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PLEASANT HOURS. \

FLAG MAST o0& THE SH1P
“VICTORY.”

The above oyt shows a part of the
mast of the ship Victory, the flag-ship
8allant Nelson at the world-
battle of Trafalgar. The hole
wil © through the mast by a cannon ball
1 be Observed, also the bust of the
&reat sailor above, He sleeps his last
Q:ff odbr:?ea;ht tthe dome of St. Paéul’af!
» DUt he lives in the heart o

the nation forever,

THE SLOTH.

mI Rever see a live Sloth without feel-

sone tOTY f0T it; for truly they all de

I hoonYIPathy, and plenty of it. Had

Nat 2 & Sloth, I would want to sue

Taxe 97 0 some way collect damages,

18 oo Hoffman's Sloth for example. It

£ of the largest of them all, but it

S\lcho Weak and helpless to be put into

thig & wicked ang dangerous world as

is § hag now become. Its countenance
ag 3y etUre of innocent stupidity, and
8 it looks at you, its dull eyes and ex-

Pressionless tace say to you, as plainly

c: Words, “Pity me! I cannot fight—I

a ot run away. I have mo defensive
TIoour, pg spines, nor anything worth

pontioning. 1 am’ too big to live in a
UITOW, and, even if I were not, I have

ouDe. Ner the tools with which to malke

8m at the mercy of everything

WO everybody.  Why is this thus ?

Why am 1 here 7
I give it yp, This creature is a riddle

that 1 tannot read. Being only a short-

Sighteq mortal, it seems to me that the

Sloth shoulq have been better equipped

for the battle of life, or else left out of

t altogether,

e Sloth lives, moves, and has his
being by hanging underneath the smaller
Hmbs of trees, and eating leaves and
frult. He is the slowest animal on re-
cord, and for speed in travelling a long
Journey, say from one side of a tree-top
to the other, the tortoise is a lightning
express in comparison. It takes a good
field-glass to enable you to see him
move. His hair is coarse, wavy, and
precisely the colour of gray moss, or
rough bark, although sometimes it sup-
ports a minute vegetable organism which
gives it an olive-green hue. His feet
are simply four hooks, by which he
hangs himself very comfortably when
feeding in the upper story of a forest,
bt in walking on the grommd they are
worse than useless. But the Sloth has

me use for the ground, and mever goea

mear it of Ris ewn ascord,

THE PLIND GIRL'S GRATITUDE.

_ One pleasant summer day a feeble

little bling girl wag sitting in the
shade of a large tree listening to the
Songs of the birds ag they hopped
from bough to bough. A fresh breeze
rustled the leaves, fanned her brow,
and strengthened her, and the violets
exhaled their fragrance around her.
While she sat silently on the soft
grassy bank enjoying all the loveli-
ness around her, tears filled her
€yes ; she was really weeping, though
it was evident that she was not
troubled. Her tender heart was full
of thankfulness.

Clasping her little hands together,
the child raised her poor sightless
eyes to the sky and sald softly,
*“ Dear Father up in heaven, I thank
thee for having made the little birds
that sing to me, the flowers that send
forth their fragrance, and the sum-
mer breezes that refresh me, Dear
Heavenly Father, how good thou art
to me, how thou dost bless me ”

The prayer was short and simple,
but it reached the heart of God, and
there was another who keard it. A
thoughtless young girl was passing
the tree, and hearing the weak
voice, turned to see the blind, feeble
child who was so sweetly and art-
lessly thanking God for hig gifts and
blessings. Her heart was touched
and she reproached herself.

From her very birth she had re-
ceived great and numerous gifts, but
she had never thought of thanking
the Lord or felt the slightest grati-
tude to him. She was now thorough-
ly ashamed in the presence of this
afflicted child, who lacked so many
things to enable her to enjoy life as
she should, and yet was so gratefwl,
Repentance seized the young girl, and
when she reached home she clasped her
hands and prayed that her Master and
Saviour would forgive her ingratitude.

From that time she daily sought her
Heavenly TFather, thanked him, and
prayed that she might be permitted to
render him some little service. At each
communion with him she obtained fresh
strength and received the blessing of
doing many a little act in his service.

The blind child’s gratitude became a
blessing and bore fruit of which she had
not thought. Always thank your Heaven-
ly Father for everything, M1 the name
of your Saviour, Jesus Christ.

LESSON NOTES.

S8ECOND QUARTER.

BTUDIKS IN THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO LUKE.

SECOND QUARTERLY REVIEW.
JUNE 28.
GOLDEN THXT.

Repentance and remission of sins
should be preached in his name among
all nations.—Luke 24. 47,

LESSON HYMN.

What grace, O Lord, and beauty shone
Around thy steps below !

What patient love was seen in all
Thy life and death of woe !

Thy foes might hate, despise, revile,
Thy friends unfaithful prove ;
Unwearied in forgiveness still,
Thy heart could only love.

O give us hearts to love like thee,
Like thee, O Lord, to grieve

Far more for others’ sins, than all

, The wrongs that we receive.

THE LESSONS OF THE QUARTER.

TITLES AND GOLDEN TEXTS.

The R, of C.—He is not here, but—
- P. of the G. S.—Come; for all—
The L. F.—There is joy in the—
The R. M. and L.-—Ye cannot serve—
F.—Increase our faith—

L. on P.—The publican, standing—
P. of the P.—He that is faithful—
J. T. in the T.—The stone which—
D. of J.'\ F.—Heaven and earth—
W. to the D.—Let this mind be in—
J. Q—Christ died ter sur siag—

CENS M m e
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12. The R. L—The Lord is risen—
13. R.—Repentance and remission—

DAY BY DAY WORK.

Monday.—Read Luke 15. 11-24. 'The
Lost Found, and also the titles of all
the Lessons orf the Quarter.

Tuesday.—Read Luke 18. 9-17. Les-
sons in Prayer, and also the Golden
Texts of the Quarter.

Wednesday.—Read Luke
Parable of the Pounds.

Thursday.—Read Luke 20. 9-19. Jesus
Teaching in the Temple, and also study
the Questions on Lessons I, II, IIL.

Friday.—Read Luke 22. 24-37. Warn-
ing to the Disciples, and also study the
to the Disciples, and also study the
Questions on Lessons IV, v, VI

Saturday.~—~Read Luke 23. 33-46.
Jesus  Crucified, and also study the
Questions on Lessons VII, VIII, IX.

Sunday.—Read Luke 24, 36-563.- The
Risen Lord, and also study the Ques-
tions on Lessons X, XI, XII.

19, 11-27.
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Over the Tubs.
BY ROBERT (. TONGUE.

Up from the laundry,

Comes the croon of g little song ;

Low and plaintive {its measures seem

To rise and melt with the wreaths of
steam.

Mrs. McGill in the mist below,

Heaping the linen, snow on snow,

Sings at her task as the moments fiy ;

Still as the busy hours go by,

Mrs. McGill, over the tubs,

Scrubs and washes, washes and scrubs.

Bare are her strong arms, rough and red

Her hands, with striving for daily bread.

While she works in the steam and foam,

Thoughts of the “ childer left at home,

Come to cheer her, till, after all,

The day seems short and the washing
small ;

For mother-love, with tender spell,

Is working its ceaseless miracle ;

While Mrs. McGill, over the tubs,

Scrubs and washes, washes and scrubs.

Down through the areaway there floats

The cry of the newshoy, strident notes

Telling how on a fleld of fame

A warrior won him g hero’s name H

The sailors clung te a reeling deck,

And served the #mns of a sghattered
wreck ;

A hero mounted the ladder tall,

And plucked a life from the flaming wall;

While Mrs. McGiH, over the tubs,

Scrubs and washes, washes and scrubs,

Six o’clock ! And the music swells
Loud from the thoats of 5 thousand bells;
So, at last, when the shadows fall,

She draws about her a faded shawl,

‘While sweet content in the rough, worn
face,

Kindles a brighter than bea

Home sghe hastes, where, t
through,

The Httle ones watched and waited, too,

While Mrs, McGill, over the tubs,

Serubs and Wwashes, washes and scrubs.

Mrs. Me@il), your humble name

Has no place in the rolls of fame.
Little it matters te such as you ;

Brief the page is, the names are few.
Still T know that your faithful love
Finds a place in the scroll above,

So, when my heart grows weak and faint,
This is the thought that stops complaint:
Mrs. MeGill, over the tubs,

Scrubs and washes, washes and scrubs.

—7Youth’s Companion.

all day long,

utyl’s grace,
he long day

A MOUNTAIN PREACHER'S ILLUS-
TRATION.
Like any other unlearned people, these

mountaineers like {llustrations drawn
from things with which they are
familiar,

A group of young men were assembled
near where there had been preaching
one Sahbath, when the following dialogue
oceurred :

‘“8ee here, John, why didn’t ye bring
up my rifle when ye came to preaching?”

“Well, Sam, T lowed ‘twan’t right to
bring it up on Sabbath. I mought gee
a varmint on the road ang git a shootin’
and forgit it was Sabbath.”

“ Huh ! there’s no use being 0 awfully
particular as all that. I think it’s all
Hahi to Mo Mitle turps of o fakbath;

f
’. uﬂ!
even a little shootin’ won't B

happen to see game.”
The discuss.on was joine
side by those around, and
decided to leave it to the pre
“ Look yer, boys,” said he,
man comes along here with 337, e
Ssome gray horses, a-ridin ‘:ke'ﬂ pr"wu
others a-follerin’. You all 111 over: g
beast, and you look ’em & . o
can’t see that one is bette crittersigs-
other. They are all as pretty ¢ s s
ever were seen among t'hesefference’ o
though there will be difo/%, L)
horses, boys. When you °°’1n that ‘”0{
em no two is alike. Wel ' yo 545
says, ‘ Here, boys, I'll jest E,“;nd he £
these beasts for your own, 1 8'p0%° “mr
on the other and rides off. 4 ride ”ther
youw'd mount yer horses and T, Ooet
him, and make him give yl‘z ou K
horse, or at least make him
it till yer craps was all in. oall
“No; we ain’t so ornery ™
that, preacher.” )
“ Wl:all, thar, can't ye let ® nd
day alone ?” a
X blank look at the preache’, "
each other ; then Sam spokeher J"hﬂf
“You've treed us, preac br.‘lﬂgt
I'm right glad you didn’t
gun.u

f
eith?

d il:v:: ane §
s
[ n '
goven },‘“me

Lort’?
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This Canada of Ouré

ds

Let other tongues in older 121110er

Loud vaunt their claims to past, ]
And chant in triumph of the ¥

Content to live in story. halls
Tho’ boasting no baronial "

Nor ivy-crested towers, rious yo!
What past can match her glo

This Canada of ours ?

We love those far-off ocean I’g;'ns:
Where Britain’s monarch Ill d
Well ne‘er forget the good old £%
That courses through our vg na®®
Proud Scotia’s fame, old E"mrs
And haughty Albion’s power
Reflect that matchless lustre
This Canada of ours.

May our Dominfon flourish them

A goodly land and free, in pand:
Where Celt and Saxen, hand I

Hold sway from sea to sea;
8Strong arms shall guard our

homes,

When darkest danger lover?i’efend
And with our life-blood we'll

This Canada of ours.
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AComrade of the Cross.
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Cloth, freely illustrated, price, 90
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Our special Canadian Edition, hand®®js
ly bound, with illustrated cover des!
gold and ink, will make a magnificent £ ;s
entation book and should at once 6
way into every Sunday-school librarx'e’dbi
it at once for yourschool. It will be ro.7
young and old. It makes the life _;
Saviour and His disciples stand oqtbt o
vivid clearness, and throws much 1
the Gospel narrative,
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The sale of 1,400 copies withir‘l‘?r Xz‘ﬂ y
of the expectation created by B for y0
is a worthy sequel. Have bot
library and home book-shelf.
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