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EASTER-EGG ROLLING.

OxFof the droll customs of
Eastertide in Germany is
“Easter Monday rolline.” The
boys angd girls go to the top of
sgrassy hill, and at a given
signal, down they all roll
One gitl has a bow! of coloured
egps that, as they start, she
wurs afier them; they all
seapble for them as best they
an, each trying to get an egg
before reaching the bottom.
Probably the only place on
thiy continent where this rol-
ling iz practised is at Wash-
ington, and here it is only the
eges and not the children that
roll, It usually takes place
early in the day in front of the
Capitol and close to the Whito
Hoyse, where the sloping hil-
Jocks form a very favourable
lace for rolling the variegated,
-boiled egazs. During the
forapoon of Easter Monday it
isthe custora for thousands to
flock to the play-ground, young
snd old, rich and poor, black
snd white, in the most demo-
cratic way, and the children of
sll clssses join in the chase,
‘over the green sward, of the
rollipg and bounding eggs.
The spoiled boys and girls of
the millionaire are seen run-
ning side by sida with the
Joyous -and sometires bare-
footed little coloured children,
and the frolicksome egg-rolling
| asumes the -character of a
great public festival, all class
discyimination being entirely
‘1aid sside. Those who have
witnessed it pronounce the
trooping of the children into
the White House at one o'clock
t0-offer the President & joyous
Eater greeting a pretty sight.

R

PACING THE WORLD,

M;s8 Franczs E. WiLLarp
telly the following story.:

Apout twelve years ago & soldier's widow, with
od boy and one girl, lived in Chicago. The
boy was less than ten years old—a handsome, dark-
eyed, curly-haired, young fellow, richly endowed in
heart, and mind, and having a teue, loyal love for
his ypyother. They were very poor and the boy felt
that be ought to work instead of going to" public
schoo) ; but his mother was a very .intelligent
woman and could not bear to have him do this. He
thoaght a great deal vpoa the subject, and finally
begged a penny from his sister, who wasa few
years older than himself. With this money he
bought one copy. of the daily paper at wholesaleand
20ld j¢ for two cents. He was then careful to pay
back the money he borrowed .(inake a note of that,
hoyy) and.he now had onecent of his own. With

acatere boya aag s budte s
fly. Fretty flowers along the
wiy attract them, and they
hear a bird sing romewhore mn
the woods or they stop to
skip pebbles in the river. It
is ouly the few that go on-—
right straght on—who catch
the butterly we call “*success.”

Well, this boy became the :
best stenographer 1in Chicago. |
When ho was only eighteen
he was president of their
society He then went to &
leading collego and took the
entire four years' course of
preparation in two years, at
the same time supporting him-
sclf and mother by his steno-
graphy for the profvssors. He
kept up his heaith by out-
door exercise and riding _the
bicycle.  He never tasted tea,
coffee, or tabacco, or alcohohe
drinks  Hir food was sumple

mostly fich, vegetables, and
fruit. He had a good con-
science . thero was no mean-
ness about hum.

of age ho beesme the private

course, he had a lnrgn salary.
Ho was clear cut in every-
thing he did; there was no
slackness in his work. The
mentleman who employed higi
u<ed tobacco and drank wine;
but his young private secre-
tary, with quiet dignity, de-
clined both cigars and clare
, though offered him by his
. ewployer in his most gracious
h 'f' 3 manner It is to the credit
1 I._F of the great capitalist thst,
T Ml when his recretary told himn
v that he never used tebecod
: ‘ or liquor, he answered, “I’
honcur you for it, young man.”
The name of this remark-
able Chicagonian is Jerome
Raymond. He is now the
private secretary of Bishop

Wi

A1 wauel

that he bought another paper and sold it for two { Thoburn, and is making a trip around the world.

cents, nnd 50 on. He took up his position in front | At the same time he is studying for his degree in

When he was twenty years 1

secretary of one of the greatest |
capitalists in America.  Of !

of the Sherman House, opposite the City Hall This . the umiversity, being permitted to substitute
was a favourite place with the newsboss and  hey  French and Sansknit for some other studies that

fought the little fellow fiercely ; but he stod lus  he woud e taken af he were hiere, b
ground, won standing room for hinwelf, and went, He was iy stenvampher, on and off, for two .
on selling papers. | yeurs. and T think most taghly of lnm Tt seemed. .

Ho became one of the wmost snecessiul newsuuss | to mo I coutd not do & greater service than to tell

|

stenography and typewriting. He began in a class,  Ix these lives of ours, tender little acts do more |
of two hundred others. When graduated from the | to biud hearts together than great or herote docds;

in the city, and at the age of fourteen hud lawd | you s sunple story.
up money enough, besides helping his wother, so |
tiat he could afford to take a course of study in |

-

course only six remained with him. There is some- | since the first are like tho daily bread none can do

thing in this for-you to think about. A great many , without, the latter, oceasional feasts, beautiful and g,
atart in the race, but few hold on to thcend. They , memorable, but not possible to all.—Loutsa Aleott. A}
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PLEASANT HOURS.

Easter Bella

Swerr bells, that galt aloud = ¢ Artsen !
Follow sour sndter to the skies
He brohe the bars of cvery plison -
Glad hearts gaige ¥

Clearly thoy ting : ** He livea forever—
] Jaft up your oyes and have no fear:
l Holeads  across the sileas river

e brings hicaven near.”

They swing, they chimno + ** Oh, see ! RBemember
Sorrow tself lewds up to hight,
As Apnil follows on December,
Or moru on night.”

Softly they say : * Ye heavy hearted,
Throw all your weary lond uway ;
Ho bure your burdens, and depatted
T'o light your duy.”

They swell, they peal : *“Oh, blest is being !

| He mnde the eye, he made the gt ;

Trust him who formed them both for seeing
To guido aright.” '

They rise and fall : * Oh, Tove eternal,
Tu which all human iife 1s bonnd,
Stream down from azure skics supernal
Tho wide earth round.”
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FIRBSIDE FORCES.
BY THRE REV. A. C. GEORGR.

— -

A cmib comes into a housthiold like a baby-bird
into w downy nest, carefully prepared for its recop-
tion. Every thing in the constitution of the family
is meant o-promote the well being of the ligtle gpe
whose advent has such profoupd significange..
. What wanuner of .child shail thig e t" -may ha

.approprintely asked with vespect 1 every new-born

mortal.  Due considerstion being~Imrd of divine
forces, traditionsl influgnges, and prenatal con
ditious: both physical amld moral, it way ba said
thiat career comes of character, and that character
ia. ohiefly the product of culture. Every thing
depends, God's graces Leing presumed, on the dis
cipline and develapment of the child.

The pareuts may look with deepest serivuistess |
into the face of ths innocent babe and ask, “ls it
possible that this little darling can ever become dis-

solute, degraded, drunken, going down to a drunk-
ard’s death aud dovm 1" The answer 15 chiefly
with the pavents themselves. The ehild is entitled
t9 an axample «f total sbstinepee from the intoxi |
cating cup, and of prongunved tempperance princi-'

ples gn the part af its purents. It is entitled )
i thorough -instraction aa tq the wropg and rywm of

indulgenee in alcohalin drinks and the pepil of tast- ]

ing or touching the nceursed stimulant. 1t s en- i Unclo Hownrd, »n Easter gift to his little Sun
titded to a home so radiant with Jove, so entiched §beam.”  Lilhan hastened heme to tell the gl

with buoks, so cheertyl with compnny, so melodious
witn muste, and so saered with sauctupry services
of puayer amt priuse, that no worldiy, nnd especi-
aliy no unhealthfui and corrupting, associations
will hve any charms in com;-:u*ison.

Homes built on the foundation of God’s Book
are the wmspiration and strongth of sobriety and
godhess,  If such homes were goneral in Cheis-
tian comunities the waste and woe of intempey-
ance weyld be so diminjshed in a single generation
that drunkenness und deunkard-making could be
readily suppressed in all lands.

LILLIAN'S EASTER GIFT.

BY MIRTIE LINCOLN.

Lirniaxy Rayyon was o bright, beantiful girl of six-
tern, the daughter of a poor mechanic who had hard
work (o make ends meet,” as hp sometimes said.
Her mother was a frail, weakly little woman, who
depended mostly vpon her sixteon-year-old. daughter
for help und counsel.  The two chilirod* yonnger
than Lillian were also hev-specinl charge~Tf Willie
“aat stuck " on an example in arithmgtie, it was
always * Lillie” who hetped him out.  If Mabel
tote her dress or seiled her clothes, it was to
“ Liflie” she went for help.  If father caune home
from work tired and cold, it was. ¢ Lillic” who
placed a chair in the warmest corner of the room
and his slippers warming by the fire; ‘i Lillie”
who et hi at the door with a kiss and ¢heerful
smile, till it seemed that she had earned the name
“Sunbeam,” which her father had playfully given
her.

Thers was not another such a happy man in the
world as Greely Rayuor when he brought his young
wite to the pleasaut home lie had propnred for her
in the outskirts of a little town in Vermont. But
the tunes bad been hard, and with Mrs. Raynor's

-poor health, upd'the children’s clothes (which wauld

wear out in spite of Iallin's patient toil over them
after the culprits had gone to bed) to buy, he was
not able to supply all their wants, till one fatal (lny
when Mrs, Ruyrar was just recavering from ono of
her bad lits of sjvaness, and he could not get her ull
the delicacies which she required, he wortgaged
their home. Aud this wasg the pass things lad
come to when Lillian was sixteen. |

Lillian was an arvdent lover of music, and ! -r
highest ambition was to own a piano. Somctimes
shie would sit and dream of the lovely piang she had
so often admired at ¢ Blackott & Rosco’s, dealers in
pianos and ovgaus.”

One dpy she called upon tho daughter of Mr.
Blackett, and their conversation turned upon musig,
and Lillian told her of the piano shz so much ad-
wmired and how she wished she might ecall it her
own.,

“Why!” exclaimed that young lady; “itis only
five hundred dollars.” o

“ Only five hundyed dollarsf?

Litlian lind not dreamed of its ever-being that
murch, ANl her father was warth new would npt
wie ypt to thet. Five hyydred dallars! That
woyld pay the whole mottgage and lenye tlieir hope
frea ngain,  Bhe must forget &Il abqut the piano;
it could never hs hers.

On hier way homo she stepped into the_postoffice,
not that she expected anything foi- herself (for she
very seldom received a letter since she left schoot),
but she went because otliers did. But what was her
swiprise to he handed an envelope with her nume
written upon it.  She eagerly tore it open and
unfolded the sheet, when there fell from it a slip
of paper which lluttered down to her feet. 8Sha
stooped and picked it up and logked at it with
wede-open eyes. Surely there must be somo mis-
take! A bank note worth five hundred dollars,
pajabie to Ilallian Raynor! She ooyld hardly
besvvo her eyes, byt when she did underséand
that she was the pownor of five hundred dollavs,
the glad thuught flushed npon her, 41 ean have
my pana afier all.” In her engerness sho had
entirely forgotten the letter whioh cama with bioe
precions  noto.  $he unfolded it, with hapds
trembling with juy, snd read it half aloud, * From

; news to her pruents,

She opened the door so sortiv
that  the intntes did not hear her hght- step. Her
mother Iny on n low eouch while her father kneit
beside  her with  his face Luried in s hands
Lalhan stepped lightly aeross the room and lawl
her hand on her father s shoulder.  Hestarted andd
raised his head, but his fice was so wan and
haggard he hwrdly scemed like the same father
she had parted with 1w the mprening.

“Why pupa, what is the matter?” she ex
cliimed,

Her mother took her hand and drew lher
gently down to her side. * Lullie, dear, we have
tried to keep it from you as long as possilie,
but now you must know: we can keep it from
you no longer. Monday we must leave our home.
We cannot pay the mortgnge, and it will have to
go.l,

the letter, but now she rememberd and her faee
brightened, and turning to her father said, ¢ Papn,
I think I have heard you.say the mortgage was five
hundred dollars.”

“Yes, daughter, and althougii it seems a smah
sum, yet it is as far from me as tive thousand.”

“Pupn,” nnd Lillian's voice fairly pang with glad-
ness, “papn, U'll pay the mortgnge !”

#You I exclaimed buth parents,

“0Of course,” answered Lillinn, smiling throush
her tenrs.  “Yon didn't know I was afairy and
had subjects who obey my commands, did you?”
And then sho had to tell them of her letter and its
precious contents,

“And to think T should have mistrusted God for
a moment,” whispered the happy wife, “And I
thought ta-morrow would be our last Easter we
should spepd ip our home,” replied the hushand as
he lnaked around upon his happy family.

The next eveping as they all sat around the fire-
side of thejr pleasant hoiue, which they could now
eall #all their vary own'’s,” as Mahbel said, tha fiail
littlo mother Legun singing, softly,  Praige God
from whom all bjpssings flow,” and the father joined
in with his deep bass vpice, angd Lillian and Willie
with t)eir o]ear ringing voices, while even Mabel’s
baly voice Jisped out the sweet strain, When it
was fipished Mr, Raynov said reverently, “ILet us
give thanks untg God for all his hlessings toward
us” Andas they knelt therein the quict of the
evening, ib seemad that the same angel 'was saying
again, as of old, # Christ is visen.”

=T

YIRST EASTER.

Tax first Easter Sunday was almost nineteen hun-
flred years ago, You hinve heard thestory of it ever
somany times, iyt 1t never grows old : .

The dJews killed Jesus, by nailing him upon a
wogeen cross, Albout sunset on a Fridny he died.
Tha next dny, Saturday, was the Sablath of
that country, §q his friends took down his body and
lingtily buried it that same evening.  They did nét

ut it in a ooffiy and cover 1t-with earth, but.wound
t in a fine Jipen sheet and lnid it in.a new
Ltawd, hollowed out of the solid rock. After they
Jnd rolled a heavy stone sgainst the door the
mayrners went pway, and Christ’s epcmies sealed
tha tomb-door to keep anybody from breaking in,
and set.a guard of soldiers about the place.

All day Saturday the spot was quict: But towsrd
sunrise of Sunday, the third day after the orucitixion,
two womon came to the tomb bringing sweet-spices
to anoint the hody. They loved Jesus dearlg, and
were sorrowful to think of his awful death. As
thay drew near the: place they wandeved how-they
should apen the heavy door; But they found the
doar wide open, anid & young man ‘dressed in ‘white
—a bright ange} from heaven-—sat there gnd told &
wonderful tale s . :

 Fear not,” he said, # you wralooking for Jesus;
ho is not here; ho has risen, s he said. Ga quickly
and tell bis friends.”

Then thetwo womon—each was named Mury—
ran ta toll their friends and Christ's friends that he
had coma to lifs, and that they should ace. for

the two Aarys tald this story. .

Lillinn in her excitement had forgotten all abput -

themselves. Exoited snd frightened as thay waers,




PLEASANT HOURS.

i NELLY'S DARK DAYS

By the Author of * Lost in London.”

|

‘ ‘CHAPTLR VI

! DRAD AND ALIVE AGAIN.

v It was spring-time again - twelve mouths since
his wife had died.  ‘Yhe hedgerows were swent
with primroses and violets, whoso fresh fragrance
was full of sorrowful memories to Rodney. ‘The
years, which had changed him so muceh, had hardly

- tonched the face of the country.  Bvery step of

the road was familiar and dear to pim.  Here were

tho nut-bushes, whers he and his brothers hand come
nutting i the autumn, when he was » boy ; they
were fringed and tasselled with yellow catking now,

On the other side of the hedge lay the corn-ields,

where they had all gone gleaning together in the

havvest, as happy a tine as any in the whole year

Yonder was the bank where the violets grew

thickest, and where he had been used to seek the

first-scented biossom for Ellen, before they were
married.  ‘The wouden bridge over the shallow

I] brook, whose water rippled round pebbles as bright

as wems, where he hat paddled barefoot when he
was young—Hharefoot like little Nelly, ouly it had

-been sport to him ; the willow teces dipping down

into the st am the cottage-roofs ; but, above all,

the thatched roof of lus own cottage home; all
seemed to him like another world, compared with
the nowsy, busthng, tewpting streets of Liverpool,
where, in those parts to which he had sunk, there
were none but sordid siehts awd sounds of misery.

Oh! if Neily had only lived u youny hfo like hisown!
dle reached the garden gate, and leaned against

it, locking down the lung, struight, nercow walk
which led to the door. It stood open, and the sun

was shining brightly into the hoase, lizhting up for
him the old, polished onk dresser, with the shelves

above, well filled with plates and dishes. A
lavender and rosemiuy bush grew close up to the

[ doorsill, and the bees were humming busily about

them, He coulil hear also the murmur of voices ; the
prattle of a child’s vuico talking gaily within, out
of his.sight. Once he saw Beasio cross the kitchen
to the little pantry, but she did not glance his way,
through the open door: and he lingured outside,
sgarcely knowing how he should make himself
knowia to his mother, who believed he was dead.

Slie camd to the door at lnst—a neat old wotnan,
C“with n snow-white frill round her face, Jooking out
- through her horn spectacles upon her sunny gar-
F-den ; and Rodney, leaning over the gte, stretched
out hi§ hamls towiards her, unable to speak a word,
excopt- the low, muruared cry, *“Mother ! wother 1
which reached bier ears, though they had grown dull
of hearing years ago. )

For a minute or two old Mrs.. Rodney stood still,
anzing intently.at.the motionless figure leaning over
her wicket, and then, aliost in a voice of terror,
she called out loudly, “ Bessie.” And in aninstant
Bessie was at her side, in the doorway, with her
quick, sharp eyes fustened upon him.

* Bessie ! cried Radney, in a louder voice than
before, “I1 was not drowned, as you thought T was,
I've been almost dead in the infirmary, bue T dida't
die. I've come howme now, a changed inan, it you
and wother will tako me in?

Would they take him inf. They conld hardly
hasten to the wicket fast enough, the old womnu,
with her short, uunsteady steps, hanging on to
Bessie’s arm to prevent-hey from being the first to
welcome her son.  She thiew her arms round his
neck, and pressed maiy motherly kisses upon his
hageard face, crying, “ My boy | my boy !” while
Bessio clasped his hand in both her hands, fondling
and kissing it as if it was fimpossible to express her
great nud unexpected glndoess. It seensed to Rod-
ney ag if they were making too much of him, and
forgiving him too freely.  They ought at least to

-hang back a little fiom such a sinner as he.

“Mother,”-he said sadly, “You know all about
my poor little Nelly.”

“Yes, yes, my son,” she answered, X know it

all; but now you've come homo safe and soand,
after we thought you were dead, wo cannot remem-
-lrer all that: Nelly forget it-long ago.”

o el et e e T R S

AL eried Roduey, with o hieavy sigh.

“ Nelly's bappier thon ever she was m her life,
snid Bossin, *nnd she 1] bo happier now It wav
ool chianze for her 1o bo took away from thore
duty srrects, whete everybody about her was got-
ting drank.  Nhe was novee so well ol as now.”

1 hoow it,” answered Rodney.

*And though the pain was very bal,™ continnad
Besste, sootlunaldy, “she's forgnten at b by now
Blie's never in any pain, and shes angzing
happy as an angel all day long 1 woubdnu fret
ahout thatif T was you. Weve forgot it and now
you've come home agmn, thaugh | wnsg sure and
positive sou werve depwned 1 osabd <o beforo the
coroner  nnd Mr. Rudney, please, 1 followed you to
tho grave.”

Buessie burst” into an hystevieal tit of lnughter

antd sobbing, which she could Lardly conquer, and

AN

‘she ran back alonz the garden-path, leaving Rodney

and his mother to follow o b.u\\‘l} His mother
was hanging fundly on Jus arm ! and before he eu
tered the cottage he paused and litted his old hat
from his head.

“Please God,” he said, earnestly, “ Tl be o
different man to what 've ever beeu ;) and uay tn
at Inst bring me 1o where wmy poor wife and attle
Nelly are gone ! ”

“Iather!” cried a sweet, childish voice mside
the cottage, a voico he had neser thought to hear
again in this world ; “whete is father, Bessie?”

How he crossed the thieshold, and pasad into
sight of his child, ho could nover tl But thee
was Nelly before his eyes, hes wan, small fuc- un
changed, save for n faint tinge of colour in her
cheeks, and a happy light in hereyes. Rhe was by
ing on a little couch Leneath the lattico-window,
adoll beside hor, and a cup of violetson the window-
sill ; peaceful and happy, with a childish paticnee
and sweetness in her face. Her arms were stretehed
out to him, and her features hegan to quiver with
engerness as he stvod awesstrichen and motioniess,
Bessie drew him to hor side, nnd he fell down on
his kvoees, with Ins aray head vpon the pillow,
while she laid her arm about his neck. e had no
voice to tell them what he had thought duning

thesa terrible months, and. with. what « sho.-k of.

rapture it came over hila to find that his httle
Nelly was still living.

“Come,” said Bessie, in & tone of comforting,
“Jon’t take on so, plence, Mr. Rodney. We never
thought as Nelly would pall tuough at all; and
she’s not in any pain : are you, darling 17

“No,” answered Nelly, pressing her arm closer
abont him ; “are you come home to stay, daddy §”

Still Roduey could not speak, for his thioat seemed
dried up and choked. The child’s voice grew plain-
tive nnd wistful.

“Oh! father.” she said, “you're not going to get
drunk any more, and make Granny, aud Bessie, and
me ull poor and misernble ngain? You've come
back to be good, aren't you, father?”

“God help me!” sobbed Rodney.

“\We're all so happy now,” continued Nelly plead-
ingly ; * Bessie gocs out to work, aud Granny and
me arc alone all day, and at nights we sing, aud 1
learning to read, and so is Bessic.  Aud if you'l
only be good, it'll be nicer than ever.  You didn't
mean to hurt me, T know ; never, did you?”

He could not hold up his head yct, or answer her
in any way, except by his reiterated ery, “ God
help me!”

# 8ee, I've got a doll again,” said Nelly in a gaver
tone, to cheer ldm; *it's all my own, ard it keeps
mé company all day and night teo. The dactar says
1 shall nevér walk and run about like other children,
but I don’t mind that. I don’t wmind auything,
now you’re come howe, if you'll only be good, and
never get drunk, and wake us all poor and ragyed
again. [ shouldn’t like to sce puor Granny like
nother was. You'llnever do that, will you father1”

«“ Hush, Nelly!” said Bessie, as she saw Rodoey
shaking with his sebs, *““hush! Father's come
home to work, and get money for jou: and we
shall alt be happier than ever now.  If God wasa't
going to help him to be good, uow he's trying him
self, be'd have et him be drowued dn the river, and

not brought him back here, to be » plagee o us.

‘There, Mr. Rodney, please get up, and sit dowa on

this chair beside of little Nelly.”

69

Roduey diod as shn tohd o, and sat still for a
!tinu'. houdug Nelly's sinall hand Lghtly in lnsown
He could searidy becticove that ot was wot nll ndevam.

In the long, sunny afterneon, with the bees hum
ming nt the Jdoor anl the seent of lavender and
vosemary wif ed in opon every breath of the fresh
sprivg e, Roduey todd them all that had hap rved
to Dty and the great change that had pasacd over
him in the workhouw, and his iterview with dMr
Radford the evernng before,  Then Bessie velnted
to him the lustory of then hives

“Mr Roduey,® <he sadd, * when Jittle Nelly
enmne flying dow i them ateps all ina flnme, T met hee
Just at the bottom, nnel 14 o big clonk on nr waa lent
me by w wounn 1 was friends with, and T wrapped
it all round her, and quonched the fire.  Then n
womnn ns wng in the ceawd shouted, *Take hor to
the Children’s Ho-pital  They 1! do well by her, 1f
she isn't dead.’  Aud I cried out, *Ol! sho s
dead?  And then e and sme nther women car
ried her to tho hogpital, and at st they anid sho
was dead, and then said shed be sure- to die. 8o [
hind to lenve her there, and | camo back to toll you,
and you was gone, and Mrs Sinpson she said she'd
sten you g e ] g off i the dark, and it 'ud be n
good niddnnes af xon never enme back.  And it was
thiee diys af*er they found son-ebody 1 the river
and T w s certionat was von, ared 1 folluwed you to
the churchy vd, me and bolisdy else at atl. And
then I went to the ho pital, and they said thers
was o hittde spark of hope but 1f Nelly hved sha'd
never be gl tor anvrhing And [ <aid, ¢ Never
vou mind  Youumde her hive, and PR take onre of
her after.” Aod then 1 cawe down here, walked
every foot of the wav. and told Mrs. Rodney, and
she sawd, ¢ Bess o s sonn ns that dear chitd is well
enough, her und vou shalt have a home with e’
R0 us snou as Nelly could come we moved down to
this place. aud 1's been hko hieaven to us— hasn't
it, Nelly 17

“ Yeg,” answered the ehild with a quiet smile

¢ But now you're come home as well,” continuad

Bessie, blithely, < it'il be better than ever. 1t was
bad to think of you being diawned. and nover heen
the grod man vou anckr tn hase been  T'moglad
vou've seen Mr. Radiond; and glad you’ve made
iim a promise like me  Aund oh' ['m so glad
you're going to be good and kind again at last,
[ always knew youd hue tlint, if it lindnt been for
drink.”

Tonyg after tho others huud gone to bed, and were
sleeping soundly and peacefully under the thitched
roof, Rodney sat up by the cottage fire, brooding
over his past life and that which iny befors b,
with many enrnest prayers for hght, and strengih,
and help. One thing was certan whatever aother
people might do who had never fallen captives to
drunkenuess, he must never touch the accursed
thing again.  He triembled to thnk of the snares
that would he laid to entrap, and with what wary
and watchful stops he must trend among them.  Ha
could not walk down the village street, or greet
any one of his former friends, whio had believed biwn
dead, without bemng invited, urged and tewnpted to
drink. He could not seek work whers he should
meet with fellow-workmen who would not mock at
the pledge he had taken.  Ho could not even sit
amony sume rehgous prople who would not despine
lnm somewhat for his weakness Whatever he did,
wherever s went, in town or eountry, ho would ba
forced 1to contact with dnunking custons, which
would ussail him feom without ; while within therp
would ever be a treacherous foe ready to betray

hun,  No other sin met with 50 caustaut a tempta-
tion. Yet, on the other hand, hers was hin Jittle

clisld restered to him from the dend; here his
mother, 30 long Woken spirited for him, and with so
few days left which ho could maka bappy ; and
here wus DBessie, constant and fuithful, true to the
prowises sho made, his helper aud example.  Could
he plunge them again into the depths from which
God hand delivered them?l Rodney opened his
mother's old Bible, with the large print which his
own dim eyes necded now, and turning over pago
i after page hie found at last the promise he was
. searching for, nnd sct an indellible mark against it
to luok at m after years: @ My grace is sutficient for
theo ; for my strength is made perfect in weakness.”
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PLEASANT HOURS,.

Easter Morning.

‘T world itaclf kecps Faster day,
And Easter larks uro singing,

And Easter flowers are blo aming gay,
And Easter buds ate springing ;

The Lord of all things lives anew

And all his works are rising too.

Thero stood three Marys by the tomb,
On Easter morning carly,

\When day had scarce. - chused the gloom
And dew was white and pearly,

With loving, but with erring mind,

They came the Prince of Life to find.

But earlier still the angel sped,
His words sweet comfort giving ;
““And why,” he said, *‘ amnong tho dead,
Thus seek yeo for the living ?
The riscn Jesus lives again,
To save tho souls of sinful men.”

The world itself koeps Easter day,
And Easter larks are singing,

And Faster flowers are blooming gay,
And Easter budsare springng:

The Lord is risen, as all things tell,

Good Christiaus, see ye rise as well !

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.

STUDIES IN THRE PSALMS AND DANIKL.

B.C. 1055.) LESSON 111 {April 17,
GUD'R WORKS AND WORD.

Pwlm 190. 1-14.
GoLnzx Texr.

The law of the Lord is perfect, convert-
ing the soul.—Psalm 19. 7.

CexTRAL TRUTH,

God reveals his truth to us by his works
and by his \Word,

Herrs Over HARrD Praces.

BRrm t—The exy —the heavens.
Handyrwork—i.e. His hand-work, the works
of his hands. They show his poodness,
wisdom, power, greatrncss, exactness, faith-
fulness. Day untoday—Day uttereth specch
to day—it is continuous. T'Aecreis no speech,
ecc.— Either (1) they are understood by all
nations and people, for they speak a univer.
sal language ; or (2), leaving out the italics
im the verse, they lave no speech nor lan.
guage, thewr voico 18 uot heard, yet (ver. 4)
their linc is goue out, et T'Aeir line ~i.e.,
sasuring line, that measurcs their extent,
Inthem—The heavena, which are the sun's
lo. As a bnidegroom — Bright,
beaming, glorious. As a arony man—His
work is done easily, jovously. 7he law of
the Lord—Gud's revealsd will, ially
the ten commandments. The -
Printed in capitals, thoreforo Jehovah. TAe

Memory verses, 7-11.

tesimony~God's witnees to what is right | inquired for Jane, and wastold: “Oh, |all you can to-bring others to him, C. W. COATES, MoxTREAL..
and true.  The same as the law. The fear | she got too good to stay at a hotel, | too.—ZEvery Youth's Paper. . 8. ¥ 'HUESTIS; Hattvax. 4

Tux MARYS’ ar THE Cross or Jasus,

of the Lord—Reverential fear. Is clean—
s pure, and makes others {»uro. The suidg-
ments—The decisions. What God decides
to be right.  Whocan understand his errors ?
—(!, lhey are so many; (2) they ave often
unconacious ; (3) they aro far-reaching in
their inlluence. Presumptuous sins—De.
fiunt ; done againat knowledge and in the
face of commaud. TAe great trarsgression
— Leave out ‘‘the”; not a particular sin,
but much sin.

Find in this lesson—
1. What God's works teach usabout God.
2. What more his \Word does for us.
3. How precious God'’s Word is.
4. What should be our daily desire and
prayer.
Revizw Exercisk.

1. In what two ways does God reveal
himself to us? ¢ By his works and by his
Word.” 2. What do his works teach us
about God? ¢ His wisdom, power, great.
ness, goodness, and truth.” 3. What four
quulitics has his Word? *‘It is perfect,
right, sure, and pure.” 3. What four thin
does it do for us? ¢ (1) Converting the soul,
(2) Making wise tho simple, (3) Rejoicing
the heart, (4) En ightening the eyes.” 5.
\\‘l;nt. should be our prayer? (Repeat ver.
14.

CarecHisM QUISTION,

16. Why is this sometimes called justifi.
cation ?

Becanse the forgiven penitent is justified
or treated for Christ's sake as if he were
righteons.

Being justified by faith, let us have
with Goj through our Lord Jesus Christ.—
Romans 5. 1.

But to him that worketh not, but be-
lieveth on him that justifieth the ungodly,
his faith is reckoned for righteousness.—
Romans 4, 5.

HOW JANE ‘WAS CHANGED.

Mg Mooby tells of an Episcopal
clergyman in England who was stay-
ing at a hotel, and was waited on by
a little girl.
ever pray $”

“QOh, no sir1” she replied: *‘we
have no time here to pray. Iam too
busy to do that.,”

“1 want you to promise me that
during the next six months you will
say threo words of prayer every night,
and when 1 come here at the end of
that time I will give you halfa crown.”
< All right,” she said; “I will do
it.”

“Well, I want you to say e
night, *Lord, save n{e.”' 7y

He left, and two months after, when
he came again to the same hotel, he

He asked her, Do you

nnd has gone to the parsonage up
yonder.”

He went to sce her, and as she
opened tho door for hiw, she said:
“Oh, you blessed man, you! I.don't
want your half crown; I have got
enough already.”

And then she told him how she had
ut first just carelessly gone over the
words us she was going to bed at
nights. But after the first two weeks
she began to think what the word save
meant. Then she got a Bible and
found the words : “* Jesus Christ came
into the world to save sinners,” and
the prayer was no longer a mere fort.

*“ Now,” she said, “I am happy,
and I don’t want your half crown.
But I am so thankful you asked me to
suy that prayer.”—Ocean Grove Record,

THE LIFEBOAT.

“ A smip on the sands! a ship has
struck !” was the cry that rang
through a little fishing village, one
storiny day in November,

Between two and three miles out to
sea there were some treacherous sands,
which were nearly uncovered at low
water, and on which many fine ships
hed been wrecked. The day was
stormy and wild, the rain fell, the
wind was high, lashing the waves to
fury, and the ill-fated ship was aground
on the sands) Rocket after rocket
was sent up to tell the tale of their
peril to those on shore,

The rockets were seen, and the life-
boat was quickly taken out and put on
a cart, and driven across the sands that
1t might be Jaunched at the nearest
point to the ship. The crew, with
their oars and life-helts, followed ‘it ;
brave, true mien, risking their lives to
save their fellow-creatures. The wives
und children of the fishermen, and a
few friends, struggled over the sands
through the storm to cheer the noble
lifebout men, and to do what they
could to help. )

It wasan awful time. The hungry
waves looked ready to engulf the ship
and drag it down; it shivered and
staggered with every wave, and seemed
ready to sink in a moment. The life-
boat was soon launched, and started
amid the cheers and prayers of those
on shore, who watched it with strain-
ing eyes, as now it floated on the top
of a wave, and then was almost lost to
sight deep down in the trough of the
billows. ’

After what seemed a long, long time
to those on shore, the boat was seen
returning full of saved ones. Glad
cries and welcomes greeted them, eager
hands were stretched out to help the,
and the lifeboat was pulled on shore:
with many hearty cheers, as it was,
known that all on board were saved;
and that though the ship was rapidly
sinking no lives were lost.

How much we rejoice when life is.
saved at sea, how much we admire the
brave men who risk their lives to save
others, but oh, how little we think of
the love of the Lord Jesus, who not
only risked. his life, but *“gave it up,”
that we might be saved from everlast-
ing death and misery !

Are you in the lifeboat, dear child 1
That is, have you come to the Saviour,
and are you now ‘sailing on over tho
seas of this world to the bright land
on the other side of the seat If 0,

live for Jesus, shire for him, and do |

« PLEASANT HOURS ||

ENLARGED.

Papers in the front rank, a position which
it is now admitted we have won, and won
by sheer merit. Beginning with the zst
of May the PLEASANT HOURS paper
will be printed in & smaller type, which
will enlarge its reading capacity one-
fourth, equivalent to an additional page,
This is done at an additional expense, | {3
but there will be no change in the rates. |}
We are resolved that PLEASANT
HOURS shall be not only as good as,
but better than, any other paper of the
same price in the world,

The Serial Story will be continued.
The engravings, many of which 21¢ made
especially for PLEASANT HOURS,
and the mechanical portion of the publi-
cation—the printing, paper, etc.—will be-
kept up to their former high standard.

Addressall orders,  WILLIAM BIIGGS,

Boox Brawany,
Methodist Book and Publizzi:g House, Toronto.

It deserves a place in every Ohristian
fasily.—Dr. Marcus Dods,

JESUS

The Carpenter of Nazarcth.
BY A LAYMAN.

‘“ Jesus, the Carpenter of Nazarsth,”
tells the story of the life of Christ in a'series*
of short, vivid chapters or pictures. They
are wonderfully graphic and sdmirably.
adapted to interest and impress. They
cover His whole career; they make freeuse
of Biblical language ; to is appénded a
short, telling a{)&huuon; und, in.one word,
it would be difficult, if not pesitively im:"
poesible, to improve the book in view of its

urpose. We wish it were in every houne.
?t is meant for children, but old and young
alike will appreciste the rare skill, power
and beauty with which its successive cliap-
ters do their work. We seldond fee! abls to
give 20 enthusisatic & commendation to any
volume as we should be unjust not to give -
to this one.—T&e Congrepalionalist, Boston. |

12mo, 498 pages.  $1.75, postpaid.

8. S. LIBRARIES.

S. Schools!
S. Schools !

Library books

In great variety—

[Bright and interesting,
Readable and instructive—
At lowest

' Retail prices

{In the market.

Attention !
We have

Easy terms. ,

Send for Catalogues. 1]

WRITE FOR. Pﬂlﬂﬂ“uﬂ&ﬂ'n'l.
SPECIAL OFFER TO SCHOOLS.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

Metbodiat Book and Publishing House,
Toronto. .

’

We are determined to keep our S. 8. |}2




