HAPPY DAYS,

THE LORDS LOVE TO CHILDREN.

WaEN. his salvation bringing,
To Zion Jesus came,

The children all stood singing
Hosanna to his namno;

Nor did their zeal offend him,
But as he rode along,

Ho lob them still attond him,
And smiled to hear their song.

Anud since the Lord retaineth
His love to childron still,
Thougn now as king he reigneth
On Zion’s heavenly hill,
Wo'll tlock around his standard.
We'll bow before his throne,
And ery aloud, “ Hosanna
Fo David's royal Son!"

For should we fail proclaiming
Our great Redeemer's praise,
The stones, our silence shaming.
Wonld their hosannas raise.
But shall we only render
The tribute of our words?
No, whilo our hearts are tender
They too shall be the Lord's.

HARRY'S SLIDE.
BY NATAIE LORD RICE

HERES Rosie with her ma's washiag!:
Wait for her  We'll have some fun.”
‘Thie way Harry's idea. The other boys
thui zht it w good cone  They stuod wut in
f-an. «f the store and watched Roasio as
h c.me up the road, dragging Ler hiavy,
rick .ty slod with the buadle uponit. The
buys began to whistle and call. “ Give us
atilo’ * L:nd us your eled” But Rosie
Kepd Lravely un to the stere She was not
really ufraid of the boys, for sametimes
t=oy had been good natared and given her
Lit ;3 of candy. Besiles. her older Lrother
Dan was jast inside the store. S) she
dropped the sled striag anl ran inte the
store to do her errand.

THE FIRST 1*+LLM SUNDAY.

“ Come on,” snid
Harry, “lot’s have
a glido”

* Yeu'll hurt she
bundle” aaid an-
other hny

T guoss sheo's
.anly taking ‘em
home to be wagh-
el” enid Harry,

it wn't hart
o ony COomo
on'"

He p'cked upthe
gled setring and
scampered off a-
oross the snow to
the top of the hill

The other boys
fallowed him. The
Lill was icy and
amooth. Tho bun
die made a nice
soft cushion for
tho sled. But it
was Harry who

’ did mosé of the
gliding. Ina very fow minutes the bundle
wa? quite flattenod down upon the sled.

By-and-bye Rosie and Dan came along.
When they saw the sled, and Harry, and
tho bundle, they stopped and began to
laugh. Rosie’s bright black eyes twinkled,

“Qood 'nough for him,” said Dan. “Come
on howe, Rosie, and leave him to take care
of the clothes He'll got a scolding for
vhat.”

But Rosie remembered the pieces of
candy. She ran to the top of the hill and
caiied to Harry:

“Harry'" she said, “you better stop
your sliding, ‘cause those are your ma's
clo’es you're a-sliding on. They’re starched.”

Harry jumped up in a flash.

“ Good 'nough,” said one of the boys.

But Harry picked up the sled string and
dragged home tho bundle without saying a
word and Rodie and Dun trudged home,.—
The Child's Hour.

FRED AND JOE

FRED and Joe are boys of the same age.
Both have their way to make in the world.
This is the way Joe does: When work is
before him, he hates so to touch it. Then
he does not half do is.  He is almost sure
to stop befors it is done. He does not care
if fault is found. He says, “I can' help
it,” or, “ I don't care.”

Fred's way is nob the same. He goes
straight $o his work, and does it assoon as
he can He never slights work f.r play,
though he likes play as well as Joe likes it.
If he daes not kaow how to do a piece of
work w~1l he asks scmeone who does know,
and then ko takes care to romember He
eay9, I nevor want to bo ashamed of my
work "

Wbch boy do you think will make a

man to be trusted 7 Which boy’s way do
| you think it weuld be wol! to imitate ! If

y~u donob kn:w, then you must be already
| o rather sad case.

T S A R S MY S S

WHAT THE SPONGE SAYS.

I was born 1n the shallow waboer near
tho Florida recfs. I had a very hnpsf
timo looking at tho booutiful things all
aboud mo,—protdy fishes, sca-fans, sea
foathers, coral, soa-porcupines, and many
curions things which live under the water
Bat one day o small boat, holding $wo
men, came floating along on tho water
Ono tal], dark man sfood up in the baas,
holding o long oar, and the obher man bent
over the sido of $he bons, with his head in
a water-glass. Soon he spied me,and $hen
he reached out his hook, with its three
curved teeth, and jorked me oud of my
comfortable home and threw mo on the
deck.

Thore they loft me for several days, and
the sun beat down upon me until I $hought
I should be scorched. After a while some
one came, and oh, such a pounding and
washing' By the time I was a light
yellow colour they thougas I was clean
enough, and then I was put up in a big
bnndife with some others $ha$ locked jusd
like me and sznt to a store. ,

One day a boy came into the siore and
bought$ me, and now he keeps me for his
bath-fub. I ocould tell him some quéer
stories of what I saw in my firsb horne if 1
wanted fo.

THE EYE OF LOYE.

Tne mother whose boy becomes dissi-
pated, and a criminal, never ceases $o love
him. Sho does not love him for what he
is, bus for what he has heen and for whas
she hopes he may yet become. Nobody
gan gse ng mother sees, and when sha looka
upon #he bloated features of her wayward
boy she sees something $he world cannot
gee: she sees a sweet-faced litble one cooing
in her arms and making glad her mother
heart. She does no remember the pain
and the sorrow and the anguish, the sleep-.
less nights and the days of anxiety nia
wandering couree has caused ; bus she re-
members only the sunny spots in the past
—the days of peace and hope and love,
when the child was like the waser of life
to her soul. She forgels everything thas
he in his wrecked manhood thinks she will
always remember, and treasures up in her
heart only those sweeb memories of her
darling whigh feed her love. If she could
only go back again and lead him from the
cradle out towards the mountainsg of life,
how much more careful she would be to
point oud the paths of pleasantness and
peace, and warn him against those which
lead to danger and death !

As it is with a mother's love, so it may
be with the love of God. Wa cannob ander-
stand why it is he loved ns all so much,
for surely there is no good hing in us now.
“ All we like sheep have gone asiray; we
have surned everyone to his own way ; and
the Lerd hath laid on him the iniquity of
usall.” He hasnot condemned us, bu$ has
done all $hab even God could do to save us.

Surely it must be that God loves us, not
for what we are, bus for the purisy thas
was in a8 before she Fall and fcr thas which
he would restore. _ .




