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THE CRUCIFIXION.
BY HENREY HART MILILMAN

Bound upon th™ accursed trev.
aint and bleeding, who 1s he?
By the eyes so pale and dim,
Strearring blood, and writhing
By the flesh with scourges tors:
By the crown of twisted thorn:
By the side so deeply pierecd: B
By the baffied, burning thirst :
Bv the drooping death-dewed bro B
m of man, 'tis thou! "tis thou! By
Spound upoen th’ accursed tree, B

1

"

Bound upon th’ accursed tree.

BSad and dying, who is he?

By the last and bitter cry: Lie
The ghost given up in agony '

dread and awful, whe i he? It
By the run at nomday jale, I3
ering rocks, and rending verl: S
w carth that trembdes at his dow
By yonder saints who burst their t
By Eden promised, ere He die
To the felon at his side:
Ur

the
‘ Thev
th

+h

Dread and s
m
know ne
» spoiled
» souls he

N Lhe oonquest !
. i




'.!‘rk. i-:;: ';.":3.' e o - 5 e Care o

HAPPY DAYS.

thought Le would go to the woods close by,
and try to break off a branch that would
do for a stick.
vne, but, iz trving w l.n:‘k it, he found
it was too strong for him. .‘.] he was
still trying, some one stepped behind him,
and said: 1 dank 1 can
scized hold of the bough, and broke
”arr} was >’.H‘iu:.~|"— to tind 1t
wateh-boy, and, before he could thank
him for kis kindness, he had run away.

Harry now thought a great deal more
of his rough answer, “ Go away,” to the
pocr boy, and made up his mind to speak
kindly for the future.

Let us all learn the same lesson. 1f we
do mot want to buv of the poor people
we meet with, let us at least speak kindiy
to them, for many of them have sorrowfu!
hearts, and we should not add to their sor-

rows by harsh words.

it off.
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CONNIE'S MORNING PRAYER

careful to

izht I fore going

Many bovs and ;_.’-, who are
“sav their pravers ” at 1

1o sleep are wt so careful to ask God n

the morning 1o suide them through the
dav. Thongh thev do not all speak out
as he did, they are ke the bov whe

wanted God to take care of i e

himscif in the davtime,
Connie was one of these little girls whe
had found out thay she was alwavs happier
throngh the ci:f:. when ‘she asked Jesus 11
the morning to li t;- her do right, and te
L«-p her from doing wrong. One morn
ing she had a fresh trouble to take to God

He was not long in finding |

break it.” He |

was the |

* I'll never ﬁ}'l-lh to her again
there came into ber heart the \.~-r'i~. “ i
good 1o them that hate _\--‘.1." How could
she do good to Jenuie Wells after the way
she had treated her the -i.n.\’ before ¢ She
thought she just couldn’t: so she told
Jesus all about it, and asked him to take

love. That is what he did. And
she went to school she was ready to treat
as kindly as ever. And Jesus
made this very easy for her; for when she
came near to the school-yard
run to meet her but Jenuie, who put her
arm around her neck and said : ©“ O Connie,
I know it was real mean for me to talk
the way I did yesterday. Won't you for-
give me? | am so sorry I siid it.” And
the two girls were the best of friends
from that time.

-It'hhi('

SEVEN LAST SAYINGS OF CHRIST

* Father, forgive them, they kmow
not what they do.” (Luke 23. 34.)

. “Verily, I say unto thee, to-day shait
thou be with me in paradise.” (Luke 23.
13.)
| 3. *“ Woman, behold thy son!”
{19, 26.)

: .“\ God!
forsaken me
* 1 thirst.”

(John

my God! why hast thou
(Mazt. 27. 46.)

'Ju‘lll 19. 25.)
6. “ It is finished.” (John 19. 30.)
7. © Father, into l‘w hands 1 commend
{ Luke 23. 16.)

my sprit.
Yy s}

*LITTLE MISS SUNSHINET

,
Sar rdon was a darkeved, rosv-
" I, just seven vears u?-i.
i ' t Lois every Saturday

=it the home o Sm:-i«-rl;m-l Heights, | 2 < o
. e : | By thy Holy Ghest's protection.
loved best was hike al - - -

rv, full of
e owners tried to by

toys and pictures,
patient in spite

of pain and weariness,
| ehiiidren -ii‘i watch for ber coming !
Frede the lame boy, thought her
limples the prettiest that he had ever
seen ; and after her first visit, when she
wade him langh by telling a funny story.
avs ealled her < Little Miss Sunshine.”
W hy do vou ¢ asked the nurse, as she

Ient over his oot that night.

's\'!l- » shou Id |

very unkindly we day before, and how ‘l asked the nurse if tney were suffering
could she ever treat her just as she used | more.

to do! She had said the lu"m before, |
; but now |

the hate out of her heart and fill it \\‘i!lh
when |

| belief that she treads in the footsteps of § '

lirw the sick|

| him was a well-dressed man, who had jus
| paid for his whole store of water, that the
.‘ln-ur Hli,ﬂll drink.

“Oh, | can’t help it! She is so sweet |

and govod: and when she
blinds in tight, it
And the other children

just hke shutting the

seens so dark.”
felt in very mue b the same way,
thev did not put it in words.
One Saturday 1 went to the home.
Freddie was looking the picture of woe.
His book was upside

even know it

coes away it's |

although |

| be quaffed.
| come ve to the waters, and he that hatk
down, and he didn’t |
| There was such an air of |
One of her schoolmates had treated her | nnhappiness about all the little ones that and without price.”

| In our joy or tribulation,

* No,” she said, “ it isn’t that; but word
came to-day that * Little Miss Sunchine * i3
<ick, and they miss her so” :

* What does she do for them ¢ 1 asked. |
1 can’t exactly tell you wha:
It’s just what she is. She never
thinks about hecself at al!, but she trips §
alw gt from one eot to the u:her. IIWI)'~ <
smiling, always having a bright word or a §
tender caress for each little sufferer; and,” §
she added in a reverent tone, it is my

=) miss,

sl dents.

One who went about doing good, becaus: ¥
she so truly loves him.”
Don’t you believe that

secret !

this was the

CALVARY.
“ He was wounded for our transgressions.”

Darkly rose the guilty morning,

When, the King of Glory scorning,
Raged the fierce Jc"usalan

See the Christ his cross upbel.nng,

See him stricken, wounded, wearing
The thorn-platted diadem.

Not the erowd whose cries assailed him, 3%

Not the hand that rudely nailed him,
Slew him on the vursed trec:

Onrs the sin from heaven that called him,

Ours the sin whose burden gailed him
In the sad Gethsemane.

For our sins, of glory emptied,

He was fasting, lone, and tempted,
Ile was slain on Calvary:

Yet he for his murderers pleaded ;

Lord, by us that prayver is needed:
We have pierced, vet trust in thee.

Iy thy reecious cross and passion,
l:_\‘ !}l_\‘ blood and agzony,
By thy glorious resurrection,

Make us thine eternally.

THE WATER-CARRIER.

A traveller tells of secing in a street in
Egypt a crowd gathering about a mar
with a large leather bag on his shoulderS
lle was erving to all who passed by i
come and freely drink. Standing besid

Only so could the:
have had it “ without money and withou
price.” Jesus has paid the full price ¢
salvation. "(‘ |~id§ us e hi! beraids. and
tell of the precious gift free to all. He i
his own almoner. From the hands pi
on Calvary alone can the draught of life
“ Ho, every one that thirsteth

no money: come ve, buy, and eat; w
come, buy wine and milk without money
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RUNNING AWAY.

'here are you going, my little man ¢
Running away just as fast as you can—
Babies are little, and babies will fall
if babies run fast when babies are small.

but word
? 35l

D the world is storay and rough!

ou’'ll find it ont, dear, soon enough :
" Mander wee foet will be hurt on the road,
r little heart will ache under its load.

@Btav at home. darling, the world is'so cold
will frown on you. baby,
old,
arm is the homenest,
man ;
mother’s arms keep vou, dear heart,
while they can.

my brave little

: LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.

STTMIES IN THE BOOK OF ACTS.

Lessox L [April 5.
PAUL'S FAREWELL TO EPHESUS.
i, cts. 20. 25-38. Memorize verses 31-34.
GOLDEN TEXT.

Remember the words of the Lord Jesus, |

s Show he said, It is more blessed 0 give than
o receive.—Aets 20,
THE LESSON

-
wrat.

STORY.

Paul, with several of his brethren, was
n a ship making a journey toward

crusalem. The ship stopped just at
roas, where Paul met some of his friends
nd spent a whole night in preaching and
ender talks about Jesus. A young man
ell from ~ window of the room and was
prought back to life by Faul. The ship
Btopped again at Miletus, about thirty
siles from Ephesus, and he sent for some
f the ministers and breturen of Ephesus
» come and see him. They came with
eat joy, for they loved their ~ father in
we Gospel.” He had gone through great
Brials and hardships on his missionary
urneys, and he was getting old. He
ust have had a vision of what was about
come to him, for he spoke very lovingly
nd said he was going to Jerusalem, not
nowing what he would have to pass
wrough there, but he was ready to lay
wn his life for Jesus. He wanted them
remember how he had laboured among
pm for three vears, “ warning every one
@pight and day with tears,” and providing
or his own needs and the needs of his
helpers, showing them how the strong
niercedpught to work for the weak, and find the
t of lifdord’s blessing in it. Then they all wept
t thirst ud kissed Paul, and went back to
that hatifEphesus very sad and lonely.
d eat; QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST.
it mone ) What was Paul?! A missionary.
To whom did he preach t The Gentiles. l

o
|

because it is

| from being a believer in Jesus, and

Who were they ! The nations who were

| not Jews.
Where was he now guing? To Jeru
salem.
Who were with hi | DR s.
Who was one of them ¢ I. wh
wrote the Aets,
Where did the ship stop ¢ At Troas a
| Miletns.
Wiom did he see at these places ¢
Many Christian friends.
Who were the friends at Miletus’
Ephesian brethren.
What did he say w0 them?! loving

words of good-bye.
Why ¢ He said he should see them no

' more.

What did he beg them 1o be?
and giving.

Lessox 11
THE RESURRECTION.

.\pri! 12.

1 Cor. 135, 20, 21, 50-538. Mem. vs. 55-58.
GOLDEN TEXT.

Now is Christ risen from the dead, and
become the first fruits of them that slept.
—1 Cor. 15. 20.

THE LESSON STORY.

Paul was not among the disciples when
the Lord Jesus rose from the tomsh on that
first Easter morning, for he was then far
after
his death and resurrection persecuted the

disciples. Then the Lord spoke to him in
the midst uf a great ];:i.’ when he wWas on

be |

-G.:-if_*.

\fter tha
Christian
learned from Peter and the other disciples
knew Jesus, C

his way to Damasens.
hunable

canwe a and

abwut

what thev an you
not imagine him listening to the wonder

dolin

could 1ell about the resurrection

ful story that Peter and and Man
1 mnors :
IPaul afterward preached and wrote
alwut It ”1 his
had risen out of death we als
out of the death of
righteousness, and when our
like him rise into a new and Leavenly life.
He used to tell the perseented Christians
much about this, and it gave them strength
to bear their trials. [le told them that

]J-r-i
should rise

saw that because

iife of

i-"l‘\‘

sin into the

3:
ales,

Loving |

! trouble.
i position. Th

| China, Ching and Cha

flesh and blood eould not rise into the life |

of heaven, but that we should have
spiritual bodies whick ecould never die
with which 1o enter heaven. When he
thought about it death scemed to hiin as
nothing, and he cried, “ O death, where
is thy sting? O grave, where is thy vie
tory ¥ and then he gives thanks 1o God,
for Jesus Christ.
QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST.

What did Paul often talk about?
resurrection of onr Lord,

Was he a disciple when Christ

The

rose ¢

| No.

What war he at one time? A perseentor

of Christians.

: righ

Whaut did he hear one day {
calling hum.

The Lord

Did he obey ¢ Yes.

Who told him much alx it Jesus? The
Useiples,

What did be like to tell? “ Christ is

o whom did he t! To both Jew
ang bmum.

To whom did he write it in our Jesson ¢

I'o the ..x.dx.n~.

What did he sav ! That tlesh and blood
cannot rise.

\\ hat will rise? Our immortal bodies.

Ihrough whom shall we rise? Our
Lord Jesus Christ.

CHING AND CHANG.

The wish to appear different from what

we are sometimes brings people into

and sometimes a ridiculous

w Chinese have a good story
tllustrative of this:

into

There were two  short sighted men in

whe were alwavs
hi of them could see

quarrelling as 1o whie

farther. As they had heard there was to
be a tablet erected at the of a neigh-
bouring 1w iple.  they  determined thev
would visit it together ou a given day, and
put the visaal jrwers of ¢ ach to 3!11 test,
i:i'. desiringe 1 tase advantage of the
wr. Chine ediately to the
trmple alone, and, standing close to the
: th the we .”2".
i o® T . and the
3 . 1 o fieTw 'r-i
AR ¢ HL Y - H T f',c
‘2 o f the ;':|~Y
| I

! r charae
- 1 o famaly
Ling ; = 1 :
() ¢ r teest,
- a Jdis : 3 ither
~ { ™ i |'.x n
"y ads, T reat man of the

jast and the fature.
*True,” zaid Chang: “ but vou have

left out a part of the i -»~'.;-‘1~:.', which 1
can read, but vou ecannot, and which is
written in small letiors: * Raised | w the
family of Ling in honour of the great
man.

“There is no such ins ription.” said

Ching.

There is,” said Chang.
So they waxed wrath, and, after much
abusing each other, they agreed to refer

the matter to the
He

quietly: «

h-priest of the tempie.
torv, and then said,
lemen. there is no tablet to
the temple

!:".'1."3 their

Cren

read: it was taken inside

vesterdav.”

( i!!!'_’ ..'.'i { her F WwWere '!-.'};

served
Thev were a precions pair of hypo
vy 11 s 'l. » M

ey o~ ot hall Z\‘l-" as

“Tile s

| they pretended




V'

HAPPY DAYS.

T e

are Hurs ¥

WHAT SHALL WE SAY TO PAPAY
Then he 1s away, that 1s evident.

h

and between his home and the sountry of

Oh, ves, far away from his oy and oirl:
his ;nl.-]-!i--n a wide waste of water ,~prv-.~ul>.
He is not away on business to get rich,
but is on the l\.il';'.~ bisine s, and !-rin;_'
ing to the poor of his subjects the best of

The father of Gerty and Bob

all riches.
i& 2 missionary.

“1 say, Gertie, let’ send him a real
jolly letter; won't he be glad to get it out
there

“ Yes, that he will. Now, what shall 1
say next, Bob? Let’s see: 1 have told
him all the school news: all the home In
telligenee. including  that  alemt Jacke
jumping through the kitchen window, and
1 have sent him some of the best
mignonefte from the front garden.”

jov MRS LUTHER KEENE

The tiny buds begin to wake,
Down in their dark, cold bed,
As swift the kisses of the sun
Fall on each nestling head,
“ We must rise,” they say,
“To meet the spring’'s birthday '~
-

The bonny birds in distant lime
The sooret message hear :

We catch the answer floating back,
In carols glad and clear ;

* Homeward we fly and sing,

Sing for the heauteous spring

Andd shall our hearts alone be still,
When skyand stream, bright ard
And flowers, and Cod's sweet g1 we

Nay, let glad thanks be hear 1:
* We wake, we live, we sing
To greet our risen King ! ™

l

“ Look here, Gerty, I'll tell you what.
Let's fill all the rest up with love.”

“What a good idea. Bob! But what
shall I say

'nn'.\ put their little heads xn_c--llu-r. and,
written in Bob’s bold and better copper-
]-!;n--, were added these words:

“ Oh, darling papa, we love you so much,
and if we had all the words in the diction-
aries we eould wot tell how much we love
vou. God bless you a thousand times, dear
father: don’t e down-hearted if you are
tired, and the black ]-wp‘n' are not nice |
with vou. We are praying for you ever
so much. Last night poor Gerty was
Iving awake with the toothache, and after
<he had repeated all the verses she knew,
<he said: “Now I'll pray for papa, ull I 2o
to sleep.” Good-bye, father darling: we

kiss this letter for you, and tell it to carry

| all the love it can t0 ¥You—XXX XXX—
| that's three from each of us!

.

About a month after this a weary mis-
<ionary was sitting under a tree in a far-
off land: he had spoken the Word of Life
and felt just a bit downhearted—the

| ;-.-u;-i.- were so ignorant and so far from
God. Presently a black native came run-
| ning to him with a bit of paper folded like

an envelope. It had come up from the
eoast. e broke open the seal, and with
trembling fingers held the letter from his
boy and girl. Tears came so fast that it
took him a long time to get through it;
and when it was dore he put it near his
heart. and, looking up to that blue heaven
which also looked down upon bis home
in America, he said: “ Lord God, 1 thank
thee for this message of love and hope from
my dear ones.”  And so he took heart, and
the people said the white man had found
a treasure. Yes, o he had.

WHAT MARGERY SAW.
Do vou know why Margery’s eyes are
l-right
As the moonlit drops of dew!
Do you know why Margery's heart is
light,
And Margery's tears are few?
This glad little maid has found by chanee
The fairies” woodland ring,
And there has she seen the tairies dance,
And has heard the fairies sing.
Oh, T wish we could!—-but we newd not
strive,
For this is the fairy law,
That only the best little girl alive
Can see what Margery saw.

Their ring is deep in the cool dim wood,
The murmuring brook bevond,
*Tis a magical, mystical neighbourhood
On the shore of a sheltered pond:
The erickes ('hir]- in the twi]igll' hush,
And the katydids blithely ecall,
And the wonderful thrills of a fluting
thrush
On the ears of the dancers fall.
And I'm sure we are anxious, vou and I,.
To discover that ring ourselves:
And, creeping close to it, soft and sly,
To see the frolicking elves.
Oh, Margery knows how they skim the
gronnd,
And flutter their gauzy wings!
And Margery knows the liquid sound
They hear when the wood-bird sings.
The firefly shimmers his tiny spark,
And the owlet winks and stares,
When the madeap fairies tread the
dark
In scores and dozens and pairs.
But to find that dancing-ring, and see
The feather-foot fayvs arrive,
There is only one way, and that's to be

The best little gir] alive!



