scaling. The seal
might be applied to
any door, and when
bearing the official
stamp of the gover-
nr a violation of
it by breaking it

lock, but consisted
mainly of a cord
taken scross the
door, and fastened
at the ends with
sealing-wax, im-

M'Ilhu‘)e

who came to the

“ SEAING THE sTONE.”

sat upon it. His countenance was like

» | lightning, and his raiment white as snow:

| and for fear of him the keepers did <hake,
| and became as dead men.”

Jesus, the crucified Lord and Saviour,
| arvee from the dead, and came forth from
| the grave alive. *“ Fear not ve,” said the

tomb; “ for he is
risen, as he said.
Come and see the
place where the Lord
lay” On this Fas
ter Day we look
again into the empty
grave. And we look
up also into heaven.
and we see Jesus
* sitting at the right
h.u.-i -—f ‘Jh \laluu"t
m high.”

EASTER JOYS

What  especially
has  afforded  the
world joy  and
peace?! It was the
resurrection of our
Lord from the
dead. There was
Joy on his advent,
and angels jo'ned in
the glad

“Glory w0

the highest! &
18 a real joy
after Jesus suffered

the agonies of the

cross to see him

Culn=- f!-l’ﬁl victor

over death and the

grave. How sad

were all his disciples

and friends 0 we

him suffer and die!

How dark the world

as the Som of man

expired on the eross !

What a  solemn

stillness brooded

over the holy city

as Joseph laid him

iz his rock-hewn

With what sadness all who loved

him spent that night and the suoceeding
day. Grief had settled down on many

hearts who had learmnad to love the Prince
of Peace. But, oh! the joy when it is

announced on the morning of the third

day that “ He 1s not here, be i risen”
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HAPPY DAYS.

Though doubts were mingled with fears,
Yet how great the joy when the fact is
fully declared. Then the darkness fades
before the rising light.  Then gloom de
parts like mist before the sun. Then sor-
row flies from despondent hearts, and Joy
and peace begin  their loud acclaim,
* All hail, all bail!” Oh, what 4 load is
lifted from the despondent friends to know
that Christ the Lord is risen from the
dead, and has conquered the powers of
eternz] darkness and woe.

It is joy even today. The Christian
rejoices in such a Saviour. The Christian
Church hails this day with anthems of
praise, for it deciares her victory over the
great enemy of sin. It makes the demon
of despair rage and quake at this stronz
potentate, who fears neither death nor the
grave. With what jov we should celebr:te
this festival! low appropriate to conse
erate one’s self to his serviee as an offerine
of i‘-} for hi= <alvation !
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The best, the cheapest, the most enteria tg. Liu
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THE FORGOTTEN LILY.
BY JULIA F. DF SE.

“ And I can have a real Easter lily, for
sure, papa? And it will be a great big,
tall ome, with waxy leaves, and I can hare
it the night before, cant I, please 1"
pleaded Chrissy Drury.  Papa Drury
langhed carclessly as he promised.

Before the day was over everybody in
Sinins tenement knew about the lily.

“1 do hope her pa won't be 0 mean as
to forget all about it,” said Mrs. Brown
when Chrissy was out of hearing. “ | hope
he won't spend all his week's earnings
st the corner saloan hefore he gete the

blossom for the Child."

“It will be an Easter miracle, if he

don’t,” said Miss O’ Neiil.

Nobody in the tencument was greatly sur
prised, therefore, save trustful ( hrissy,
when Ben Drury quite forgot his prowise,
forgot everything except his longing for
drink, and stopped to satisfy it

* Forgot the lily, did he, dearie ©* asked
Mrs. Brown soothingly as she looked down
into Chrissy’s tear-stained face FEaster
worning.  *“ Must have stopped a: Pete
Johnson’s place. It's a great place fer
fergettin’, is Pete’s place.”

* A great place for forgetting!” Chrissy
remembered the words as she passad the
saloon her father frequented on her way
to church. She thonght drearily, child
thongh she was, of the rimy things her
father kad forgotten at that dreadful cor

FASTER LILY.

ner. But what was that in the window. "
its beautiful white blossoms towering above |
the ugly black bottles? Impossible s it |
seemed, it was none other than an Easier !
lily, pure and fair, just such an one as had |
been in Chrissy’s mind for weeks. Tt |
scemed <o ot of place that Chrissy dared |
to wonder—it might be—The lily seemed |
to plead with her to rescue it.  The desire

lo so nerved her childish heart to climb

“1t's the lily!” she stammered in an-
swer to the inquiring look of the proprie-
tor. * There isn’t any mistake, is there?
It isn’t the one my father forgot, is it?
O T hope vou'll "sense my asking,” as the
man’s face began to clond. “ I jess thought
Mrs. Brown, she said “twas a

wrhaps
.] haj

great place for forgetting, and my paps,
he promised 10 get it for ne.”

“ You're Ben Drury’s girl, ain’t you ¢
asked the man, and his voice did net
sound angry. *So he forgot, did he:
And vou think it's a great place for fe:
gettin'—well, I ecant help that. What
do you want of the lily, anyway (”

Clrissy managed to make tearful ar-
swer.

“The chapelt  Well, you ain't big
enough to carry it, a little sissy like you.
I'm glad enough to get rid of the lily.
It's hurt busivess more’n it’s helped—-
don’t make the other goods look any bette:
‘long side of it, and seems to scare som:
folks somehow. Say, some of you fel-
lows "—turning to an idle group of men-
“take a hand and earry it for the littl
thing.”  But the men shook their
heads, and answered: “ Do it
Yerself, Pete, von ain't goin’ ter
gt us inter no  Sunday-schoo
business,  So don’t be foolin’ ver

The saloon man turned indig
mantly upon  them, his  better
nature touched by the child's
appeai: < Well, and I will. 1'd
be man enough to help a litth
thing like that. Come on, child
I'll take it for yer.”

“ Right up to the front, please,”
waz the greeting of the sweet

faced  uperinterdent  as  the
stranze pair reached the chape!
door. “ It's acod of vou to bring

the lily, we needed one more s
much. Do you mind helping put
it in place away up there 7 e
asked of the stalwar: Pete.

Peter Johmson, dealer in vile
drinks, who hadnt been inside
chiurch doors sinee his youth, never
quite understood why he jet hins-
self be pushed gently into the
comfortable corner scat beside
litde Chrissy, nor why the music
and the fragrance of the Easter
blossoms carried him back to the
days when he sat with his mother
in a little country church; he only knew
that ten minutes after the minister had
begun to tell in very simple words the
story of the resurrection be did not want
to go, and did not care if he did lose half
a day’s business. evening serviec
found not only Peter but his wife at the
chapel, and when the service was over the
lily was borne in his strong arms to
Chrissy’s  tenement home to finish its
gracious work,

“ My, but I'm jes’ too glad that my pe
forgot that lily after all,” Chrissy con-
fided to Mr<. Brown the next day. “ For
Mr. Johnson he says he’s going to have a
place on that corner, he is, that has g busi-
ness as will sort of match Easter lilies,
and things in his window to sell that a
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HAPPY DAYS.

lily won’t be ’shamed to stand side of.
He said he'd been thinkin' about it a good
deal, but the lily and me, we just settled
it for him. Its jest like a fairy tale, isn't
it and, the best of all, he says I did him
such a good turn—though I don’t see what
1 did—that he’s goin’ to try and heip cure
wy papa of his awful fergettin’.”

EASTER TIME.
Buds upon the bushes, leaves upon the

trees,

Daisies on the hillside, perfume on the
breeze;

Happy voices singing; tuneful bells
achime

Glad eyes looked npward—this is Easter
time !

Little brooks rejoicing, sparkilug in ih
light ;

Birds with wings aflutter in the sanshine
bright ;

i"p the heavenly ladder. hopes, like angels,
elimb:

Pearly gates are open—ihis is Facter time ! |

In the quiet churchyard early flowers

appear;

Unseen joys and glories now are roal and |

dear:

Hearts in Jesus trosting, throb with faith -~

sublime,
Life and resurrection!
time !

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.

WORDS AND WORKS OF JESUS AS RECORDED
IS THE GOSPELS.

Lessox [IL—Aren 15,
JESUS’ POWER OVER DISEASE AND DEATIL
Luke 7. 1-17. Memory verses, 14-15.
GOLDEN TEXT.

Jesus said unto her, I am the resur-
rection and the life—John 11. 25.

LESSON STORY.

To-day’s lesson tells of two wonderful
miracles, of Christ’s bringing back life to
two that were deal. In each case it was
the result of great faith. This centurion
was very fond of his servant and afraid
he would die. When he heard of Jesus
hemttheelda:ofthelmtobqhim
to come. They told Jesus what a worthy
man he was, how he had built a synagogue
and was a patriotic Jew. When the cen-
turion saw Jesus coming he felt so humble
and unworthy to have Jesus enter uis
bouse. But he had faith to believe he
could beal his.dear servant whether he

This is Easter |

' the man's faith and cured his servant be-
fore reaching the house.
| Jesus was always so tender-hearted and
full of compassion. In the livde village
of Nain he saw a poor widow weeping be
cause her only son had just died. He knew
{ her grief, and her faith, and be restored
hier son to her and bade her weep no more.
QUESTICNS FOR THE YOUNGEST.
1. What is a centurion{ A Roman offi-
cer who has charge of one hundred soldiers.
2. What had the centurion done ¢ Built
as
3. Who was ill? His servant.
4. Was it his good works or his faith
that Jesus honored? His faith.

hie felt mnvorthy to have Jesne enter

nse,

6. Whose «on did he eall back to life?
The widow of Nain.

7. What did Jesus say to her?
not.”

“ Weep

Lessox TV.
| JESUS THE \l\‘\!l:‘\ FRIEND.,

|
Luke 7.
i

Arnin. 22,
36-50. Memory verse, 47,
GOLDEN TEXT.
| Thy faith hath saved thee; g0 in peact
Luke 7. 30.
LESSON SToRY.
What a beautiful lesson Jesus taught
that day he dined in the Pharisec’s house.

While they sat at the weal 5 poor woman |

 slipped in and in Oricntal fashion began
to wash Jesus' feet with sweet
| scented ointment which she brought with
ther and to dry them with her long, dark
| hair. She bathed his precious feet with
ber tears of repentance and anoint d
i thom with the kisses of her love.

The Pharisee was shocked *hat Jesps

SO

let such a wicked woman come near him.
Jesus knew the wrong thought in the
man’s mind and told a parable of a man
who had two debtors, one owing him much
and the other little. But he forgives both.
Which will be most grateful and love him
most! The one who was forgiven the
most. So with Jesus. Ths grester the
sinner the more he loves and longs to for-
give, and the greater will that sinner’s love
be.

QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST.

1. At whose house was Jesus?
Pharisee’s.

2. Were they kind in their thonght of
simners? No.

3. Who eame in? A poor sinful woman.

4. What did <he do? Anocinted his
feet and dried them with her hair.

5. What parable did Jesus tell?
the two debtors.

6. What did it teach? The greater
the sinner the greater his love when for-

At a

of

entered his house or not.  Jesus honored

given.

5. Was the centurion humble? Yes, |

THE THREE SIEVES.
© O mammal” eried little Blanche Phil-
pott | beard such a tale about “dith
I did noi think she could Lave
been so nanghity. One day—"
"My dear,” interrupted Mrs. Plalpott,
" betore you continue, we will see if Your
story will pass the three sieves.”
*“ What does that mean, mamma " said

Dlanche.

'“-r‘ur-xf

“1 will explain it, dear. 1In the first
place, is it truef”
-3 siuppose so, mamma. | heard it

from Miss Parry, who said g friend of
Miss White's told her the story: and Miss
White is a great friend of Edith’s.”

“ And does she show her friendship by

er? U the next place,
nnot pn that 1t s true,
< it kind
“ 1 did not mean to le un ind, mamma ;
I I I shonld not like
1 ::':; to speak of me as 1 have spoken of
her.
“And is it necessary ¥
‘N namma: there was no

woeldl for me 1o n
“ Then, dear

tongue

t at oll.”

. pray that vour
mav

werned, and that yon

1y not indnlee in evil speaking.”
STYLFS O} SALUTATION,
Most amusing + the
uters siillz. Th v

r

styles of saluts
2 are a few that
1 to notier :

i, meeting a
riend, shakes his 1 hand, and ingquires
in the mwost complinientsrs terms abwuy
his friend's health. Tie friend shakea
1 answers that he is
well, but calls himself the most abusive
names he can think of, and they Pass on.

The French and Italian genticmen Liss

ind embrace their wen friends when they
feel delight at meeti

The politician. just before election,
meeting a voter, slaps him vigorously om
| the back, and shakes his hand at the same
i time.,

The Gambier Islanders rub noses; and
if their weleome is very hearty, they hold
their breath for a few seconds, and then
give most alarming sniffs, thereby show
ing great pleasure at meeting.

A PRECIOUS KEY.

“I'm rich! I'm rich!” exclaimed little
Rosa one day, on her return home from
Sunday-school. “Why 01" asked ber
mother. “ Because 1've found a key that
will unlock the the door of the storehouse
| where God keeps all his good things.”
“What is it?" asked the mother, much
|interested. “Tt's the Key of Prayer.”
said the little girl.  “ Jesus says “Ask,
and it shall be given to you; seek, and ve
shall find: knock, and it shall be opened

to you.'”

wve recendy been b

The

Chines

his own han

fiso, anag




- —

i

HAPPY DAYS.

TALVARY.
Under an Faste rm sky,
Amid a rabble’s er =
A Man went forth to die
For me.

Thorn<crowned his blessed head,
Blood-stained his every tread;
Cross-laden, on he sped,

Ful’ me.

Pierced glow his hands and feet,

Three hours o'er him beat

Fierce ravs of noontide heat
For me.

“ That will " e made plain,” said mamma,
“and when you have decided 1 will add
i in.urillr‘ and -unu-lhlh;_’ else.”

Now, next door to Elsie lived Mrs.
Denton, the widow of a minister who had
served long and faithfully in the —
Conference, receiving less than any man
in the community, but always willingly
and the small sum yearly was all that re-
mained, and this morning Mrs. Denton
stood by the window neither seeing the
beautia 1l flowers just bursting into bloom,
nor hearing the robins thrilling a welcome
to spring as they sung of their joy in re-
turning to the old apple-tree.

into a life struggling to make a very little
2o a great way. Onr Epworth Leagues,
our Knights of St. Paul and our young
}wn]-lv.\ socicties every where are helpiug
to make this earth nearer Heaven by liv-
g the Gospel—not in words but in deeds.

-Ex.

TRIUMPHAL HYMN.
BY HENRY HART MILMAN.
(Matthew 21. 8-11.)
Ride on, ride on in majesty,
Hark! all the tribes hosanna ery;
O Saviour meek, pursue thy road

Thus wert thou made all mine:

Lord, make me wholly thine;

Grant grace and strength divine
Tn me.

In thought and word and deed

Thy will to do. Oh, lead

My soul, ¢'en though it bleed,
To Thee!

ELSIE'S EASTER OFFERING.
BY KATE W. MEIGS.

“ But you know I am planning this my-
self, mamma, and T can’t quite make it
come out even, that's all.” said Elsic Rob
ertson solemnly, as she counted her pennies
for the twenticth time at least. “ 1 want
half to go across the ocean, but the other
~=Uncle Will's present to me—must help
make some one kere at home happr. Who

will it bel”

AT THE 7FOOT OF THE CROSS

Friends were coming to spend Easter—
friends of her husband—the visit would be
greatly emjoved, but sh¢ had not the
amount necessary to provide for their en-
tertainment. But some one was coming up
the walk and no one but Elsie could call
to the robin in tones he could scarcely dis-
tinguish from his own, and then, what was
she saying ¥

“ Mrs. Denton, I want you to share my
Easter present with me. Mamma sends
the bouquet,” and the dear child was
gone.

“ Bless the loving heart that thought of
a poor lonely woman,” she seid, as happy
tears fell on the generous packages of
tea, oranges and other gifts, and with
light steps che arranged the flowers and
began preparations for the Easter
guests.

This is a true story of a little girl who

| just wanted to bring a ray of sunshine

With palms  and  seattered

strewed.

garments

Ride on, ride on in majesuy,

In lowly pomp ride on to die;

{ O Christ, thy trinmphs now begin

{ O'er captive death and conquered sin.

Ride on, ride on in majesty,

The winged squadrons of the sky

Look down with sad and wondering eyes
To see the approaching sacrifice.

Ride on, ride on in majesty,

Thy last and fiercest strife is nigh;
The Father, on his sapphire throne,
Expects his own anointed Son.

Ride on, ride on in majesty,

In lowly pomp ride on to die;

Bow thy meek head to mortal pain,
Then take, O God, thy power, and reign.




