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HAPPY DAYS.

i

!
WIIAT JESUS BORE FOR US. |
Three crosses stcod grimly side by side
Un the hill of Calvary;
Un each a suffering man has died;
Two for their crimes, the other for me.

Like a lamb they led him out to die
From the shades of Gethsemane;
ile uttered no moan, no bitter ery;
"Twas love that moved himn t¢ die for
me.

On the central cross they nailed my
Friend,

To languish in agony; {

He bore it all to the Litter end, ]

O wonderful love, he died for me! ]

i

Love fathomless like the sea ; :
His brow was pierced by a thorny crown, |
That a crown of life might be given me. |

OUk SUNDAY-SCHOOL PAPERS. ‘
The best, the choapest, the mosl entertaining, the moer

Yeuriy
savu |

Christian Guardian and Methodie: Magarioe and !

“esas - s

p—r - : e -
Canadian Em . e T B
Sanday school Hasper, & 35 . Svel menthly v
Onwand. & flo.. weeki), uneer Soogies. . . “ e
n-’- i nghe cogec o= :

. o . werkly, s s
l-_a!’-.“ig, 73': =

SN amles.. oo azeee v
Canbeam, . Jews than 10 copies e

10 copies aspwands w12z

Dagys, fortnje. 1y, Jess than 10 copics 615
Dew Inroge, --uy' :.2
h—ww‘qﬂr‘-«!ﬂ. . €=
Porean imtermediate Quss e £ 4
Moeents a

;: 5 conla per I
THE ABOTE FRICES INCLIDE POSTASE
Address WILLIAM BRIGGS,

Methoadist feok and FuWiching ilous
210 Richnont St West, and 3 to 36 Temperance SI,

s < F. Hvwsmnis,
20106 =1 Calherine Sirvel.  Wesdeyan ook o,
Menireal. Que. Halifax, NS

Dappy Days.

TORONTO. MAY 10, 1802

| vou, dear bovs, one

! that von eannot throw it from vou.
| God to give you the clear sight to see what
| lies in the enp. and then you will be safe.

| woman who bad sent her lov to .-:-]..-.l'
| wrote to his mother to come, but she sent

| only skirt had already been turned onee,

| took her to a nice place to stay. The day

| thing before him. He won a prize; and

| mother, and said: “ Here, mother, is the
| prize; it is yours. I should not have had
| it if it had not been for you.”"—Christian
. Niandard.

A BABY WITH A LONG NAME.

story says that ke held it up before him,
and a serpent raised its Lead from the
cup, and then he knew that an enemy pad
given it to him! He threw it 1o the
ground, and so his life was saved.

There is a enp which will be offered
of these '1.'_\ . Per-
?.;:in it has ::!r--.:-l_\‘ bewn offered Neo. It
is 2 wine cup, and a serpent lics ar the
bitonn. Do not toueh it! Yon may not |
se¢ it; but }-} ansd l-_\' it will raise its|
dreadful head. and vou will find too late |

A=k |

HE WON A PRIZE.
The late Dr. John Hall told of a poor

and coilege. When be was a graduate he |
back word that she could not because her

She was so shabby that she was afraid be
would be ashamed of her. He wrote back
that he didn’t care anythiag about how
she went. He met ber at the station and

arrived for his graduation; and he came
down the broad aisle with that poor
mother, dressed very shabbily, and put
her into one of the best seats in the house.

when it was given to him he went down
before the whole audience and kissed his

A missionary in Africa writes about a
baby with a very long name, Ntambu
Nzangabnka. She tells us how this baby
takes its morning bath: “ Oze morning 1 i

| heard the baby crying as if its hitle heart |
' would break; and 1 went to se¢ what |

could be the matter with it, and founq its |

. mother washing it in front of her house. |
| And de you think that she bad a nice

' little bath-tub, and scented soap and warm

THE SERPENT IN THE CUP

There is an old story toid of the holy
St. John, whe, vea remember, was the
disciple whom Jesus loved.  lHe lived to
be a very old man. and he grew to be very
pure and saintly. as he came near his
beavenly bome. This may not be a true
story, but it has in it a good and true
lesson.  Although St John was so gond,
there were many people to hate him, and
some even wanted to kill him. Onee an
enemy gave him a zlass of wine to drink,
when he was tired and faint. It looked
like a kind act, but it was not, for a poison
was mixed with the wine which wonld

! ywater?

O 1! She Leld the baby up on
its little feet, and was pouring cold water
over it by handfuls. The poor baby was
screaming at the top of its lungs, and
fighting against the cold water as hard as
it could; bui the mother paid no atten-
tion to that, and went on with the wash-
ing. Did she have nice, warm flannel
cloths with which to dry it, and others in
which to wrap it?  No, but when the
washing was over she lifted the baby up.
and with her mouth blew vigoronsly into
its eves and cars to drive out the water,
and that was all the drving it got. Then

cawe ronnd its neck, and one round each of
its wrists and ankles. The air and the

| sun did the rest of the drying.”—Sun-

Leam.

A GOOD DAY.

“ Tired of play! tired of play! What
Last thou done this livedong day ? ™ sang
namma.

Bobby was sitting in papa’s great chair.
There was a pillow behind him, his toys
lay all about. It was growing dark; soon
Nurse would come to put him to bed.

Jut first mamma eame and took him in
her arms, and sat down in the chair with
Bobby on her lap. “ What has my little
Iln_\‘ done lﬂ-dl.v'” she said.

Bobby did not answer. He had such a
<hort little memory that he could not tell
alwmt the morning. Ie only remembered
how he had been playing with his train of
cars, and how Nurse had given him a2 wee
sponge-cake with his bread and milk. He
caddled down in mamma’s soft arms, and
mamma remembered for him.

She remembered how he came running
to her bedside in the early morning and
waked her with soft kisses: how he had
not eried while he was being dressed,
although Nurse pulled his hair in comb-
ing out the tangles, Int had been patient
bevause she had asked him to be her good
boy to-day.

She remembered how he picked up all
the buttcns for her when she upset her
button-box, and how, when he did not
mind at onece, he soon came to say that he
we s sorry and to ask to be forgiven.

These were all pleasant things to re-
member; and mamma kissed the soft,
sleepy little face that was pressed agzinst
Yer shoulder, and thanked God for giv-
ing her this baby bov. For, little as
Bobby is, he has begun to try an®® be

wood.  Very, very little children may deo
that. They may check their nanghty

tempers, be helpful to mamma in little
ways, be gentle, keep back eross words.

His name was Robert, and he insisted on
being called by it. Robbie and Bobbie, and
1ioh and Bob were well encugh for other
lwovs, but this boy would answer only to
Iobert, the whole Robert, and nothing but
lobert.  Robert was out in the garden
weeding the lwet-bed. when his mother
stepped out on the piazza and called:
“ Robert, Robert, it’s time to come in and
zet ready to go”  Robert jumped up,
fired a handful of chickweed at the family
cat, and came running into the house.—
Lessons for the Litile Ones.

Whenever vou see two ways before you
at any point i1 life, you may be sure one

| she proceeded to dress it.  The dress con- | of them is wrong, and it ought not to be
ave killed him if he had taken it. The | sisted of a string of beads round its waist, | any troulle to decide which cne to take.
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