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PLEASANT HOURS.

Let Him Oome In.

Patlently walting at your heart’a door,
darandeth the Saviour as oft bifore;
‘Fenderly asking to let him in,
Although your hirart 1w o fufl of sin.

He will bring Joy tn your troubled heart,
He will bid stu and its feurs depart,

Yo who are weary nf all your 8ln,

Il you not open and let him in?

Jegus, the Saviour vonr guest would be,

Although the King «f the world 18 ho;

Standing withont swhile the nightdows
fall;

W1l you not wencmo the Lord of all ?
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S8AVING THE EXPRESS TRAIN.

A few years ago a fearful storm f{n
.owa undermined a bridge. A freight
raln, In crossing it at night, fell
through, and several men were killed.
Kate Shelley, fifteen years of age, heard
the crash. She aau Sr mother were
alone in a coitaws not far away, and,
realizing what had bappened, Kate light-
ed a lantern, and, amid the hurricane,
startod for the wreck. The subsequent
narrative shows her heroism and presence
of mind.

Her light soon went out, but she felt
wer way through the woods and fallen
umbers to the edge of the dashing
waters tnat covered the drowned men.
She could hear, above the roar of the
tempest, the volce of Wood, the engineer,
who had caught in a tree-top. She
knew that the express with i load of
paseengers was nearly due, and that she
only knew of its danger and was the
only living being who could prevent an
awful catastrophe. Tho telegraph office
at Moingona or Boone was the only
place where she could notify the officers.
Boono was five miles over hills, and be-
fore she could get there the train would
nave passed. Io Muirgona was only a
miule, but between her and Molngona was
the Des Moines river, ten or fifteen feet
above its natural helght, and to cross
this she must pass over the raflrvad
bridge, fifty feet above the rushing
waters,

the ties and rads, the wind bdiuw.nsg a
gaie, and the foaming, eeething waters
beneath, Not one man in & thousand
but would have shrank from the task.
Not one man in fite hundred would have
geno over at any price or under any
Jjrcumstances. But this brave girl, with
the nerve of & glant, gathered about her
her flowing skirts, and on hands and
knees crawied over the lung, weary
+ 1dge. Tic after tie passed.
ume for the express train 1o cume dash-

FIT FOR JESUS TO HEAR.

Kitty had been reading a lovely littlo
xtory of Mrs. Prentisy’, where a woman
wonders srddenly  how  Jesus would
Itke to live in lhier houxe”  Somehow,
that thought changes all her life, She
tries to make ull her words tho sort to
please him.  She plans her work and
woys to sult him. in tho story it ended
in baving a ver) lovely, Christ-liko
houso to lve in.

* Oh, dear ! satd Kitty, “1 know e
couldn’t bear to Uve in this one !”

“\Why not 7** asked somebody.

(It was only Conscience, but his little,
low volce was go clear that it seemed
almost like an outstder's.)

‘Dell and 1 fight so, for one thing,”
said Kitty, honestly. ** He never could
bear unpea eableness. We don’t talk
fit for Jesus to hear.”

She had a trick of talking out loud,
and her own words falrly startled her,
but the npnext minute she spoke agaln,
under her breath this time.

* Why couldn’'t I change round and do
the way he ltkes? Why couldn't I be
the way Jesus was, right here in this
vcxl'ly'old house 2 Why couldn’t I~ 1
will "

Ah, how easy such things grow when

& buy or a girl says that, with a little

prayer under the  will, as Kitty did.
‘The prayer is sure to be there, for he
who makes yuu wil,” makes you want
to ask his help in willing.

* But first 1 must know what he wae
Like,” sa.d wise little Kitty.

So she got down her Blble and read

about ft. There were so mary things
she had never noticed before. Ie was
meek, never answered back. He was

kind, always on the lookout to do things
for people. He was—but why do not
you study up the rest of it ? Don’t you
want to be “‘full of the knowledge of
the Lord,” so that the tigers and wolves
of ugly thoughts and actiors shall be
changed to harmless, gentle creatures
that will change the place you llve in ?
Try Kitty’s plan, and see how sweet a
thing it 13 to make jour little corner of
the world a part of Christ's blessed king-
dom.

THE REFORMATION OF
EKATHARINE.
BY EMILY Q. 1. FULLER.
1L

The next day Xatherine attended a
class plenie.  ** Good-bye, girls!” she
cried merrlly, upon her return, kissing
her band to the four girls remaining in
the carrlage out of which she had just
stepped. 1 never in all my life had
such a perfectly gorgeous, delicious after-
noon, and I'll never, never forget it, if
1 live a thousand years. Good-bye! Oh,
but T am tired * absolutely tired to death.”
This she addressed to her parents, wbLo
were sitting on the veranda. ‘ Mainma,
I'm positively certain you never had such
a perfectly glorious afternoon.”

**Glad to sec you home, perfectly,” in-
terrupted her brother Frank, jolning the
group. * Teil us all about the picnfec.”

“ Whatever do you ‘mean, Frank, by
saying you're glad to see me home per-
tectly 2 1f you interrupt I cannot finish
telling you of the fun in a month. Well,
to begin a* the very first. as we were
driving out along the willow road; and to
tel] the truth, we ware golng faster than
any expreus traln you ever saw—"

“Is that the truth, FKatherine ?” her
fatbhor asked gravely “1 would pur-
chase that horse if a reasonable sum
would buy him, for a horse that cculd
draw s!x girls in & heavy carriage, faster
than any express—"

* Ch, papa, cf course I meant that we
wera drivlag very fast. You know what
1 mean. Just as we came in sight of
the curve, who should w2 see coming to-

She must cross this bridge, ]
four bundred feet long, with cothiug but |

ward us at breakreck speed but farmer ,
Cordon, in his J1@ carry all. He was,
ieanjog over the Jashboard and cracking
a whip that was as long as a clothes-
line.” Katherins laughed gally at the |
picture she drew.

* Xatherine ! as long as a clothes-
line 2

“ Oh, just a littie, short, tiny one, mam-
ma, dear.”” Katherine's temper was atill

unrufiied.
- You know ho® extremely narrow the

Iv was wiliov. road i, not wider than a thread

a% the curve, reaily not wide enough for

ing over the bridge and hurl her down | onc vehlele—"

to dcathk amica tne dark waters of iho
rcaring. rushing river. Tho tlood from
hor lacerated knees stained her dress. but
sho did not faiter. She reached

tho , lerrupting,

‘There Is nv tvad in the county, ¢iagh-
ter, that is not wide enough for teams
to pass cach other. Excuse me f¢r in-
but I wouid ol bave a ohiid |

us girln was completely parclyzed with
te: ©  “ot one could movs a muscle or
utt: . all this time, and it sccmed
weeks to all--"

“ Centuries,
Irank.

“0Of ue” continued Katherlne, with
fine dlsregard of her brother’s words.
*“On ho came !lke the wind, and Jean
turned our horze to one sido just as heo
came upon t 3, and thus saved the lives
of ali! Didn't she show the most won-
derful presenco of mind 7

“ Indeed, she showed more than that.
I don't remember that I ever heard of ap
entirely helpless paralytic’'s showing
such wonderful recuperative powers.”

“ What do you mean, papa ? I don't
understand you this evening. I thought
you'd love to hear of our day in the
:vmds." Kathoerine spoke in an aggrieved
une,

“It I8 very Interesting,” sald Judge
Marley. ‘*‘Dld the five—for I presumeo
Jean had recovered from her stroke—
paralytics go on to the woods and hold
their picnic 2

What paralytics, papa? [ did not
speak of any, did 1? I do not remember
doing so.”

Her father recalled her deseription and
urged her to be more careful.

Katherine promised, perhaps not quite
so readlly as usual, for she foresaw diffi-
cultles. She did not finish her story.
The twilight had deepened into darkaess,
and the others went into the houso.

“1 will stay here 3 little while and
think of my shortcomings,” she said In
reply to her mother's faquiry. “ I won't
stay vut longer than the hundredth part
of a minute.”

“ 0, Katherine !"

* Forglve me, mamma! I should say
that I will not stay longer than ten
minutes.”

She drew back behina the wistaria that
clung to the veranda, and really was
taiking very serlously to hersclf when
she heard her own name gpoken by two
girls who were passing.

“Yes, Judge Marley lives here,” one

sister mine,” suggested

was saying. “ You've heard about
Katherine ? She s quite celebrated in
one way.”

‘“How isg that 2"

“ As being the most untruthful girl in
Berman. Some people even use a
stronger word, and some say it's just ex-
aggeration; but for my part I cannot see
much difference. When Katherlne Mar-
ley states anything for a fact, it 1sn't safe
to repeat it unti! it’s confirmed by some
one who is reliable. At lecast, so her in-
timate friends tell me, and—"

Katherine waited to hear no more. She
rushed into the room, and buried her
face in her mother's lap.

“ Mamma, mamma,” she said, when
she could re:train her sobs and tell her
story, I never, never—I mean that I
will try cvery—no, I will just try ever-
lastingly—Oh, no, not that. Oh, mam-
ma, 1 will—try—dreadful—try—to stop
it. There! Though my tongue rusts
from disuse, yet—"

“My dear I

Katherine quickly closed her lips and
held them with her fingers, looking hope-
lessly at her mother. Then she arose,
kissed her good-night, and said very
slowly : ** [—will — try — to~tell—the—
truth, dear mamma, QGood-night !

* And ask God to help you, my dear,”
responded her mother.

Katherine did so, and the reform was
manifest to all.—New York Observer.

— —

HOW JANE WAS CHANGED.

Mr. Moody tells of an Episcopal clergy-
man in England who was staylng at an
hote!, and was walted on by a little girl.
He asked her, “ Do you ever pray 2*°

* Oh, no, sir,* she replied; * we have
no time here to pray. I am toe busy
to do that.,”

“1 waut you to promlise me ihat dur-
ing the next six months you will say
threc words of prayer every night, and
when I come here at the end of that time
I will give you halt a crown.”

* ARl right,” she said; “I will do {t.”

“ Well, I want you to say every night,
‘Lord, save me.” "

He left, and two months after, when
he came agaia to the same hotel, he in-
quired for Jane, and was told : “ Oh, she
got too good to stay at an hotel, and has
guae to the parsonage up yoader.'”

He weni to see her, and as shoe opened
the door for him, she said: *“Oh, you
biessed man, you! I doun't want your
half crown; I have got enough already.”

And then she told him how she had

at first just carelessly gome over the,

» No™," she eald, *“I am Lappy, and )
don't want your half crown. DBut I ar
go thankful that you asked mo to sa)
that prayer.”—Ocean Crove Record.

BEGIN RIGHT.

As the bny begins, so will the man
end. The lad who speaks with affect:
tion, and minces forelgn tongues that he
does not umilerstand at school, will bo a
weak chromo 1o chiuracter all his life:
the boy who cheats his teacher into
thinking him dovout at clLapsl will b-
the man who wlll make ‘religlon a trade,
and bring Christianity into contemp!
the boy who wins the highest averag
by stealing his examination papers wi”
some day fgure as 3 tricky politiciar
The lad who, whether rich or poar, du’
or clever, looks you straight in the eyes
and keeps his answer inside of trutl
already counts friends who will last hi<
life, and ho'ds a capital which wil} brins
him a suver interest than money. Ther
get to the bottom of things. You ser
how it Is already as to that. It wa-
the student who was grounded in thr
grammar who took the Latin prize; it wa-
that slow, steady drudge who practice”
firing every day last winter that bagge-
the most game in the mountaln; it is tb
clerk who studles the specialty of tl
house In off-hours who is promote
Your brilllant, happy go-lucky, hit-o
miss fellows usually turn out the des
weight of the family by forty-five. Don’
take anything for granted; get to th-
bottom of things. Neither be a sham
yourself, nor be fooled by shams.

THE BOY THAT GAVE OTHERS
THE OHANORE YOR LIFE

What would the little fellow do -
What would any one of us have done in
that situation ? He had ventured out
upon the ice, his skotes upon his feet
He was drawing a sled and two of his
mates. Just nhead he saw water It
was an ugly discovery. He knew what
it meant, an air-hole, and in his very
course; an air-hole, as if a dragon han
come up to breathe and to lle in wait
for the little fellow and the children he
was drawlng along. He discovered the
hole too late for escape, the escape
rather of one of the two parties. One
could be saved, one had a chance for
life. Which would it be, the boy on
the skates, or the chlldren on the sled ?
He did not have much strength to lay
out on any rescue. He was only nlne.
What could you expect of a boy of nine
with little limbs and muscles ? He had,
though, a big heart. That hole was
nearer, and either skater or the sled
must go into it.  “T'll give those on the
sled the chance for life,” thought the boy
on skates:

The decision, the rescue-effort, the
sacrifice—all were soon over, and the
water closed above tho b8y who had
glven others the chance for life. They
were saved; he was drowned.

A GOOD THING FOR BOYS.

Manual training 1s one of the few
things that are good for everybody. It
i8 good for the rich toy, to teach him
respect for the dignity of beautiful work:
it is good for the poor boy, tc increase
his facility for handling tools, if tools
prove to be the things he must handle
for a living atterwards; it is good for a
hookish boy, to draw him away from
books; but most of all, it Is good for
the non-bcokish hoy, in showing him
something he can do well.

The boy utterly unable, even if he were
studious, to kecep up in becok knowleuge
and percentage with the brighter buys,
becomes discouraged, dull and moody.

Let him go to the workroom for un
hour and find that he can make a box or
plane a rough plece of hoard as well as
the brightest scholar—nay very 1lkely
better than his brighter peighbour,~—and
you have given him an impulse of seif-
respect that is of untold bencfit to him
when he goes back to his atudies. Xe
will be & brighter and better boy for
ﬂnd]ing out something that he can do
well.

Qiles—"1 suppose you get paid for
writing those magazlne jokes ?” Smlles
-"8ure. You Gidn't imagine I wrote
them for fum, did you ?”  Giles—* Oh,
fg, any one could tell that by reading

em.”

The following Is & remark of Sydney

shore, and the remamning hai muc she | of mine iwve wLger than filtcen sears and | words a8 she was going to bed at nights. ; Smith, mado on hearing a little girl read

flow aimost to tho telegraph

Breathiess, and in bruken acccuts, she

told her tao of death and desiructwon, | €yes, but abe contin ed. ]
1 did know that, bui, aL ansy frate,, words. “Jesus Christ came into the| the patrlarchs™

and fainted {no the arms of the bdy-
astandere. Tho wires were ael aiL Fork,
aud a hortible dlsaster averted.

ufice, | not be aware of that fact”
A troubtled iouk crept loto Katherine's ; lo think what the word save meaat. for
© Of course, ; Then she got & Bible and found thc *“She is determined on making gzme of

Farmer Gotdon was &iving in & fliga.-
fully reckless manner. and everv ope otl

worid to savo sinners,” and the pryer
was no longer & mere form.

. But after the first two weeks sho began  who persisted in reading ‘‘ partridges*’

patriarche.,” Said the great wit,
A prominant writer
declares this to ba the momt parfect pun
he has ever heard




