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And her historic time in 

life, Easter time, has “ come 
and gone” and probably many 
a roan, in reflecting on the 
past, inwardly breathed “ Back
ward, turn backward Oh Time 
in Thy Flight” , for once again 
it has been strikingly evident 
that time marches on “ Today 
we may tred on the flow ery 
medes of prosperity but to
morrow totter on the brink of 
the grave.”

It used to be that every
body appeared to go to church 
on Easter Sunday, that count
less Lillies adorned the sanc
tuary, the choir sang that dif
ficult but. exalting anthem, the 

j  Hallelujah chorus, generally 
' the closing hymn of the serv
ice and the congregation stood 
up to drink in the words and 
sing along under its breath, 
witih the choir. . ,

On The
Main Street

How many grown ups re
member when they were very 
small and it was the custom on 
Easter Sunday, to eat one, 
two or three eggs —  some
times more? If pancakes were 
piled on the platter —  great, 
The bread seemed to be best 
w hen fresh from the oven, the 
syrup was more maple sug
ary” and the milk from the 
old fashioned white pitcher 
was cool and palatable,

Easter Sunday was “ Go-To- 
Church Sunday” and parents 
were proud to see the fam ily 
pew filled. When it was time 
for prayer, every head was 
bowed and no one sat up bold
ly in the pew and at times an 
audible “ Am en” was heard.

The choir seemed to be at 
its best, following many nights 
of rehearsals and when the 
songsters in fear and trembling

 tackled the Hallelujah 
Chorus, it was thrilling to see 
the congregation rise and rev
erently remain standing until 
the last note was sounded on 
the organ. Furthermore there 
was no big push at the close 
of the service for hats and 
coats and many in the con
gregation waited to shake the 
hand of a friend and to extend 

4ihe hand of Christian fellow
ship to others in the congrega
tion, particularly visitors. 
Those were in “ the good old 
days.”  Remember9


