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OAPPY DAYS.

S

- Do

“ Why bo tays 80, aud ho died for youn
He wou'dn't dic for folks if ho didn's
love 'cm, aud you'ro ono of ‘em. It docsn’d
munko 8o much diftorenco if thore ien't any-
body to wait for you in your home down
here, you know, ‘cause that home up th?ro
18 A groat deal beter, and they're  atchivg
for you there.”

0'd Ben could not have iold why ho lob
the childish voice run on as he did thad
duy. Something of sho story it told he
budt doubtless hoard before, but it had not
vounded quite as it did now. Tho child
was 8o ture sho wag lelling whab was
moant for him, and then, though he would
nod have acknowledged it for $ho world,
her faith in him touched and plessgd him.
His voice was almoss pleasand, whben on
their roturn, ho eaid to her: “ There, sis,
yeo can run home now an' I'll dhink aboub
iﬁ'"

Dud he really mean what he eaid? Nob
ab all; ho mesnt $0 forged it as soon as
possiblo, Ye$, however uawillingly, it was
& promise he was forced to kesp. On his
second trip ho meé with an accident.  He
slipped and fell, and somo of the drif-
wood rolled upon him, crashing one leg.
Thoso who released him found him uncon-
scious and carried him over to the hospital
ub the Poind. There, lying in his white bed
he had long days for thinking—days when
ho could not stop thinking if he would.
On the wall where his eyes constantly
rested upon it, hung a texs, “ God is love.”
He might have bestowed little attention
upon iv bub for Nolsios words, bub the
toxt constantly recalled her and her story.
More and more clear it grew as earth and
lifo ebbed away. And when he lay ab
rost ab last, with such a smile apon his face
tha¢ no one would have though) cof calling
him “surly Ben,” his fow effects—a trifle
in money, an old silver watch, and his
bost—were loft “to the little girl whe
told of One who loved old Ben."

I WAS SU AFRAID.

O>R morning last winter we were sum-
moned to the bedside of a dear young girl,
who bad been for snmea time eick

* Last night,” she said, “T was so rick,
that I thought I was going to die, and I
wasg 8o afraid.”

“ Why were you so afraid?” we asked.
‘ You are trusting in the Lurd Jesus, are
you nos? Why, shen, should the thoughs
of boing called into his presence terrify
yousa?”

“Obh,” she replied, “ bacause I have nod
been living as near Jesus as I ought to
have been living I bave been careless
and forgetful Ob, if he only spares me
this time I will fry to do bottor”

Then wo told her how ready and willing
Jesus was to forgive and help her. Nor
did wo leave her until her fears were gone,
sud she felt that her heart was at peace
onee more.

“I am <o afraid!’ Alas, how msay
thero are who must use theso werds when
death comes near, or when thoughts of
dying come noar to them! And yeb it is

"not ab all nccossary that wo should be

ofraid. If we put our srust in Him who
gaid, * Lot not your hearts bo troubled.”
it is our privilege to look even death
calmly in the face. Ob, young people,
acceph this blersed Oae bufnre it is tuo lake!
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FORGIVE THOSE WHO HAVE OF-
FENDED OR INJURED YOU.

“ I'LL pay him bask, see if I don's'” ex-
claimed Tommy as he came running into
the house with a flushed and angry face.

“Who ave you going $o pay back?”
asked his mother

“ Walter Jones. e #ook my marbles
and ran away,” said Tommy.

“I hope you'll pay him in a good way,”
said his mother.

Tommy hung his head and said noth-
ing; for he was ashamed %o 8ell just how
mean he was going to treat Walter.

“I'm afraid you intend to act just as
badly as Walter has done. Think better of
i, my son, and return good for evil. If
you do nob forgive you cannot ask to bs
forgiven.

That nighy, when Tummy came to the
place where it says, “ Forgive us our debts
as we forgive our debtors,” he stoppad.

“ Why don't you go on?" asked his
mother.

“I can'’t, I haven't forgiven Walter,” said
Tommy.

“Then you had bstter to ask Jesus to
help you forgive him right now.”

Tommy did so, and when he had fin-
ished his prayer, he went to bed with a
bappy heard.

Danr children, how can yon ask God o
forgive you, while you carry a bitter and
unforgivieg epirit within you. Forgive,
return good for evil, and then when you
pray to-be forgiven, you can feel that God
hears and answera your prayer.

GOD'S OARE.

THERE i8 no mousey quite so small
But mothur mouse comes ab his call,
Aud brings him many crumbas of bread,
With which the little one ia fed.

There are no birdies quick and bright,
Who through the garden take their flight,
But have $helr thick warm feather clothe:,
To shelter them from rains and snow.

There is no flitting budterfly,

No little worm so soon to die,

But¢ finds a bud or finds a leaf,
And eats of it and knows no grief.

No creature is there on the earth,
Bub has its chimney-place and hearth,
With food and bed within its house,
From highest man to tiny mouse.

And who has thought of all of this ?
The loving God! The work is His!
He rules o'er all with gentle sway,
And makes for us both night and day.

THE CHILDREN'S CRUSADE.

LoNG ago &t the end of the swelfth cen-
tury was $he period of the Orusades. There
was a grea$ uprising of children in differ.
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ent parts of Europe; they gathered to- - »

other from far and near fo march to
alestine and iake possession of the holy
gsepulchre. They were drawn together by
gongs and banners and it is said that no
leas than one hundred thousand boys ard
girls lefy their parents and their homes ¢5
go forbh on this fraitless errand, belisving
thad they were followicg God's ~>mmands.
Thousonds of these childrer wverished
from cold and hunger, and many of shem
dropped ous of the ranks, and after many
a weary day found their way back to their
homes, or were never heard of again; bui
the greater number of them pushed on,
and finolly reached the border of the
the Mediterranean Sea. They expected
the sea to open before them and allow
them to march through. They waited in
vain, however, for the water continned to
flow on, and abt last they embarked on
seven ships. It was & terrible voyage. A
storm arose, and $wo of the ships were
dashed #o0 picces; and so we read thas “in
1212 two ships ladened with fair and hope-
ful youths who had taken the cross under
the guidance of one Stephen of France,
were wrecked in a storm ad the foob of the
Hermit's Rock.”
Years afterward, on the island of San
Pietro, & church was buils as & memorial

of the lost children, and was called the .

“Church of the Innocents.” The bones of
the children that were scaitered along the
the shore were gathered and buried inside
the church. To-day the ruins of thas old
churck may be ssen looking oub over the
blue sea in which so many young children
perished.

In thoso daya the boys and girls are not
called upon to go away from $heir homes
on & hard and fruitless journey, but they
are called to enlist in the army of the
King and sexve him jvet where each ons is



