CHRIST

THE MAN OF SORROWS.

Hail ! thon Head. so hruised and wounded.

With the erown of thorns rounded,
Smitten with }
Wounds which may no
Trickling faint and <k
Hail! from
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Angels trembling bow.

All thy vigour an
Fading in this bitte
Death kis
Hollow ane
Faint and drooping there:
Thou this agony and scorn
Hast for me, a sinner, borne
Me, \ln'-\nr'?}‘.'\. all for me!
With those wounds of |
Glorious Faee, appear!
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Sweetest i

Purest honev flow
All unworthy of thy ti
Guilty, yet reject me not;
Unto me thy heart incline—
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Let that ni}'ing\ head of thine
In mine arms repose!

communion know
v sacred woe,
de but dross

ith thee on thy cross;—
- 9

- dving hour

1 ‘.‘.:~ Ged 1

+ without
See, and set me free!
n thon biddest me depart,
Whom 1 cleave to with my heart.
 soul, be near:

HOW JACK WORE HIS CLOTHES.

Jack was en thing pleased him.

]!1~ e ’;of' aave ham the choicest morse ]“
for his breakfast, ¢

he did rothing but tret and complain. At
last his mother said: “ Jack, I want you

id the nreest tovs but

{ mother meant:

to o right up to vour room and put on
i clothes wrong side out.”

He thought that his

turn s

put

wroeng

ame up to him, there
and funny-looking
bov. all linings an :ams and ravellings
before the glass. wondering what his
but he was not quite clear

he stood

| in his conscience.

Then his mother, turning him round,

said: “ This is what vou have been doing
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making the worst of mw-r}‘thing.
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| You have been turning everyvthing wro:

| side out.

Do von rr.x”y 1il your thinf:s

| this way so mueh, Jack?”
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t No, answered Jack shame
facedly. “Can’t 1 turn them right

“ Yes, von may, if yvou will try to speak
what is pleasant and do what is pleasant.
You must ¢ ith yon
ners as vou prefer to do with your elothes:
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KINDNESS WINS.
1Y JOHN A. CAMPBELL.

It was a very little donkey to have such
a will of his own. You wouldn’t have
thought, unless you knew donkeys, * it
the small brown animal with the bright
eves and long ears could be so stubborn.
He stood there in the road and refused to
go a step farther: neither would he turn
his head towards home.

“ Oh, dear! What a bad donkey!” ex-
claimed little Bertie, in despair. “ How
shall we ever be able to make him move ?”

Her brother Llovd, with the confidence
of eight vears, ran to the side of the road
brought stick, with
} the ob-
stinate animal’s sides. . ! the donkex

back a short

prodded
better than and he soon
stopped, breathless.

After

last resort, drew an apple from a basket

a moment’s thonght, Bertie, as a

in the little cart, and held it up in fromt
of Dick’s nose. For a single instant he
sniffed at the rosv fruit and then moved
forward obediently and took it in his
mouth.

“ All aboard!” eried Lloyd, and he and
his sister clambered upon the seat.

And if vou will believe it, whether be-
cause he had forgotten his late ill temper,
or because the kindness of his good little
mistress had conquered him, Dick set off
at a lively pace, still munching the apple,
and thev had no more trouble with him
during the remainder of the drive.
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