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The Boys. got you to pray for me.” Io became & listening £00p19 whatever portfon of
rogular attendant at the nmssion, and gave Scripture ho might eall for.  Surely they

Tugrx come the bovea ¥ O, dear tha nnfse,
{he whole hottee too b the tacket s
Behold the kuew of Harey'a pats,
Al weep o'er Bortio’s jacket !
But aover mnd of eyes keop birishe,
And liby grow strarght and haber,
W o'l rathier lode the tere’s whole bark
I'tinu find wnsound the timbor !

Now, hear the topx and marblea roll §
1 he floors— oh, woe botide themn |
And [ must wateh the baniaters,
For | know boys who ride them !
faok well a8 vou dessend tho atairs,
1 ofton tind them huunted
By xhioatly toys, that muke no nolae
Just when their notss 18 wanted.

The vory chaira are tied i pairs,
And muda to prancoe and caper;

What swords are whittled out of sticks |
What brave hints mado of paper !

‘I o dinner bell peals loud and well,
I'o tell the milhman’s coming,

And then the rush of ** ateam-car trains®
Sets all our cars n-humming,

Iow oft I say, *¢ What shall T do
Lo keep these children quiet?™

It 1 could find & good roceipt,
1 certaanly should trey it.

Bat what to do with these wild boys,
And it thar din and clatter,

fx really guite n gerave atfarr,
No laugning, toithog watter.

** hinys will be boys "—but not for long 3
Ah, conld wo bear nbout us

Ll thought -ow very soon our boys
Will learn to do without us

How soon bat tall aud deep-vorced men
Wall gravely call us *¢ Mother ;™

Or we be stretclung empty handa
From this world to the other—

More gently wo should chide the noise,
And when night quella the racket,

Stteh i but loving thoughts and prayers
\Wiile mending pants and jackes !
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Pleasant Hours:
A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK
Rev. W. H. WITHROW, 0.0., Editer.
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SINGING THE PRAISES OF JESUS,
BY RRV. W. F. CRAFTR

Oxrg Sunday a man camo into the
Sunday-schoul at the Boston North Fnd
Mission, drawn by the sweetness of the
children’s singing. He remamned 1o tho
close, and came again that ovening to the
prayer mnecting When the customary in-
vitation to scek the Saviour was gven, he
came forward aud became a Christian.  To
a few who had remained to pray with the
pemtent ones, hesmd : ** My friends, T feel
that T am a saved man, and I owe it to
sour chililren’s singing * Jesus Loves Mo
this afternoon. T oildn't realize it, T've
been wach 2 wisarable sinner; but after [
went away T thought it over, * Jesus Loves
Mo;? and then T thought of the noxt hino,
* For she Biblo tells o 80," and T tried to
holiove at, and I camo heore thia evoning to

tho cleatest ovidence of a gonuine change
of heart.

Shortly after tho visit of Mr. Moody and
Mr. Saunkey to Scotland, a littlo boy passed
along the strects of Glasgow in the evening,
ainging, **There is a Foantain Filled wit!
Blood.” A Christinn policeman joined in
the song. At the end of the ;m{icomun'a
beat he asked the buy if he understood
what he was stnging,

*Oh, yes, sad the little fellow, ¢}
know it 1 my heart, and it is very pro.
cious.”

A few ovemngs aftorwands, someone, in
conversition with the policeman, said

Do you know that a waman standing
where we aro was saved by hearing the
othor night » hymn sung by a policeman
and a boy ?"

Children’s suhgs are also many times a
groat comfort in tiouble and mckness,

A man who was secking to rclieve the
poor, camo to a flight of stairs that led to a
door that led to a roomn reaching under the
slutes.  Ho knocked. A feeble voice sud,
“Come m,"” and ho went . There was
no light, but as seon as s eye becamo
adapted to tho placo, he saw, lymmg upon a
heap of chips and shavings, a buy ubout
ten yeara oF age, pale, but with avsweet
face. “ What are you doing here?™ he
asked of the boy. *“Hush! hush! 1 am
hiding.” ‘ Hiding! What for?” And
ho showed his white arms covered with
bruises and swollen. *Who was 1t beat
you like that?” ‘“Don’t tell hum; iy
father did it.”" **What for?” * Father
got drunk and beat me becauso 1 wouldn’t
stoal.” ““Did you ever steal t” *‘Yes,
gir; I was a thief once.” ‘Theso London
thieves never hesitate to acknowledge it—it
ig their profession. ““I'hen why don't you
ateal now?" ‘‘Because I went to the
Ragged School, and they told me, ‘ Thou
shalt not steal,’ and thoy told me of God
in heaven. I will nover steal, sir, if my
father kills mo. *  Said my friend, **1don’t
know what to do with you. Here is a
shilling. I will sco what 1 can do for

you."”

The boy looked at it a moment, and then
said, ‘¢ But, sir, wouldn’t you liko to hear
my little hymn 1

My friend thought it strange that, with-
out food, without fire, bruised and béater,
as ho lay there, he could sing & hymri ; but
he aaid, ‘ Yes, I will hear you.” "And {lién
in a sweet voice ho sang :

““Gentlo Jesus, meek and nild,
Look upon a little child ;
Pity my sumplicity,

Suffer me to come to thee.
[ ]

¢ Fain I would to theo be brought ;
Gentle Lord, forbid it not ;
In the kingdom of thy grace,
Grant thy little child a place.”

** That's my little hymn ; good-bye.”

Tho gentleman went again m the morn-
ing; went up-stairg, knocked at the door—
no answer; opened it and went in. The
shilling lay on the floor. There lay the
boy with a smile on his face—~but he was
dead! Tu the night he had gone home.

And the children’s songs are also a com-
fort and help in the hour of death. A little
boy in the tlnr West was run over by « caf
and so badly hurt that he died the next
inorning.  Just before he died, with a very
sweet voico and happy face, he sang to the
friends who stood beside his bed :

* Shall wo gather at the river
Where bright angels® feet have trod.”

And then ropeated a litlo prayor his
mother had taught him. Shortly after the
prayer the sunny eyes closed, and the soul
--the thinking part of httdle Eddie—went
out of his body and up to Gud, and they
said *Ho is dead.” The little song had
been a great comfort to him in dying, and
to all hix friends.

Since o much good can he done by sing-
g, Jet us sing with all our hearts and with
all our voices m the church and Sunday-
school and at home, and thus we may save
and comfurt wany sinful and svirowful
hearts.

— At the seashore between the sea swells
and the land swolls the landlurd’s pocket-
book awolls.

A LITTLE HEROINE.
Jesnie Creek is only ten, but bright,

pretty, and brave. She hves with Samnuol
Personett, her adopted father, at Millk

rove, a smull station on the Panhandle
fl;hulroud, five mules cast of Hartford City.

Ono day last September, the railrond
bridgo crossing the stream which runs
through Mr. Personott’s farm caught fire
and was destroyed. Little Jennic was the
only one at home at the time, and the only
one who gaw the fire. The west-bound
passenger train was due, and the girl know
that if it was not stopped a terriblo catay
trophe would result. So she ran to the
railroad track, and when she reacited 1t
she heard tho roar of the approachmny
tram.  Thoreughly {rightened at  the
threatened danger to the passengers, the
little girl yet had the presence of mind to
snatel off her red petticoat and ran up tho
track waving the garment aloft, as she had
seen brakemen do with their flags.

Tho engincer saw her snd at once re-
versed his engine.  The train rushed by
Jennie, but stopped within one hundred
feet of the edge of the stream.

The passengers swarmed out of the cars
to find how narrow their escape had been,
and when they found that they owed their
deliveranco to the timid little girl, who yet
clung to her little petticoat, they almost
overpowered her with caresses.  They
made up & handsome purso for her on the
spot, and the Panhandle Company s few
days later presented her with tickets whiok
enabled ber and the Personstt family &
visit the World's Fair freo of exponse.

Most of the passengers oit the train wers
bound for Chicago, and it is supposod thas
among thew were some Frenuchmen con-
nected with the Society of Humanity in
Paris. ‘This society has rceently notified
her of its intention to present her with &
modal for her bravery.—Ipworth [lerald.

One Little Rhyme.

Oxk little grain in the sandy bars ;

One little flower in a ficld of flowers,
One little star in a heaven of stars;

Oue little hour in a year of hours—

© Whatif it makes, or what if it mars?

But the bar is built of the littlo yrains ;
And the httle flowers mako tho meadows
ay;
And the little stars hght the hicacenly plains
And the httle hours of each little day
Give to us all that life contajna

HiDING GOD'S WORD FrROM IT8
ENEMIES.

Donixne the terrible persccutions of the
Waldensian Christians in the south.east
of Franco during the first half of the last
century, when thoy could only meet foe
religious services with the greatest secrecy
in_ some secluded spot among the moun-
tains, and that at great risk of being sur-
prived by their persecutors, there camo a
time when so few Bibles wore left to
them that there were not enough to supply
one to each group of families accustomed
to worship together.  To remedy this, and
to guard acainst the cntire loss of the
Word of God. should all the remaini
copics be scized, socicties were form
mmong the young people for the purpose
of learning it by heart, cach member com.
mitling to memory a certain  portion,
This was done with the greatest precision,
and whenever a cougregation gathored for
worship, the mambers of the society atood
beside tho pastor and recited to the

éould say, **Thy word have I hidin my

hoart."

I Thank Thee, O My-God !
nYy LUGY LAROOM.

Foun the rosebud’s breath of beauty
Along tho toiler’s way ;
For the violet's eye that opens
To bless the new-born duy ;
For the bare twigs that in summer
Bloom like the prophet’s rod ;
For the blossoming of flowers,
I thank thee, O my God

For tho lifting up of mountains
In Lrightness and in dread .
For the peaks where snow and sunshine
Alune have dared to tread ;
For the dark or silent gorges,
Whenee mighty cednrs nod 3
For the majesty of mountains,
I thank theo, O my God !

For the splendour of the sunsots,
Vst mirrored on the sea s
For the gold-fringed clouds that curtain
Heaven's inner mystery s
For the molteu Lars of twilight,
\Whero thought leans, glad, yet awed,
For the glory of the sunsets,
1 thank thee, O my God!

For tho earth in all its beauty,
The sky and all its light ;

For the dim and soothing shadows
‘hat rest the dazzling sight;

For unfuding fields aud prairies
Where sense in vain has trod ;

For the world’s cxhaustless beauty,
I thank thee, O my God !

For an eye of inward secing,
A soul to know and love;

For those common aspirations.
That our high heirship prove;

For tho hearta that bles« each other,
Beneath thy smile, thy rod ;

For the: amaranth saved from Eden,
I thank thee, O my God ?

For tho hidden scroll o’crwritten,
With one dear name adored ;
For the Heavenly in the Human,

_ Tho Spirit in the Word ;
For the tokens of thy preseneo.
. _ Within, above, abroad ;
For thine own great gift of be ay,
T thank thee, O my God |
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A GLIMPSE AT THE CHINESE

Ir one argues that China, heingupon the
opposite side of the globe, must be literally
upside down, he will not find himself
very much mistaken.  Dinner begins with
cake, pudding and confectionery, and énds
with soup. Temonade is always as hot as
hot can be. If a friend sends you a letter,
he often sends only an empty envelope
addressed to you, and the bearer delivers
tho messago orally. But what scomed to
me ono of the addest of all the odd customs
of the Chineso was the mode of resentin,
an injury. There is very scldom . re:
fight. Somectimes they resort to hair.

ulling, and thoy pull with a vengeance;
{:utas a rule, when one fecls deeply injured,
ih any way, he goes right out on the street
and begins to tell the story of his wrongs,
4 at the top of his lungs,” shouting all sorts
of family sterets and abusing the relative
oF noighbour who has wronged him with all
the hard words and hard names he can
think of. I have seen women on the lovw,
iat roofs of their houses, screaming all sorts
of horrible things about their husbands,
and men sitting in the strects, with their
backs agaihst the wall, shouting tul they
were dark in the face and too hoarse tu
speak, tolling everybody about their crass
and obstinate wives. The most cuneus
part is that no one seoms to listen or carc
anything about it, and, really, 1 do am
think that the people who are howling cnir,
either, whether anyono listens or not.

Tax rovelations contained in the Bible
are mado to man in words; and these
words, like those contained in any other
book, aro to be interpreted by applying te
them the cstablished laws of language
The meaning of the words; when thus ageur
taiued, is to be accepted as God's rule for
human faith and practice.  What the wonds
mean, he means, His authbrity. attaches
to that meaning.




