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PLEASANT

HOURS.

The Junior's Hopo.
Tume—** I'm the chued of « King.”

My Jesus, iny Savivur, on thee 1 rely,
My footatopa to guide aol my wants to
supply
My um‘ wilt thou lead where the bright
waters flow,
Nor leave me to wander furnakou bolow.
CHURUS,

I'm tho ciuld of & King.

My Jesus, my Naviour, thonlt hear my
complaint,

When weary, and helpless, anl ready to
faint ;

1 call theo, who loved me, who carest for me,

My Jeaus, my Saviour, l'in leanng on thee.

My Jesus, my Saviour, on thee { rely,

My footstsps to guido and my wants to
supply ;

For thou haat redesmod mo with thy precions
blood,

Tho ransom that brings the p «r elnser to
God.
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KITTY'S TONGUE.
BY MRS. A. E. C. MASKELL.

Krrry Myzus' tongue was as a scorching
flame, reaching out hither and thither,
heking up all whom it could devour. You
would think & girl with sueh a shas
tanguo in her hewi would be dishked by
overybody, but Kury had many friends
amng those she Joved  Of all the girls,
Kitty could bo tho swoetest toward those
whose favour she wished to keep.  More
over, sho was vory entertaming with her
mimicry and drollery, and having wealthy
pg;onts, sho was never without companion-
ship.

Sometimes her tonguo was turned against
some old, threadbare dress; some pecult-
atity of speech | tae nhiape of a naso; ora
Jqueer manner.  Even the ancestors of
acquaintances wore subjected to her sharp
comments. Anything and everything that
could be employ&d to sut hor companions
i a galo of laughtor was soized upon rve-
morscless’ y.

One day thero cama to thoe school Kitty
sttended a new scholar, a little girl with a
very smoot face and dresvod quito r1 hly.

Kitty kuew that sho was tho daughter of
Judgo Errill, who had just worved into the
naghbourhoud and lived in tho grandesy
house in the place. She wished therefors
to wmake tho iutle strmnger one of her
dearest friends, so she 1 wkod over and
bestowed upon her ane of her most capti
vating sunilex.  The child smiled in return,
amd thero was a hopo of great fricndship
until rocess, when the new clilar opened
hor oyes withsorrow and indigtation when
she found Kitty and a duzen of her com-
panions laughing uproariously, and laarned

that the .bjeot of their ridiculo was a littlo
girl with bright red hair.

**Ha, gingor-tup i how much will you
take for one of your carrot ringlotsl”
askod Kitty, with laughter, in which she
was josned by tho others.

1f thoru was anytlung that Nottie Rivers
waa sensiuve about, it was her rod hair;
and sho winced aud stammored 1n hor on-
deavour to appoar unconcorned.

** I say, Not, here comes a white horse,”
continued Kitty, wmore dissgreoably than
evor.

Nettio winced agaiu, while her faco
flushod rodder than her bair. Sho was
tm un the poiut of crying whan Esthor
sreill sprang forward, and putting an sarm
around her waist, said :

**Don't unnd them, for 1 love red hair
dearly. 1 just think it is beautiful, and
my fathor says all the best urtists paint
pretures of sants with red hair,”

Kitty stared 1in astonishment and scowled
s little, wlile her dearvat friend hastened
forward saying :

‘I hope you are not going to mind
Kitt{l’s tonguo. She is only 1n fun.”

* But it hurts all tho sawe, and I don't
like it,” rcmstod Esther. ** My rulos
never to huit any one's feelings, and I
cannot stand by and see vthers hurt.”

* Bo careful or Kitty's tongue may be
turned aganst you. You hn%l better not
make her angry.’’ was the reply.

““1 am no better than others,"” she per-
sisted. *‘and do not caro for her fricnd-
ship." And Sathor walked back into the
sch.wlhouse, her arm still arcund Nettiv's
waist.

‘“ Humpty, dumpty,” shouted Kitty,
“climbed up the wall and got a big fall ;"
and she langhed loudly, but to her chagnin
no one jeined her; on the contrary her
dearest friend savd ¢

*¥or shame. Kitty Myers, for she is a
great dea) prettier than you are, if she is
short aud plump. Now you hare made
hor angry, and you will be left vut of all
tho lawn parties and tho good times thoy
will have up there this summer.”

Kitty felt the truth of this, and the next
morming she tried to slip a choice hunch
of grapes into Esther's hand ; but Esther
drew it away, and said :

**Give it to Nettio Rivers, over there.
I beliove sho never had so fine a bunch of
grapes, begause her mother {8 s widow and
very poor.”

Kitty's face turncd vory red. Sho hosi-
tated a moment and then golng forward
8aid :

** Nettio, tako these grapes, please ; and
1 am very sorry 1 Janghed at your hair
yesterday.”

Nettie took the grapes with a pleasant
“Thank you,” and then Esther took
K!:ity's hand for one moment in hers and
ssid:

‘“Y do not want you to govern your
tongue for my sake, Kitty, but becauso
the Bible says: * #8ut the tongue can no
man tame ; it is an anruly evil, full of
deadly poison.” I cannot tame your
tonzue, hut'y, but God ean He helps us
to e rone every bad habit if we will but
ask him. Don't forget.”

Kitty did somnetiuies forget, but never
in the presence of Esther lrrill, and at
last, after giving ber hear: to the Saviour,
sho did gain complete wmastery, for sho
said she had learned yet aunother verse
from tho Biblo- ¢ If any one among you
scem to bo religious, and bridle not his
tonguo, but deceiveth his own heant, this
man’s religion is vain."”
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BEWARE! THE QUICKSAND!

BY DAVID KEPPEL, YR.D.

Wrex 1 was a boay, living in the city of
Liverpool, Eng., wo used often to go along
the river bank to where the Merivy flows
into the sea, when the tide was going out,
to catch the bolated crabs and shellfish
that came tumbling down the channels leit
by tho retirieg ocean.

It was » famous playground for tho boys;
with its lung stretches of damp sand, and
rocka here and there hifting their heads,
shaggy with reaweed, above the ccmmon
levol; with tho great sea going out and
out, sullenly a« it were, but turning on us
now and then, Iihe » hunted livn at bay, to
annd us reamiporing away as fast as our logs

cuuld carry as, before the sharling wav.s
that turned back from thoryr scanai.c weah
and caumo scurtymg after us, and, ainne
all, wmith our gamo, tho crabs, not waiung
to bo huntod like othor gatne, but tumbling
along the lttle nils lett by the rocoding
tide, 1n a dreadful hurry to got out to soy,
and only too hkoly to catch us by fingor or
by bare toe.

Thoro was one strotch of sand, levol and
open, where tho * other fellows™ nover
wont, where pearly sholls ghatened with
no hand to pick thom up, aud whero the
crabs might, if they chose, crawl to tho
aea, with none to hindor, st their loisuro
and 1n safety. No ouno evor went there,
though thero was lhittle to distinguish 1t
f~om tho reat of tho beach, a little more
lovel porhaps, a good deal cleaner and
moro ploasant, but that wes all.  But be-
tweon us and it o great sign-buard, with
lettors that you could read half a nulo
away, was lifted high above the sands and
on it we read tho words **Buware! The
Quicksand | "

None of ua know that there were quick
sands boyond that sign. The bravest lad
had never dared to try any experimoents
thore. But none of us over ventured on
that forbidden gound. We eaw the sign
“ Bowaro! tho Quicksand {” We be.
lioved that those who placed the ai{n there
were both wise and kind, and wo kept off
the dangerous ground.

Now if that sign had been stretched
along instead of across the beach, and if it
had read “*Beware! theQcosnl” we would
havo laughed at it.  Everybody knows
that tho ccean is a dangerous place, hence
there would be no need of such a sign as
that. It wzs because we *‘couldn’t see
the harm ¥ of going whero quicksands wero
*hat tho sign ** Beware ! The Quickeand ! "
WAS NECeSSAry.

Now thero are some things which a
great many Christian young people **can't
geo any harm in,” but w?nch the wisest
and best people in the Church see to be
as dangorous to the soul as the quicksand
is to the body. And so our kind mother
the Church has ¢ .t up signs in that big
littlo book that sho has givon us called
“The Disciplir »,” which we may read:
**Boware ! The Danco !" Boware
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LUTHER'S LETTER TO HIS SON.

Lurnrr was a busy man, filled with
cares, but ho found time to write to his
littlo boy when he was far from home. The
letter is worthy of preservation. It opens
a new viow of the grest man’s being.
Here s the lotter:

Anno Domini 1530.

Grace and peace in Christ, my dear little
son. I seo with pleasure that thou learn-
est well and prayest diligently. Do so, my
son, aud continue. \When 1 come home I
will bring theo a pretty fairing. Iknowa
pretty, merry ganien whercin thera are
mauy children. They have little golden
coats, and thoy gathor beautiful apples
under the trees, and pears, cherries, plums,
and wheat plums ; they smg and jump and
aro merry. They have beantiful little
hurses, too, with gold bus and silver saé-
dles. And I asked the man to whom the
garden belongs whose chuldren they were,
and ke smid, They aro the children that
love to pray and to learn and are good.
Ther I said, Dear man, I havea son too;
his namo is Johnny Luther. “May he not
alsu cumne into this garden, and cat theso
beautiful apples and pears, and ride these
fine horsos? Then the man_ said, If he
loves to pray and to learn and is good, ho
shall como intc this garden, and Lippus
and Jost. too, and when thoy all como to-
gother, they shall ha-c fifes and trumpets,
lutes, aud ail sorts oi xusic, and they shall
dance, and shoot with little crossbows.

And he showed me a fine mendow thero
in the garden. mado for dancing. There
hung nothing but golden £ifes, trumpets,
and fino silver crossbows. But it was
early, and the children had not yot eaten ;
thereforo, 1 could not wait the dance, and
I said to the man, Ah, dear sir, I will im-
medately go and wnite all thir to my hittle
son, Johnny, and tell him to pray dih-
gently and to learn well and to Lo good. 80
that he may also come to this ganden But
he has au Aunt Lohne, ho must bring her
with im. Then tho man said, It shali be
+> ; go and write him so

Therofure. my dem Lttls sun Johnny,
learn and pisy alway.  And toll Lippus
aud Jost, tuu, that thoy wast learn aud
priy.  Aund thon you shall come to the
ganden togother.

A
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Horomith 1 comwond theo to Almighty F3

God. And greet Aunt Lohnw, aud give

her a kiss for my anko.
Thy dear father,
Mannines Lo,

TOEING THE LINE

TuE reign of graded schouls and saen
tific mothods of education has deprived
the rising generation of many of the ex.
perionces, laughable, inatructive, pathetic,

whuch livo in the nemories of gray-headed

men who once tigured as the prototypus of
Whittier’s ** Barcfoot boy, with chevk of
tan.”

1t was tho hour for tho spelling-lessin,
in one of those fondly-remembered ved
district school-houses, and the boys and
gitls had taxen their places on the tluor

“Toe the mark!” cummanded tle
teacher, and 2 rustling and shufthug auds
cated obedience.

The line strotched clear across the
school-room ; now & pair of bare and dusts
feot, noxt a couple of nicely-blackened
shoes, side by side with a pair of rawhide
boots, guiltless of the suggestion of bluck-
ing. The wacher inspocted the line ap-
provingly until his eyes rested on one
small urchin stauding so far behind the
others as to be almost out of sight.

** Nato,” he ashed, ¢ why don't you toc
the mnrk ¢

<P p-please, si, 1 am,” fulters the boy,
““but 1've got on dad’s boots.”

Sure enough, the toes of the buota were
alt nght, on the mark, two or three inches
beyond the toes of the youthful wearer.

PRESENCE OF MIND.

Two boys went with their fatherone day {3

te see him cut down trees. Through a
mistake 1n caleulating how a tree ho was
cuttng would fall, the father was caught
and pinned to the ground, the tree lying
acruss his body.

Some boys would have exhausted their

strength in vain efforts to move the treo ; {2

others would havo run for help, and mean-
time tho father might have died. Theso
boys, however. with wonderful presence
of mind, set to work at once to dig a hole
immediately under their father, and in a
short time released him from his awiul
situation.
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THE MAMMOTH CAVE

We were ir Mammoth Cave. Having
walked about three miles, our guide said .
¢ Perhaps you ave tired. You may all by
scated now for a littlo wiule on that bench.”
A small company of tourists accos)ted the
guido’s invitation. When we had placed
our lanterns on the ground he quietly col-
lected them and walked away, leaving us
in the frightful darkness of that subter-
rancan world of night. Quickly he went
to anothor part of the cave, and by a dex-
trous movement of tho lanterns which he
had taken from us, he mado tie arch abore
our hesads luck like the calin, awect deep of
heaven. One by ono the scintillating stars
camo out—those islands of glory, beauu-
fying tho unmeasurable ocean of space.
Tho imitation was nlmost perfect. By the
uso of the lantorns again our guide caused
the clouds to cover tho stars  Slowly they
scemed to draw the black blanker over
thom and go to sleep, until the last star
;scepod for a moment and then bade us
arowoll. We were in oppressive dark-
ness.  Our guido cried ** Good night, I'll
sec you in the morning!” Going to an
othor part of tho cave, he threw gray
gleams of dawaing light through <he dark
ness, and silently tho armies of night tled
sway. Lighter and lighter, and sull
lighter, until the sun came up. and it was
day. No, not perfcct day, for we wuie
still in 3Mammoth Cave, but wo felt «wle
becauso our guide was near, and with kim
wo resumed our march to bonold tho wun-
ders of that little world.




