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PLEASANT HOURS.

Our Boys Are Comel
3Y THE RRY J B, NEWELL

Our boys are come—our boys are como—
Their couatry’s hope, the nation’s
shiold—
Qur horo countrymen come home
From bivoue and battlefleld.

Aud while tho Emplre’s annals tell
0f Roberts and of Wellington,

The famo our heroes won so well
shatl still live on—shall stil live on

And for tho dead tho cypress waves
Her sombro boughs, in memory

Of thoso who slecp in nameless graves—
A glorlous band—beyond tho sea.

13ut where they foll, that tyranny
Might ylold to right or banishment,

A nation’s progress hence shall bo
Their everlasting monument '
Markdale, Ont.
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Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
Rev. W, H, Withrow, D.D,, Editor.

TORONTO, NOVEMBER 17, 1900.

A BROKEN-HEARTED PRINCE.

Perhaps some boy who reads this true
story may think it would te a fine thing
to be a prince; to Live in & palace, and
have scores of servants to do one's will;
to be flattered and courted and envied,
and to have everybody say, “there goes
the prince!” when he so much as goes
out for an airing.

But look upon some pictures in the
real 1ife of a Teal prince of the blood, and
say it you would like to leave your free,
happy country, and take your chance
among the uneasy heads that are doomed
to wear crowns, 1f they are not snatched
off by envious hands!

Less than a hundred years ago, Louls
XVI King of France, was told that it
had been decided that e should die
within twenty-four hours, mot for any
crime that he had done, but because the
country was in a state of turmotl, a re-
volution was in progress. and the insane
people were clamouring for change.

He was allowed to see his family onco
more.  For nearly two hours on the last
evellng of his 1ife he sat with his loved
ones about him, his wife and sister on
either side, his young daughter in front,
and his ope dear little son upon his
«nees. The littlo Louls was scarcely
cight years old, but the shadow of that
awful night never loft his young life?!

For a little whilo the children weore
left with their beautiful mother, Queen
Marle and Mad: Ellzabeth,

Both the queen and Madame Ellzabeth
were put to death, and the royal children
wero left without a friend fn thess sadly
troubled times. You do not wonder, do
you, that the gentlo child fell {il, and, In
time, seemed to become almost an fdlot ?

When, at last, people began to come
to thatr senses a little and 8 kind guard-
fan was given him who tried to amuse
him and make him happy, It was too late
Tho little prince born to the throne of
France died of & broken heart a year or
two after his father's death!

Perbaps you want to know what be-
camo of the princess ?  She waa older
and stronger and of a more resolute na-
ture than her brother  Sho lived to es-
cape from her prison, and to grow to wo-
manhood, when she wrote a very spirited
account of tho way sho and her family
kad been treated.

EARNING THEIR PLEDGE
DY LENA BLINK LEWIS,

“ Ten dollars I

*My! but how can wo do it " camo
from all parts of the room, and many
1ittle faces looked troubled; but Miss
Nolson smiled very cncouragingly, and
asked them to listen attentively while
she told them a plan which bad been
suggested by one of the boys.

“You know,” she sald, " a great many
villagez have street fairs, and scll all
sorts of things; and we are wondering
why wo could not have an October falr
in the lecture-room of the church, and
seil nuts, apples, popcorn, and all the
good things which October brings to us.

“Y am sure it will be a success it
every one helps, and each member must
bring something, or assist in getting or
preparing something for sale.

“First, I will offer my horse and car-
rlage to use in gatherlng things to-
gether, or taking the boys out in the
country to get the nuts. I feel quite
sure some of the farmers will be glad
for the Junlors to gather them on shares;
and X presume We can get plenty of pop-
corn and apples,

“We wlil meet here at the church
after school on Monday and make our
arrangements.”

The faces were brighter by this time,

and every Junlor was ready to do his
share.
Sunday morning the pastor told the
people Wwhat the little folks wished to
do, and that they were willing to gather
nuts or apples on shares, and s0 pay for
their own. He added that the Juniors
were not all little people, but that often
little people were tho most earnest
workers.

‘When the service was over the farmers
one by one stopped at the table where
Miss Nelson sat, and left their offering
of an order for helpers, or a promisoe of

-a busbel of apples or a peck of corn when

called for; and one old gentleman said
that he would send down a bushel of
hickorles—he guessed the young folks
would earn them by the time they were
sold; snd 1f there was anythlng else Lo
could do, to let him know; he was more
than glad to help the cause along.

The League had many friends, and
when a week had passed the store-house
was well filled. The lecture-room was
arranged as a street, with booths on
toth sides, prettily decoraled with
autumn leaves, goldenrod, and ever-
greens, and it was certainly a very pretty
scene. At one booth was a little girl
dressed in white, selling popcorn and
milk at five cents a bowl, and she was
well patropized. Next to her was a
young man selling hickory nuts by the
quart, and his next dosor neighbour had
a quantity of apples, sold by the peck, or
the finest ones at two cents each. At
another place one could buy cracked nuts
of all kinds at five cents 2 dish; and very
near br was a little girl selling horse-
shoe nalls, ar souvenir nut-picks. Her
papa was & blacksmith, and donated the
nalls, each one was tled with a tiny
bow of ribbon, and was pretty as well as
useful.

Thero were strings of Boglish walnuts,
some of which were shells contalning
which afforded much amuse-

tho king’s sister, and then the little boy,
shy, timid, clinging ¢hild as ho was, less
than nine years old, was taken from the
others ané put into & room by himselt
where he had no one to speak to him but
the gruff man who was supposed to take
care of him. but who treated him un-
tcdly at first, and finally with wicked
cruelty  Sometimes crafty men would
come and talk with the poor boy about
hig former life, and when, by and by, his
mother was brought to trial, things which
ho had sald wero told in such a way as
to mako it appear that the queen had
done very evil things of which she was
quite innocent  When the little Louls
was told this he zald ke would nsver
spesk again, and for & long tima he kept
Ay word,

ment for the visitors. Crystalilzed pop-
ccrn looked very tempting in high glass
dishes, and some people were delighted
with tiny glasses of old-fashioned parched
yellow corn. -

Pears, peaches, and other fruits helped
the sale along, and onc could fird hot
coffee and sandwiches at the farther end
of the street, and, unlike the usual
streot-falr, there were plenty cf places
tv sit down and bo comfortable.

The Junfors worked hard to propare all
this, and it seemed every one had done
something to help, but there wero two
1ittle boys—new members. who felt very
sorry and They were tiny little
tellows, and very poor, but they hung
around the church and asked over and

over to halp, bet every one would smile,

and say : “Oh, you are too small, dear;
ron along out of tho way" And they
felt hurt and disappointed, and went out
under the trecs and talked it over. and
the blggest boy sald to hls little
brother : "I tell you, Sammy, what we'll
do! we'll go home and get one of mam-
ma’s pumpkins. There afn't any pump-
kins thero.”

And, strange cnough, no one had
thought ot a pumpkin—in October, too!

The boys hurried home, for the after-
noon was about gono, and the people
wero beginning 0 come, and It would
soon Lo ovening aund the church would
be full,

Thefr mamma saw how anxious they
were, and had not the heart to dlscour-
age them; yot she folt sure no one would
buy a common yellow pumpkin.

“We'll make 8 Jjack-o’-lantern, mamma;
that will mako it sell,” Sammy sald, and
80 they worked until almost lark, and
tho lights were lighted when the two
boys reached the church. Jim had rolled
the pumpkin—it was too big for him to
carry—and Sar w«y carried the lantern
very carefully in his little arms. Just
as thoy got to the steps, Mr. Adams, the
pastor, met them.

* Well, boys, what's this 7"

Jimmy told thelr story with trembling
velce, and : * We—wanted—to help—and
~—and this is—all we've—got.”

“ Bless your heart, little man, you are
a real Junior—a workor in the vineyard."
Angd he lfted the big pumpkin and car-
ried It into tho church, whilo the boys
followed with the jack-o'-lantern.

Mr Adams called Miss Nelson, and sha
took the two boys lovingly in her arms
and thanked them for being so thought-
ful. The pumpkin, with {ts funny man
on top of it, had a table of its own, and
when its history was whispered about
and the Idea advanced that it was to be
s0ld to the highest bidder, it was not long
till blds were dropping from all sides,
and finally it was marked sold, and
every one was curlous,

The two little Juniors were very happy
boys, and when, later in the evening, the
people gathered In the auditorlum, and
Mr., Adams gave a little talk, and Miss
Nelson thanked the friends for the in-
terest they had taken, and said the fair
was a real success, every hooth had
earned its share, but the pumpkin man
had earned the most of all, the boys were
fatrly overcome with delight, and Mr,
A(}:ms catled them to the fromt, and
safd :

* Hero are two valiant workers in the
vineyard of the Lord,” and many Deople
shook hands with them, and they found
they were no longer strangers In Junior
land.—~Junior Herald.

THE LORD'S MONEY.,
BY MARGARET E. SANGSTER.

« Bertle, Bertle, fs't thls a sheme 7
cried 1fttle Caspar Hall, as he held up
a sllver quarter for his older brother to
look at.

It was a bright gquarter, and.at first
sight there was nothing the matter-with
it; but closer inspection showsd that it
had been bored, and the hole had after-
ward been carefully filled up.

“They wouldn't take it where I bought
my slate,” sald Caspar, ruefully; “and
then I tried to pass it at the candy-shop,
and the lady shook her head; and when
I offered it to the conductor of the car
ke was quite cross, and asked me if I
didn’t know how to read. When I said,
‘Yes, of course I do,’ he pointed to a
notice In big letters, ‘ No mutilated coin
recelved here’ What shall I do with
ltx 7];’ finished the little fellow, With a
sigh.
“You have no idea who gave It to
you,; have you, Caspar ?” sald Bertle,

“Not the least, It Is part of the
cbange I had from Uncle John's Christ-
mas gift to me”

“'Well, you wust be sharper next time.
Now, if I were you, I would put it into
the misslonary-box. The society will
work it off somchow.”

“But—I don’t want to put a whole
qearter in the box.”

“It is not a whoie quarter, Casp; it’s
a quarter that’s had a hole in it. No-
body'll take it from you. You may just
sghweu get rld of it in that way 28 any
other.” )

Bertie and Caspar Hall were in thelr,

father’s library when this conversation
took place. They thought themsclves
alone, but just on the other side of &
crriain which divided the room from the
parlour thelr little cousin Ethel was sit-
ting. As Caspar moved toward the
mante]l where the -family mlssionary box
stcod in plain sight, Ethel drew the cur-
tain aside and spoke to him.

*Boys,” she sald, “I dld not mean. to
lirten, but I could not help overhearing
you; and Caspar, dear, don't drop that

quarter iato the box, please”
“Wky not, Bthelt™ .

bo"'rho Lord's money goes Into that
.,

X

Borilo looked up from his Latin gram.
mar to mest the glowlng face of the lit-
tly girl. Her eyes were shining, and
ber 1ips quivered a little, but she spoke
gravely : “I¢ was tho lamb without
blemish, don’t you know, that the He-
brews wero to offer to the Lord? It
you saw Jesus here in this room, you
would not like to say, ‘ I will give this to
thep because no one else will have it
It was gold, frankincense, and myrrh
the wise men offered to tho infant Jesus.”

Tho boys drew nearer Ethel, 8he want
on: “It fan't much we can give to him
who gave himself for us, but I bellevo we
ought to give him our beat, and what
cost us something. Excuse mo, but it
seems mean to drop a battered coln into
God's treasury, just to got it out of
slght.”

Caspar and Bertlo agreed with Ethel.
They were about to do wrong for want
of thought. Are there no older people
who should remember that the Lord’s
!:ox:t;y ought to be perfect, and of our

s

“DRINK LIKE A MAN,”
BY ERV. CHARLES COVRTENAY.

Young Potts was exceodingly am-
bitlous, The fire of ambition literally
blazed in bls young breast. But it was
not for honour or riches. He had no
tasto for these, No, he was ambitious
to bo & man. Angd, therefore, as might
be expected, he spent all his time, and
thoughts and money, in trying to be like
a man,

Now, so long as he indulged only in
twirling a German-siiver-headed cane, or
n utteri popu-
larly supposed to be manly, or in resent-
og his sister’s attempts to treat hlnt as
a lad, his ambition did nobody any harm.
But, unfortunately, he went to greater
lengths than these, and adopted °xpedi-
ents not so innocent.

For Instance, it was a pity he should
endure such agony in learning to smoke.
It wasn't worth it at all. But, you see,
if you would be like a man, you must—
80 his companions sald—smoke lke a
man. And so young Potts braved the
horrors of first whifts,  like a man.”

1 wish this had been all, for even thls
might, perhaps, have been overlooked;
but in addition to smoking, he now and
then exploded into strong expressions,
which, it not positive ocaths, were un-
doubtedly first cousins to them; and I
am not quite sure, but I fancy that once
or twice I heard the oath itself. I hope
It was only a suspicion born of the ex-
pectation that he would before long, not
“gsmoke like o man,” but “swear
llke & man” But of one thing I am
quite sure, that his ambition ied him not
unfrequently into the public-house. H
went there, it is perhaps nocdless to 88y,
“to drink like 2 man.”

Behold young Potts, with kis glass held
aloft before him, in all the glories of his
manhood. A boy! a stripling! a lad !
Nonsense. No deabt he looks like it, no
doubt his age might confirm the opinion.
But don’t you see that he is “drinking
like a man” 7 Let that settle the mat-
ter once and for ever.

Poor Potts! Poor silly young Potts !
What shall I say to you? How shall I
make ycu stand on your two feet, ahd set
your poor, cracked head straight?
You're arinking “ like & man,” are you ?

‘Why, you've taken the wrong turning.
You will never reach manliness this way.
You are golng away from it, rather than
te it. The fact of the matter is, you've
got into the same road as that red-faced,
pimply-nosed, dilapidated-lcoking man
in the corner there, who is sipping his
brandy and water. Yes, he began by
taking the same turning as you have
taken. He wanted to be & msan, and tow
see what be 1. You wouldn't care to
be like him, would you? But as sure
as your name is Potts, S0 sure you see
your lkeness there if you keep at it long
enough. -

Young Potts, it I were you, 1 would
have done with all this nonsense and
sin. 1 would begin afresh. I would
begin in right good earnest to think of
my soul. Would It help you, do you
think, when you stand before God's
judgment-seat, to boast that you had
“drupk like 2 man®? It’s.a sad pity
to see such 2 young life so utterly thrown
away. Don't “drink like a man,” young
Potts. Do think of your * inward man,”
a;nd your eternal future.—Friondly Greet-
ngs.

A little child, becoming weary with the
quarrelling of two younger children
over & glass of milk, exclaimed, < What's

-the uss of quarrelling over that milk ?-
fmenr is- whole cowful owié in the




