PLEASANT HOURS.

THE BOY WHO WOULD NQT
GO TO BED.

%OU may think him a dunce,
G But he begged that fur once
He might sit up all night, ur a3 long as he
pleased ;
The nurse was i tears,
Wath her mu mured ** My dears ! "
But only the louder and faster he teased.

Overhearing the din,

His father camein :
“Wish to st up all mght, Johnt’

thought ully cried ;

‘! Yon shall have your resuest

Till you ve learnsd we know best.
Nurse can go, | will stay at this naughty

buy ‘s side,”

he

When two hours had passed,
John grew sleepy at last
And so ured that he feared he would fall
from his chair ;
But, attempting to go,
Heard his tathers stern *“ No t
Keep your seat at the table,

81ty 13 there.” Your place,
y 3

Oh how slow ticks the clock,
Wath its dickory dock
(For his tather insists he shall keep wide
awake).
Till quite humbly he sard :
**May [ please go to bed t
I've found you were right, apd I made a
mistake.”

His father said yes :
And now you can guess
If ever that boy did the same thing again.
No sermon could presch,
No punishment teach,
A lmolx: more clearly than he learned it
then.

Now, boys, when yon're told,
That it's bed time, don't scald,
4nd say that you feel just like keeping
awake ;
Sitting up all the night
Isn't duen a delight.
Just try it for once, and you'll own your
mistake,
—Sophie £. Easiman.

THE BROKEN SAW.

BOY went to live with a man
who was accounted a hard
master. He never kept his
boys ; they ran away, or gave

notice they meant to quit; so he was
half kis time without, or in search of
a boy. The work was not very hard
—opening and sweeping out the shop,
chopping wood, gomng errands, and
helping round. At last Sam Fisher
went to live with him. “Sam’s a
good boy,"” said his mother. ¢ ghould
nke tc zee a boy now-a-days that had
# spark of gocdness in him,” growled
the new master,

It is always bad to begin with a
man who has no confidence in you;
because do your best, you are likely to
bave little credit for it. However
Sam thought he would try; the waces
were good, and his mother wanted him
togo. Sam had betn there but three
days before, in sawing a cross-grained
stick of wood, be broke the saw. He
wes a little frighteved. He knew he
was careful, and he knew he was a
pretty good eawyer too for & boy of
his age; nevertheless the saw broke
in his bands.

“Aund Mr Brown will thrash you
for it,” eaid another boy who was in
the wood-house with him, « Why, of
course I didn’t mean to, and accidents
will happen to the best of folks,” said
Sam, looking with a very sorry air on
the broken saw. ¢ Mr. Brown never
makes allowances,” said the other boy;
“I never saw any thing like him.
That Bill might have stayed, only he
jumped in a hen's nest and breke her
eggs. He daren't tell of it, tat Mr.
~ Brown kept susppeting, and suspecting,

and suspeoting, and laid every thing
out of the way to Bill, whether Bill
wag to blame or no, till Bill couldn’t
stand it and wouldn't.” « Did he tell
Mr. Brown about the eggsi” asked
Sam  “No,” gaid the boy ; “he was
‘fiaid to, Mr. Brown’s got such a
temper.” “I think he'd better own
gquare up,” said Sam. “I reckon
you'll find it better to proach than to
practise,” said the boy; “I'd run
away beforo I'd tell him;” and he
roon turned on his heel and left poor
Sam alone with the broken eaw.

1t was after supper, and he was not
likely to sce Mr. Brown that night.
The shep was shut, and his master had
gono to some town meeting, The noxt
motning he would get up early, go into
the wocd-house, and see what was done,
for Sam would never hide the saw.

The poor boy did not feel vory com-
fortable or happy. He shut up the
wood house, walked out in the garden,
and then went up to his little chamber
under the eaves. Xlo wished he could
tell Mrs. Brown; but she wasn’t
sociable, and hoe had rather not. «O,
Heavenly Father,” said Sam, falling
on his knees, “* help me to do the thing
that is right.” Sam had always said
his prayers, but he had not put his
whole heart into his prayer as he did
that night ; that night he prayed.

I do not know what time it was,
but when Mr. Brown came into the
houss the bny heard him, He got up,
crept down stairs, snd met Mr, Brown
in the kitchen. ¢ Sir,” said Sam, “I
broke your saw, and I thought I'd
come and tell you 'fore you saw it in
the morning.” ¢ What did you get
up to tell me for ¥ asked Mr. Brown;
“I should think morning would be
time enough to tell me of your care-
lessness.”  “ Because,” said Sam, I
was afraid if I put it off I might be
tempted to lie about it. I'm sorry I
broke it, but I tried to be careful.”

Mr. Brown looked at the boy from
head to foot, then stietching out his
hand, * There, Sam,” he said beartily,
‘“give me your hand. Shake hands.
Tll trust you, Sam. That's right;
that’s right. Go to bed, boy. Never
fear. I'm glad the esw broke; it
shows the mettle’'s in you. Go to
bed."

Mr. Brown was fairly won. Never
were better friends after that than
Sam and he. Sam thinks justice has
not been done Mr. Brown. If the
boys had treated him hopestly and
‘““above-board " be would have been a
good man to live with. It was their
conduct which soured and made him
suspicious. I do not know how that
is; I only know that Sam Fisher finds
in Mr. Brown a kind master and a
faithful friend.—Selected.

PUSH.

E often see the little word
“Push ” on tke swing-door
\ of some establishment, and

it suggests the thought that all through
lifo we need to keep that stirring
motion urging us on. Nothing is done
without ¢ push” now-a-days. No man
in any capacity will do wuch if he has
it not. Wo are not speaking of im-
pertinence and igrorant ambition, but
of an earnest sprightliness of character
which makes every act an interest and
the stepping-stone to something better.
And not in commerce only, but in our
Chuich-lie we need the impulsive
] principle.

PUFFING BILLY.

NE Uright day in June, 1781,
{ } & group of miners, who had
just finighed their work, woro

standing around Wylam Pit,
near Nowcastle, England.

Word has passed from ono to an-
other that a buby boy bad been born
in old Bol's cabin. Old Bob, the
engine man at the pit, had a houseful
of children already, but he and hia
wife had plenty of love for the new-
comer, whom they called Geordie.

Weo Geordio Stephonson was not
born with a silver spoon in hie mouth.
His father's house was a rough hut,
with unplastered walls and floor of
clay.

Geordie began to work when he was
less than seven years old, at twopence
per day. A lady paid him this sum
for looking alter her cows. When a
little older he was taken on at the
colliery asa ¢ pitcher,” receiving six-
pence a day, and at fourteen he became
his father’s assistant at a shilling a
day. A year or two later he was
given the chargo of an engine of his
own. It became his pet and never
hed better care.

At cighteen years of age George
Stephenson could not read. He was
wide awake and had a great longing
for knowledse, but did not understand
the 1, habet, Thig could .0t be borne.

He went to a night schoo! and paid
threepence a week to be taught gpell-
ing, reading and writing, and soon a
Scotch minister who knew him under-
took to teach him figures. He worked
very hard and made great progress.

In his leisure hours, when he was
not busy with his engine or studying,
he made and mended shoes. Bit by
bit he saved a little money and by-
and-bye was able to marry.

I suppose you are wondering what
all this bas to do with Pufling Billy.
Have patience ; Iam coming to that
part of my story.

Though James Watt had invented
the working steam-engine it was
George Stephenscn who first laid rails,
found out what the locomotive could
do when attached to cars and sent the
iron horge epinning along the line.
His first locomotive was called Puffing
Billy.

If you were to peep into somo of
the public journals of the Englard of
1825 you would laugh at the fright
the pecple felt at this monster, which
fed on coa’s and water and flew over
the road at the rate of eighteen miles
an hour. Some thought it was like
witcheraft. Others gravoly aaid that
one might as well be shot off by a
rocket at once as put themselves at
tha mercy of such a machine as this,

George Stephenson kept quietly on,
ploddivg at everything he attempted,
until he had found out his secrete.
Whatever ho did he did with all his
might. When men opposed him he
did not lose his temper but only said :

“ Wait awhile and you will see.”

% Suppose, Mr. Stephbenson,” said a
grumbling somebody, thinking he was
advancing a terrible objection to the
new iron horse—“suppose a cow
should happen to be on your line 1"

*Well,” replicd Stephenson, very
coolly, *“it would be a bad job for the
000."

So it 18 all through life, boys, When
a brave, wise man hus a new and
brilliant thought it will never be put
a stop 0 by any “coo."—Harper's
Young Peopls.

A YOUNG MAN'S HISTORY IN
BRIEF,

FIRST saw him in a social party;

hoe took but one glass of wine,

o and that at the urgent solicita-

tions of a young lady to whom
ho had been introduced.

Inext saw him, when he supposed
ho was unseen, taking a glass to satisfy
a slight desice. He mocked at the
thought of danger.

I noxt saw him, late in the evening
in tho street unable to walk home.
I assisted him thither and we parted,

I next saw him reeling out of a
low groggery; a confused staro was
on his countenance, and words of
blasphemy were on his tongue, and
shame was gone.

I eaw him once more ; he was cold
and motionless, and hs was carried by
his friends to his last resting place,
In the small procession that followed,
every head was cast down. His
father's gray hairs wero going to the
grave in sorrow, his mother wept that
she had given birth to such a child.

I returned kome musing on his
future state. I opened the Bible and
read, “Be not deceived, drunkards
shall not inherit the kingdom of God.”

This is a sad story. Alas! that it
should be true. When = boy, our
friend wa3 as bappy as any of us.
More than once, when students to-
gether, did he sneer at my teetotalism ;
when I urged him to sign the pledge,
ho laughed at me, and scoffed at the
bare sugzestion of danger.

Poor Fred! his father had the glass
on the table, and there the appetite
was formed. Young men, beware of
tho first glass. Fathers, banish the
glass from your tables, if you would
not bury your eons drunkards.—
Golden Censer.

a

A BOY'S RELIGION.

F a boy is a lover of the Lord
Jesus Christ, he can’t lead a
prayer-meeting, or be & church
officer, or a preacher, but he

can be a godly boy, in a boy's way

and in a boy's place. He ought not
to be too solemn or too quiet for a boy.

He need not cesze to bea boy because

he is a Christian. He ought %o run.

Jjump, play, climb, and yell ‘ike a real

boy. But in it all he sught to show

the spirit of Christ. He ought to bo
free from vulgarity and profanity.

He ought to eschew tobacco in every

form, and have a horror of intoxicating

drinks. He ought to be peaceable,
gentle, merciful, generous. He ought
to take the part of small boys against
large boys. - He ought to discourage
fighting. He ought to refuse to be a
party to mischief, to persecution, to
deceit. And above all things, he
ought now and then to show his
colours. He need not always be in-
terrupting a game to say that he isa

Christian ; but he ought not to be

ashamed to say that ho refuses to do

something becaueo it is wropg and
wicked, or because he fesrs Gcd oris

a Christian. He ought to take no

part in the ridicule of sscred things,

but meet the ridicule of others with a

bold statemont that for the things of

God be feels the deepest reverence.
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A cuurcH bell at Saratoga recently
rapg 104 times—one stroke for each
year of its existence. This is the only
instance on record where the ago of a

Saratoga belle hag heen tolled,
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