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PLEASANT HOURS.
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What Have You Done To-Day?

LY ELLA WHEELER WILCOX.

Isaw a farmer when the:day was done ;
The setting sun had sought its erimson bed,
Aund the wild stars came forward one by one;
I saw the sturdy farmer, and 1 said :
“ What have you done to-day,
O farmer, say ?” )
.
€ Oh; I've sown the wheut in yonder field,
And pruned my orchard to increase the yield,
And (urned the furvow for a patch of corn--
This. what I’ve done since early morn.”

[ saw a blacksmith at his smithy-door,
When the:day had vanished and the west
grew red,. -
Aud all theaveary noise and strife were o'er:
1 saw the kindly blacksmith, and 1 said:
¢ What have you done to day,
O blacksmith, say *”

“Oh, | have made two ploughshares all com-
‘plete,

And-naijed the shoes on many a horse’s feet,

And, oh, my friend, I cannot tell vou haif.”

T'he man of muscle responded with a laugh.

T saw a miller, when the day was gone,
And all the sunlight from the hills had
tled,
And the tender shadows had crept across the
lawn ;
1 saw the dusty miller, and I said :
* What have you done to-day,
O miller gray ¥”

¢ Oh, 1 have watched my mill from morn till
night §
Did yon ever sce lour so snowy ani white ?
And many are the mouths to-day Fve fed.”
The merry miller langhed as this he said.

1 saw anothier when the night drew nigh,
And turned each daily toiler from his taxk s
W hen gold and erimson cloudiets decked the
sky ; .
A dvinfe-reller—and of him 1 asked :
*What have you done to-day,
Drink-seller, say v”

But the rvink-seller turned with drooping
head,

And fiot a single word in answer said,

What had he done?  His work, he knew full
well,

Wi plunging souls in deepest hell !
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In Prison and Out.

Dy the Author of “The Man Trap”
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Bess had not forgorten that the redemption
of her mother's wedding-ring rested upon her,
and that she had pledged herself to get it out
of pawn. She tried In various ways to get
some work to do; butshe had neither strength
nor skill to make her work valuable.  Atlast
she took counsel with Victoria, who proposed
t her to go out selling water-cresses like her
father; aud he offered to take her with him to
the market where hiz bought his daily supply,
and  start her on a beat of her own, apart
from him, as he could not atford to divide his
customers and his profits. A few pence, a
few haifpence even, would set her up in this
line of business; and, with Inck, she might
earn sufiicient to keep hersclf, and redeen the
ring. .

It may be pleasant to rise at four o’clock in
June, and quitting the thick and nauseous
atmosphere of the overcrowded and unventi-
lated dwelling-place, to escape into the sweet
dewy freshness of the carly morning, which,
even in the streets, is scented with the breath
of country hay-fields and blossoming gardens :
but four o’clock on a winter's moruing, whe
Bess hurriedly dressed hersel, withouta light,
in the thin and tattered clothes, which were
all she had, and thrust her naked feet into
her mother's old boots; and kissing het
mother, who must le stitl and lonely @ill
she came back, stepped our into the Im,lf-.s]u-sh,
half-frost of the pavement; and thre biting air,
—this was a sharp test of her endurance,

But Kuclid was waiting for hev with his
basket, and she trudged along at his sidé
“\I'()U.‘,:]I'th(' slush and the frost, earrving an
old hatteved tea-tray a neighbour had lent
hev the night heforc. 1L was nealy three
wiles to the market.  Karly as the hour was,
and dark as midnight still, life had begun
avain at the Fast 1nd 3 and many w shivering
fellow - heiny. shufing along fheé dlippery pave-
ment, sound maintaininga sombre silence, pagsed
them like ghosts. Bess had never been out a1
this hour hefore, and ghe kept close to Fuclid's
side. v

The okd man, too, wassilent: he felt put out

“night

by the presence of a companion. For twenty-
five years ever sincehe had 1ecovered partially
from the accident that disabled him as &
Jabourer, he had taken this walk alone
through summer and winter and it was be-
wildering to him to hear the light footsteps
of Bess pattering beside him.
lived altogethier without intercourse with his
neighbours, that he was surprised, and not
altogether pleased, to find himself taking an
interest in Mrs, Fell and David and Bess.
Might not such an interest come between
him and the sole aim of his life?  For, it
he yielded too much to the stivrings of com-
passion and pity in his heart, xome danger
arise  to  his  slowly accumulated
hoard, now lying safely under Victoria’s
liead.

Yet, Erelid felt that he could not stand by
and see his neighbour die of starvation under
hig very eves. No, no: that could never be.
He glanced at Bess, as they passed beneath o
lamp, and cauzht a half-smile of trust ulness
inhim shininyg in her eyes, like thelook of his
little childven, dead long ago,  who had been
used to run to meet him when they heard his
foot on the stairs.  They were all gone to
heaven now, where his wife was.  He had no
idea of heaven beyond a vague fancy dwelling
it his brain that there would be somewhere-

“out of the world orin the world, he did not

know—-a little cottage on a hillside, such as.the
carly home he dimly remembered, where they
wonld all live together a suin,and where there
would be no winter, and no more hunger or
sorvow ; no parish pay, and no workhouse.
His lost wife would be young again, aud all
his children Httle ones 3 and theve would he a
garden for him to work in, lying round the
cottage.  That was Fuclil’s heaven.

e was still dreaming of it when they
reached the market, and joined a crowd of
old follss and young chiidren waiting for the
gates to be opened. Ttwas not yet five o’clock,
and the veliow glave of a few gas-Jamps shed
a dim Jight upon the scene,  The crowd was
very quiet and sithdued. Al who were there
were fecble folk, and did not care to waste
theiv strength inneise and poshing,  As eacli
old person or Little child came, they took their
place as near to the gate as they could get;
and most of them sank into silent waiting.
The poorest of the decent poor weve there,—
those who were willing to struggle to the hit-
ter end to earn an honest Hving, and keep ont
of the workhouse. Euclid dit as the rest did,
and with Hess beside him, stood in patient
muteness till he could make liis purchasés for
the day.

Ac soon as the gates were opened, there was
a quiet erush through them. Euclid took more
care in buying a stock of cresses for Bess than
for himself : though he was fastidious in his
choice, passing from hamper to hamper, and
peering closely ar the green leaves to detect
any specks upon them. A soon as his pur-
chases were made, he hurried Bess away to the
steps of a eliireh close hy, where he ~howed
her how tomake up her buncheos, and slung the
old tray round her neck by a bit of cord he
drew out of his pocket.

<« Now we must be as sharp as needles and
pins,” he said. I've heard somewihiere of a
early birdas picked up a carly worm. Folks'll
be gettin® their b ek fasses soon, and we must
bhe in time to cateh ‘em at it Poi’t you
waste your time along the Ti-ttermost streets,
Bess 3 bat stick to the courts and the mmewses
andd the streets where workin’ meilive. Rich
folksain't thinkin o’ gettin’ out 0" bed vet ; and
they don’t eat ereases for breakfast, but ham
and eggs, and hot things,  Mewses are good
places in general. Walk pretty slow, two mile
an hour ; and keep your eye on the doors 1 and
windows for fear somebody’s beckonin® at vou.
There now ! T'll stand at the end o’ this here
street, atid hedarken how you ¢iin ery, ‘Creases!
Fresh water-creases !’ till you're out o’ my
sight.”

Fuclid stood watching Bess, with her trayful
of cresses, as she paced slowly aloug the street,
her clear, pleasant voice singing, vather than
erying the familiar words.  Then he turned
awny  with a heavy sigh.  1{is own voice
sounded busky and holiow in his ears as he
shambled along his customary beat, drawling
wournfully, * Cre-she ! cre-she ! He felt al
older man than nsual, as though some addi-
tional burden of years had suddenly fallen
upon his bent shoulders and bowed-dowti head
Yet he was only in his sixtieth year, and there
was much work and much power of endur-
ance left in bim still.  He had never starved
quite as much as he could; amil his old
clothing had never been as utterly tattered as
if might be.  But he saw depths of poverty
Yelow even him 3 and for once his heart felt
heavy enough to sink him and Victoria into
those lowest deeps.

¢ I'he pavish ! he muttered to himseif half
aloud, as he vested his dry throat for a minute
or two, ¢ the parish ! And be parted from
her ¥ Not bury Vietoria in her own coffin,
like the rest of 'em ! The parish | God help
these old leus o mine t”

Ax if sowe new strength had been breathed
into himy, Erelid started onagain, crsang s

He had so long

street-cry with more energy than before. 'T'he
thought of the parish had run like a stimulant
throngh his whole frame.  He had more luck
than usnal, and sold so many buuches of
cresses that he felt justified in buying one of
the best of Yarmouth bloaters, wlhich he
chose with cloge cautiousness, as if he wos
difficult to p'ease. at « shop he passed on his
way home. I was for a relish for Victorin's
tea, more than for hivisetf. He had made as
much as two shillings by his day’s toil and his
ten miley’ tramp through the slushy strectsg
and, after he had taken enough for the day’s
food und rent, there was as much as nine-
pence to put by.

“Let us look over our little store,” he said.
when theiv leisurely tea was ended.

He was connting up the silver and -copper
coins on the empty soap box, turned on end,
which served as a table when it was not want-
ed as a seat, when a low knock was heard at
the door, Uhere was neither lock nor lateh
upon it, the sole fastening being a stivk passed
throngh a staple and holdfast within.  But
there was no other room in the roof, and the
steep ladder-like stairease was seldow trodden
by woy one but themselves, Fuclid made haste
to gather the woney into the handkerchief
that usually helit it, before Victotia epened
the door. But Dess, who was the untimely
visitor, had already scen the heap of coins
through achink in the old door, nud heard their
jingle as Fuclid swept them out of sight. Nhe
steod thunderstrack on the door-sill, gazing
i with rge, wide open eyes.

CWhat ixit, b 7 asked Victoria.

“Oh ! mo ber’s sent me up to say as Pve
had good luck,” she stammered, “and it's
thanks to yvou. Mr. Huclid 5 and, oh ! please
may 1 go azan to morrow morning ¥ 7

Ay, child,” answered l‘:m‘lid,.\hbrtly.

RBess went downstairs with a farslower step
than she had gone up. Never in her life had
she seen so mach money at one time as when
she had put her eve to the chink in the door,
and peeped inon her friends. It scemed to her
ax if the whole end of the sop-box had been
coverad with it. Mr. Euelid, inspite of his old
clothing and his poor attic, was then a rich
man ' Lf such riches could be made by selling
water-cresses, then she too was on the high-
road to herich. Already to-dayshe had earned
more money than she had ever owned hefore 5
and her mother had smiled for the first time
siuce David went out begging when she poured
the halfpence into her lap. Like Kuclid, she
had trudged through she mud of the partially
frozen streets for nine or ten miles, besides hev
walk to the market ; and her limbs were weary
and her throat somewhat tired  But her heart
was very light. Then the wonderful sight of
heaps of money on Fuclid’s table had dazzled
fier. Whyhad they never thought of this trade
before? A thousand pitiesit was : for, if they
had begun early enough, she and David might
now have heaps of money too, like Kuclid and
Victoria.

Bess was up again before four o’vlock in the
morning, and was waiting for Euclid when he
came downs'airs, She was eager to be away
making her fortune. By-and-hye Kuclid grew
used Lo her company, and liked to hear her
talk as she tripped along by hisside.  Morn
inig aftér morning, through darkness and frost,
show and fog, the gray-headed man and the
young girl started off on their toilsome tramp
“_the one with the uncomplaining fortitude 0%
old age, the other with the hopeful courage of
youth.

< [t’H not he such a lonesome shop when I'in
gone now, father,” said Victoria oue day.

“Why, so, Victoria, my dear? ? he asked.

“There's Bess,” she answered, smiling, but
somew hat sadly. ¢ You'll tuke to her, daddy.
you two ud he twolotiesome ones if you didu't
take to one another.  Mrs. Fell's very near
Jier end 5 and T ain, prhaps.”

“ Do gou feel worse, Victoiia ?” he inquired
anxiously.

« Not worse,” dlie said 3 *“Int it’s so long,
the winter is ; and there’s so mueh dark, and
1 lie here doin’ nothin’.  If it wasn't for
mother’s verses and hymns, [ don’t know
what it do.  Fve heen sayin' one of ‘ew all
day.”

« Which is it, my dear?” he asked.

Vicloria's voice fell into a low and solemn
tone as she said these wordls :

“Phere is a house not made with hands,
Eternpl and on high s
And here miy spirit waiting stands
Till God shall bid it fly.”

« Ay ! she were always a-sayin’ them lines,”
Encli\%niurumred softly, ““afore you was born,
my dear,” :

““There's enough money to pay for my
buryin’ now, isn't there, father?” asks Vie-
totia. :

o be sure there is. my dear; lots enough,”
he answercd, “and a hit o’ black for Bess, if
that ’Il be any comfort to you.”

« Khe’s strong, and can help yon to get a
Livin’,” observed Vietoria, almost joyously
cand there' ) he somehody to sce ns you have

a coffin of vour owa too, daddy. T’'m glad to
think you'll take to Bess when I'm gone.”

“ My work’ll be donz théh.” said Kuclid
“I'd promised your mother what I'd do, and
I've a’most done it.  Then P'm ready to go.
It’s 4 quéer shop, this world ig!”

(7'o be continned.)

WHY HAVE A JUNIOR LEAGUEé

BY REV, T. M,

FUREY.

THERE are at least three reasons. 'The first
that I will mention is the importance of work
among children. 1 once went into the woods
with a friend who was visiting us to look for
specimens of fungus. We found a fine one,

‘upon the fleshy portion of which I drew, with

a needle, » landscape. It was easily done, as
the slightest scratch upon the soft suvface
produced a dark line. This fall I saw that
sanie fungus,  There was the picture, indeli-
bly inseribed upon it, for, during the fapse of
nearly two years, it bad become dry and hard
and no tonger could such an frpresston he
made as was done when it was first obtained.
The hearts of children arve impressibte, [tke
that fungus. We may inscr be upon theny
such character pictures as we please.  Many
artists are at work there. God and Satan,
good and wicke.d men, have a share in the
work.  So, also, ‘do the companions witls
whom the children are daily 1155uchttillg-.
Who shall succeed inmaking the picture that
is to abidée? Thuose hearts will not always
vield to the artist’s touch. 'I'he characters
formed now will become permanent. [f we
can, by our earnest effort, crowd the world
anl Natan out, we may assist in forming noble
charucters that it will be ditlicult iy the future
for the hosts of sin to change - sctdded, estal-
lished charieters.

Revival work among adults, and especially
among those of middle life, or past, is ex-
ceedingly discouraging. Not so is such work
amoung cliillren.  They are easily brought to
Christ.  An eéminent Roman Catholic said, in
substace : ** Give me a child to train until it
is seven years old and I care not who has the
training of it afier that. Tt willbea Catholie.”
Tet a child be really converted to God hefore
that age anit the probabilities are that it will
grow up to be a Christian man or woman.
The Junior League is proving itself a valuable
agent in bringing dbout this result, therefore
we cannot afiord to be without it.

A second reason is that this work cannot be
so suceessiully accomplished in the regular
local League as iu an auxiliary society, as it
is Dhiipossiblé to give the Juiior members the
attention there that their needs require,
Folucators find it necessary to gradeé the pub.
lic sehools because the younger scholars can-
not receive sufficient attention in the un-
graded schools ; wiso, because their presence
is a hindrance to the progress of the older
pupils.  Much the sume may be said of the
Epworth League. It is for the good of hoth
its older and younger members that it be di-
vided in its organization. .

The third and last reason of which I will
speak is that experience has demonstrated
the advantages of this kind of an auxiliarvy of
the locul League. While it can hardly be
properly called a distinet organization, its
members enjoy the benefit of sepavate and
special instruction dnd traming, which are of
inestimable value to them.  They are also in-
spired with greater iuterest fron the fact that
it is their own sociéty. they having their own
officers, their own meetings, their owir work.

If only »n efficient swyrerintendent can be
secured who will do enough and not too much
one who loves Loys aud zivls and is able, not
only to énturtain, but to iustruct thent; one
who is devoted to God, suceess is insured.
These Leagues are advancing grandly where
they have been formed, and are the hope of
the Chureh.  The Junior Leagie 1s the pri-
mary department fro which pupils are pro-
moted to the losal League. ¥very League
neetls i veerve fotee front which to draw to
il its deépleting ranks.  The Epworth League,
both Jonior abhd Senior, is traiving a gereta-
tioh of bietter Christians for the Church of to-
morrow. — Epivorth HHerald.
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CATHEDRAL OF SPIRES.

OnE bf the finest minsters in the world
is that of Spives. 1t is four hupdred and
thirty-one feet long. The vaulted yoof rises
to the height of one hundred and five feet,
and four lofty towers are weathered with the
storms of well-nigh a thousand yo s, Here
the German emperors wear buried for hun-
dreds of years, till their tombs were ran-
sacked by the soldiery of Louis XTV. Just
4 hundred years later the tomubs of thé

“rench kings at St. Denis wére sbuilarly
despoiled by German soldiers. 1t 18 frqu
he profust of the Lutlieran piinegs at the
Diet, held in this chureh by Charles V., in

15290, thiat the nae Pretestant is derived.



