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PLEASANT HOURS.
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EASTER HYMN.
YRRV T, PN,

.4,£I N holy adoration mais.,

~Ly a0 thay anpenal morn,

Your heartx and voices in the praise
O! 7 ur~t the lowly born ;

P’raiv- to the Lord of earth and sky,

Who ame to curth for man to die.

Arrayel in rogal perop aliove,
Iy, on lits {'n!her wthrone,
Regan an a God of Puwer an:l Love,
Gol's well-beloved S,
E (ua! ®1th God o high commaudd,
He ever wita at Gol's right haod.

But list ! the Gal of earth and aky,
Bebolda s failon 1o,

A world of rebels dvomnd to die,
And paty ills the place,

The mighty God who rales above,

Is moved wath ore than fivite love.

Mercy and Justics now contend,
Each to receive tte own,
Whea Chinst steps in—the stanue's Friend
Leaviog the imperial throne,
“Justie, * hecried, **shall honoured be,”
* Mercy to all 1s otfored fres.”

The royal coarts of heaven ho loaves,
A lale he cornes to earth ;
No natal splendoar he rocetves,
A mauger owus tus birth ;
‘Thus humbly cowes the 8on of God
To carth, tu shed for us lus bivod.

With sorrow, hungir, paio and woe,
‘The Son of God was preg>al,
While hieiry in this svorld below,
Nor had . wh-ro to rest ;
Arnd then by treacherous hips tetrayed,
H1s precious blood our ransuw pard.

Stopendnus xight ! the Son of God
fxteaded on the cress!

Tho world s (Creatur shieds his tioad,
To parcbase 11fe for us ;

O how amaziog Merey's plan—

Emnisnacl die, f.r guiity man,

Ste tho infunatod mot—
‘The suluier picreo hus sude,
Bot a% t that Lnrt has ~.ase ! to throb,
*¢“I'ts finished "—ho has died 5
In the cold tomb, homo of the dead,
Now rosts the Savirur's sacred head.

Armed solliers now protect the tomb,
(Already well socaured,)

1eat any of his friends should come
And take away their cord ;

lisianive thought, U man, and vaimn ;

duvn ®all ho buisi deatl s naghty chan.

See. where his sacred head was laid
No huinan form is teen;
The Lozd is risen from the dead,
See where ks late hath been,
His fuided .tavo-civthes taere are aid,
But Christ s r ~*n from the dead.

Tho arrce-1 soldiers -» 1ako with fear
And famnt ban ath the shozk,

When daz.icg angels tucre appear,
And o away tue rak,

Aul thus wlile onthe gr nnd they lay,

The Lord arose and went hiv way.

Th. . triumphiog v'er all hix foex,
Who vamnly wateaed tus grave,
The L id of wiile sud giury ruse,
Aud cver lives to save ,
Daath and the greve are averthro o,
¥or Chnst is 51en to his thirone.

In kiogiy 7abes agait airayed,
Bebuia tue sua of Loy,

Pleading for those fur whem L bled,
And afilt bis precions ¥ and -

The Fathe: hears the ava.hag prayer,

\ad yoth tho guiity swmner apare.

Lot ceaseless pra.se to Ged be jusen,
Who gace L.s Son for as,

Who freely sent h'tn down {rom heaven
To dio upan thocress:

Throagtout etermity we'll raso

To God a ceascitss sung ol pnaise,

And to the S. a who shed his blood,
Stall endless praiso bo given,

Tho Holy Ghost, the triuno Ged,
By ali the hosis of heaven ;

Jesus hath died, bat rusen again,

And purcbased life for overy man.

Conpxy, Ont.

PAUIL THOMPSON—A TRUE
8TORY.

Oxk afternoon, a few weeks sinco,
whilo passiog through one of the pria-
clpal business streets of a lurge city,
wo came upon a crowd of echoolboys
standing in front of a saloon. Tho
boya had come out of the echoolhouse
only @ few minutes before, and had
their bo.k3 and slates, otc, in their
hands, 'I'hey wers a company of
bright, intolligent, happy-looking lsds,
but they sll seemed deeply intercated
in somothing that was going on inside
of that saloon, As they ofened their
ranks to make way for us to pass, we
stopped and asked what it was that
had attrac.ed euch a large crowd of
boys. .

 Paul Thompson's been in a fight in
the saloon there, and a policomsn has
just gone to arrest him,” said ono of
the boys

While ho was speaking a large,
blue-coated, braas-buttoned oflicer came
out, leading & man, or rather jerking
bim, by the coat-collar. The mauv in
custody wrs young, with slight form
and delicate foatures, and as we looked
into his face we saw traces of intelli-
gence and cultivation.

“He is drunk,” ssid :-uother boy,
«and when he's drunk he's always ugly
and wants to fight. This isn’t the firat
time ho has bzen taken, either.”

The crowd of boys followed the
policoman and his prisoner, and we
so0on lost right of him. As we passed
on we noticed the public echool build
ing was only a short distance from that
ssloon ; many of the scholars had to
pws by it every dey. The same pro-
prietor bad been iu possession of the
vuildiog f.r ten years past. Only six
years before Paul Thompeon had
grajuated from the high school. He
was a scbolar of high standing, too.
But ho had been in the habit of pass-
ing this dsngerous corner for years
before he graduated. He had bsen
attracted to it in his bevhood, as the
boys just epoken of bad been, by
ssme timilar occarrencs. He began
by looking 1n to see what Was guing
on behind the green screon doors.
Then he stepped ivside to hear what
the men were talking about. The
saloon-keeper noticed hiw, for ho had
s maoly berring, and belonged to a
family 1n high standing.

He encouraged the boy’s coming in
with pleasant, flattering words, and
one day he gave him a gliss of Leer to
drink. Pau. thought it was manly to
wske the offered glass, but he coud
only drink a part of it; bo did not
like the taste, it was bitter; but the
18’000 msn patted Lim on tho shoulder,
and told him to driok a8 mach as he
c,ud, and it woanld make a8 man ot
bim. Paul know it was wrong, and
when he went home he felt asham:d
to stay in the presence of his good,
awcet mother. Me could not look her
in the face, every amile she gave bim
and esvery kind word made him feel
m re and more guilky. He re.oived
never o pass by that saloon again, *, :t
w go hunie another way, alhough ..
wa8 much further. But someh.w he
did not go the other way but a few
Jdmes. Thero zeemed to be a fascina-
tion absut that salo.n, and he would
linger around it. That was tho be-
gioniog  Now we sce Paul Thompson
a constant frequenter of this same
saloon. Ho had been going down,
dowr, from bad t> wcrss, for six years
or more—the years, too, of his life
which were the most important to him

—the time when he ought to have
been acquiring a true, honorable, manly
character, His mother used to lovo
to hear his step on the walk, and his
cheerful, boyish whistle whea ho camo
houading bome from school, so happy
and light-heartod. But now that dear
mothor listons and listens night aftor
night for his step with an anxious
heart. Sho hus pleaded with prayers
and tears for his reform ; but the
“ habit begun in cobwebs has ended in
iron chains.” Ho is a slave to liquor.
Wo trust his good mother's prayers
will be heard, and that, through the
morcy and strength of the Lord Jesus
Christ, ho may break those iron chains
But wo seo where he is to-day, Now,
boys, this case of Paul Thompson is a
great warning to all of you. Don't
stop st saloons, even to look in. Cross
cver to the other side, and shun those
teirible places where so many have
lost their msnhood aund their soul
R>:member that every poor, miserable
drinkard began his downward careor
when he took his first glass.—Susan
T Perry, sn Youll's Temperance
Danner,

GREETING ROYALTY.

DeaN StaNLEY met Lady Augusta
Bruce in Paris at the house of Madame
Mohl, wife of the great Oriental
scholar, and wss g0 charmed as to say,
¢ If I were in a mind to marry, I have
seen the woman who would suit me”
It was not long before the Dean was
“in a mind to marry " tho woman who
suited him.

Maaeme Mohl used to make an
annual vigit to the Deanery, where she
was 8 constant source of entertainment
to the Stanleys and thei fnends. Onse
friend, Queen Victoria, was very much
entertained by her original eayings and
manners.

Ono of Madame Mohl's visits to the
Deanery was at a time when there was
apprehension of a war between England
and Germany on account of tho Schles-
wig-Holstein question. One morning,
madame was sitting in the drawing-
room, reading the ZTimes, which con-
tained the good news that there woula
bo no war. Suddenly the door was
thrown open, and the servunt an-
nounced,—

¢ The Queen "

An ordinary woman would have
been a little flastered by the unex-
pected presence, but madame was an
extraordinary womau, on whom royalty
as royalty made but a slight impressi n.
Bianding up, she said, with heard-
Dess,—

« Well, your Majesty, we are to
have no war !™

* No, thank God, we are not to have
war | answered the Queen, holding
out both hands to madame, and sicting
iog do#n besids ber.

Lady Awugusta huarrisd with her
toilet, rather anxious as to how her
friend, who was no respecter of persons,
would behave to the govereign. She
found them cbhatting in the most
friendly maoner, and the old lady
giving opinions on Earopean politics
as freely as if her listener had been
only an intelligent Iady. She was, in
fact, nothing more to madame, who,
afier the interview, always spoke of
heor as ¢ that dear woman, the Queen.”

During another visit to the Deanery,
she again met with royalty, and agsin
showed her indifferecnce to rank.
Prioce Leopold, then a baoy, was
brought in, amid the bowing and
ecraping of those present, to be intro-

duced to Madamo Mohl. The dd
lady, however, remained seated, and}
putting out her hand, eaid,— :

“J am an old woman, my dear, a0 |
can’t got up, but I am very glad ¢
kaow you.”

Once at Berlin she was presontid to |
the Urown Prince and Princess at o [
sotrec  Tho Qerman Court i8 rathe
stiff in its etiquotte, but madame is. |§
vited the Prince and horself to sit gids |8
by sido. X

“ T had a delightful flirtation with |i
His Imporial Highness " aaid ahe, in ||
narrating the ovent.
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TEACH THE LITTLE ONES 10
SING.

I Live in a torrcoe that is built of [
tumber, and you can hear almost all thas |
ig passing in tho adjoining tenements
There are ten families in tho row.
On thoe east side i3 & family of four per. |§
sons—the father, a railroad conductor,
who rarely goea to church, and two
children who, with their mother, goijE
occasionally. The little girl, about i
eight, bas been trying to learn some of {8
tho hymns at the Sunday-school, |8
particalarly, “ We'll try to be like
Jesus,” from our excellent Hymnal |8
She has been singing it in the honse » (B8
great deal for eeveral days  The little
boy, named Chailey, is five years old,
and Le too has become very fond of it.
Their bed is in 3 rcom next to my |8
partition, and apparently being too
wakoful to slcep ho has been tonight
gingiog over this little hymn for an
bour at least. A few mioutes ags he
shonted down to his mother to know it g8
she dida’t thirk his bymn was very ||
pretty, Sheanswered, “Oh yes, bat 50 {§8
had better goto e'esp.” Charley's voics B
stopped, and I hear him breathing i
heavily, go I suppose he is sleeping
now. Heisa very delicite child; I
fear he will not reach manhood, bal
he will ind many pleatures in singing /4K
the bymns that he learns from his i}
sister, and his singing of them will g
touch chords in other hearts besides {8
his own, L:t us teach the childien to |8
ging. A, A,

SWEDISH TRAITS.

Oxg great peculisrity of travelling {8
in Sweden is the extreme quiet and
lack of flarzy. The Swedish are a|@
tsciturn and noiseless people.  They |3
do much by signs, and never shout {J
A Swodish crowd makes singularly g
Iittle sound. Swodes, even of the}E
lowest class, never push or jostle. ItiH
is the custom to do 55 much bowing i
and hat lifting that one is obliged to 5N
move more slowly than in England, t [Ji8
give time for all this courtesy, /B
When a train leaves = platform, or ¢ {8
s'eamboat a pier, all the lookerso
lite their hats to the departing passen: 1 B
gers, and bow to them, a compliment |
returned by the travellers. If you @
address the poorest person in thsstres [BS
you maus? lift your hat. A geatlems
passing a lady on the stairs of a hatd I8
must do the same. To enter a shop B8
or a bank with one's hat on ia a wernble 2
bresch of good mannera. If you cate: i
or leave a c:ff26 room yoa must bos [
to all the occupants. Pagsengers & 8
board the little steamers which ply [
about Stockholm invarisbly raise thez i@
hats to the occupants or any othe {8
boat which passes near them. Tbs (g
very men in cherge of the locks on the 3
capal bow politely to the sailors ug8
the boats go through. =




