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PLEASANT HOURS.

with poplars and willowa, the winding
Ebro, and the snow.crowned Pyrenees
to the north.

The city is surrounded by n wall,
and one of tho gates, the Portillo, way
defended during tho war with Na.
poleon, in 1808, hy the famous ¢ Maid
of Zuragoza.” Her name was Augus.
tinn, und she died in extreme old age
in 1857. Duaring the seige of Zarn-
geza by the Fronch, in 1808 and 1809,
when over 00,000 of the inhnbitantx
perished, she distinguished herself by
her heroic participation in tho reverest
encounters with tho enemy. She was
called Jla Artillera, from having
snatched a8 match from the hands of »
dying gunner and dischurged tho piece
at the invaders. For her services she
wag mado a subJicutenant in the
Spanish srmy, and has been immortal-
ized in art and pootry.
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A TALK WITH OUR BOYS. -
BY MRS. ETTIE H. DAVIS.

HAT grand possi-
A} Dbilities are wrap.
\\>\ ped npin our hoya'
AV What wonderful
powers for good !
Boys, what will
you do for the
future welfaro of your countryi Do
not let any one dissurde you from
getting an education. By this we do
not mean simply going over a pre-
scribed course of study; but woe do
mean a deep laid, thorough education
of heart and heud ; one that does not
end when the student leaves the
acadeiny or colloge walls. This should
mderd be but the starting pomt,
simply the fouadation upon which
should bo built & grand and glorious
structure.

Tamper not with evil ; shun it as
you would a plague. Gonot with the
tempter.  Be ever on your guard, for
pit-talls are prepared for your unwary
feot; nets are laid across your path.
way ; draughts of poison are covered
with tempting fruits and placed just
within your reach. Avoid everything
that would tend to pollute your lives.
Keep your hearts and lives so pure
that wero it possible to place a mirror
oppasite you would not be ashamed to
have your mother or sister ses your
every act reflected there,

There are very many temptations
common to the young, especially those
who are just treading the verge of
maphood. The first 18 a desire to
throw off restraint, to trust solely to
one’s own resources and to shake off
pavental control. There is a restless-
ness, & longing for the attainment of
wanhood'’s prerogatives.  The boy sees
a man smoking a pipe or cigar, and
atraightway he must have a cigarette.
Never mind thuugh the head reels, and
paing and nausea follow tho attempt,
rmoke he maust and will. Then comes
tho breaking away from the cosy
home-circle—out in the streets with &
band of boys older in years and sin.
Here, boys, boware! S.op and think
beforo you leave tho shelter of the
homo roof. Temptations do not often
asgail you there, but out in the stroet
tho demon lurks, waiting for you. Do
you think it manly to turn away from
your fauther's commands and your
mother's earnest, beseeching voice, and
your awter's loviag smile, and saunter
off with those who care nothing for
you, only to degrade you equally with
 thomselves? Did you know that when

you departed a chill fell upon the
home-band 1 The father lost his inter-
vst in his paper; yvour mother went
to tho window many times during the
ovening and gnzed ont upon the street
with hands clasped closo agsinst her
aching heart, while she murmured,
*“Oh, where is my boy to-night!”
Your sister laid nside the game which
she could not enjry alone, often wish-
ing that brother was thero with his
morry jest and happy laugh; for as
vet you have not grown cross or very
disrespectful, only nogligent. At first
you shrank back in dismay when the
boys at the corner greeted your coming
with a boisterous shout and inquired
how the * governor” come to let you
out? orhow ¢ thoold woman " allowed
you to go bevond her apron string1
or how the “ milkfaced doil” would
apend tho evening without her brother.
Involuntarily you clinched your fist
and felt like knocking some one down.
But the next moment some one had
vou by the Lutton hole and was con-
tidentinlly telling you of the little
room behind that wonderful green
baize door just round the corner where
lots of fun could be had for a dime or
u guarter. And so you are led by
them, heariog perheps for the first
time in vour hfe a coarse jest or brutal
cath. You find yourself at last ina
room furnished with tables, upon which
aro placed decanters and glusses of
many beautiful chades. You are at
ance both repelled and fascinated by
the new sights and sounds, There are
many boys about your own age, some
even younger, and very many men,
some of whom pat you upon the
shoulder and pour out for you a tiny
glass of that sparkling, foaming bever-
ngo that looks s if it wight have been
just dipped from the cup of a snowy
sea billow ; but ob, boys, beneath the
light, foamy, creamy surface that looks
so inviting, there lurks a deadiy ser-
pent that fixes its glittering eye upon
your fair, boyish face and seeks to
charm you to & nearer approach, know-
ng that once within its grasp it can
wind its slimy coils around you tighter
and tighter until you are helpless,
with a broken and wretched manhood.
You sip the beauteous nectar, ever so
amall a draught brings an unwonted
flush to your cheek and adds a strange
lustre to yonr eye, but it brings also a
dizzy sensation to your head and you
feel unlike yourself as you slip away
und go home; for you do not dare yet
to keep late hours. No keener re-
proach can greet you than the quiet,
sad-faced home-circle. You feel un-
worthy and s@fabased. Somehow
you have fallen. You are mo longer
upon an eynsl with them, and this
knowledge makes you irritable and
ready to meot reproach by an attempt
at self-justification.  You soon become
cross and disrespectful to your parents,
and anything but an agreeable com-
panion for that pure sister. You are
not aslesp (though you feiz. to be)
when your mother comes to yu.r room
and bends lovingly over your couch,
passing her hands lightly over your
brow. You can hardly refrain from
throwing your arms sround her neck
and begging her forgiveness, with a
promise never to grieve her again.
If you would only do this and then
turn over a now leaf and leave forever
the band at the strpet comner, how
radiant with promise might the fature
ba! But sowe, slas, stifle the carnest
pleadings of their better nature and
abandon themselves to shame and ruin.

Porhaps you may smile when we
advine you, whether you are the son.of
a millionrire or of # day-lubourer, to
learn a trade; seek somo copogeninl
occupation, follow it closely, in ull its
intricate windings, bendiug overy
energy to its mustery, urtil you have
conquered its every detnil. If not
needed at present, you may nced it
hereafter. No man i8 truly independ-
ont who is a mere hanger-on to another
man’s purse strings, be thut other
parent, uncle or guardian. Work is a
groat safe-guard against temptation ;
by keeping heart and hands busy the
whole nature is strengthened. Sleep
is sweeter and more restful, and there
is less inclination to vice or mischief.
Work is, in fact, cno of the most
powerful antagounists that Satan hus to
cope with ; if he can but keep men
idle he will generally find them ready
to do his errands.

IMUST DO MORE FOR MY
MOTHER.

S there any vacant place in this
bank which 1 could £ill? was
the inquiry of a boy, as with a
glowing cheek he stood before

the president.

* “There is none,” wus the reply.

‘“Were you told that you might obtain

a o.tuation here} Who recomnmended

you?”

“No one recommended me,” was
the answer. * X only thought I would
see."”

There was & straightforwardness in
the manner, an honest determination
in the countenance of the lad which
pleased the man of business, and in-
duced him to continue the conversa-
tion. He said, ¢ You must have
friends who could aid you in a situa-
tion ; have you advised with them$%’

The quick ilash of the deep blue
eyes was quenched in the overtakiog
wave of sadness, as he said, though
balf musingly, * My mother said it
would be useless to try witbout friends.”
then, recollecting himself, he apolo-
gized for the interruption, and was

man detained him, by asking him why
he did not stay at school anothgr year
or two, and then enter into businese
life.

«“J have no time,” was the instant
reply, “ but I study at home, and keep
up with the otber boys,”

“ Then you have & place alrcady %"
said the interrogator. ¢ Why did you
leave it 17

« I have not left it,” answered the
boy quietly.

‘“Yes, but you wish to leave it.
What is the matter?” °

For an instant the child hesitated ;
then he replied, with halfreluctant
frankness, “I must do more for my
mother.”

Brave words! talisman of success
anywhere, everywhere. Tney sank
into the beart of the listener, recalling
the radiant past. Grasping tho hand
of the astonished child, he said with a
quiveriog voice, ¢ My good boy, what
i3 your name? You shall fill the first
vacancy for an apprentice that occurs
in the bank. If, in the meantime,
you need a friend, come to me. But
now give me your confidence. Why
do you wish to do more for your
mother 1"

Tears filled his eyea a3 he replied,
“ My father is dead, my brothers and
sisters are dead, and my mother and I
are left alone to help each other; but

ubout to withdraw, when the gentle-|

she is not strong, and I want to take
care of her. It will please her, sir,
that you have been #o kind, and I am
mnch obliged to you.” 5> saying, the
boy left, little dreaming that his own
nobleness of character had been as a
bright glance of sunshine to the busy
world he had to tromblingly entered.s
— & 8. Pimes.

EASTER CAROL.
BY ALKXANDER R. THOMPSON, D.D.

("~ OLDEN wings of mornin
h\D Open in %ho sky. ’

Brilliaotly adoruiog
All things from on high ;

Heaven and earth are neoting
Oa this Easter morn,

Heaven gives jovlul greeting
‘To the earth forlorn.

Woe-begone, and weary
Underneath 1its sin,
Deso.ato and desary,
Hath this poor earth been.
But from out its prison
Comes the captive, free,
For the Lord 18 nsen
Now, taumphantly.

All transfixed with wonder
Augels saw him, when
On tho grim cross yonder,
Jesus died for mcn
Earth ia terror quaking,—
Heaven enwrapped in gloom,—
Human hauds were taking
Jesus to the tomb

Mary avd Saleme
Saw with sob and moan,
When the tight with bell, he
Broasted all atone.
Sileut, ead, and tearful,
Josus d-ad theylaid,
On that evening tearful,
la the garden shiade.

Spices they ¢cyme bringing
To avoiot his clay,

Ere 1he birds were singing,
Ero the break of day.

But they did not find him
1a the dark grave lain,

For death could not bind him
With its iron chain.

So, with glad lips sing ve,—
Children of the King,—
**Grave, where is thy viet'ry?"
** Death, where is thy ating?”
Lift we up his banner,
And his trinmph tell,
Groet him wish hosanns,
Lord, Immaconel !

A GENTLEMAN,.

A GAHAT is it to be a gentleman?
M AR It is to be honest, to be gentle,

to be generous, to bs brave, to
be wise, and, possessing these qualities,
to exercise them in the most gracefut
outward maunner. Ought a geatleman
to bea loyal son, a true husband, an
honest father? Ought his life to be
decent, his bills t» be paid, his tastes
to be bigh and elegant, his aims in
life lofty and noble? FPerhaps a
gentleman is a rarer man than most
of us think for. Which of us can
point out many such in his circle-—
men whose aims are generous, whose
truth is constant, and not only con-
staut in its kind, but elevated in its
degres ; whoss want of meanness
makes them simple, who can look the
world honestly in the face, with an
equal manly sympathy for the great
aud small! We all know a hundred
whote coats are very well mede, and
a scoro whe have excellent manners,
and one or two happy beings who are
what they call in the inner circles, and
bave shot into the very centre and
bull's eye of fashion ; but of gentle-
man, how many ? Let us take a litile
sorap of paper, and eaoch make out his
list.—Thkackeray. - 2
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