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PLEASANT HOURS,

——

Mave Courage, My Boy, to Say “Nol*

You're starting, my boy, on lifo's journey,
Along the grand highway of llfe:

You'll meet with a tbousand tempia-

tions—

Each city with evil is rife

This world Is a stage of excitement,
Thero's danger wherever you go:

But, if you arc tempted in weakness,
Have courage, my boy. to say No!

In courago alone lles your safety,
When you the long journey Legin,
Your trust In a heavenly Father
Wil keep you unspotted from sin.
Tempiations wil! o on Increasing.
As streams frem a rivulet flow,
But If you'd be true to your manhkood,
Have courage. my boy, tu say No'

Be careful in choosing companions—
Scek only the brave and tho true:
And stand by your friends when in trial,
Ne'er changing the old for the new;
And when by false frlends you are

termpted
Tho taste of the wine-cup to know,
With firmness’” with patience and kind-
ness,
Have courage, my boy, to say No!
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S80ME PSALMS THE JUNIORS SHOULD
KNOW

' GOD AND THE BOY IN KNEE-

PANTS.

** Why, that was thousands of years
! age,” exelalmed Fred, in amazement.

“Well the sun shoua thousands of
years ago, and tho same sun Is shining
to-day,” replied his mothoer.

* But, gee bere: I'm just & boy in knco-
paots "

“That {s potialng dreadful. There
are probably a hundred milllons of you
in the world, and knee-pants are no
farther from God than long pants.”

Fred went out of the room, and pretty
soon  his father found him starlng
stratght up into the sky * Hunting for
stars 7 he asked, laughingly

“No gir"” Fred stammered, confused
And then he. too, laughed and asked,
* How much nearer to heaven are you

than I papa *”

“If you mean the blue heavens above,
the top of my head {s probably two teet
nearer than yours. But If you mean
tho heart of God, there Is not even that
much difference, I am sure; for he loves
a Loy as well as a man.”

“‘That's what mother sald, but I
couldn’t understand what he could want

Seed tiine apa harvest.—PFsalm 126,

For their unfaithfulness and forgetful- |
ness of God's word, the tribes of Isracl
were carried away captilve into Babylun, |
and were held {n captivity for seventy |
years, At last they were permitted to
return, to rebuild Jerusalem, to restore
the holy temple, and to worship again
the God of Israel in the land of their
fathers. Under these circuimnstances this
Psalm was written. We can imagine
it as chanted by the band of pligrims
returning from the land of their cap-
tivity, rejoicing as they climbed the
hills or trod the valleys of the Lords
land, the land promised to thelr fathers.
* Then was our mouth filled with laugh-
ter, and our tongue with singing: then
said they among the heathen, The Lord
hath done great things for them.”

It i3 sald of the late Dr. Rice, a General
Superintendent of the Methodist Church
1in Canada, that after bis conversion, as
a boy working in a storc in New Bruns-
wick, the joy of the Lord so abounded
{n his soul that literally his mouth was
fitled with laughter, and bubbled over in
songs of praise and thanksgiving.

So also Dr. Ryerson, the first General
Superintendent of this Church, and one
of tho graatest men Canada ever pro-
duced. ‘When recalled from school at
bis father's command to work upon the
farm, though persecuted because he
joined the Methodists, yet the joy of
tho Lord was his strength and he was
able to say,

* Josus all the day long
Is my joy and my song.”

When God turns away our captivity
and roleases us from the bondage of
Satan and of sin, he puts a new song
into our mouth eoven pralse unto our

t started they would be all right.

God.

with a boy In knee-pants yet.”

Pred’s father poluted him to where
the workmen were bullding the stone
walls of a house, and sald : “ You soe
the mason is just fitting a small stone
in the wall. A large one would not fit
there So there are hundreds of places
where a Loy fits Into God’s plan of the
world, but a man would not. Time and
again he has used boys, thousands of
whom we have never heard. So if you
ser any goo” that a boy can do—making
another boy sce the meanness of a mean
act or the glory of an unselfish one,
protecting a dog or other creature, light-
ening life's burdens a little here and
there for wearled onea and getting ready
for the work of a man by-and-bye—re-
member that is one of God’s calls to you
to serve him. and that he wants all the
bove in knee-pants to stand In close to

l him, ready for his commande.”

A BREACH OF TRUST.

BY 3IARY SIAXWELL RYAN.

Top season had passed; marbles had
been all the rage, had reached the zenith
of thelr glory, and were now at a dis-
count. Billy Sluncan, who played
* keeps,” and bhad won seventy-three
white alleys and cleven moss agates, was
no longer looked upon as a Gould or a
Rockefelicc by his assoclates. Billy
realized this, and hagd, with lavish hand,
digtributed his best taws among his
smaller companions.

It was kite-flying time in the town of
Camden, and when the conditions were
favourable, kites of ali shapes and sfzes
could be seen in varlous directlons,
floating gracefully in the balmy spring
alr,

The very little boys, whose mechanical
{deas could not yet comprehend the
whole scheme of a regular kite, tied
pleces of string to cardboard or thick
brown paper, which they eagerly
watched over one shoulder as, holding-
the string, they ran down the street, in
the vain hope that if they could get them
They
always hkeld the firm belief that a little
more wind or a little faster dragging

| would develop the spasmodic flutter in-

to a birdlike flight.

“Our crowd” had decided to make a
Kite that in regard to size and flying
qualities should surpass anything so far
produced {n Camden, Sylvester Hart
had agreed to engincer the job, and as
we considered his capabllity along such
lines unlimited, we felt that success was
assured from the start.

There was a workbench in our barn,
so it was declded that this would bo the
best place to make the kite. Jim Catron
had a good knife, and was an able sec-
ond to Syivester in the work; tho rest
of us stood around offering useless sug-
goctinns and speculating on the number
of balls of twine we could let out on
it, how hard it would pull, etc.; but aside
{rom running after paste, paper, and
other materials, we were not actively
concerned in the manufacture.

It took all the afternoon to make the
famous kite. which was a besuty of the
six-cornered variety, about three feet
long and pearly two feet wide; below
cach corner was a gilt star; in the centre
a sllver moon. We gazed upon it in
Justitiable prido, and, if a breath of air
had  eneanraged us, we might have
fgnored the warning supper bells heard
from vzrlous points; but not a leaf trem-
bled that still May evening, and so the
kite was left in my care, and the boys
agreed to eome the next afternoon to fiy
it 1t the wind was right.

1 put it avay very carefully, in a safe
p'ace, fully expeecting to leave it there
until the whole rommiitee met to try it.

! Had I done so I might bhave given my
story a more cheerful title.

I drcamed of the kite that night, and
woko up noxt morning thinking about
it. It was a beautiful morning, but as
the day grew older tho wind rose and I
begen to be afrald it would blow too
hard by alternoon for our kite to make
its trial trip. Tho idea came to me to
get the kite out, not to fly {t, but just
to seo how it would take the wind.

Very carcfully I carried it to the open
street, grasped the string about three
feet from the Lridle, and turned the kite
toward the wind. It was balanced per-
fectly and hung just right, as soon as
the breeze struck it, it ehot out and up,
llke a thoroughbred race-horse that
starts {nto a run at a touch of the rein.

One need not run himselt out of breath
to get that kite up to where it would
carry itself; all that seemed necessary
was to let out the stripg. 1 let out
fitteen or twenty fecet morae; it oulled like
a team of horses. 1 was 50 r«cited that
I thought I would let out the few fect
more and then draw it in and walt for
the boys, when—whish! came an extra
puf of air; the kite pulled harder and
the tail was not sufficfent for ballast. It
veered suddenly to one slde, made a
graceful swoop and struck the ground
falrly on the end of one of the long
sticks of the frame. WIith a feeling or
dread I walked up to look at it, it was
broken.

That afternoon the boys came, I ex-
plained and apologized and regretted.
They sald very lttle, but looked a great
deal. I had betrayed thelr trust. [
had lost more in their constderation than
they had lost in the kite. Sylvester
took the kite home to see if it could be
repaired, but said nothing to me about
accompanying him, The day that had
promised so much of triumph and plea-
sure was spotled by onc boy’'s fafthless-
ness.

1 wandered forlornly about the orchard
and garden until almost supper-time,
when I went in the house to bs met by
my elder sister, who had, of course,
heard of the wonderful kite on the pre-
vious day, and who, with kindly interest,
inquired of our success. My heart was
too full for any evasion; the story came
out. How gently, yet how earnestly,
the Impressed upon me the magnitude
of my fault; showed me how a boy must
ba true to others in trifles, in order to
deserve confldence in great things; bow,
indeed, when truth and bhonour were
concerned there were no trifles.

The following week the boys made an-
other kite without saying anything to
me. Their coldness and just feeling ot
resentment toward me, added to Mary’s
wige and loving words, indelibly im-
pressed me with the terrible and irre-
parable nature of a breach of trust. I
bave never needed another such lesson.

HI8 NAME SHALL BE IN THEIR
FOREHEADS.

“ How will God write it, papa ?” asked
little Eve.

* Write what °" asked her father, look-
ing oil his reading.

Eve zot up from the low stool where
she had been sitting with her book and
came across to him.

were keeping house while mother was
at church.

“See what it says,” sald she, resting
the book on his knee and psinting.
Ther she read it out: *“ And His name
shall be in their foreheads.” *It's out
of the Bible,” added she; “&nd I know
it means God, because of that big H.
How will God write it, papa 2"

Her father put down h!s book and took
her on his knee. *“God will not write
it at all,” said he.

“Not write it?” exclaimed Eve In
astonishment. * Then how will.it come
there 7"

“Some things write themselves,” sald
her father.

Eve looked as if she didn’t ungderstand.
But of course it must be true. since
father said it; so shé waited for him to
axplain.

“ When you look at grandfather's sil-
ver halr,” began her father, ‘ what do
you see written there ? That he Is an
old, old gentleman, don't you ?" con-
tinued he, as Eve hesitated. *“Who
wrote it there 2

“ It wrote itself,” sald Eve.

Fathor nodded.

“Right,” said he. “ Day dby day and
year by year, the white hairs came, until
at last it was written quite as plainly
as {f somebody had taken pen and fnk
and put it down on paper for you to
read. Now, when I look {n your mouth,
what do I see written thero? I see,
‘This little girl is not 8 baby now; for
she has all her teeth and can eat crusts.’
That has been writing itselt ever since

the first tooth that you cut, when mother

It was Sunday evening, and thess two.

had to carry you about all night bacause
it pained you so.”

Eve laughed.

h“ What a funny sort of writing " sald
she,

** When Iittle girls are cross and dis-
obedlent,” her father went on, ‘ whore
does It write Itseit ? Look in the glass
next time you are naughty and see.”

T know,” sald Eve. *In thelr faces,
doesn't it 7

*“ And it they aro good 7

*In thelr faces too. Is that what the
text mcans ?”

“ That Is what it means,” sald father.
‘ Because if we go on being naughty aill
our lives, {t writes itself upon our faces
8o that nothing can rub it out. But if
we are good, the angels will read upon
our forcheads that we are God's. So
you must try, day by day, to go on writ-
Ing it"—~F E B. In Children's Paper.

Oaptain Philip.
BY CHARLES W, TIHOMPSBON,

When tho yeliow and red flag was
pulled down on the Almirante Oquendo,
the commander of the Texas gave the
order to his men : * Don't cheer, the poor
fellows are dying.”

The victor looks over the shot-churned
wave
At the riven ship of his foeman brave,
And tha mon in their lite-blood lying;
And the joy of conyueot leaves his vyes,
The lust of fame and of battle dies,
And he says: “Don't cheer; they'rg
dying."”

Cycles have passed since Bayard the
brave—
Passed since Stdney the water gave,
On Zutphen's red sod lying,
But the knightly echo has lingered far—
It rang in the words of the Yankee tar
When he sald : *“ Don’t cheer; they're
dying."”

Why leap our hear.s at our Hobson's
name,
Or at his who battied his way to fame,
Our flag in the far East flying ?
The nation’s spirit these deeds reveal—
But none the less does that spirit peal
In the words:. ‘ Don't cheer; they're

dying."” .
~—New York Sun

A BULER'S DESK.

The desk used at the Wtite House by
the President of the United States is in-
teresting in fitself, apart from its con-
nection with the ruler of a nation, for
it is a token of the good-will existing
between two peoples. Although occupy-
ing so prominent a place in the official
residence of America’s chosen governor,
it 1s not of American manufacture.

It was fashioned in England, and was
a present from the Queen to a former
President. It was made from the tim-
bers of H. M. S. Resolute, which was
sent in search of Sir John Franklin in
1852. The ship twas caught in the {ce,
and had to be abaundoned. It was not
destined to go to pieces in frozen waters,
however. An Ameeican whaler dis-
covered and extricated it in 1855, and it
was subsequently purchased and sent to
her Mujesty by the President and people
of the United States as a t-*en of good-
will and friendship.

In an English dockyard the Resolute
was at last broken up, and from her
timbers a desk was made, which was
sent by her Majesty *“ as a memorial of
the courtesy and loving kindness which
dictated the offer of the giftt ot the
Resolute.” .

At this desk, itself a representative of
the kindly feeling of both nations, the
President does the greater part of his
writing.—Youth’s Companion.

WHY HE QUIT THE BUSINESS,

A man who keeps a restaurant has his
two children wait on the table.

One of them is a boy about ten years
of age.

A customer was attracted by tke
quickness of the little fellow, and cald:

‘“You have a splendid waliter.”

*“Yes,” said the proprietor. “he is.my
son. I used to sell liquor, but he made
meo quit it.”

“tow ?” asked the visitor.

The father told the 'story. The boy
had come home one fay and said :

“Papa, wo boys .at school had .a talk
to-day about tbe business of our parents.
Each fellow we asked, * What does your
father do?' One sald, ‘ My father works.’
Another sald, ‘' My father keeps a store.’
I said, ‘My father selis liquor.! °That
is the meanest business on earth,” sald
one-of the boys. Tather, is that so ?”

And the father sald, * Yes, John, it is;
and God helping me, I will get out of it.”
And so he did.—Young People’s Paper,



