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The Man of Sorrows.

FROM THE LATIN OF ST. BERNARD.

. g;\ilﬁl thou Head, 30 bruised and wounde:!,

S the crown of thorns surrounded,

nitten with the mocking reed ;

: Wounds which may not cease to bleed,

i rickling faint and slow :

! Hail ! from whose most blessed brow

A{)ne ¢an wipe the blood-drops now :

the bloom of life has fled,

4l palencss there instead ;

Y before whose presence dread
ngels trembling bow.

: Al thy Yigour and thy life
’ I): Ing in this bitter strife,
*}-th his stamp on thee hath set,
o oW and emaciate,
alnt and drooping there :
: Tl;f)ll this agony and scorn
§ estufor me, a sinner, borne ;
2 UMWorthy, all for me !
With t 0se wounds of love on thee,
orious Face, appear !

Tort,
O

Yet, in this thi
W ne agony,
1“:“hful Shepherd,g;hix}x,k of me;
ool whose Jips of love Divine
Weetest, draughts of life are mine,
All Purest honey flows :
GoiiBworthy of thy thought,
ruilty, Yet reject me not ;
%0 me thy heart incline—
® that dying head of thine
R mine arms repose !

L?.t me true communion know
¢ ith thee in thy sacred woe,
unting all beside but dross,
Ying with thee on thy cross ;—
Th Neath it will I die!
30ks to thee with every breatl,
; ‘Gersus, for thy bitter death !
: Wf}'“t’ thy guilty one this prayer,—
7 eR my dying hour is near,
racious Grod, be nigh !

T L G, o

b
'
?

i
i,
7

o

;;Vehe“ my dying hour must be,
In tnho'; absent then from me;
ea, *F 8olemn hour, I pray,
8U8, come without delay ;

€8, and set me free !

L
TR

AT THE FOOT OF THE CRUSS.

str

When thou biddest me depart,

Whom I cleave to with my heart,

Lover of my soul, be near;

With thy saving cross appear;
Show thyself to me !

o

AT THE FOOT OF THE CROSS.

WE have pleasure in presenting in this
number of Preasant Hours a copy of one
of Mr. George Tinworth’s wonderful reliefs
of Bible subjects. Mr. Tinworth was a
poor London lad, brought up in poverty,
hunger, and dirt, child of a drunken father,
early apprenticed to tho wheelwright trade.
His mother was a godly woman, by whom
he was brought upin the very atmosphero
of the Bible, The Scriptures were read to
him and by him from cover to cover, over
and over, till they sank into his blood and
became part of his very nature.

The instinet to carve, and mould, and
draw, could not be repressed. At last he
found employment in the Doulton pottery
works and began his wondertul career in
moulding Biblical bas-reliefs. These have
won for him great fame from the art critics.
Some of these pieces are of great size. One
panel is twenty-three feet long and nine
feet high. The one given below shows the
scenes at the foot of the cross, at the awful
hour of the crucifixion, as the soldiers cast
lots for his garments.

The appropriateness of the texts quoted
in the panel below will be apparent to
everyone. We repeat them, as some are
hard to make out: ‘“Consider him that
endured such contradiction of = sinners
against himself.” * And the soldiers also
mocked him, coming to him, and ofiering
him vinegar.” ¢ Now there stood by the
cross of Jesus his mother, and his mother’s
sister, Mary, the wife of Cleophas.” ¢ For a
sign which shall be spoken against,” ete.

To the extreme right the Jews taunt
him saying : *‘He trusted in God that he
would deliver him ; let him deliver him
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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 PAFCR AFOf‘? OUR YOUNG FOLK.
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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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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

B T RNt SRR PE s Lo :
i Se-may I do as thou hast done, arez,
He. went to . leeland and - i v i Mt

e e s
of  the hard:Hg Ny
i roduction . L'E“ﬁ:‘j;;

5

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.
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Calvary, -

U.\'lv)KR. an Kastern sky,

Anid a ralble’s ery,

A Man went forth to die
For me.

"
Fhorn-crowned his blessed head,
l‘):looxl-xln,ine«l his every tread ;
Cross-laden, on he sped,

For me.

lfiercex] were his hands and feet,

[‘!n'ec honis o’er him beat

Fierce rays of noou-tide heat
For me.

Thus wert thou made all mines

Lord, make me wholly thines

Grant grace and strength divine
To ‘mé.

In thonght and word and deed

Fhy will 1o do.  Oh, lead

My soul, e’en though it bleed,
To thee!

Wreckets of Sable T8lind,
J. J!A(i'l)()N]le) OXLEY.

The

ClAPTER X, Rupsabe ANp RETRIBUTION.

l,.;l“EN came the sound of the fore-hatceh
l_(““g unfastened and lifted aside, aml vhe
'ghn of a lantern flashed into the hq}d.
f Mlatever thie man souxht, he soon ound it 3
o e said triumphasitly, - -
Do you see it?

here, now ! Didw't I
SAY Tighg?” ’ )
m\.lAe '“"‘TW. the hateh 1);;.({_15 again, and wl_th

Seompanion went stumbling ol to the cabin,
S el was ope. 1, e stirank back

Wlo & coruer, for he knew unot what the man

g8 THES DERP

might be about. But when all was silent
again, he crepl to the spot underbeath the
hatchway, and looked up. .

The instant he did so he saw something
that caused his heart to give a wild bound.
It was one little star shining brightly into his
éve. The sailor had carelessly left the hatch
unfastensd and drawn ‘a litile aside.

The way of escape was there! .

With bated breath and beating heart, Erie
raised himself softly and pushed dt the hatch.
At tirst it would not budge, but on his putting
forth more strength, it slid away a few inches,
making no perceptible noise. .

Little by little he pushed at it, until there
was space enough for him to pass through.
Then, with cxtreme caution, he lifted him-
sclf untit he could survey the deck, and
pected eagerly into the darkness to see if any
of the men were about. There was no moon,
but the stars shone their brightest ; and as
the Boy’s eyes were accustomed to the dark-
ness, he could see fairly well.

It was easy for him to swing himself up on
the deck. Then, crouched in the deep
shadow of the feremast, he looked anxiously
wbout him. Not a soul was insight. Nota
«ound disturbed the stillair.  The black line
of the wharf rose but a few feet above the
bulwarks, Gliding noiselessly across, he
tinally got upon the rail, and thence, with an
active spring, upon the wharf. He was free !

The wharf was as deserted and silent as
the schaoner’s deck. Along one side was
piled a line of casks and barrels, behind
which he crept with the quietness of a cat
until the tall warehouses were reached ; then,
straightening himself up, he moved more
rapidiy until he came out upon the street,
which opened to right and left, leading away
into the darkness—whither he knew not.

Taking the right turning, he hastened on,
resolved to appeal for protection to the first
respectable-looking  person he might meet.
By the dim light of infrequent oil-lamps at
the corners, he could make out that he was
in a street of shops, taverns, and ware-
houses.

Some of the taverns were still open,
but all the other buildings were
closed. Very few persons were about,
and as these all appeared to be seafar-
ing folk he carefully avoided them,
keeping in the shadow of porches
and alley ways until they passed. He
was in a state of high excitement—his

- anxiety to find some safe refuge con-
tend ng with joy at his escape from
the wreckers’ clutches.

He must have gone about a quarter
of a mile, when, just as he approached
o tavern that was still in full blast,
the door suddenly opened, and a bréad
band of light fell upon the pavement,
in the midst of which appeared Evil-
Kye, roaring out a drunken song as
he beckoned to others inside to follow
him.

For an instant Eric stood rooted
to the spot with terror. His limbs
scemed powerless. Then, as quick as
a squirrel, he darted into a dark alley
at his right, and, trembling like an
leaf, waited for Evil iiye to

ass. The drunken scoundvel lingrred
?or what seemed an hour of agony to

aspen

the terrorstricken boy; but at length, bein
joined by his companions, staggered off tOWa.l‘§
the schooner. The boy, coming out from his
retrcat as soon as the coast was clear, made
all haste in the other direction.

Following up the street, which turned
and twisted in the puzzling fashion peculiar
to Boston, he was glad to find it leading him
to the upper part of the city ; and after
fifteen minutes’ smart walking, he came out
into a broad avenue, lined on both sides with
handsome houses.

Weary from excitement and exertion, he
sat down upon a broad doorstep, Which was
in the shadow itself, but commanded a
stretch of sidewalk illuminated by a stréet
lamp. He thought he would rest there &
while, ‘and ‘in the meantime someone would
surely cotfie along. Just as he sat down, the
beli of .a-church tower clock near by slgwiy
toiled out the midnight hour. i

*Oh, gracious ! ‘how late it is | ” he sighed.
1 do hope I shall not-Have to stay here ‘all
the night!” ) .

A few minutes later lie heard the sound of
approaching steps. Theéy were slow and
deliberate, not those of an unsteady reveiler.
They came nearer and pearer, and then thére
etiierged into the Jine of light the figure of'a
man, tall and stately, wrapped in a black
dress, over whose cloak collar fell long locks
of snow-white hair,

Not a moment did Eric hesitate. Springing
frony his hiding-place with a suddenness that
caused the passer-by to start in some alarm,
he caught hold of the ample clodk, and, lifting
up his face to the wearér, said beseechingly,
¢ Oh, sir, wou’t you help me?”

Quite rea-sured ©n seéving how youthful
was this sudden disturbiéer ot his homeward
walk, the gentleman looked down at the
eager, pleading face, and, attracted at once
by its honesty, put his hand kindly upon the
boy’s shoulder, $aying,— :

“Pray, what is the matter, my son? I'will
gladly help you, as may be within my power.”

The grave, gentle words, with their assur-
ance of protection, wrought a quick revalsion
in poor Eric’s feelings, strained as they had
been for so long "to their highest pitch.
Instead 'of replying at once, he burst into
tears ; ‘and his new-found friénd, seeing that
he'had no ordinury casc to deal with, took
him by the arm, and soothingly said,—

““Come with me. My house is ncar by.
You shall tell me your story there.” .

Dirvecting his steps to a large "house, 'in
which lights were still burning, he led Etic
into a roown whose walls were lined with rows
of portly volumes.

““ Now, my son,” said he, ““ be seated ; and
when you feel more composed, tell me your
troublés. T am quite at your service”

With a delicious sense of sceurity, such as
he had wor fele for many months, Kric sank
into a big arm-chair, and proceeded to tell
his strange story to the grave old gentleman
before him.  With intense interest and
sympathy did Dr. Salionstall listen to the
remarkable narrative as it was simply related,
putsing in a question now and then when he
wanted fuller details. As soon as the boy
ha:i finished, the doctor arose and agaiu put
on his hat and cloak.

¢« Master Copeland,” said he, ¢ this isa
communication of ‘the utmost importance,

and it must be laid-before the governor this
very night, that immediate 'action thereon
may be taken. I had but lately left his
Honour when, in:Guod's gdod providence, I
met you. We will go#it onde to his dbusion
Haply he has not yet retired for the night.”

Forthwith the two get out, and, walking
rapidly, were soon at the governor's miansion.
Fortunately he was still awake, aud ‘at once
gave audience to his late visitors. Before him
Erie rehearsed his story. The Honourable
Mr. Strong listened with no less fiterest: than
had Dr. Saltonstall, nor was he less prémptin
taking action. His secretary was sufhnioned,
and orders given for a strong posse of con-
stables to be dispatched without loss of time
in search of the schooner.

Eric so fully described her that the finding
of her would be an easy matter.

But whilethis Was beiny arranged, a thought,
flaghed inte Kric’s mind which tilled him with
greéat concern.  Bén'was, no doubt, upon the
schooiier pow,'and would be captured with the
others. Wonuld he not. then, share their fate,
whatever that might be? Aud if so, woull
not Eric seem to be wickedly ungrateful if he
made no effort to save him ? Then there was
also his faithful friend Prince, to whom both
Ben and himself were so much.indebted.

To think was. to act. Going mantully up
to the austere-looking governor, he put’in
passionate plea for the big man and the dog
who had been such faithful protectors, and buy
for ~whom, indeed, he would not then
beliving. His Honour was evidently touched
by his loyal advocacy.

*‘Do not distress your mind, my 1ad,” said he,
kindly, *“Ihave no doubt we can find a way
of e-cape for your friend. He certainly
deserves consideration at our hands ; and your
noble Prince shall be carefully sought for,”

The remainder of the story is soon told.
Theschoober wasreadily found. Thewreckers,
surprised "in their bunks, proved an easy
capture, and before daybreak all were safely
locked up in gacl. Prince was also found and
restoved to. the delighted Frie, who now felt
as though his cup of rejoicing was full. The
trial of the wreckers excited widespread
intérest, and made-Eric the hero of the hour.
Ben, taking the . advice of Dr. Saltonstall,
turned State’s evidence, and -was released.
But the other wreckers—from Evil Kye to
Black Joe —rfeceived the punishmettt they had
so well merited. '

In the meantime Dr. Copeland had been
sent for, and, Hastening to Boston, he had the
supreme delight of clasping to his breast the
boy whom he had:all through the long winter
been mourning as lost to him torever. The
meeting between father and son was touching,
1t seemed as though the doctor conld never
suthciently assure himself that’ it was really
his Iiric who stood bhefore him, browner of
face and bigger of form, but otherwise uu-
changed by nis thr lling experiences amone
the Wreckers of Sable Tslaud.

THE END,

WHAT IT COST.

“ Britoxs,” said  President Cotton,
“spend aninally £130,000.000, or $700,-
000,0 0 in drink, an average of ¥19 for
‘each Knglishman.”

‘Germany has 11,860
breweries, which turn ount
* 846,£00,000 gallons of beer
annually,  Amcriea spends
$900,000,000 annually for
yum. The mohey wasted
in drink in Encland, Ger-
many and Ameérica weuld
buy all the bread and nreat
eaten by the three nations.
This awful burden compels
twice the amount of labour
“inthe worid.  This dvink
burden makes two-
thirds of our sickness
and three-fouwrths of our
crime.

*“Yes, but voudon’t have
to bear this burden if you
don't drink,” says ‘the
drunkard.

Youare wrong. mny friend;
T paid 8425 taxes bu my
New York house last year.
What was this tax used
for? It was to govern a
city ‘where three-folivths

~of the  arrests wore-made.
"owaccount of drunkeiiness.

Loenntgovern iyself,“but
I'bave to pay 3425 a* yeur
to' be' protected from’ the
crimihal  clisses, “ifade
oriminals through rom.




PLEASANT HOURS.

TOE RAZOR BILL.

THE RAZOR BILL.

WE are standing on the sea-side, and
turming hack to the waves we look up to a
rocky cliff rising in front of us to the
hexgg't of tive or six hundred feet. Lunely
is 1t?7 Oh mo, it is & peopled city, or
rather it is & vast house tenanted by living
creatures to the very attics. Ouly the
tenants arec not men and women, but birds.

Yes, the house belongs to birds, at least
thero they are, and story after story, ledge
above ledge, is occupied by a different race,
and they keep themselves to themselves,
never ‘isiing or interfering with their
fellow-lodgers ahove or below them.

As we look again at the towering cliff,
wo soe a row of black spots on overy tier,
which wo know are the heads of sitting
birds. Some are called Guillemots, some
Razor Bills, somo by other names, but the
atrange thing is that not only does each
spocies keop to the same ledgo. but that
each separato bind knows its own mate, To
us they all look alike, but the birds are
wiser than we think. Tho **foolish”
Guillomot (as 1ts name 1s) 18 not 8o very
foolish aftor all, isit?

Therv is no £mmnw of nest building,
that is loft to tho denizens of the woods.
A slight hollow scooped out isall thoy want,
and sometimes there 18 not oven this, the
singlo ogg 18 Iad sumply on tho shelf of
rock aud there the mother tends it.

In due time, if all goes well, tho littlo
downy creaturo appears, and then what is
to bo done next? Nothing but the mother's
wing protects 1t on that rocky ledgey af sho
loaves it for n minuto it will bo over. It
will not bo able to fly for many a day yet ;
and though it could swim if only on the
soa, what of that, when the sea lics five or
8ix hundred feot beluw; so that now we
can come back to tho question with which
we How are we to got them down t

We may ask the question, but ths sea.
bird does not. Shn has no need, for all

arrangementa are made,

and there's ‘a earringe
ready for the journey,
soft and pillowy as
the most tender nost-
ling could desiro. Per
haps in_her own lan-
guago she has a littla
motherly talk, reassur-
ing and comforting,
with her offspring.

.. COREAN STORY ABOUT
: THE ORABS AND
THE OAT.

Tirnre was once a colony
of crabe living among the
rocks m tho sea The old
crab was taken very ill, and
the «ther  crabs gathel
vund  to discuss what was
to be donu. At last a learned
crab said that the only med-
1eme which would do an
gl was a pair of cat's
eyos.  Rut how were they
to  bo obtamed? The
learned one volunteered to
got them, and at once went
ashore and climbed a hill,
where he knew he would
find a cat.

He anvited the cat to come
and visit the colony, and ene
juy the good things which
thase who lived on the land
hnow nothing about. The
ent waid he could not swim,
Lut was told to shut his
wunth when m the water,
and all would be well.

Tt was not until he was
m rhe crabs’ home that he
learned ho was to lose his
cyes ; and even then ho was
more clever than the crabs.

“Gentlemen,” he smd, **you are quite
welcomo to have my oves for so good a
purpose. When I walk abroad I always
wear glass eyes, and leave my proper oyes
at hume.  Allow me togu and fetch thom.”

To this they agreed. 3

The cat went ashore, politely said,
““Good morning,” and you will easily sup-
pose he did not come back again.

Why did he think himeel! wnworthy of thie
honour?

How, then, did he gain the hononr? |

What had the apestio pressheny woethe

at the apostles an

disciples Inlhud!po. i
4. Conclusions from the Resrrection v.'12.14

What question does Paul ask about som:
teaching?

W bt follows, if there is no reeurrection?

What, also, it Christ be not risen?

What then could be said of the-apostles®
Verse 15.

What about the dead? Verse 18. R

What does Paul declare to be the trutht
{Golden Text.)
le‘zl.“ mystery does he declare? Versee

&
' TeacninNegs oy THR Lxsson.

Where in this lesson are we taught-—
1 That Christ died to free us from sin?
2. That Christ rose from the dead ?
3. That we also shall be raised?

Trx_LxssoN CATEORISM.

1. What was Paul's message? That Christ.
died for our ains, was buried, and ross sgaiti.
2. Did anyone see Jesus after his reaurrection?”
Yes; hundreds of geoplo. on at loast ten.
occasions. 3. How had Paul seen him? By
rovelation from heaven. 4. What does Paul
declare to be the trath? * Now is Christ
risen from the dead.” 5. How does thisaffect
the resurrection of ourselves and of our fricads
who are dead? He has *“‘bocome the first- -
fruits of them that alept.” \

D¢ 8 The t
of the dead.

CaTECHISM QUESTION,

What does every sin deserve?

Every wilful sin deserves God’s wrath and
curse, both in this life-and that which is to :
come. ,

Galatians 8. 10. Cursed is every one which' -
continueth not in all things that are written
in the of the law, to do'them: L

R 6. 23 The wagesofsinisdeath,

Then it on
her back, and down,
down they go, mother
and child, to the sur-
faco of the waiting
deep below, nor to the
surface only. e
razor  bill,  another
species, are divers, so
that there is yet a
deeper depth to which

thoy can  descend.
Most likely diving as well as swimming
cones natural to these infants. Thoy never
go back to their birth-placo on_the rock,
the waters are now their Bome till another
season or two, when they have turned from
downy chicks into full-plumaged birds,
and have become in their turn parents and
protectors.

——— U

On the Mount,

I xxst my face upon my hands,

And lay the sacred scroll aside ;
And let my wondering thoughts awhile

Rest on my Saviour crucified —
Tryiog to bring with love and pain
The scene of Calvary back again.
I follow through that awful day,

d scarce less awful night before,

Behold him mocked, and bruiscd, and torn

Till hell caa add no torture more :
Izoeita loosed oa him them—
His Father’s wratb, the sins of men.

The worn-out lash, the clotted cloak,
¢ red pool in the judgment Lall,
Where flowed the blood from veins 1aid bare,
Bes[;lriaklin'g pillar, atep, and all ;
1 se0 the reed and thoroy crown,
And mark the crimson drope flow down.
Fixed to a croes with three rough nails,
That fair and fatal town ouufde,
While skies are black at midnoon hour,
And from the grave pale shadows glide ;
Suspended 'mid the trembling air.

Thoy sat them down and watched him there. a

The mother stands in speechless woe,
Suffering each pang with keener dart ;
The thorny crown, the iron spikes,
Pierce #h r through her broken heart ;
His low ““ thirst,” falls on her ear,
While gloating eyes still watch him nea.

Oh ! let me learn for Christ's dear sake
To bear in silence Jesser pain,
And with my God all desolate
To suffer meekly, nor complain ;
And thou wilt teacliand be:my guide,
Q Christ my Lord, the Crucified,

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.
LESSONS FROM THE LIFE OF OUR LORD,

LESSON IL
EASTER LEASON.
1 Cor, 15, 3-14. Memory verser, 12.14.
GoLpeN Texr.

Now is Christ risen from the dead, and be.
g:;noltba first-fruits of them that alept.—1
r. 15

A.D. 57.) (April 14,

OorLINe.
1. Paul's Mesaage, v. 3, 4.
2. Bvid of the R

3. Pauls Spostletipy v g0 - &8
. Paul’s , V. 9-13,
4. Concl i fmmpthe R i
1214,
The resurrection of Jesus.occurred exactl
one week after the triumphal entry, of whic
we studied last. Sunday. Both events took
place on Sunday. .

Read and atudy this lesson:in connection
with the accounts of the resurrection givenby
Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John,

Hoxz REabinNGs.

M. Thewicked husbandman. —Muark12:1.12.
7'u. The unfruitful vineyard. —Jsa. 5.17,
V. The servants unheeded. -~ Jer. 26.51-11.
2'h. The Son rejected,~—Luke 23. 13-25,

&, The Son slain.—Acts 3. 12.18. . .
8. P ion of the prophets.—Acts-7.

Sw

e

15. 114, °
Quezstrons yox Houx Sropy.
1. Paxl's Message, v. 3, 4.

‘What was Paul's first messagéabout Jesus?
To what two -further facts did he hear
witness? e )
How was Paul made-sure of thess teuths?
Al 3. 12 T B

2. Evidences of the Resurrection, v. 5.8
Wkom does Paul cite aa the first witness?
By what other name is this disciple known?

Luke 24 34, L C

"Who are thissext vikmu:h called o

' hat large com| oaw the tisen Jesvs?.
Afte that who saw iy en e
Who is the lsst witness nanied by Panl?
“Whare did Paul sos Josue? “Acts 38

3: Pail’s Ajdilesip, v. 9-11.

What honaur dlid Paul claim for himself

51-60. -
Resurrection of Christ (Eater)—1 Cor..

THE HARM OF OIDER.

e e Wl i
enca 3 *girls, and | -among”
other _thingy: that gilser mmd‘u;o appe-
ti:“ for stronger. drinks. At the closs:.
the bing s r, besotted;
down man came up and said to thespe
“You did right in waming.the-boysand
girls against using -cider. Just look. at
whatTam! It wasthecider on'my father’s-
farm that made me & drunkard I*'—Tem=

perance Banner,

WE THINK °
that every Canadinn Sunday-schodl
library should bave, for the rending’
of the boys thit entertaining book "

A VETEREN OF 1812
“THE LIFE OF - °
Lieut.,-Col. Japles,Fitszbbf;n‘

BY N

Miry Aoxrs FirzGiesox-
Clath, with-portrait and ilustrations

“Mims FiteGibben did a-sioble work-for
the youth of Cavada in-presenting- this. .
sutrancing story of the life of her gran
-father, giving as §t does a0 v
.account of the war. of 18I/ t
rebellion of 1837, There ace lessons. of
aturdy plack, madly ambition, devotion-
to duty, sid lofty patriotism that will be-
astirulus to every. reader. Be m‘! )
o get it into your Librar¥: - A

B
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C. W, Coarrs, Montreal, Que.
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