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PLEASANT HOURS.

now if he will huave him ; for he said
I am the Son of God.” Mo the left
Johu and the faithful Mary look up and
hear. the words of Jesus, *“ Woman, be-
hoid thy Son!” In the centre the
soldiers cast lots for his vesture, while
.one dips a sponge in vinegar to give
At to him.
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A TALK TO SHY BOYS.

Oxg of my boy friends came to see me a
while ago 3 a very listle boy he is, only six
yuiurs oldy but he said something which sct
me thinking. He is sach @ shy litile
fellow that he reminds me of nothing so
much as a little turtle shat up in his shell.
When he is alone with me, bowever, he
sometimes opens his shell anl cives e a
glimpse of what is going ou ins'de. e

" did so on this oceasion.  He was siated on
the edge of the big rocking-chair with his
small hands thrust invo the pockets of his
fivst knickerboekers.  His birow was wrink-
led aud he lovked very unhappy. Being
such a little fellow, hie could nat express
himself with much thiency, but to me his
very hlunders were elojuent.

© Tve gob to go a-visiting,” he remarked
cloomily.  “T've got tu go with wdmma
to see my grandma: Do you know 1 have
aograndma 2 T have, and Uve got annties

1've got uneles—and I've got—{folks.”

He enumerated his relations as if each
particular class were an especial affliction.
e continued :

“There’s an awful lat of people at my
crandma’s house.”  Here he left his chair
and nestled close to me. ¢ I'll tell you
something,” he said mysteriously ; ““P'm
afraid of them. Tast time I went there I
shivered- -1 dido’t say anything, but I
shivered.” : ‘

And I thought of dozens of boys whom 1
know, who are a good' deéal older than my
little turtle, to whom the hours which they
ave forced to spend in socicty arc .so many
hours of silent agéomy. Like little: Jack,
they don’t say anything, but they shiver.

That very evening :Charlie Axtell drop-
ped into the sitting-yoomy, just luine from
his first trip West as a commercial traveller,
Now Charlie i8 a very dcemesiic, liome-
loving fellow, modest aud unobtrusive,
with but a small opinion of hLimself, and
such being the case, I feared he had not
enjoyed his Western experiences very
wmuch. ‘ i :

““Oh!” said he, in answer to-my ques-

tions, *‘at the start it was awful.- T

walked up and down in front of my first
custoner’s  dooreforafutly - half - an” hour
without the ¢ourage to go.in, and when'I

Jid get intothe store- ¥ -hadw’t @ word to

say for mysélfivand precious few for my

firm. How 1 did it [ don’t know, but I

managed to make a small sale, so my first
effort was not an absolate failure ; but the
first two weeks were tervific. 1 wasn’t
going to let myself be beaten, though, so I
persevered, and take it all in all, T have
made a very successful trip.” .

One little s ntence of Chaxlic’s stuck in
wmy head. 1 wasn’t going to let myself
be beaten,” he said.  Ah! that was it.
The boy who is deterred from doing any-
thing by shyness lets himself be beaten.
His shyness conquers him when he should
conquer the shyness,

One of our most noted hnmorous lee-
turers once asked Mr. Beccher what he
should do to overcome a cortiing ey ous
trembling  which always  attacked him
whenever he faced an andience,

“ Ay boy,” said the wise old veteram,
1 don’t think that you will ever get over
1t 2 vou had best not miod it

This habit of shyness, "if nursed and
vielded to, may come to dominate a man’s
whele life, and may so fetter-his actions
that half his native powers may never be’
fullv developed ; but if fought with it can
be conquered and put down and-kept in
its proper place.  Sam did.i6 . when he
resolved that he would speak. Charlie
did it when he determined not to be beaten,
and every Loy can do so if he will exert
his own courage and self-control.

For My Sake,.
For my sake, not thine, O Lord -of glory,
Thou did’st lay thy regd raitment by ;

For my sake, not thine. O wondrous story,,
Came to suiler, and for me to die !

Lo. the King, with love supreme and endless,
Did the office of a servant bear-— :
Crowned  with
friendless
That I might be made a kingly heir !
'

P

thorns, and blefeted,_ a.ndA

Turn, O wian, the world’s historic pages ;
Scan each noble and heroic deed ;
Can ye find, in all vecording ages,
Nuch a love, to meet so sore a need ?

Not in old, or new, or mystic story,
Is there that ye may with this compare 3
King of Kings! who put uside his glory,
That I might a crown of giory wear !

For my sake, O Lord, this abnegation,
When thne angels stood from thee apact 3
For my sake, the death and desolation 1—
Peace, my wandering and perplexed heart. )

Were so much as this to thee unfolding—
More than this the hnman could not fear s

And the rest, when thouo, his face Leholding,
Shalt the fuluess of his glory shive!

“THE MOST BEAUTIFUL THING.”

In visiting one of the large eity hospitals,
the writer asked the - superiutesdent of
nurses what was the nost reinarkable in-
cident that she remembered in her long
hospital experience. . The lady thoneht for
gome time, and then, with a perplexed
smile said : '

“ We are so used to suffering that I ean-
not recall any special incident, such as you
desire.”

She stopped, while her face
grave. 'Then it lighted up. £ can tell
you what was the most touchiug uk im-
pressive thing [ ever saw in v, hospital |
experience. L don’t need to ti very
loug for that.”

As the writer begged her to welate the
story, she began: “ It took place several
years ago. There was a tevrible aecident
in the city wheve I was then nursing, and
two luds were brought in fatally mangled.
One of them died immediately on entering
the hospital ; the other was still conscious.
Both of his legs had been crushed. A
brief examination showed the ounly hope:
for the boy’s life was to have them taken
off immnediately, but it was yrobable he
wonld die under the operaticn.

““¢Tell me,” he said, bravel
live or die ¥’

*“The honse surgeon answered as ten-
derly as he oould : * We must hope for the.
best ; but it is extremely doubtfnl.’

‘* As the lad heard, his docm, his.eyes

_em.large and then . filled with tears.

mouth quivered pitifully, and in spite

-became

thiank

¥» ‘am I to-

~weak.

of himsclf, the tears forced theniselves
down the sinoke-grimned checks. He awas
only seventeen, but he showed the courage
of » man.

¢ As we stood about him, ready to re-
move him to the operating-roon, he sun-
noned ny his fast-failing strength, and
sald ¢

“+1f T muse die, I have a request to
make. 1 want to do it for the sake of my
dead mother, I promised her T would, T
have kept putting it off all this while”

“ We listened, wondering what the poor
lad meant.  With an effort he went on:

L want 1o make a public confession
of my faith in Christ. T want a minister.
T want to profess myself a Christian before
1 die.’

“ We all looked at each other; it was a
situation new to our experience. What
should we do? A nurse was despatclied at
once Tor a clergyman who lived near by,
In the meanwhile we moved the boy up-
stairs to the operating-room. There we
Jaid him on the table. By this time, the
‘minister had arrived hatless. The Loy
welcomed him with a beautiful smile. The
elergyman took his poor hand. T had
been holding it, and it was alveady growing
cold.  The house surgeons,.the nurses and
others, who came in to witness his confes-
sion, stood reverently by.  The boy began:

<1 believe— he faltered, for he could
hardly speak above a whisper, he was so
1 could not help crying. The sur-
geon did not behave much better. Not a
soul in.the roons will ever forget the sight,
nor the words when the boy said :

“¢1 believe in Jesus Christ-—His Son—
‘Our Lord—and Saviour—’

““He - stopped because he had not
strength to say another word. Then the
clergyman, seeing that the end was near,
hastily put a small. piece of bread in the
lad’s mouth, and & few drops of hospital
wine to his lips;-thus formally adminis-
tering the sacrament and receiving the lad
—from the operating-table—into the com-
pany of those who profess the name of
Christ. Summoning up all hisx strength,
while the minister was praying, the boy
said distinetly :

“fT belivve-—" With  these  blessed
words upon his lips he passed away.

“The surgeon put aside his knife and
Howed his head.  The Great Physician had
taken the poor boy’s case into his own
hands.  That, sir, was the wmost touching
and beantiful thing I have seen oy
hospital  experience of almost
years.”
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Alotices,

Withrow’s New Harmony of the Gospels.
Third edition, with map of Palestine in the
time of Christ, -with  geographical des-
cription.  Price, 50 cents.

It is exceedingly gratifying to find that a
hird edition of this ““ Harmony of the Gos-
pels” ds called for within nine months. The
new edition has some features. which add
much to its value. It is printed on a larger
page and heavier paper than the first edivion,
and is more handsomely bound. It hasalso

an excellent map of Palestine in the time of -

our Lord, and a short geographical descuip-
tion. For these improvements no extra charge
is made. For the closing scenes in the life of
our Lord described in the lessons of the cur-
went half year, such a harmony is described
hy the Sunday-school T'imes.- and other high
suthorities as being ‘¢ almost essential.” 1t
awill be mailed, post free, from our Methodist
‘Book-Rooms, Toronto, Montreal and Halifax,
Ador 50 cents.

Gretiar the Ontlaw, A Story of Iceland. By
S. Baring Gould. With six illustrations and
map. London : Blackie & Son. Toronto:
‘William Briggs. Price, $1.75.

The author of this beok. is a 1'emm‘ka.ble,

personality. He is a-distinguished clergyman
of the Church of KEngland, an aceomplished

scholar and author, a country. squire and-

magistrate, and lives in afine old manor-house.

When master in an English school he began-

to read The Saga of Grettir in Jeelandic,
As he told the story, chapter by chapter, to

the school-boys, they were so fascinated with. -
it that be resolved to give it to theschool-boy:
- world - at - large.

awent oyer messly: evergubit of. thaggronnd

descyPhéd in the book. ~This is & stirring tale

. prosecute this

“stirring incidents of the

“strikingly set forth in Collingwood’s voluti

‘have sinned and jherefore-all. mugt o/ ol
“gveryone prepave for the dread summons :%

Q scene.of weakness, scene of power 1

7 Spot where the bitter cup was draine
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i Se-may I do as thou hast done, arez,
He. went to . leeland and - i v i Mt
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of  the hard:Hg Ny
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Theé. .story isgalvictig bisjoriea
doubtless, somewhat e(ﬁ% b
pride of the kinsfolk of Grettir,
Ta, Grceniand and the Pole, By
Stables, M.D., Sargeon Royal. Navy, v "Ii
oight full-page illustrations and map. Prieer
$1.60. London: Bluckie & Son. Toronto?,
William Briggs. e
The story of Arctic adventure will alway#
possess i strong attraction for Bngli-h spunk?
ing  readers. Nowhere has  Anglo .Sgsl'.l-l‘l{“‘
valour and fidelity been more conspicuot®,
than in seeking the Pole, from the time 00
Willonghby and Frobisher, down to Sir .]ﬂ'""‘-
Franklin and Lieut. Peary, Surgeon Staldes
has himself had much Arvetic experience, ant g
he vividly describes the privations, adventud ;

and heroisims of the perilous quest for t
North Pole.

The Congo Rovers: A Tale of the Sl‘ﬂgi
Siuedron By Harry  Collingwood, W‘l‘.w/_
six full-page illustrations, Leondon : Blagkig,
& Son.  Torento: William Briggs. Pr‘(“"‘ ‘
$1.25. .k
Britain has done much to expiate o

crime in so long prosecuting the slewe"su.a e

by now vigorously suppressing it. Dr. LIV“,I,*{‘,,;,??

stone declared that it was the open sore Qf-}. '

world, the greatest wrong of Darkest Af!{'g}**’i

No more abominable thieves and scouns lf 2“‘,"

go unhanged than those who still atte[ﬁ},’,’i“

nefarious traffic in WAt
flesh and biood. British cruisers, hO\Vf’qugA
have well-nigh driven it from the sea =

slave L[‘at]C_,,"" ‘Q
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JUNIOR LEAGUE.
PRAYERMEETING TOPICS.
Avrrii, 7, 1895.

Sin AND Suami. —Romans 5. 12, ?ﬁ. :

How wonderful was the introduction © %
into the world. It all came by one mafbs £
one man can be instrumental of such a1 5%
mity of evil, how every man should dred
commission of evil. Juniors as well 39(&%
can commit evil.  One sinner, whether y"“’
or old, destroyeth mnch good. 20T

You cannot mention g&n evil thahk‘Q¥M’
that is not the fruit of sin.. Reckon thems ofé
if vou can, and the number will frigbt@‘!ﬁf .
to look upon, but they all are the trul‘%ffa o
Ales
for &

il

The greatest of the evils which bave
our world by reason of sin is death.

for us death has passed upon all men, 1

death.

»

GETHsEMANE | (ethsemane ! . . 2 ";_’
What saddened memories cling to thee
Within thy garden walls I see -
My Sayiour's. deepest agony ]

And bloody sweat.

WIoai i = :
Gethsemane - {,}ethsemane !
"Ehou witnessed.that decisive hoyr

That made thé ravks of Satan cower.
And, conquered, flee,

Gethsemane ! (Gethsemane ! . i
Scene.where the Saviour’s soul. wakdP!

Till not a single drop remained,
E’en to the dregs.

Gethsemane ! Gethsemane ! T

Thou place of sadness, place of praye™s

1 see the strong dis¢jples there ! .

Their Master’s woe they cannot
A single hour.

ghare .

Dear- Suviour, shonld it..come to me
To pass through dark Gethsemane,
Oh, help me to. remember thee

And do thy will ) '

Theze : ; hast:
Tiowei 1 ko wherathay ML ERE v

low thee.




