PLEASANT HOURS.

NEW Y EAR'S HYMIN.

Y EAR that lios before ue,
What shall thy record be,

An thy aort tonths rell o'er us,

And awift thy iroments fles «
Now thou arl fair aud spoticss

A« litdlioxl's opening hour,
Thy tul ko pure and sirinlese,

Say ! what shinll ba thy flower?

‘“Thou tring’st nuw hope to chuer us,

Now vi-ions feir and bright,

Ot highw auny and conquests,
And purer, clearer ligat ,

New atrength for fresh emdeavonr,
New purpose, iem aud lagh,

Now dreame of holy pleasurey
Whih wait us i theeky,

¢ Qa, yesr by year, in mer-v,

‘T'o uy it hath been gives,

To climb from our pa t 'ailures
Up one step nearer heaven .

Ta strive cach ycar we journey
ITpan onr pilgrim way

That cach new lsir te-morrow
Be better than to-day.

* Lord, graut us grace to servo Theo

In scrving each and all ;

Our hearts keop watm and trustful,
Protect us lost wa fall ;

And 1f tlng year's 1ast moments
On carth we may not ste,

Wo kuuw no harm will reach us,
For we shall be with Theo.”

WINTER IN NORWAY.

Tuis is a chavracteristic Norwegian
scene,  During the long cold winter,
wolvos and foxes prowl around the
sottlement to such a degree that the
Gavorament offers a roward for their
heads,  The people, therafore, try in
every way to catch or kill them. One
of the most snccessful ways is by
means of & trap, concesled beneath the
snow, ag in the picture. Poor fox, 1
fool sorry for him, beset by dog, and
trap, and gun, and men, and boye. In
the back ground are scon the queer
barnsy, or stabburs, as they call them.
A nagaificent book on Norway, with
clegant  illustrations, has just becn
pubhigaed by the London Tract Society.
Tho editor of the Prrasant Hours
hnssocceeded iv getting several of these
cuts, and will print them in an article
on Norway and ita Paaplo in an early
number of the Methodist Magazine.

FIRST STEPS.

How nicn it was in the baby to
begin to walk on New Year's Day !
Tan children said that to one sauthor
4 great miny times. 8> cuouing,”
and “ So queer,” and “ Just as though
he know i. was the day for beginning
thinga ”

“Whyvi"” asked Nell, “what do
sou hegia on New Year's Day 1"

*Q, regolutions and things,” Josio
giid. “ Ialwaysdecido on New Year's
to tako now etarts, snd be diffarent,
you know,

v And the day after Newx Year's
you tske to bresk tho resslutions,
don’t youl” The childrea lrughed,
but the mather said: *“ Don’t make
light of Josie's resolutions; it is a
great deal botter to try, even if you
fail, than it is to think nothing gsbout
it and make no eflort to do right.”

She sighed as she spoke. There
was & shadow in this mother's life that
msdo her end mauy things with a
sith

“Ho copicd father!” said Josie,
going back to the baby. ¢ Didn’c you
notico how earnestly he watched this
morning, when father was pacing off
tho length of the library?  Lattle Will

looked at his feet all tho time, and

it. I believo that was the firat time
he thought of walking ”

Then they laughed again, but the
mother sighed, and the fathor, who

wus holding out his hands to the baby,

looked at her geavely.

“ Mother has her sober lecok on,”
snid Fannie. *What are you think-
ing mothert Tnat baby will walk
into mischitf as fast as he can 3"

“ No,” sho said, smiling now. ¢
was only thinking how suse the little
s3n8 and daughters aro to copy father
wnd mother, and how careful we ought
to be to tako the right steps.”

Father did not stay long, after that.
Too children githered around him,
begying that he would come home early
to let them have n nice New Year's
evening together, but he did not pro-
mise, and after he had kissed them all,
and gone away, the mother looked
graver than before.

“{ don't like Now Year's Day,”
said Josie, *“*and I don't think men
ought to go calling without their
wives, When I have a wife I will
tako her along "

And thon the mother felt that Josie
wag growing old enough to understand
the meaning of tho shadow in tleir
bome. New Year’'s Day, and New
Year's calis were temptstions to her
husband. Ho came home late, and
gloomy, if not poritively cross, and
his breath smelled strongly of wins,
and ho spent tho next day in bed,
with & throbbing headache. It was
not simply ooce & year that these ex-
petiences came, either; they were
growing more frequent of late. Would
the a#ons in this home copy their
father's steps? This was the heavy
shedow that o often darkenod the
mother’s heart, aud was already creep-
ing over tho children.

The New Year's dinuner was on the
tablo—an excra dinner, for the shadow
on the mother's heart was not allowed
to show much in her life—and baby
was fastened into his high chair, and
tho noisy merry group were about to
sit down, when their father’s step was
heard in the hall.

Mothot's faco grew pale. Father
never dined with them on this day;
his round of calls was not completed in
time, and beeider, ho always stayed
away from the children’s cyes when be
had becn diinking wine. Had the
d caded hour come when he had fallen
too low to remzmber this}

Sto half arcge to go and meet bhim,
then sat down again. He came into
the dining.room, steady step, clear
eyes, smiling face. The glad children
fluitered around him. “ Did you come
bomse to take dinner with us, father$”
and « O, father! ars you going to
stay 1" This was a treat, indeed!
Busiuess held him duriog the ususl
week dayr, and faghion on New Year's,
50 tho dinner-tablo saw littlo of this
father. “I've como to s!ay,” he said,
kiising bis wife, and then the baby.
Ho left a glad light in the mother's
oyes, for thers was no smell of wine
about him.

' Well, sir,” he esid to the baby,
 have you forgotten how to walk, old
fellow¥' Then the eager children:

“ G, father, ho has bsen practising
all day. Aund we all think he is copy-
ing you, for ho trics to take long ateps,
Jjust as you did this morning.’

“J must tako care how 1 step,” gaid
the father, and ho lcoked over at his
wife, “Shall I teach him to copy
father " he asked her.

oycs filled with tears. O, if she only
dared to have her babies copy him in
all things!

[ have brought ycu a Now Year's
present,” bo eaid, and he leaned for-
ward and pushed scrois tho tablo a
slip of paper.

“Xs it n cheok,” gaid the eager chil-
dren, peeping from avery side.

* Ycg," he said, smiling; it is a
check on a Resolution Bank, aud I
mesn to keep it honoured. I've buon
copying Josio to-day, and making reso-
lutions, Josie, my boy, we won't
break them to-moirow, nor the next
day, will we? If tho baby iy going
to copy us, we must be careful.”

Tnen tho mother, through her tears,
read the check, and said ¢ Thank
God !”

1, ths undersigned, do solemanly pro-
misg never (0 taste again anydhing that
can intoxicats, so help me God.

Signed this New Year's Day, 1884

Joskr WARD MOWE

“ 0, but father, said Josie, * per-
haps you will have to taste it, for
medicine, you know."”

And when the mother heard his
decided aunswer, “I never will, my
boy,"” she said again ¢ Thank God.”

S5 the baby was not the only one
who taok a firat step that day.—Z%e
Pansy.

CHARMING GIRLS,

TaE mest charming woman ia Queen
Vic.orin's court, a few years agu, was
one whose features were homely and
who3oe oyes were croesad. The gecret of
her attraction lay in « certain perpotual
freshiness, in her dress, turn of mind
and her temper,

Jano Welsh Carlyle, when an old,
sickly, ugly womaon, could 8o charm
men, that a stranger meeting her
accidentslly in a stage coach followed
her for miles, post hsste, to return a
parasol which she had dropped. The
charm Isy in ber bright vivacity of
manner, snd the keen sympathy which
shone through her features,

Margaret Fuller also possessed this
magnetic sywpsthy, in spits of her
enormous egotism. Men and women,
the poor and the rich, felt themselves
drawn to open their hearts and pour
out their troubles to her, Yet Mar-
garet was an exceptionally homely
woman,

The popular belief among young
giris is that it is only a pretty face
which will bring ‘o them the adwira-
tion and love which thoy naturaliy
caave. No bcoks, 1t is said, huve a
larger sale than those written that
give rules for beauty, recipes to destrvy
1at or frecklos, and to improve the
skin or the figare.

Now, no recipo will chapnge the
shapo of a nose, or the coleur of an
oye. DBut any gitl by daily baths, and
wholes.me food, and by biea hing pure
air, can render ber complexion clear
and soft. Her bair, nails avd teeth
cat he daintily kept. Her clrihes,
bowever cheap, can be frish aad be-
coming in colour. 8 o can train ur
mind, aven if of ordinary caprcity, to
bo slert and eaipest; and if she adds
to theee a sincere, kindly, sunny
temper, she will wia friends aod lovu
assurcly asif all the fairies had brought
gifts at her birth.

But it is no uso for a woman whese
person is soiled and untidy, and whess
temper is eelfish and irritable at home,
to hope to chest anybady by putting

But sho could not answer, snd her{on fino clothes and a smile for com-

pany. Tho thick, muddy skin aad
gour exprosiion will betray her,

“ John,” gald an artist the other day
to a Chipaman who was unwillingly
acting as model, “ swile. 1f you dent
leok pleasant I'll not pay you.”

“ No use,” grumbled the washern.an,
“If Chinawan feeleo ugly all the time,
ho Jookeo ugly,” which is true of every
other man sud woman in the worlld as
well a8 of John Chinaman,

Hawthorne's weird fancy that (ur
sooret woakness or sin should lLang
liko a black veil over our faces betwern
us and other men, is true in fact,

Kvery hidden propentity or \ice,
overy noblo trait or feeling, leaves its
marks on the features, tho expressin,
the eyes. Day by day aud hour by
hour, line after line, hero a little and
there a little, it 18 recorded on the fice
ag on tho tablet, and when we riach
middle age there is the story of our
lives plainly written, 80 that he that
rucs may read. It is not cosmetics,
nor rouge, nor depillatories, gicls, that
will make your faces 88 you grow
oldoer; but the thoughtis and worls
and deods that have given you the
ugliness of Hecate, or ¢ the lineaments
of gospel books.”— Youth's Companion.

CONQUEROR'S BAND.

HE world's a battle-field, boys,

Beyond's the promised Jand ;

The war is all around, boys—
Who'll join the Conqueror’s Band !

‘There's wrong to trample down, boys,
That right may rale the land ;

The trumpet calls to arms, Loys,—
Who'll join the Conqueror's Band*

Hearts true as steel wo need, boys,
High purpose and strovg hand ;

EKach miud and eyu vl-rt, boys—
Who'll joiu the Cor queror’s Band?

Then if we're true snd brave, boys,
The foe will sink as sand,

And high will swell the song, boys,
Led by the Covqueror's Band.

THE TRUE SOLDIER.

Tarxe boys were talking of the
work which they hoped to do wkhen
they grew to be men,

Said Harry, ¢ I want to be a dcctor,
like Uncle Geoige, atd help folks to
get well when they are sick.”

“] want to te a merchant,” said
Arthur, “and have a great store snd
make myeolf rich. T can Lelp a great
many pectle if I hava plenty of money.”

«1 don’t want to be a doctor or a
merchant,” ssid Walter., *“ Let mo be
a soldier, a real coldier, not a play
one?”

Aant Fanny wss stanjing in the
window and heard the talk. She
swiled at Walter.

¢ God grant that you may indeed
be a real soldier, my boy,’ she said,

¢“Why, Aunt Fanny! T thought
that ladi-s were alwaye afrsid of war,”
said Walter.

¢“The real soldier,”
than guns and swords He will fighs
sin and wrong-doing with 1ho weapm g
which God will give bim. He will
never run refoie tho enemy, becauso
ho will know that G.d is on his side,
He will Le brave and strong and true,
becauto be will be suro that the great
Captain is looking at him, aud is ready
to 1exch out his hand to save him fr m
defrat.  Such a solaier I bope yom
will be,”

Qi then hecrept up by a chair and tried |

Eg:d Aund :
Fanny, ¢ will fight with other weapnus ;




