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PLEASANT HOURS.
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A TRUE STORY.

o #HRERE isthe baby, grandmamma 1”
The sweet young mother calls
Froni her work iri the cosy Kitcheo
With its dainty whitowashed walls.
And grandmia loaves her knitting,
And locks for her all around ;
But not a troe of baby dear
Can suywhere be found.

No sound of its morry prattle,
No gloam of its sunuy hair,

No patter of tiny footsteps,
No sign of it anywhero.

All through house and gardon,
Far out into tho field,

They search vach nook and carner,
But nothing is revealed.

And the 1other’s face grow pallld ;
Grandmamma’s syes grow dim ;

The father 4 goue to tho village ;
No use to f{ook for him,

Aud the baby's loat | ¢ Whoro's Rover?”
‘I'ho mother chanced to think

Of the old well in the orchard
Whoero the cattlo used to drink.

“ Whero's Rover? 1 know he'd find her !

Rovor1" In vain they call,

Then hurry away to the orohard ;
And thero by the moss.grown wall,

(‘lose to the well hies Rover,

Holding to baby's dress,

w\Who was luantug over the well's cdge
In perfect fearlossness.

She strotched hor httle arms down,
But Rover hold hur fast,

Aund never scomed to mind tho kicks
The ﬁni- baro feet cast

Yo «pitofully upon him,
Bat wapged his taxl wstead,

To greet thy frightenod soarchers,

Wthile naughty baby said :

¢ Dero*d a *ittle dirl in the ater ;
Shu s dust as big 2s me;
Mawmma, I want to help her out,
And take hor home to ten,
But Rover, he won't let me,
And I don't love him. Go
Away, you naughty Rover!
Ol 1 why are you cryingaot”

The mother kissed her, saying:
My darling, understand,

Goud Rover saved your life, my dear—
And sce, he licks your hand 1

Kiss Rover 1" Baby struck him,
But grandma understood ;

She said : **1t's hanl to thank the friend
Who thiarts us for our good.”

ISAAC AND THE BEAR.
BY REV. B, DARRASS, M.A,

‘WuER the missionariesin the North-
West visit their outposts, some of
which aro more than 100 miles distant,
they are accustomed to take n few
Indians with them, as it would rot be
safo to travel alone. Besides there are
numorous duties to be performed whon
the rissionary mauet have assistance.

Some of the companions of the
missionary are usually good story-
tellers.  Ons of those men was called
Igasc. On one occasion he had been
ordered toshoot a bear. Next morning,
before starting on his journoy, he was
attending to his dovotions, when his
companions callod his attention to a
pair of deer which were approaching
very near to where they were seated,
But said he, whon relating the adven-
ture to the Rev. O. German, “I could
not allow my mind to be drawn off my
prayers by any earthly thing, and so I
did not look upatall,” OFf course when
they had finished worship, thero were
nodeer tobe seen. “Never mind,” said
Isasc, ‘““one deor is not all.” After
two or three days his comradea returned
home, and he was thus loft alone. 1
had loadod one barrel of my gun with
a very light charge to shoot a rabbit, if
I should see one, the other way primed
for the deor Iwas tracking. Suddenly,”
said he;“I heard just in front a cracking
of brush, and a grinding of teeth, and,

id

looking up, I saw throo raging boars
appronching me, tho foromoat ono
already standing up to receive mo,
What to do I hardly knew, I was
frightoned.
barrol. I must give the firat one that.
I firod. Hofoll. Butnow the others
come on more fiercely than before,
\What can I do? No time to run. 1
cannot kill with this light load. I will
blind him. I fired into his cyes. e
wag dazed,  Jran. Reaching a sate
distanco in a thicket I began to rolead.
The third bear had fled, but I heard
tho wounded ono comiug near, twisting
and breaking tho saplings in his courss,
in hogo of finding me. But he passed,
and I was quito willing he shounld.”
Inano did not forget to thank God for
his doliverancs.

THE FROOF¥ OF LOVE.
A TRUE STORY,

A rooxr Chinese woman wag afllicted
by a painful tumour or swolling, which
gavoe her great pain and caused her
life to boin danger. By some means
she heard that there w.s in a certain
city of her native land a foreign lady
who had come from over tho seas to
teach and help the people of the coun-
try. ‘This lady, it was said, knew how
to cure disease, and the poor woman
dotermined to go to her in the hopo of
tinding relicf. Sho had to travel some
distanoe, and was accompanied by a
young man, her own grandson.

‘When the missionary lady, who was
in truth a doctor, saw the woman, she
said, ** I think I can help you, but it
will be neccessary for me to cat this
tumour away.”

To this the woman consented, for
what will not one bear in order to
egoape from death? The oparation
was performed successfully, but when
it was nearly over there was wanting
a little pieco of flesh to lay into the
wound.

“ Will you lot me take it from your
armt” asked the lady of the young
man. Somewhat ungraciously ho an-
swered, “ Yes.”

He was scarcely willing to suffer a
little pain and inoonvenience for the
rake of hig aick grandmother, When
the flesh from his arm had been
applied, a little moro was still wanting,
Thon the missionary dootor bared her
own arm and took from it 80 much as
was needed in order to make the
operation complete.

When the poor Chintse woman saw
the white skin of the forcigner laid
upon her own olive-coloured body, she
oxclaimed,

“Now I know what brought you
hero. It was love for us. I always
thought before that you had come to
make money, or in some way to got
gain from the people of wy country—
but love, and love only, could make
you willing to shed your blood for me.”

Then the lady told her patient of
Jesus, the blessed Saviour, who came
to carth to suffer and die that he might
redeom us by his blood. The woman
listened and believed. From that time
the Lord of the foreign lady was her
Lard and Master too,

The few drops. of blood thus shed
by the mitsionary were tho proof of
her love. Jesus gave himself for us
that wo might be saved. When he
was npon earth, still going about doing

.good, healing the sick, cleansing the

lepers, giviog sight to the blind, tell-
ing the people of tho love of their
heavenly Father, and of tho "home

I oould only kil with one:

above to which ho would have them
go, ho said: “ I am the Good Shop-
hord; tho Good Shopherd giveth his
lifo for the sheop.” And again he
said: “I lay down wmy hfe for the
sheop.”~—1Word and Work,

MARK TRAFTON IN MONT-
REAL

Tag Rov. Mark Trafton, of Boston,
tolls in Zion's Herald how he wau
treated in Montreal, which ho reached
with Bishop Foster at 8,60 ono Satur-
day night,

¢« Wo seized our bagrage and stepped
ou%, when we woro .. once arrested by
a man ovor six feet in height, a perfect
gpecimen of a policoman, who when he
laid hold upon the Bishop, whose
valiss was largor and so more sus-
picious than mine, thought ho had a
priza; and I was about to start up, as
in duty bound, in defence of our
eccleeiastical functionary, when the
burly official turned upon me, who, as
the tail of a kite, was in the rear, put
me under arrest, and calling an assist-
ant gave me into bis charge; and did
ho say it, or was it fancy, ‘ Liook out
for bim ; he’s an old offender?’ Well,
fancy aside, that was the warmest and
most hearty veception I had ever re-
oceived, and will never be forgotten.
W apeak of the reticence, the coldness
of the Eaglish peoplo in contrast with
Yankee forwardness and gush, but it
is all imaginary, It was Dr. Potts,
pastor of St. James Church, with BMr,
Torrarce, a lineal descendant of Philip
Embury, who met us at the station,
and gave the warm welcome to the
Queen’s Dominion of which I am
writing.

¢“Now I bad no call to Canada, but
went to take care of our Bishop, as
it were (but it is still an open question
who had most need of care, aud who
received most personal attention), and
go I intended to go to a hotel on my
arrival in Montreal, but no, ¢Itis an
absurdity ;* ‘not to be thought of,’
and Bo into & carrisge we were put,
and away we drove to the residence of
Hon. James Ferrier, a senator of the
Parlisment, where we deposit the
Bishop and Mr. Torrance, son-in-law
of Mr. F,, and then oft we go up, up,
up, until we stop in front of a large
granito structuve, and Dr. Potts says,
‘This is our Theological College, and
you are to be the guest of the president,
Doctor Douglas.’ 'The door was opened
before we rang, und in we went, and
there stood the great-hearted, clear-
headed, scholarly Doctor, whom I had
met in Boston years agu, and the
greoting he gave me was worth »
journey to Montreal. But,alas! when
ast wo met he could look me in the
face, but now over his brow was a
green shade, and his eyes

¢ roll id vain

To find a piercing ray, and find no dawn,,
Ho has lost his sight; yet cheerful,
happy, resigned, he still works on, and
finds a pleasuro in his task as president
of this young but flourishing college.
His wife and his three accomplished
daughtors are ayes to him, and lighten
his task.

«Bat it is Saturday night, and
anothor communication must tell of
that Sabbath.”

Brauty, bounty and blessedneas—
all mest in perfection in the Lard
Jesus Ohrist: ¢“He is altogether
lovely.”

ALL CAN DO SOMETF(ING.

THRRE is work in tho world for oven
tho smallest child.

A lady was going to visit & poor
woman, whon her nephew, five years of
ago, brought a biscuit to her, and
begged her to take it to the sufioror,

“J can do without lunch,” said the
child ; “I bave had a good broakfast,”
And accordingly he did without lunch
that tho poor woman might have a
biscuit.

A young girl fifteen years of age,
hoing obliged to go into a shoemaker's
shop to inquire for a poor boy who
wag in her class in the temperanco
sohool, sald kindly to the cobbler who
had gis on her the information sought.

“ Aro you a temperance man §"

“ No; but I ought to be,” was the
angwer. “Whon I was we were
botter off than we are to-day”

After further conversation tho girl
agked,

“Will you come next Sunday cven-
ing to our temperance meeting "

“1 will,” he promised.

1o came, was converted, signed the
pledgze, and Bubsequently joined a
Methodist church, and is to-day happy
and prosperous.

Ho said to a8 comrade not long ago :

 That girl is my guardian angel.”

You canall do something. Areyou
trying? Avo you thoughtful of the
poor? Are you self-denying that youn
may help gome vne less favoured then
you are? Have you signed the pledgel
Have you asked any one else to sign
it? Do you speak pleasant, encour-
aging words to some one each day?
Are you courteous and polite to all ?
Aro you constantly watching for oppor-
tunities to gay a cheerful word or do a
kind act ¥ Have yougiven your heart
to Jesus, and are you praying by name
for those of your frienda who are not
Christians? O how much thero is for
evon the smallest child to da for Jesus !
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WHAT OUR BOYS MUST
LEARN.,

To cultivate a cheerful temper.,

To choose their frlends among good
boys.

To learn to sew on their own buttons,

Not to tease boys or girls smaller
than themselves.

To take prido in heing little gentle-
men at home.

To be polite and helpful to their owd
gisters, as they are to other boys’
sisters.

To treat their mothers a3 politely as
if she were a strange lady, who did
not spend her life in their service.

To feel a noble pride in making
their mothers and sisters their best
friends.

‘Wheon their play is over for the day,
to wash faces and hands, brush the
hair, and spend the evening in the
house.

If they do anything wrong, to take
their mothers into their confidence,
and above all never to lie about any-
thing they bave done. .

Not to take the casiest chalr in the
room, and put it directly in front of
the fire, and to forget to offer it to
their mother when she comes in to sit
down.

Not to grumble, or refuge, when
asked to do some errand that must be
done, and which otherwise will take
the time of some one who has more to
do than themselves,




