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PLEASANT HOURS,.

- -

The Boys' King.
BY HRV. P. V. mlgu.
Tune—** Marching Thronyh Gevrgin.”

Let us wing n song. my boys,
l A only lads ean st
Sing us of the Boyw' Brignde,
And Corist—the boys’ Kinge
Sing 1t tll the wihole wide earth,
\With melody shisid ping,
As Wy go murclung to victory.

Hurenh ! Hurrah ! we'll make the welkin ring,
Huernh ! Hurraht ! for Christ  the boys® King.
Sing 1t ns woused to sang it
By the sunset sea,
As we go marching to victory.

Life's glad years before us, boys,
Y ears watn hopw il vare,

Soon hfe's battls we must fight;
Whose colours shiaii we wear?

Ol ! the plond-atained bautier of our Christ
Woll surely wear,

As we go murching to victory.

Our King’ above all kinge, my boys,
A Heroe. brave and stron: ;
And true -ud pure munst soldiers be,
\Who to lus ranks belonyg;
So joia to duy our Bragade, boys,
And forward, boys, “gatist the wroag,
And we go marcling to victory,
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Pleasant Hours:

APAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK
Rev. W. H. MITHROW, B.b., Editor.

TORONTO, JANUCARY 26, 1895,

A TALK T0 RICH BOYS,

Taekk 18 no doubt that to be the son of
a rich father is apt to hie a disadvantage to
alLoy. He las ali the clgthes hu needs,
made of excellent murerial, well cut and
suitable, his ford is of the Lest, and the
house in which he lives has every comfort
and luxury. e has no anxiety about his
school bills and he his plenty of money in
his puckets.  He is seiit’ to the best of
schools o the winter and-foes:to pleasant
resorts i the summer or-taKes delightful
journeys.  His father aud mother grant

im every wmdulznee, and when he has
finishied college, where he has doubtloss
been ludwed Jike a yonui:Sybarite, he is
given every lielp that nftiney can furnnsh

" to establish am in his chissen business or

: knows nothng of physieallzbour.

profession. Al this s extremely hard on
aboy. 1t is hard on him wmentadly, mor-
ally, and  physieally, and if he lives
throurh it and comes out a noble man, he
is indeed made of excellent mietal. He
knows noghing of anxiety aud care, and he
He has
no need of solf-denial, industry; or endur-
ance, and how cani qualities which never
are excrcised be developed 7 T have read
of a wealthy man whofelt these things so
koenly that after haviug given his son a
liberal educition, Ne shoved hiny nut of the
pareutal nost dnd madd him shift for hiu,.-
wolt, and when he diel left Lis fortune

- prosperous neighbours.

entirely to charity. T think he would have
dono Letter if he had educated that s ne
to thie care, ute, nnd value of money, and
then left him the money as a sacred trust
to be used both for hunself and for hin
fellow-men, 1 feel sure thut money waa
meant tobe a Llcssing and not a curse, and
that if wo estinate it at ita right value and
usy'it as we should, it will prove to be so.
A rich by, then, ouglit to be just as
fine a fellow as a poor boy, Every virtue
which a poor boy is obliged to cultivate if
ho makes a man of himself, a rich boy
ought to cultivate for the svme reason.
He ought to rise superioe to luxuries and
to prove that if need be he ean do withount
them.  Ho shoulil resist every tempttion
to dissipnte, and Jearn to work just as
thoroughly and heartily as s poor boy
must. Try during next vacation, if you
are a rich ®.y, and see if you have sufti-
cient pluck and knowledge to ewrn your
own living. Insist always upon doing
everything that you can for yousself,
Play hard, work hard, and study hand, so
a8 to fit yourself for the trust which is
conming to you in your manhood. Remem.
ber that it"is not the one who has the best
start that wins the race, but the one who
has the best staying power. You may
have every possible advantage and help,
but if you do not improve them they are
of no Luncfit; for after all you are the
one who must make a man of yourself,
and if you do not do it no one else can.
The annls of our country beay many
haenoured nanies of me - who nover knew
the sharp disaipline ot poverty, and who,
being born with every advantage which
wealth and position can give, realized that
these blessings were ulso added responsi-
bilitiesa~for from him to whom much is
given much sha'l bo required ; and they
nobly fuitilled their trast.  They have lett
their mark upon the literature and art of
their country. They have been iu the
van of noble reforms, and their philan-
thropy has been as wide as the Inud which
they sought to benefit  And if a boy who
has woney will remember these things and
will fit himself for that station m life to
which it has pleased God to call him, his
wealth will be a blessing to him and to the
community in which he lives. )
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WHY FRED OCHANGED Hi8 MIND.
BY LYDIA L. ROUSE.

Frep BAxEr sat one winter evening
watchimg his mother as she patiently
stitched away on the garments of her mote
Mrs. Baker was
a widow, and hier income was so sinall that
she wust needs eke it out by the help of
the ncedle.  Fred was almost thirteen,
and was the oldest of her three children.
He attended school every day, and Satur-
day he alro spent over his books, for he
had determined to make a scholur of him-
sclf, and 50 be fitted to make a good liveli-
hood for his mother and sisters.

But other thoughts suddenly crossed his
mind.  * What if mother does not live
until T am a man? She looks: pale and.
thin.  I'd better not wait to dn great things.
I'd better begin now.  Mr, Richie needs a
boy over at his store. I think that I will
speak for the place. He paid -Bert Ran.
dolph fuur dollars a week.”

He rose up, puton his overcoat, took his
hat and-weut toward the door. .

¢ Where are yougoing, my son 1" asked
M, Baker, looking up from her work.

*I am just going over to Mr. Richie's
store.”

“}'ery well, that is a safe place for
you.

Mr. Riclie was Freds Sunday-schoal
teacher sunt she tnouzh: that he wanzed to
ask somethag about the lesson, s it was
Satundiy evemng aud he had been looking
over lus Jesson leaf.  But e Jdid net even
think of his lesson. His mind was full of
his new plan. Hessled for the situation
and procured it, Lut sad noteing until
early Monday monung, when he was ob-
liged to expuain,

S:ml' he, **Mother, T am going iuto
Mi. Richie's store. T knew voun would not
obj-ct, aud I liad iutended to keep the
whole thing a secret until T had i wy
hais four dallars, my fiist week's \mgc;a.
Bat. 1 could nut do it, because I gt leave
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home before seven o'clock, and stay away
until nine in the avening. What do you
think of my plan?”

Mrs. Baker burst into tears, and re-
lied, ** I think that you sro u blessed boy,
red, I nover folt the pinch of poverty in

all my life as 1 did last week. My heart
was vory henvy, although I tried to be
trusting. I sand, a score of times, ‘God
will provide a way,” but thow thoughts
would return : * The snew and the cold are
here, and T have only & budiel of coal,
almost no pru\-iwmu, and but fitty cents in
my purse’ Why, [ied, four dollos is
more than T can carn in a week. Gad
bless you, my «on! 1 feel that he hns
imleed provided a way,  Thad nat thouaht
of your leaving school, you were so anxious
to secure an education.”

+ 1 was, mother, but I am sure it is my
duty to give you inumediate help. 1 could
not go on making fine plans soout Leing
ablo to help you und baby in n.very gentle.
manly way, while you were breaking your-
aelf downt to keep a big, strong tn‘ in
school. A little seif donial at this time
may e no bad thing for we, My, Rielie
aays that ali our education does not colse
out of books,” .

He was soon ready, and as he stood
with his hat in his hamd, hesaid, * Give
me a kiss, mother, to keep we company,
The honrs may seem long to-day.”

She kissed him fondly, and again said,

“«God bleas you,” and hu went out to-un<

dertake his hist day's work,

Fred baker 1s now twenty-five yenrs
old, and heis head clirk at Mr. Richie’s
atore, with a salavy sufticient to support
his mother and to educate his sisters, who
are expecting to become teachers in the
sear future,  He has never regretted for
a woment having done the duly that lay
noarsst to him.
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TOBAGCO AGAIN.

WarxiNes against the cigarette habit
multiply. Some of them ae terrible.
Every little while x)hysnci:ms furnish testi-
thony of how utterly cigarettes poison and
destroy the system. One of the most
pathetic warnings against the vile habit
was given not long ago by a chuir boy in
one of the Brooklyn churches, who died in
ﬂ*elt agony at St. John's hospital. ‘This

the story asgiven in the Laws of Life:

4 Alnost his last words were : ¢ Let any
boy who smokes. cigarettes luok at me now
and know how wuch I have suffered, and
he will never put another into his-mouth.’
He was a bright boy, an exquisite singer,
sud had many friends. He lived with his
grandmother, and worked in s chaudelier
factory.

“Hcre is his story as he told it to his
nurse, Sister Cornelia: *To mé he con-
fessed that this trouble had originated from
cigarette smoking.  Some duys hesaid he
smoked twenty ciguettes, At fist he
kept his grandmother in ignorance of lis
xmrulgence. As he continued to smoke,
the appetite grew upon him with such force
that he could not break it off, and it began
to affect his constitution,

¢ Why,' 1 asked him, “did you not

‘stop when you saw what it was bringing

you to!
¢ <Oh, I could not,’ he replied. *If 1
oould not get to smoke, 1 almost went
wild, I could think of nothing else
That my giandmother might not suspect
me, 1 would. work extra hours instead of
spending my regular wages for cigarettes.
or monthis T kept up this excess, although
T knew it was killing me.  Théa T scewad
to full to preces all of @ sudden.”  His dis-
ease touk the furm of dropey in the legs,
and was very pamful.
+Sister Cornelia continues the story:
* During il his sufferings he never forgat
what had brought him to this tearible con-
dition. He kept wsking me to warn all
boys against their use. A few days before
hie died he called me to lus Yedside and
said that he thought he hiad not liyed in
cain if only those boys wlio are still alite
would profit by his sutlerings and death.’”
There is no other form of tobacco so

dangerous us cigrettes, because, the nicoy

tine in the smoke is not absorbed.inthe
loose tobacey, smoked cleaned up to”the
eud, but is taken, untiltarod and undiliited,
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--the plice where the corpue Mg,

- close thuir vyes to the-truth.

{nto the lungs. It wes not the poison in
the paper, but the.poison -of the tobacco
which -Xilled Samuel Kimball;-and is zuin-
init the health of thousaudn:of other palo-
fuced boys.— Epworth Heruld.

COME AWAY TROM THE
PRECIPICE!

You have read of the boy who loat his
fifo amonyg the mountains of Switzerland.
Ho was ascending a dangerous plice with
s father and the guides. The lnd sm(r-
ped on the edge of the chitf and sai
“ There ix a flower T mean to get.” * Come
away from there,” said the father, **you
will fall off”  **No,” said bhe, *“1 must
get another beautiful flower.”  As the
guides rushed toward him to pull him back
they heard him say, **Ialmost have it!”
But he fell two thousand feet, Birds of
prey were seen a fow days after circling

* throwuh tle aiv and lowenng goudually to
How
many ave secking the fluwers of worldly
pleasure upon the very precipica of eternity.
“Phere is another ower Linean to xecure,
no matter what the sk may be,” they
say. Unspeakab o folly | Yous ; but they
dv not realize it.  You did not realize
ft till the Holy Spirit ojived your
eyes to see your dunger and your
necl. DBe paticut with those who wilfully
Be patient
with thuse who dre riskitg so much. Be
patient with  those who wmile at your
solicitude. Suppose you lmve met with a
rebufl.  Go again,  Plead ! plead ! plead |
Wihat a wondeiful thing it wonld be, if,
-after all, you should rescue that soul from
the precipice !

1s the ¢yo of some unsaved reader sican-
ning this paragraph 7 Be warned of your
danger. The flowers for which you visk so
much will wither in & day. We entreat
you, cote nway from the prempice.—
Epworth Herald,

A LITTLE BOY'S FAITH.

Last winter a little hay of vight years
begged w lady toallow him to clear away
the snow from ler steps and walk. He
had neither father nor mother, and was
anxious to seeure any job of work which
he could do. .

“Da you get much to do, my little boy?”

_said the lady.

« Sometimes I do,” said the boy, *‘but
often I get very little.” .

« And ate you not afraid that you will
not get enough to live on

Tlie little fellow Jooked up with a puzzled
expression on his face, .as_if uncertain of
her mean:zng, aud was troubled with a new
doubt.

“Why,” sail hie, *“don’t you thing God
will take cne of & boy if Lie putsilus trust
in him anl does the best heain 2,

Diate little fellow ! My e uever have
his fauith in God shaken.  Gal pnomises
his care to thuee who tiost him.and serve
him. -

DON'T SNUB. '

Dox’t snub a- Loy because-of physical
disability. Milton was Llind, aud also was
deaf. ,

Don't snub a boy beeanse he chooses a
mbie trade.  The author of *Pilgrin’s
Progiess” was a tinker,

Dow't snub a boy becanse he stu-ters
Doemosthenes,  the  @eatest omtor_of
Greece, overcame a harsh and stumnening
voice. - '

Don't snub a Loy because of . the ignor
ance of his parents, Shakespeme,  the
world's poet, wax the conof « wan whe
was unable to witte liis own e

_Don't _snub a boy who seems dull or
stupid.  Hogarth, the celebiated painver
and cengraver, was slow at learning, ad
didd not develop as coun as most hoys,

Don't shiab a boy lecause he wears
shably clothes.  When Edison, the giost
inventar, Jirst entered Bostom, he wore n
pair of yellow linen bieeches iy the dept'
of winter. * .

Dot snub anyone, st glune becase
Jthey way fap onlstrip yon in the vace of
"life, but beaiise 1w is neithor kind, uor
" right, nor Chrutian,
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