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PLEASANT HOURS.

Britons, One and All :

earxs of the President and Queen,
Two nativns stroug atul glurioue,

Your banners through the world ar. 2een
Q'er every foo victorious !

One blood atill courses 1n your velus,
Une hope, vie grand endeavour

To save w world from sluvish claing
And lift is up forever.

¥or ye are Rritons, one and all,
True to your nation’s story ;
Ready to riso at Freedow's eall,
And win new ticldsbefore ye,
The bugle-call of help fur men
Rings aut for ohibition !
Come, battle {or yonr houics again,
And help & world's condition,

This campaign is no ille dream,
But wen {rom slumber waking

To frustrate evers' rum-built schewme,
The chains of Bacchus breaking,

True manhiood marshuls in this fray
To bring men's fous to order,

The world groaos for a brighter day,
With Righteousncas as warder.

QGrand people that in mercy join
To raise cach reeling nation,
Rring all your forces into line,
Compact on I'ruth’s foundation.
Beat back the furies in this fight ;
Destroy Rum'’s cursed fountain ;
Onward behold the youl of light
Shines clear o Frevdom's mountaln }

Realms of the President and Queen
Be true to God and duty,
And let no demon come between
To sever or to rout ye.
Usited you can move the world
Te crown this grand endeavour;
Then let your banners be uufuried
To rales the world forever !
Tnos. CLewonra.

THE MISSION OF JESUS.
BY DR. TALMAGE.

5. WHERR DID MK OOME rroM?

Irisspelt with aix letters, and pronounced Heaven.
That is where Prince Jesuslived nincteen centuries
ago. lle wasthe King'sson. It was the old home-
stead of cternity, aud all its castles were asold as
God. Not a frost hid ever chilled the air.  Not
a tear had ever rolled down the cheek of one of its
intiabitants. There had never been in it a headache,
or a sideache, or & heartache.  There had not been
a funeral in the memory of the cldest inhabitant.
There had never in all the land bwen woven a black
veil, for there had never been anything to mourn
over, The passiuze of millions of ycars had not
wrinkled or crippled or bedimwed auy of its citizeni.
What floral and pomonic richness! Gardens of
perpetual bloom aud orchards in unending fruitage.
Ilad saipe spirit from another world entered and
asked, Whatis sin? what is bereavement? what is
sorrow 1 what is death ¥ the btiglxtutof the intelli-
gences would have failed to give definition, though
te study the question there were silence in Heaven
far balf an bour.

The Prince of whow I speak had honours, emolu-
ments, geclatustions, such as no other prince, celes-
tial or terrestrisl, ever enjoyed. As he passed the
street, the inhabitants took off from their brows
garlands of white lilies and threw them in the way.
He never entered any of the temples without all the
wordhippers rising up and bowing in obeisance. In
all the processions of the high days he was the one
who evoked the Joudest welcome. Sometimes on
foat, walking in loving talk ta the humblest of the
land, but at other timgs he took chariot, und among
dnt‘:cnty thousand that David spoke of, his was the

swiftest and wost Aaming; or, as when John de.
scribed  hiim, he took white palirey with what
prance of foot, nnd arch of neck, and roll of mane,
aud gleam of eyo is only dimly sugyested in the
Apocalypse.

f{s was not like othier princes, waiting for the
Father to die and then take the throne, When a
few years ago un artist in Germany mado a picture
for the Ruyul Gullery representing Emperor William
on tho throne, and the Crown Prince s having ons
foot ou the step of the throne, Emparor William
ordered the picture changed, and said: * Lat the
priuce keep his foot off the throne till [ leave it.”

Already cnthroned was the ilenvenly Prince
side by side with the Father. What a circle of
dominion ! 'What unending round of glories! All
the towers chimed the Prince’s praises. Of all
the inliabitauts, from the centre of the city,
on over the hills and clear -down to the beach
against which the ocean of immensity rolls its hil-
lows, the Prince was the acknowleged favourite,
To describa his celestial surroundings the Bible
uscs ull colours, gathering them inrainbow over the
throne and setting them as agate in the tewmple
window, und hoisting twelve of them into a wall,
from striped jasper rt the base to transparent ame-
thyst in the capstc .o, while between are green of
emerald, and snow of pearl, and blue of sapphire,
and yellow of topaz, gray of clirysoprasus, and flame
of jacinth, All the loveliness of landucape in foli-
age, und river, and rill, and all euchantment aqua-
marine, the sea of glass mingled with fire as when
sun sinks in the Mediterranean. There stood the
Prince, surrounded by those who had uuder their
wings the . elocity of millions of nilcs in a second,
himself rich in love, rich in adoration, rich in
power, rich in worship, rich in loliness, rich in
God.

J1. WHA? DID mB OoME yoa!

For your sakes! It wasnoton a pleasure excyr-
sion that he came, for it was all pain. It was not
on an astronomiocal exploration, for he knew this
world as well before he alighted as afterward. It
was not because he was compelled to come, for he
volurtsered. It was not because it was easy, for
he knew it would be thorn, and spike, aud hunger,
and thirst, and vociferation of angry mobs. For
your sakes! To wipe away your tears, to forgive
your wrongdoing, to companiouship your loneliness,
to soothe your sor ows, to sit with you by the new.
made grave, to bLind up your wounds in the ugly
battle with the world and bring you howe at last;
kindling up the mists that fall on your dying vision
with the sunlight of a glorious morn.

For your sakes! No; I will change that. Paul
will not care, and Christ will not care if I change
it, for I must get into the blessedness of the text
myself, and so I say : “ For our sakes!” For we
all have our temptations, and bereavements, and con-
flicts. For our sakes! We who deserve for our
sins to be expatriated into a world as much poorer
than this, than this earth was poorer than Heaven !

For our sakes! But what a faithful coming down
to take us gloriously up. When Artaxerxes was
hunting, Tirebazus, who was attending him, showed
the king a rent in his garmenta. The king said:
“How shall I mend it1” ¢ By giving it to me"”
said Tirebazus. Theu the king gave him the rove,
but comuanded him never to wear it, as it would
be inappropriate. But see the startling and com-
forting fact, while our Prince throws off the tobe,
he not only allows us to weur it, but commands us
to wear it, and it will become us well ; and for the
poverties of our spiritual state we may put on the
splendours of heavenly regalements!

For our sakes! QOh, the personality of this reli-
giou! Not an abstraction, not an arch under which

wo walk 40 behold elaborate masonry ; not an ice.
cnatle, like that which Ewmpress Elizabeth, of Russia,
overa hundred yearsago, ordered constructed, Winter
with its trowel of orystals cementing the huge
blocka that had been quarried from frozen rivers of
the Narth ; but a futher's hause with a wide heavth
erackling a liesrty welcone. A religion of warinth
and inspiration, and light, and cheer—something
we ocan take into our hearts, and homes, und busi-
ness, recreations, and joys and sorrows.
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THE YOUNG PEDANTY.

Prorressor Porsoyx, the celebrated Grecian, was
once travelling in a stagecoach where a young
Oxonian, fresh from college, was amusing the Iadies
with a variety of talk, and, amongst other things,
with & quotation, us he said, from Sophocles. A
Greek quotation, and ir a coach too, roused the
slumbering Professor from a kind of dogsleep in a
snug oorner of the vehicle. Shaking his ears and
rubbing his eyes, T think, young gentleman,” said
he, ““you favoured us just now with a quotation
from Bophocles ; I do not happen to recollect it
there.” O, sir,” replied the tyro, “the quota-
tion is word for word as I have repeated it, and
from Bophocles, too ; but luspect', sir, it is some
time sinoe you were at college.” The Professor,
applying bis hand to his great-coat pocket, and
taking out a amnall pocket edition of Sophocles,
quietly asked him if he would be kind enough to
show him the passage in question in that little
baak. After rummaging the pages for some tinie,
be replied, “ Upon second thoughts, I now recollect
M the passage is i Ennpldu. “ Then, perhnpa,
sir,” said the Professor, putting his hand agsin
into his pocket, and handing him a similar edition
of Buripides, “you will be 50 good aa to find it for
me . that little book.” The young Oxonian again
returned to his task, but with no better success,
muttering, however, to himself s vow never again
to quote Greek in a stagecoach. The tittering of
the ladies informed him plainly that he had got
inta s hotble. At last, “ Why, sir,” said he, “ how
dull T am! I recollect now; yes, now I perfectly
remenmiber that the passage is in Eschylus” The
inexorable Professor returned to his inexhaustible
pocket, apd was in the act of handing him an
ZBachylus, when our astonished freshman vocifer-
ated, *Conchian ! halloa, coachman ! let me out;
I say, instantly let me out! There's a fellow here
has the whole Bodleian library in his pocket.”
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EKIND-HEARTED HAL.

Hav is & very unselfish boy. He never pouts
and frets if he is roused in the morning to build
the kitchen fire before bis Jast nap is finished.

There are boys, you know, who never come out
of dreamland without grumbling. Hal is not one
of these. He knows that it belongs to boys to help
their mothers.

Hal never runs away to school and leaves his
sisters to pick their own way through the snow.
He always tries to make a path for {i:em.

Hal carries his unselfishness farther—he is just
to his dog.

Cario is & stout little fellow, and can easily draw
the sled on which Hal likes 80 well to ride.

Hal allows him to do this very often, but after
be hag bad his own ride, he says:

“Now, Carlo, it is only fair that I should take
my turn pulling thesled. The boy should not have
all the fun, and the dog all the work. You shall
rise half the time, and I will draw you.” .

We are sure we all think this ir fair play, and
we like linl all the better beoause he Jooks out for
others' happiness as well as his owa.
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