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HAPPY DAYS.

JESUS LAMB,
SieiNa I am Jesuy' lamb,
Ever glad at heart 1 am
(Ver my Shepherd kind and good,
Who provides my duily lood,
And his Jamb by name doth eall,
FFor he knows and loves us all.

Giuided by his gentle staff
Where the sunny pastures laugh,
1 go in and out and feed,
Lacking nothing that I need,
When I thirst, my feet he brings
To the fiesh and living springs,

Must not I rejoice for this ¢

He is mine and I am his,

And when these bright days are past,
- Safely in his arms at last

e will bear me howe to heaven:

Al, what joy hath Jesus given !
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GOOD LOOKS.

Turke are faces that might be beautiful
were they not empty, telling of a starved
~oul su plainly that he who runs may read.
There are othicr faces that might be beauti-
ful were they not written all over with
di-conte st and sclfishiness.  Au artist who
had secured an uanwilling Chinaman to si¢
as a model, =aid tv him, “ John, if you don't
look pleasanter, I won't pay you.” “No
use,” said Johu; “ Wheu Chinaman feelee
ugly, he lookee ugly.”

This, then, is the secret of au attractive
personal appearance, high thiuking and
pure hearts, that shall shiue out through the
human face and transfigure it.
and rounded cheeks are among the good and
perfect gifts nut to be lightly esteemed.
But only when the beautiful face is the
vutshining of a Leautiful suul has the world
found its ideal.—Christian Advocate,

Bright eyes.

WANTING TO CONFESS.

SoME years ago, the wifo of an American
missionary was sitting on the verandah of
her house in Burmal, at the close of the
dny. A native boy from the jungle came
bouncing through the opening in the hedge
which served as a gateway. Coming up to
her, he asked, with great eagerness :

“Does Jesug Christ live here 1"

He was a boy about twelve years of age.
His bair was matted with dirt, and bristled
in every direction like the quills of a porcu-
pine. His clothing was dirty and ragged.

“Does Jesus Christ live'here 1” he asked
again, as he crouched down at the lady's
feet.

“What do you want with Jesus Christ 7"
she asked.

“7 want to see him. T want to confess
to him.”

“Why, what have you been doing, that
you want to confess?”

“Does he live here?” he continued, very
eagerly. “I want to know that. Toiug?
Why, I tell lies; I steal; I do everything
bad. I am afraid of going to hell ! and I
want to see Jesus Clrist; for 1 hear that
he can help poor sinuers and save them
from hell. Does he live here? Oh, tell
me where I can find him!”

*“ But he does not help nor save people
who go on doing wicked things,” said the
lady.

“I want to stop doing wickedly," said
he; “but I can’t stop. I don't know how
to stop. The evil thoughts are in me, and
the bad deeds come out of the evil thoughts,
What can Ido?”

“You cannot see Jesus Christ, my boy,”
said the lady; “but I am here as his sur-
vant to speak for him.!” Then she began
and told him about Jesus; how he died to
save us, and how he gives his grace and
Spirit to help us. No poor man ready to
die from thirst ever drank cold water more
eagerly than this poor boy listened to what
the missionary told him about Jesus.

The next day the boy was taken into the
mission school, as a wild Karen boy. And
one so eager to learn they had seldom seen.
Every day he came to the teacher with some
new question about Jesus. And soon he
learned how Jesus pardons the sins of his
people, and gives them grace to keep them
from sinning any more. He was baptized,
lived & joyful, consistent life for a short
time, and then died a happy, Christian
death.

This poor boy needed shelter and refresh-
ment; and when he came to Jesus, and sat
under his shadow as the true vine, he found

them bothfin him,

A CHILD'S THOUGHT OF GOD.

Tuey say our God lives very high!
But if you look above the pines,
You cannot sce our God. And why ?

Aud if you dig down in the mines,
You neve: see him in the gold,
Though from him ali that's glory shines.

God is so good, he wears a fold
Of heaven and oarth across his face—
Like serrets kept, for love, untold.

But still I feel that his embrace
Slides down by thrills, through all thiugs
made,
Through sight and sounds of every place:

As if my tender mether laid
On my shut lids her kisses’ pressure,
Half-waking me at night, and said,
“Who kissed you through the dark, dear
guesser 2"
— Elizabeth B. Rrowning.

EDDIE'S TEMPTATION,

Epwarp wrote grandma a letter. He
said: “I want to tell you, grandma, how
Satan almost caught me the other day.
Mamms wanted me to go.out and buy some
tea. I was busy playing, and was just
going to say, I can’t go; send Mamje, when
God spoke. ‘Don’t say that,’ he said. Then
Satan—I knew it was Satan—spoke right
up: ‘Say it, say it; awie can go as well
as not’ Then God said again: ‘Edward,
won't you please mes' And I jumped
right up, and said: Yes, I will, I was
speaking to God, but mamma thought I
was speaking to her. She gave me the
money, and off I trotted. Satan comes
when you don’t expect him; doesn't he,
grandma?”

HE LOVES TUS.

“ Do you think Jesus loves you, Daisy 2"

“0 yes'm,” she replied . “ he loves me
when I'm naughty and wher I'm good. He
loves me better when I do night, just as
mamma3s do. They always love their little
children, but of course they love them better
when they are good. They are real sorry
when their children are naughty.”

Daisy understood. Jesus always loves
us, but he cannot take joy and pleasure in
us unless we obey him. If we do wrong,
his love becomes grief and pity for us.
Since he loves us so well that he was will-
ing to die to save us from sin and everlast-
ing death, how sad it 13 that we should
grieve him by doing wrong! How much
better it would be for us if wa would
always try to please him by doing his will |



