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PLEASANT HOTURS.
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The Burial of D}oses.
# By Nebo's lonely mountain,
Qa this side Jordan's wave,
In a valo in the land of Moab,
There lics a lonoly gravo;
And no man knows that sopulchre,
And no man saw it o'er,
Yor the angels of God upturned the sod
And Iaid the dead man there,

 That was the grandest funr.ral
That ever passed on carth,
Yet no man heard the trawpling,

Nowelessly as the daylight
Comes when the night is done,

And the crimson streak on oceau’s cheek
Grows into the great sun.

¢ So without sound of music,
Or voice of them that wept,
Silently down, from the mountain’s crown,
‘The great procession swept.
Perchance the bald old eagle,
Oa gray Beth-Peor Luight,
Out of bis loucly eyrie,
Looked on this wondrous sight.

¢ Perchance the lion, stalking,
Still shuns the hallowed spot,

For beast and bird bave secn and heard
That which man knoweth not,

* But when the warrior dietb,
His cotnrades in the war

1With arms reversed, and mufiled drums,
Follow the funecral car,

Amid thoe noblest of the land
They lay the sage to rest,

And givo the bard an honoured place,
With costly marble dressed.

“This was the bravest warrior
That ever buckled sword,
This the most gifted poct
That ever breathed a word,
And never carth’s philosopher,
Traced with his fragile pen,
On the deathless page truth half so sage
Asthat he gave to men.

*And had henot highhonour?
The hillside for a pall, ~

To lie in stato, while cagels wait,
And stars for tapers tall.

And the tall rock-pines, liko tossing plumes,
Above his bier to wave,

And God’sown band, in that lonely land,
To lay him in the grave.

“In that strange grave withont s name,
Whence his uncofiined clay

Shall bresk sgain—Oh, wondrous thought !
Before the judgmcat day.

And stand with glory wrapt around,
On the hills he nover trod,

And speak of the strife that won our life,
Wit tho Incarnate Son of God.

01 lon:ly grave in Moal's 1and,
01 dack Beth.Peor’s hiil}
Speak to theas curious hearts of ours,
And teach them to be atill.
God has his mysteries of grace,
Ways that we cannot tcll;
He hides them decep, like the hiddea sleep,
Of him he loved 80 woll”

GIRLS AND TEE GOSPEL.

In our country we are inclined to
show girls just as much, if not a little
more, respect, than the boys. Itis not
so in heathen lands. The little girls
oro not counted among the children in
heathen countries. If a man is asked
how many children ho has he will give
only the number of the boys. If asked
whether ho bas hot also some girls he
will show anger and contempt.

, What makes this differonco between
heathen lands snd our own? It is the

Gospel OF Jesus Christ. It toaches us

as much as those of bnys, and that as
creatures of Gl thiey rank as hizh g
the boys do.  Thin, in our Christian
lifo wo learn to support and defend
the wealk, and s girls are not so strony
aud so0 able to help themselves as boys
are, we feel ns if we ought to ve a
little move gatlant and hopeful towird
them than we are to the boys.

There are three things in all this
which the girls ought to remember,
The first iz that they ought to be thank-
ful for the Gospel and its Llessed -
structions. But for that our girls
would without doubt be in the same
condition us the girls in heathen coun-
tries are.

They nare to remember that they are
not to become havghty bLecause of the
favours shown them, nor act as if they
had the right to lord over tho boys as
if they wero good for nothing but to
be servants to the girls. They should
not act as if they owned every howe,
and street or carin whioh they may be
found.

The third lesson to be impressed on
our girls on account of the blessings
brought on them by the Gospel is that
they should be very eager to send the
Gospel to those who do not enjoy its
light. The differenco between the
poor heathen girls and our own ought
to make every little Christian girl an
earnest worker to send the Bible to
the heathen, Here are four things all
ourgirls can do for them, pray, talk,
work, give.  Some of them will after
awhile bo able to give themselves as
issionaries to tell the story of Jesus
and his love to the hieathen who know
nothing about our dear Saviour.

A LITTLE TALE WITH BOYS.

Wnex I mect you everywhere, boys
—on the strect, in the cars, on the
boat, at your homes or at school—I
see & great many things in you to
admirc. You are carnest, you are
merry, you are full of happy life, you
are quick at your lessons, you are
patriotic, you are brave, and you are
ready to study out all the great and
curious things in this wonderful world
of ours.

Bat very often I find ono thing
lacking in you. You are not quite
gentlemanly enough. There are so
many little actions which belp to make
a true gentleman, and which I do not
ses in you.

Sometimes when mother or sister
comes into the room where you are
sitting on the most comfortable chau,
you do not jump up and say, ¢ Tako
this seat, mother,” or “Sit here,
Annie ;” but you sit still and enjoy
it yourself. Sometimes you push past
your mother or sister, in the doorway
from one room to another, instead of
stepping aside politely for them to
pass first. Perbaps you say *the
governor,” in speaking of your father;
and when he comes in at night you
forget to s.* “Good evening, sir.”
Sometimes when your mother has been

carrying a parcel, you do not step ny
and sy, Lot me carey that for you,
mother,” but you keep on playing
with the other boys.  Somutimes when
mother or sister i3 doiuyg xowething
for you, you call out, *Came, hurry
up,” just as if you were rpeaking te
onn of your boy compamens, Soe
times when you are rushing out te
play, and mect o lady friend of your
mother's just coming in at the door,
you do not hft your cap from your
head, nor wait a moment till she hio
passed in,

Such “little” things, do you say'
Yeos, to be sure; hut it is these very
little acts, thess gentle acts, which
make gentlemen., 1 think the word
gentleman is a beaatiful word,  Fit,
man—and  that  means  everything
strong and brave and noble 5 and then,
gentle.  And that means full of these
little kind, thonghtful acts of which 1
have been speaking. A gentleman”
Every boy may be one if he will.
Whenever 1 see a gentlemanly boy 1
feel so glad and proud. I wet one the
other day, and T have been happier
ever since.~—A4non.
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WILLIE'S FIRST MISSIONARY
CARD.

WiLLiE was a little boy nbout five
years old, bright-eyed, sharp, ulways
ready for play, and always equally
ready for the Sabbath.school.

In the school which he attended
there were some two hundred scholnrs,
ranging all the way from far below the
teens to above the twentics. One
Sabbath afternoon the minister visited
the school, and called for a dozen
scholars to take Christmas cards to
collect for missions. But although
the minister told about the degraded
condition of the heathen, and urged
the scholars to try and collect some
thing to send them the gospel ; yet not
one boy out of all the big boys and
little boys, young boys and old ones,
volunteered to takea card. Atlen, th,
away down at the very end of tw
big school-room, little Willie was seen
holding up bhis hand. Coming forward,
he received a card with a five cent
subscription to start with, and re-
turned to his plrce in the class, feeling
a bigger, a prouder, a happier, and a
more important boy than ever in Ins
lifo before.  Like all good boys Willic
dearly loved his mother—sought her
counsel in all his plans, narrated to
her all his adventures, and contided to
her all his secrets, his troubles and his
cash. Willie’s first raid was upon the
biggest merchant, then opon the clerks,
the post-mistress, and other less promi-
nent members of the community with
varying success. Then having col-
lected from them all, he proposed, a
few days after, to call upon them all
again, and was only dissuaded from
doing &0 by his mamma, who feared
the result of a second appeal in xo
short a time. Willie, now finding that
further efforts were unavailing with

to friends abad. He was just |
leurtung to wnite, and one day he
hrought to lns wammn a letter ob o
serap of paper in greast aprawhing
printed ¢ atals that seemnd like o lot
of frgghtened mbbite, greatly seansd
on Guding themselves w such o pre-
dweament. By the exervise of a littls
pativnt ingenuity his proud mammn
read out : f
“ Ihenr Aunt Sarah,— Please pond
me sermething for my eard. It as n

missivnary card

“Wune”

This precious epistle wis dualy posted,
and when all except Wilhie bunself
bl forgotten all about it, the post,
vne day, brought a letter to Lam from
s dear Aunt Sarah, ontamning a
bright, crisp, new §2.00 bank note for
his mssionary card.  Willie's juy wax
unbounded,  His Jetter had actually
reached Aunt Sarah, and brought ham
money for his cand.  The ncwg reemed
marvellous. O the wonderor writing®
What wmage there must have _been
in that letter of hisx! By saving up
his own pennies, and begging from
visitors to his howe, and colleoting as
lie had opportunity, he had the joy of
presenting quite a largs sum to the
twissonary fund.  Walhe still takes an
interest in missions, and has forgntten
maany other importans things, but it
will be a long time ere he forgets his
tirst letter, and bis first missionary
card.

The Lord's Prayer for Ohildren.
LY GEORGE Q. SMIT).
Tuy blessed namne, oh Father duar,
Be honoured everywwhere,
As angels do thy will above,
So may we do it bere.

Feed ua to-lay, with neelful bread,
Our zins, Oh lond, forgive,

For we forgive as thou Last bidden,
And wlule on carth we live,

From all temptation shield uz sals,
And while we wake aud aleep,
From all the wiles of sricked onea,
Good Lord, thy children kecp.
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A DREADFUL MISTAKE.

In Pennsylvania about three weeks
ago n young man’s wmother died. He
loved her very much, and his grief
when she died was great.  Though he
had never tasted hquor, he took to
drinking to drown fus sorrow. This
was on the Sunday after the funeral.
On Tuesday he died mm a drunken
stupor! What a termble blunder!
Perhaps he made 1t cortamn that he
would never meot his mother again,
He threw away his lifo, forgot every
esson sho had taught him, and plunged
uncalied and unforgiven into eternity.
Rum lias made many a son break his
mother’s heart,  This time the mother
had gone, but rum ruined the son,

“Gricl banished by wine will come agafa,

And come with a deeper shade,
Leaving, perchaaco, on tho soul & staln

Which sorrow bad never made,
Then fl] not the tempting glsas {or mo,
1f moarufal, 1 will not be mail,
Better zad, bocanse we are ainful, le,
Than sinfol becatso wo sre wad.”

. that the souls of girls are worth just

shopping and pssses you on the eorner,

friends at home, turned his thoughts

———a

e DN g S

mom—

i
f

(]

X




