1 !7 am afraid that you are coming to the him, with many teprs, how lis el 8% d
end.

“Q . " . threatened with utter rain the hll*ip‘i il
1, never {ear, ‘Ule 111'0-1{){ and the her busband, who had for years cur® o)
glow worm arc lamp-lighters, They light a very successful pigeon poss betit

. J ' i
up the air, and the grassy and ilowery  Brussels and Aix la-chapelle, and \v;ti-‘&gG’f
banks in country places here.”

Ny ] broken hearied  at the gioomuy }.‘r(?"{lﬂ‘e’
es, 1 Lave seen thew. 1 shall not  before him.  Sjemons sivongly advist ol
forget the Tamp-lighters,” y U

young couple to roas: their ['iiic""”,Q?'
promised his assistance if they W
London and started a ucws agencys’ H?tf 3
the young man, who was thed 3 !
Reuter, the founder of the W‘"H’k’k?’v'
telegraphic business which goes 34
name, proceeded to do, and in a FY, Sy g
became a rich man, a baron, and BEET 0
power in Kurope. ;

“The bee is o professor of geoinetry
for he construets Lis cells so xvi(\miﬁmll)’r
that the Jesst possible amount of witerial
is Tormed into the largest spaces with the
least wasts of room.” ‘

“The bee is much more clever than I
thought he was.”

*“The ecaterpillar is a silk-spinner, and
L}

Q—-&AE




PLEASANT HOURS.

U

“Of Such is the Kingdom.”
. BY T.
Tuewinter's wind was whistling,and the snow
~was drifting by,
And the garret windows rattled and creaked
. 8o dismally 3
Tired and worn and weary, watching the
v Jlong, long day,
lying ler needle deftly, a poor widow sat
S‘f\\"lllg AWAY,
Her bmu_tifui face was o'ershadowed by never-
| ceasing care,
For hov Intle one lay dying - the darling she
il eonld spave.
From her work she scemed to falter, hier eyes
5 with tears were dim, '
With God she held commaunion, and was
praying now to him.

COCKBURN,

From the little cot beside her came a stifled,

. mowrnfolsigh s

The widowed moiher bent and kissed her
child so tenderly ;

And in answer to her query, why hig eyes
were filled woth teaes,

In accents sweet he answered, *I've been
dreaming, mother dear.

Tdreawmt a herald an. . -1me in spotlessrobes
of white, .

And suid, * Thou hast ' belicved in Jesus,
Lehold him in his might;’

Aud_the sky it seemed to- openzand I saw
before me there -

The Kiny in all hix glary

and- hostsiof angcls
}?Qudrous fair. e :

e

“Thex. rose the song trinmphant, ’ﬁ'ﬂi&g hea-
(.o vens glittering ha l, . 3
© Al hadl, thepower.of Jesus’ nameé
o Jprosteate fadl;)
And o, the joy that flled my,
. heard theKing exelnim,
Phou hast foved Jesus, little one,
. thoushils e er refgn)’
The throne secmed ablaze with glory, heaven
partook of its shintuyg Hght,
And § henrd him praise the angels that had
- fou hit the noble fi ht,
[hen the herald angel be koned me toward
that heavenly land,
And, ac | awaoke, T was prasing, mother, we
might enter hand in hand,”

;
with  him

When night had spert its darkness and gave
plice tn bright r day, -
All wa peace and quict in the room where
the sutforer lay,
A ueighbour in daily visit-—God's ministering
_oancel went, - :
With angious min and stealthy step, to the
garret of the tenement. .
fhere lay. the eluld and wmother, clasped in
N fond embrace, '
But nstewd of care and sorrow. joy and peace
P were on ench face,
rom cold and want and bunger, their souls
had taken flight,
with the cventide had Il{LSSC(l from
darkness into light.

And

e Sl

THE WILLING CAPIIVE.
BY MAY KVANS.
le‘If"“WB.s a sultry summer n,f_ternonn, not &
l~d was stirring, cven the birds seemed to
Ve retived to Lheir nests Lo takea map,  Ab
leastso little Jack and Bessie Warren thonght,
A8 they s.t on one of the big hranches of the
’ i\lll apple-tree.  This treeDw;m a favourite
it of the children’s, and many a happy
hour way spent there ; Bessie with her doll,
and Jack with his favourite story-book,
! “Yes,” Jack had said, 1 think they
ave, for douw’t big foiks take naps in the
:wat“"l‘n(mn, and perhaps birds do the same.
hey made a pretty picture, those two little
“hildren —gix-year-old Bessie, with her red
‘“‘Gss, white p'inufnru and big wunhonnet 3 and
Jick, who was nine, with his dark, curly
hour an | vosy cheeks. i
“1 think it is nice to think that birdies
l‘:,"k” naps,” said little sist r, after a pause,
Hor they really must get tired ying about
and singing all day.,”
= “Yes,” ﬂ.gwml‘ Jack.
Phus they chatted and played on in the old
tree, until the sun began to sink towards the
west when Jack exclaimed, ** Why, Bessie, it
Hst v}"' past tive o'clock ; let’s hurry home.”
“Yes,” suid Lessie, **or we will be late for
Supper.” }
‘“Let me help you down then,” satd Jack,
who was a perfeet little gentleman, jumping
‘l.”w" and holiting out his hand to Bessie,
who took it and dropped lightly to the
ground, ,
“There wa are, safe and sound,” said Jack,
l}“b{“g mernly. - .
“What s that ! % exclaimed the little girl

i p .
1 ! & moment, just as they were preparing for
iuine, g

<71 think sa too.”

1
iy

“ What?” said Jack.

 Why, that sound.”

¢« What sound » 7 persisted her brother.

« Listen,” said Bessie.  Both listened in-
tently, aml in a minute they heard a sharp,
twitiering sound, as of a bird in distress,

« 1 believe itis a bivd,” said Jack, * let us
see if we can find where itis.”

They looked around, but could sce nothing.

At lust Bessie said, *“1 believe it is quite
near us now, do you hear ity

He i, and hastening forward saw a sight
which iilied his kind heart with pity, and
brousht the tears to Bessic’s eyes.

It was a poor little bird with its foot canght
in some string which was tangled tn o Lranch.
Tt was flapping its wings and trying to get
free, but in valm

“(an’t you get it out, Jack 77 said Dessie,
who bLid great faith in her Lrother's powers.

“Yegs, [ think [ can, but what weuld | put
itin? queried Jack.

¢ \We have an old cage at home, haven’t

asked Bessie, **shall [ goforit? »

we?”
ik

«Oh yes. only don’t be long.

Off ran Bossig, while Jack tried to think of
some way of freeing the poor little bird, with-
out hurting it any more, and had just sue-
cecded, and was holiting it tenderly in his
Leunds when Bessie returned, all out of breath
from running so fast.

¢ Here it1s, here it is,” she said, ¢« found
it in the shed, and what a sarprise it will be
for mother!”

She set the cage on the ground, and under
Jack's instructions put some soft grass and
moss on the bottom, then Jack laid the little
bird garef. Ly on it

© Now, I think it is tine to go home,” said
Jack.

They went as quickly as possible on account
of the hird.

Mrs, \Warrven had just sat down for a few
minutes’ rest after a busy day, waiting for
her husbanil to return from his work, when
Jossie came running in breathless and excited,
a httle ahead of Jack.

¢« Mother, mother, see what Jack has got,”
she cried all ina breath.

Mrg, \Warren was a good deal surprised at
this, aml got up to see what it all meant,
when Jack cune inand laid the cage on the
table, where he surveyed it with an anxious

eye. . e
¢« \Vhere dil you get it, sonny ? anulred
Lis mother. i

« Foand it, mother,” and Jack told all
abont it, ending up with a request to keep it

o Well, I don't know about that,” sai(ll Mrs.,
Warren. ) S
« But its poor little leg is hurt, mother,
said Jack and Bessie, both together.

«\Vell, | guess you can keep it and nurse
it well,” said their mother, with a smile.

The childiren thanked her, and then bound
up the bird's foot with soft linen. J_au:l;
gave it some crunt led bread a.nd.f_l. little
water, which it ate gratefully and with ap-
parent relish. :

Just then, Mr.
course the story h

Warren came in, and of
ad to be told to him alxo.

o1 i a wild cacary.” he said, in answer
to a question from J:u:k‘; “and,” he added,
¢ it has evidently Leen in that state for sume
time.” ) ) )

Jack and Bessie expressed their feelings in
ohs and ahsof sympathy and regret. i

They all sat Jown to tea then, and immedi-

ely afte
{tl]t)éebtwo went to look at their pet, who seeme;
go weak and languid as to be scarcely able to
hold up its poor little head. However, n &
dayor two it bevan to recover from the effects
of its exhaustion and exposure, and _beca,m’e
very tame. It would eat from the children’s
hands, and was appavently as fond of theni as
: were of it.
Lhi\)n'\;, indeed, poor Bessie began to dread
the time when it must he set free, for mother
and father both aglwed that it would be eruel
a wild bird in a cage.
v li(lejﬁlpy l:\n anxious discussion had Ji?,ck and
PBessie abont what wenld become of it wh.en
it was set at liberty, and Bessie often s.id,
] wonder if it has any mother or futhe‘x“ to
go to? » and Jack would answer, Of
course,’ 80 Bessie was C()ll\folltet‘. )

At last the much (1[‘&’&5(1(‘(] time arrived, a‘r}d
very unwillingly Bessie gthmtted that | 1p‘
{as they had named the l)m.ln was nulon‘gm
an invalid, so going out into the garden,
Jack held the cage in bis hand, '\\'nhk.lns
finger on the latch of the door, Bessic looking

i ast-filling eyes. .
OllJ‘:L;tl:]()f[:ellctl th% dl)lOl‘. and birdie ﬂewla,wz.my
to the branch of a tree near by, cvidently re-
]m‘c‘x&%(;:;_;,tiel’lbfi!)itg- good-bye,” murmured
Resste, amil as they went slowly b:\ckf touthe
hounse they tried .hﬂrd to be hra,\"e, or they
felt the loss of their pet very sore y.

Mother symp:\t-hvzeri with them,
all she could to com

and said

fort them.

¢ this important business was over,

They could not bear to look at the emply>

cage, 80 they put it on theshelf out of sight.

They found it hard work to go 10 slecp that
pight, being so full of the thought of where
their litde foundling was now, and if it had
found a nice nest to sleep in.

When the children woke up next morning
they did not hasten so eayerly downstairs
as usual, knowing that they would not be
welcomed by a cheerful chirp from their pet

bird, But a delightful surprise awaited
them !
Upon entering the kitchen their mother

met them with o smile. * There is an old
friend of yours at the door who is waiting t@
see you,” she said.  The children stared ok
each other, wondering who it could possibly
be !

“«Come and see 1" said their mother, open-
‘ing the door, and they could scarcely believe
their eyes ! .

There, hopping around on the ground, was
their little Pip, who, as soon as it saw them,
flew up and alighted on Bessie’s shoulder,
c¢hirping round into her face as much as to
say, ‘“Is breakfast ready? I'm hungry.”

No words can express the delight of the
children. Jack flew for the cage, and putting
fresh water and seed in the little vessels, and
a lump of sugar for a treat, he hung it in its

- old place and left the door open, so that the

bird could see it.

" He held Pip up as high as he conld, and it

* flew in, und begau eating its breakfast, while

Bessie ran for a

fresh bunch of chickweed
for dessert. :

So interested were the children that Mrs. i

Warren contd _scarcely induce them to come
to their own breakfast, and their father and
mother hardly recognized in them the same
solemn litile couple of the previous evening.
By their parents’ advice, they left the cage
door open so that the bird could go in and out
fre-ly, but they had the pleasure and satisfac-
tion of seeing that by their kindness they hud
comypletely won the confidence of the little
stranger, and that as the winter season drew
near it became more and more tame, so that
when they brought the cage in for the winter,
lirtle Pip was once more their ** Willing
Captive.”
Hamilton, Ont.

DO YOU MEAN IT, BOYS?
_BY J. MERVIN HULL.

THERE are two incidents connected with
one of -the playmates of my boyhood days
which T remember very clemly.  The first
occurred -during our early school-days.

1t was Friday afternoon, when our
division was called upon to *‘speak pieces,”
and as the teacher spoke his name, John
stepped lightly upon the platform. T can
see every feature of his face as well as if 1
had his photograph before me.  His fresh,
boyish cheeks were flushed with the excite-
ment of facing the pupils, his form was
erect, and his dark eyes Hashed as he Legun
to recite, in a ciear musical voice, N. P.
Willis’ fine poem, ** A Spell of Madness.”
I can see again the untraimed but earnest
gestures with which he emphasized the
solemn warning of the last verse .’

¢ Then dash the brimming cup aside,
And spill its purple wine;
Take not its maduess to thy lips,
Let not its curse be thine.
"Tis red and rich  but grief and woe
Lie hid those purple depths below.”

The speaker and poem impressed me so
much that the scone became fixed in my
memory, to be sadly recalled in later years.

While we were still boys, John went
with his parents to live in another State,
and it was, perhaps, fifteen years before I
saw bhim again. :

While on a journey, I stepped from a
train at a railroad junction, and the first
person I saw was John. 1 recognized him
instantly, and yet e was fearfully changed.
His youthful form was distended to the
unhealthy fulness of the beer drinker ; his
cheeks looked putly and unwholesome, and
his dull, watery eyes sought the ground
when 1 gave him an old-time greeting as 1
hurried along to catch my train.  The sad
story of his downward career was plainly
written upon him from head to foot, and as
the train bore me swiftly away, I remem-
bered our hoyhood days, and 1 wished that
John had not forgotten the poem that he
recited so well. )

Perhaps this sketch will be read by many
boys whao are learning just such pieces to

- dangers of alechol,

speak.  Thousands of you are gachered
into tempersnee organizations, where you
march to telperance music, carry Lem}‘}el'—
ance bauners, sihy temperance Songs, speak
temperance picces, wind are taught the
Boys, do you mean it ?
Ave you in earnest about these things, or
do they become s mere routine of excreises
which yon mean to cast off hy-and.-lye?
If you are in earnest about these things,
they will become a wall of protection to
keep the tempter from you By-aud-tye;
but if’ you are careless and forgetful, wiil it
be strange if some follow 1n the footsteps

of poor John ?

ON BEING PLEASANT.

8ays Mr. Thackeray about that nice
boy, Clive Newcume, ‘1 don’t know that
Clive was especially brilliant, but he was
pleasant.”

Oceasionally we meet people to whom it
seems to come natural to be pleasant ;
such are as welcome wherever they go as
flowers in May, and the most charming
thing about them is that they help to
make other people pleasant too, Their
pleasantness is contagious.

Thé other morning we were in the midst
of a three days’ rain. The fire smoked,
the dining-room was chilly, and when we
assembled for breakfust, papalooked rather
grim and mamma tired, for the baby had
been restless all nicht. Toly was plainly
inclined to fretfulness, and DBridget was
undeniably cross, when Juck came in with
the breakfast rolls from the baker's... He
had taken off his rubber coat and boots in
the entry, and he came in rosy and smiling.

*“Here's the paper, sir,” said-he to his
father w:th such a cheerful tone.that his
father's brow relaxed, and he said, ‘¢ Ah,
Jack, thank you,” quite pleasantly.

Ilis mother looked up at him smiling,
and he just touched her cheek gently as
he passed.

“The top of the morning to you, Polly-
wog,” he said to hia little siater, and de-
livered the rolls to Bridget with a ‘ Here
you are, Bridget. -Aren’t you sorry you
didn’t go to get them yourself this beauti-
ful day ?” Coe

He gave the fire a poke and opened a
damper. The smoke ceased, and preseptly
the coals began to glow; and five midutes
after Jack came in we had gathered around
the table and were eating our oatmeal as
cheerily as possible.  This seems very
simple in the telling, and Jack never knew
he had done anything at all, but he had in
fact changed the whole moral atmosphere
of the room and had started a gloomy day
pleasantly for five people.

“Ile is always s0,” said his mother
when I spoke to her about it afterwards,
+¢ just 8o sunny and kind and ready all the
time. I suppose there are more brilliant
boys in the world than mine, but none
with a kinder heart or a sweeter temper ;
I am sure of that.”

And I thought, ** Why isn’t such a dis-
gositiun worth cultivating? Isn’t it one’s
uty to be pleasant, just as well as to be
honest or truthful, or industrious or gener-
ous? And yet, whileare therea g« od many
honest, truthful, industrious, and generous
souls in the world, and people who are un-
selfish too after a fashion, a person who is
habitually pleasant is rather a rarity. 1
suppose the reason is because it is such
hard work to act pleasant when one feels
Ccross.

People whose dispositions are naturally
irritable or unhappy think it is no use try-
ing to be otherwise ; but that is a mistake.
Anyone can be pleasant who wants to.  1If
one will patiently and perseveringly try to
keep always pleasant, after a while .one
will get in the habit of smiling instead of
frowning, of looking bright instead of
surly, and of giving a kind word instead of
a cross one. And if some of the boys who
read this should chance to be of the kind
who only act pleasant when they feel like
it, I wish they would think of what I'say,
and try and see if I am not right. And
the beauty of it is, as 1 said before, that
pleasantness is catching, and before long
they may find themselves in the midst of a
circle full of bright and happy people,.
where everyone is as good-natured and
contented as they are.
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LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.
LESSONS FROM THE LIFK OF OUR LORD.

LESSON IIL
WATCHFULNESS,
Matt. 24, 42.51.

A.D. 30.) {April 21

Memory verses, 44-46

Gorprs TEXT.
Take yeheed, watchand pray. —Mark 1333
OCTLINE

1. Faithfulness, and its Results, v. 42.47.
2 Neglect and its Results, v 438.51.

Tiek —The alternoon of Tuesday, April 4,
A.D. 30; the third day before our lLord's
death.

Prace.—The Mount of Olives.
RuLERs —Tiberius, emperor at Rome. Pon-
tius Pilate, procurator of Judea. Herod

Aantipas, tetrarch of Perea and Galileo.
Caiaphas, hugh priest of the Jews.
Houx Rravives
A, Watchfulncss —Matt 23 49.5].
Tw. The ten virgins. —Matt. 25 1-13,
W. Ready. —Luke 12, 31-40.
TA. Not ready.—Luke 12 4148
#. Pray always. —Luke 21. 29.36.
8. Spiritual watchfulncss. —1 Thess. 5. 4-11.
St The day will come.—2 Poter 3. 9-18.

QozsTioNs ror HoMe Stroy.
1. fhithtulne-s and its Results, v. 42 47,
What cayings of Jesus led to this dis~ourse?
Verse 2

Song for Baster-
BY MRS
‘Tux uny buds begin to wake,

As awift the kisses of the sun
Fall on each nesthing head,
‘ \We must rise,” they say.
*‘Fo meet the spung’sbicthday 17

The secret messge hear ;
We catch the answer floating back,

* Homewaed we fly aud sing,
Sing for the beauteous sprin -

And stall our hearts alone be still,
\When sky and stream, bright b.rd
And flowers, and Gol's swest

;race are oura?
Nay, let glad thanks be heard ;
**We wake, we live, wesing
To greet our rison King! ™

LUTHER KEENE,

thetr dark, cold bed,

birds in distant clime -

lad and clear:

What three questions did the disciplesask *
Verse 3.

What was Jesus’ answer to the first Gues-

tion? Verse 36.
What duty is then commanded ?
\\:hnt motive is set before us?
When will anyone watch against thieves?
How will such watchfulness result ¥
Why should we be always ready for the
commg of Christ?
_What honour bas a faithfal servant from
his master?
When is this servant blessed ?
What reward will he then recerve?
What says Jesus about his own coming?
Sc:\_}:cv. 16 15.
at njuaction ought we all heed?
Golden 'I'cil.) 8 to feed

2 Negleet, and its Results, v. 45 51.

What will an evil zervant sav to himself?
MWhat evil condu.t will he fall mzo?
What surprise will overtake him?

What putushment will come on him ?

Where will the neghy, oY
. gligent scrvant bo cast?
See Matt. 25.30, © ©

W tiat expressions of sorrow will follow?

Teacuises of Tur Lissos.
What are we taught 1n this lesson—

1. About Jesus coming again?
2. About the tune of l?is%.;ming!
3. About our duty 1n view of Ins coming?

Tur LessoN Catecwisa,

the househalder who did not guard his honse *
It micht be broken ato. 2. Whatdid he sy
would happen to the evil sersant who
voglectad his duty?! He would be cat

1. What doos Christ say micht happen to

asunder. 3. What lesson did
Jesus teach from these two
lustrations?  **Therefore,
be yo also ready.” 4 \What
dud he eall such a one who
was always resdy for his
coming? ‘*A faithful and
wise servant.” 6 What did
he s1y which showa that these
teachings were meant fur
more than the twelve to
whom he spoke? **What [
say unto youu I say unto all,
Watch.” ~ 6. What is the
GuldenText ? ** Jake yo heed,
watch and pray.”

DocTRINAL  SUOGGESTION —
The second coming of Chzist

CaTEchISM QUESTION,

Does tho law of God prom-
ise the par.lon «f sin to thuse
wno have traunsgressed it?

No; pardon is promised
only in the Gospel, and
through faith in our Lord
Jesus Chriat.

Ayt st ———

JAPANESE CHILDREN.

Tae Japanese are trained
to civility from babyhowd.
Befure a baby can speak, 1t
is taught to lift the hand
to the forchead on receit-
g a gift. Should a cluld
fail to make this signal of
respect and gratitude, it
would be reproved by some
bystander.

Mr. Albert Tracy, who

rambled through  Japan
without a guide, while
strolling about a town,

stopped to see the chil-
dreu coming from school.
They walked sedately
- and quietly with books
and slates under their arms.
The sight of a bearded
foreigner stmtled the first
to come, but they made a
respectful bow aud passed
on. 'The next one repeated
this civility, and then as
fast as the pupils came they
miade a profound reverence.
The innato gentleness of
the people impressed the
rambler. He records that
he never saw a single iu-
stance among the boys of
that tyrannical, bullying
spirit, 80 often observed in
other couatries, that de-
lights i inflicting pain  on weaker com-
panions. Japanese children are well be-
haved, even toward each other.

A Song of Easter Day.

O roveLy day of Easter! Thou art the
dearest thing

That comes with joy and solace in all the
happy spring ;

The fairest Howers and purest, the song most
glad and clear

That stirs with buoyant music the pulses of
the yvear.

Fair is April sunshine; strong tho March
wind’s hreath,

Calling all the little leaves from frozen sleep
of death;

Precious is the fragrance that scents the locks
of May:

But what is all their beauty to the blessed
Easter Day.

Laugh the meadotws snooded in ribbons green
of grass,

Silver-breaxted swallows in long homeward
flight do pass,

All the land 15 smiling with the little flowers
at play,—

But the promise of thy message is more jubi-
lant than they.

Lilting go the bright streams, singing as they

run;

Hide the dimpling shadows from sceking of
the sun;

Small wee lambs are bleating in safeand shel-
tered fold ;

Tho newer day is dawning on the darkness of
thocld

-

=

- T

8till art thou the fairest. When thy !e&!\

pass oy ;
Throll_mh God's silent acres, all the sceds tha§’

10 %
Waiting for his harvest, plantod atill and.

deep, - {
Tbrill boneath thy footsteps, waken from:
their slvep. W

Rise to joy and glory ; rise to hope and love §

Ruso to bioom and bourgeon in fairer feldss

abovo, ¥
Riss to lift and strengthen, with healing
touch and kind, :
The hearts that else were broken, the eyes
that elso were blind ! 3*

O come thou in the dark time, or come thog;
in the bright, K
Thou art the chiefeat treasure of all the year'’s
delight; &
(f all its best and rarest the one divinest thing;
Thou fadeless lily shunng | thou crown an
soul of apring ! K

Easter Lilies
BOCRNR,

O LiLiEs, with ycur pure white lips
Tell me the Kaster taleagan;

How sweet-winged Purity *‘arose,”
By Victory’s hand, in love to reign.

Teach me, how like thine own my lips
From worldly stain may be kept iree,

Calling to hie but purest thoughts,
Like echoes coming back to me

BY LUCY a.

O lilies, with the heart of gold

And heaven's touch of dewy down,
Show e by inspiration pure

His heart of goid and starry crown
That spread o'er eartk: a Dlendingglow !

While angels sang a ** Risen Loid,” |
That Easter morning long ago. :

A4 amd

WE THINK

that every Capadian Sunday-school
library shonld havo for thoe reading
of the boys that entertaining book

I YET

THE LIFE OF
Lieut., Col. James FitzGibbon

BY

ey

i

&£

I OF 1812

B rrior

v

P )

Mary Acxzs FrrzGiseox
Cloth, with portrait 2nd llustrations

e d &

)

T

Miss FitzGibbon did a noble work for¥g
the youth of Cavada in presenting thilg
entrancing atory of the lifs of her grand-#
father, giving as it does so virid sni
account of the war of 1812-14, and of the.
rebellion of 1837. There are lestons of:
sturdy pluck, manly ambition, devotioa ]
to duty, and lofty patriotism that will be;:i
a stimulos to overy reader. Be surel

to get it into your Library.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
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