
8 (280) 1 THE

Children':
Waking up in

Ry Rev. Stuai
Now is Christ risen from tlie dead, and heroinethe first fruits of them that slept. 1 Cor

1 ."> :20.
In the eity of Rethlehem in Pennsylvania

Ihere is a fine i>lil church. At Easter time
travelers come to that church from all over the
land to see the most remarkable Easter celebrationin the country. It begins soon after
midnight with a great musical service in the
church. At sunrise the men with Ihe trumpetsand trombones go away up on the top of
the tower and play out over the city the Hymn
of the morning. Then the people march out
to the cemetery and sing among the graves of
their dead the songs of the Resurrection. It
is a beautiful service and otic can never see it
without knowing what the Resurrection means.
It means that when we die we are not going
to be dead always. It means that someday
Hod's truinphet is going to sound the call of
the morning and the dead are coming out of
their graves to live again.

In the city of Rome there is a great cemetery
where the early Christians used to bury their
dead. Sometime ago some men were digging
near there and they found the grave of a little

l,o/l /i:o/l lo rm j?,
.wiu iiuu wiiru mug ago. lliey IOUU(l. WI1U1

what do you think ? Tt was a doll lying there
beside the coffin of the little girl. The father
and mother of that little girl knew that sometimeshe was coming out of that grave and they
wanted her to have something to play with so

they put the doll there beside her.
It is hard to think that God is going to

raise the dead. No one on earth could do it,
but God can do many things that no man can
do.- One day some of the people came to Paul
and asked him how God could raise the deadTheyhad thought about it and thought about

WANTS A PRIZE.
Dear Presbyterian: I am a little girl ten

years old. I live 011 a farm in the country.
I £TO to school cvcrv rlnv T nm in tha titVn

grade. My teacher's name is Miss Velma
llatchette. I dearly love her. I go to Sundayschoolevery Sunday. It is a Presbyterian
cliureh. We have a nice lot of scholars. 1
have never asked permission to be one of the
little writers, but hope my letter-will be printed
instead of going to the waste-basket. My Sunday-schoolteacher's name is Miss Mary Hubbard.Our superintendent is Mr. John Hubbard.Our pastor is Mr. ('lark. We all love
them very much. I have four brothers and
one sister. I am next to the youngest. We are

going to have a school fair the 7th of April.
1 am making a doll outfit to carry. I hope 1
will get a prize on it. This is my second work,
to be carried to the school fair. Well, as this
is my first letter to you. I will make it a short
one. Your loving little friend,

Roxbury, Va. Myrtle Kollison.

AUNT SAIDIE S LETTERS TO THE GIRLS.
My Dear Girls:

I have been wanting to write to you for some
time. I can't get you together to speak to you,
and so 1 am going to write a letter.

What I want 1o talk to you about is the books
iu the church library. Do you read them? Of
course 1 mean those that are suited to your age.

There are plenty of hooks for the children1 *
'

#and many that the boys and young men will
find deeply interesting, but T am not thinking
of either the children or of the big boys now,
but of you girls who need something to read
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rt Nye Hutchinson.
it and couldn't understand it and wanted someoneto tell tliem.
He tolil tlieni about the seed. In the windowsof some of the stores you see seeds, flower

seeds and vegetable seeds. By and by when
the ground is warm someone will take those
seeds and put them in the ground and cover
them up and come away and leave them. And
then after a little while the sun will shine on
tiwii place ami the rain will fall and if you
wateh very carefully you will sec a tiny little
green shoot coming up through the ground.
It is that seed coming up.
Have you ever seen an acorn? Of course

you have. An acorn is a little thing about as

large as the end of your thumb if you have a
small thumb. Now have you ever seen an oak
tree? An oak is as tall as this church. You
would not think that that great oak could come
out of that tiny little acorn that you could
hide in your hand. That is just what it did
Long ago someone took a little acorn and put
it in the ground and left it there. Poor little
acorn! No one will ever see it again you think.
But you are mistaken. After a while that little
acorn came up out of the earth and began to
grow, ami it grew and it grew till it was the
great oak. No man on earth could have made
that tree from that little acorn. But God
could.

If God can do that don't you think that he
can make a little boy or girl, or man or woman,
who has died and been down there in the earth,
come out and live again.
We know He can. And we know that the

life that we are going to live after the Resurrectionis as much bigger and better than this life
as the oak is greater and bigger than the acorn.

Norfolk, Va.

on Sunday afternoons, that while interesting is
also uplifting.some book that will not tell of
card parties, or dancing, or discuss fashionable
dressing, but will bring you into touch with
girls and young women who are trying to followJesus, who live for others in his service.
You and I know some young people like this,

and if we cannot have them with us all the
time, we may meet others like them in books,
who will help us to live the life upon which the
Master smiles, and which will aid us in helping
others to live that life.
Such books are true friends, and we ought to

thank God for putting it into the hearts of their
authors to write them.
There are many books of fiction that we may

take as friends and teachers. Among these I
count Jean Stratton Porter's books.
"Michal O'Halaron" is a good friend and

teacher, too, for girls as well as for boys and
young men.
"The Turn of the Tide" is another of Mrs.

Porter's books that is uplift in? as well as in-
foresting.
There are a number of other books that \

would like to recommend to you and have you
recommend to your friends of both sexes, with
whom Aunt Kaidie is not acquainted.

(lood books are friends, dear girls, if we let
them be, and while we cannot tell our troubles
to them, they say many sympathetic things,
both in times of joy and sorrow, so that an hour
spent with a good book is an hour spent with
a friend who shows us how some one meet*
life's joys and sorrows, cares and temptations,
or who help us to sympathize with those Who
are not so fortunately situated as we are, and
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show us how to lielp thcin. But books are like
people. We need to know something of tlieni
before we take them into our intimate circle of
friends.
Who introduces tlieni to us* Are they companionsthat we can introduce to father and

mother, and who they would want as guests in
OUl" hollies Oil (toil's ilnv! Ai-n +l>.»«r
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character whoso company lias been a blcssiu?
1«» ns. and whose friendship we can recommend
to others
Above all, can we ask our heavenly Father

to bless their companionship to us.
Aunt Saidie believes that if we thought of

books in this way, of their influence on our lives,
we would be more careful in choosing the books
we read.
The hero or heroine of a book need not preach

to show us how to live any more than good
little children in children's books need to die
to show them how to die.
A member of tbe Christian Endeavor Society

took a book out from the church library, and
said to her aunt, who was librarian:

"Auntie, have you read this book? Is it
nice?"
"Why, my dear," was her aunt's reply, "I

read all the books before I put them in. Yes,
dear, it is a delightful book. The heroine is not
a perfect young woman, but she is a Christian,
and is trying to live as our Father wants her
to live. She has to fight self and sin as you
and I do, but she looks up for help. She is an
honored Christian Endeavorer, and, if you want
someone to show you how to work in your
society, take this girl as your model."

At. their next, social session after the book
had been circulated, they had a Round Table
discussion of it, and then decided to make
criticisms of the library hooks a feature of their
social sessions in future.

At that meeting one of the young men said:
"I propose that, we elect Miss Junie Joe an
honorary member of this society and invite
her to our socials. She is certainly a Christian
worker and shows that, she is endeavoring to
serve her Master in the place to which he has
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uuueu ner. rtne will be a good example to us
all, boys as well as girls."
"Oh, but she is too old!"
"Why, don't old people have to be Christian

Endeavorers as well as young folks?" was the
reply.
"Yes, I know that, but they always want to

lead, and most of them are such prigs."
The girl who spoke said it in such a funny

way that everybody laughed, though Cora said
quickly: "Well, it would be better if some of
us were more priggish than we are."
The reason I put this incident in my letter

is to show what one Christian Endeavor Societygained by reading the uplifting and interestingbooks recommended by their librarian, and to
l *

mane it an excuse to ask you all to make the
books in your church library your friends. If
you have not a librarian on whose judgment you
can rely, elect someone an honorary member of
your Christian Endeavor Society to do this
work. Call her your reader.

Yours affectionately,
Aunt Saidie.
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Tis the men who are busy as B B B B B
That, opportunity fleeting can C C 0 C 0

For with wide-open I I I I I
They grow wondrously Y Y Y Y Y

And .spend their old age in great E E E E HI.

The Bible is a stream wherein alike the
elephant may swim and the lamb may wade..
Gregory the Great.
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