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Palm Sunday.

vohen, his salvation bringing,
To Zlon Jesus came,

The children nll stood singing
Hosanna to his natne;

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

e let them still attend him,
And gmiled to lhear their song

And since the Lord retaineth
H's love to children still,
Though now as king he reigneth
on Zion’s heavenly hill,
We'll flock around his standard.
we'll bow before his throne,
And cry aloud “Hosanna
To David’s royal Son!*

For should we fall proclaiming
Our great Redeemer’s praise,
The stones, our silence shaming,
would thelr hosannas raise.

Bu¢ shall we only render
The tribute of our words?
No; while our hearts are-tender,
They, too, ghall be the Lord's.

...  HEROIO.DBEDS.
BY RUBY MACFARLANE.

Among the many heroic deeds recorded
on the historic roll, very few were per-
formed 50 bravely and with such pres-
ence of mind as thosze executed by de-
voted, God-fearing and God-trusting men;
and the following scene, which took
place in Manitobs, Is included in the
latter class,

A tew months before this tncident hap-
pened, a settler, with a large family, had
taken up his abode near Dauphin Sta-
tion; and, on this particular occasion,
his son, accompanied by his four-year-
old sister, Myrtle, had been out working
Ir the fleld, burning the old stumps
which here and there made their appear-
apce, Myrtle watched the fires with
childish curfosity and delight, both of
which were very aggravating to her
brother, especially when he discavered
that his work would take him a few rods
across the flield. His sister not being
able to accompany him, he placed her
on the ground, charging her on no ac-
count to leave the spot until he re-
turned,

As she readily promised to obey bis
injunctions, he felt no further anxiety
until gbout filve minutes after when,
hapbening to look up from his work, he
sa%w that ghe had, by some means,

‘LAID IN TRE SEPULCHRR.
« Greater lore than this no man Aath, that a man lay down Ais lifs for Aiz frunds."—Jokn 15, 1S,

climbed over the logs to gather some
dowers, the former having now taken
fire, At a glance ie took in the situa-
tion. Myrue was almost surrounded by
the flames, but on one side stood a tree
which had not yet caught fire.

The boy's first impulse was to rush in
to her. regardless of the fre, but, upon
second thought, he evidently considered
discretion to be the better part of valour,
for he had common sense enough to
know that in that case It would be

utterly Impussible to return with hi«

tmirden Sy, he et one Wope, and
that wus the tﬁ‘n. w3, snlting the actlon

to the word, he dashed over and climbed
1t with a quicknesx tqual to that of a
saflor. but, even as he g so he reatized
that he woas rmpning a great risk, as (it
war ltable to take fite at any monmenl
Howsrver, he kept on. never for an In-
staut faltering.  In hix hand he held a
rope, in the form of a lagwo which he
threw slown arommd his aister's walst
and drew her wp

He was ahout to descerdl when the fire
began 'o encirele the trunk of the tres
The first thing he did was to lower hix
g:ster to the ground, Lut how to manage
himself was dificult to understand.  He
ronlil gee 1o chance uf c&CARE, RN every
moment the fames were mounting highier
and higher He was already almoat
suffocated, and had Jjust given up In
despair, when he heard a volee shouting.
and, looking up. he saw n number of
men hastening toward the spot.

He was snon rescued, and when they
reached home, Myrtle exclaimed, * Oh
such a dweadful, Jdweadful

mamna.
thing happened I went and burnted my
dwess.” And  her mother, smiling

throngh her tears. kissed her fondly, and
thanked God that her darling had been
rafely restored to her

- Greater luve hath no man than this
that a man lay down his life for his
triend.”

Mount Forest,Unt.

Oxlvary.

Under un Eastern «ky,

Amid & rabble’s cry,

A Man went forth to die
Far me.

Thorn-crowned his blessed head.
Blood-stained hin every tread,
Cross-laden, on hr eped.

For me.

Plerced glow his hamls and feet,

Three hours o'er him beat

Ficree rays of noontide heat
For me,

Thus wert thou made all mine;

Lord, make me wholly thine:

Grant grace and strength divine
To me.

In thought and word and deed

Thy will to dn. Obh, lead

My soul, c'en though it bleed.
To Thee!

AT TBE FOOT

OF THE CROSS.



