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Willam Brown, Boy Martyr.

an byt ok although it is middoy ;

But [ the upen Bpace of Bentwood town
Red, loping flames sbout the faggots play,

W ating for Williem Brown;
a **heretio” though a boy,
Brought to his hoine while all the heavens
aro dim,

10¥3
and peaple,
Cold 1 the aky, and
Aud oIl is cold save W
And the Doy says —he is but tw
old-—~
stinod poaplo, pray for me.”
There stands aman with childven of his own;
Thers standis & mother, her babe is at her
preast 3
Brothers and sisters stand about the town-—
. woso all hour his request.
The father turns his scornful‘head awny,
The mother tighter holds her infant fair,
Brothers and sisters laugh as if in play,
But no one prays a prayet.
Yet one rude voice responds, while darken
down
The murky heavens as if it were not day,
wpil pray no more for thoe, boy William
Brown,
Than for n dog I'd pray.”
Then the boy William Brown lifts up hiseyes,
From pitiless men, from fires of agony,
And says, beforo dark faces and dark skies,
““xon of iod, shine onme!”
At e the sun shines through the thick,
black clouds,
Full on the face of WiNiam Brown whose
right
Is 1a1ns to look nway; not from the crowds,
But from the dazzling light.
The oky is rent, the brightnoss of God’s
Throne
Picrcen the darkness with & sudden joy;
Yo need not pray-—the need of prayer is gone
For him, the martyr boy.
—The Quirer.

pray for him.

all thoso faces cold,
hore the faggots be,
clve yoars

Jack's Victory.
BY KATE T. GATES.

Jack BENTON was up-stairs, in his
own room, standing by the window,
with his mouth shut very firmly, and
a half angry, half regretful look in
his eyes, If he had been a girl, ke
would have thrown himself upon the
bed nnd cried ; as he was & boy, he
only stood by the window, and
choked back the sobs with all his
mught.

It kiad Leen such a long, miserable
beginning to end. He had oversiopt,
late to breakfast and late at school
also, though he had hurried as fast as

In his haste he left his Algebra
and failed in his

home at noon he found that baby Nell
had gotten his bound S¢. Nicholas, and
had torn two or three leaves almost
entircly out.

But the worst of all had been this
afternoon, He had gone back to
school, feeling all out of sorte with
himself and everybody else. It did
not scem to him that he could spesk
plcusnntly to anybody, do his best.

And oven here—he could not quite
?ell how—Joe ‘White had begun o
Joke liim about some unimportant little

a bit about if he had felt all right,
but whieh just exasperated una now.
e had ansvered in a short, shavp
way ab firsd; and Joe, seeing that he
was really vexed, had persisted in his
teasing, and the other boys had half
joined, just for fun, One word had
led to auother, until Jack had thor
oughly lost his temper, and said soi.>
pretty shurp things.

“ Humph !” said Joe, with a little
sneer, gotting rather vexed himself;
“1 don't see rs you are any better
than the rest of us. You needn’t
cver come round me again and éry to
get me to go to prayeranceting.”
Juck’s face grew very white, but he
turned on his hesl without a word
more, anl went home, right up-stairs
to nis own room. He could not bear
to speak to any one—not even his
mother.

He had dishonoured -his Master—
he had brought repronch upon his
cause. 'Tho boys would never believe
in him again, and he had wanted so
much to help them find the Friend
above all others, who had become so
dear to him of late.

In spite of his bést endeavours, two
great tears rolled down J ack’s choeks.
Ho had meant to do so much—he had
prayed for them all so earnestly, and
ho had hoped that he could influenco
them all for good; and, instead, he
had proved a stumbling-block.

u Tt would be s great deal better if
I had not joined the church,” he said
to himelf. And two more tears would
not be kept back.

«I might as well give up first as
laat ; but I was in earnest. I know
I was, and I don't see kow I could
do s0.”

Just then the tea-bell rang, and
Jack went down; but there was a
lump in his throat, and he could not
swallow.

After ten, when he and his mother
were alone in the sitting-room, it all
came out.

«Phere isu’'t any use in my trying
any more, you see, mother,” he said,
in conclusion, I have made & miser-
able failure of it, and I had better
give up uow, before 1 do any more
harm.”

little smile, « I broke one of my hest
china cups today. I had Letter never
uso them again, had 1Y

#Why, of course you will ; only,
I suppose, you will be more careful
how you handle them,” answered
Jack, rather perplexed at this appar-
ently irvelevant remark.

« Well, dear, hadi’t you better keep
on too, only striving to be miore care-
ful in the future. Did you pray this
morning, Jack?”’

« N —no ~—not really.
»

I was 80
late.

«QOh, Jack! No wonder you were
defeated. Tell your Heavenly Father
all about it, and ask his forgiveness,
and start again ; and never again start
out on » day without seeking help.”

wJack,” said his mother, with a ¥

wanted to help them so.  There is no
hope of thut now.”
«"Poll them about it, too—that you
know you were wrong, but that you
are sorry, and are going to iry again.
Isn't that the only thing you can do?”
« Oh, 1other, I can’t do that!” ex-
claimed Jack, in dismay.
There was n long, long pause, Then
Jack spoke again.
«1 can't, mother.  Must 13"
«1 think you ought, Jack. Don’t
you? If you are really sorry, ought
you not to be willing to do all in your
power to undo the wrong that you
have done?”
Jack kissed his mother, and went
up-stairs again to fight his battle. It
did seem such s hard thing to do.
How coull he? And yet, though he
tried hard to feel otherwise, he was
quite sure his mother was right, and
it was his duty. Tt was a long, hard
battle. Tt seemed to Jack that he
would rather do anything else; but
before he went to sleep ho had decided
to do it.
The boys were all in the playground
when he went in the next morning,
and it scemed to him that they must
hear his heart beat as he went up to
them. For n moinent it seemed im-
possible to speak : but there was a
quick, whispered prayer for help, and
then he went up to Joe.
«] want to beg your pardon for
speaking to you as 1 did yesterday,
Joe. I was as cross ax could be,” he
said bravely and clearly. And—Joe
—1I know I dishonoured my Master,
and I'm so sorty. But please don’t
think there isn’t anything to it, and
don't look at me, boys. T'm only
trying to be like him, and Tl fail lots
of times, I know ; 80 don’t watch me,
will you I”
There was & minute’s pause, which
scemed s0 long to Juck, and then Joe
put out his hand. .
«You're all right, Jack,” he said ;
and, to Jack’s surprise, his voice
trembled. You're all right. I—
guess it would be better if we were
all trying to. Anyhow, T believe in
you, though I don’s know as I should
if you hadn’t said this. You see, we
were watching you; and when you
ot mad the same as ever,

say what
believe in you now thoronghly.”
said Jack, that noom.
tough, I tell you.
I couldn’t get the words out to
with ; but the boys were 80

even now.”

* Jonn
not answer,

thereupon advised the enquirer

we thought
that there was nothing but talk ir it
all, But I know you well enough i
know it was a tough job for you to
you did just now, and I

«T am so glad I did it mother,”
“But it was
Tt seemed to me
start

and, oh! perhaps I can help them

BUNYAX was once asked &
question about heaven, which he could
because the matter was

not revealed in the Scriptures, and he
to live

The Turning Point b a Great
Man’s Life.
"Pix incident which influenced Lord
Shaftesbury’s whole career, and led
him towards w life of philanthropy,
wns indeed a strange one, It occurred
when he had been at Harrow about
two years, and was yet a boy betwnen
fourteen and fifteen. He was one day
walking alone down Harrow Hill,
when he was startled by hearing &
great shouting in a side street, und
then he beheld a coffin, earried by four
or five drunken men. Btaggering as
they turned the corner, they iet their
burden fali, and then broks out into
foul and horrible language. Horrified
at the sickening upectacle, he gazed
spell-bound, and then exclaimed, ** Can
this be permiteed, simply because the
man was poor and friendless?” And
before the horrid sonud of the drunken
songs had died in the distance, he had
resolved to devot: his life to the cause
of the poor and friendless.
Nearly séventy years afterwards,
when walking down the same hill with
Dr. Butler, the son of his old master,
his compenion ssked him if he could
remember any particular incident
which induced him to dedicate his life
to the causs of the poor and wretched.
«Tt is most extraordinary that you
should ask mo that here,” he said, “for
it was within ten yards of the spot
where we are now standing that I first
resolved to make the cause of the poor
my own,” and he then told Dr. Butler
the incident just recorded. Mr. Hodder
suggests that o suitable monument
should be erected there, such as a stone
seat, like that which marks the spot
above the Vale of Kestou, where
Wilberforce conversed with Pitt, osud
determined to bring forward the qies-
tion of the abolition of slavery.—The
Quiver.

o

Hard to Go Alone.

Som years ago I stood beside what
was thought to be the dying bed of a
young wonian suffering from heart dis-
eass. She had been a regular attend-
‘ant upon my ministry, but had con-
cerned herself little about the interests
of her soul. When taken sick she was
anxious to see we and seemed much
concerned to find Christ. I talked with
ber and directed her to him, but she
could not fix her thoughts upon him
for any length of time because of the
pein and weakness, which gave her no
reat. At lengih she seemed beyond
hope of recovery snd yet no peace came
to her troubled soul. One afternoon
as T stood with her friends around the
bed abe sppeared to be passing away,
and putting my ear down to catch what
seomed some lust message I heard her
say, “Itis hatd to have to go alone.”
Ah, yes, my friend, unlsas Christ be
with us in that supreme hour we must
go alone. Friends must then stand
back ; parents must stand back ; wnd
unless Christ be with us we shall
desoend into the Valley of Death alone.
—Glad Tidings.

«But, mother, the boys—and I

watter that he would not bave oared

a boly life, and go and see.
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