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PLEASANT HOURS.

Tho Boy and the Sparrow.

Oneo a swoot boy sat and sswvung o0 a
Hmb:

Ou the ground atood & aparrow-bird look-
ing at him.

Now, the.boy he was good, but tho spar-
row seas bad,

80 he shied a big stone at the head of
tho lad,

And it killed the poor boy, and the spar-
row was glad,

YThen tho ittlo buy's mother flow over
tho treecs—

* Tell mo, where is my littlo boy, spar.
row-bird, pleaso 1

He i nafo in my pocket,” the sparrow

bird sald,

And anothor atone shied et tho fund
mother's hoad,

AnY ghe fell at the feet of the wlcked
bird, dead.

You Jmagine, no doubt, that the tale 1
have mixed,

But {t wasn’'t by me that the story was
fixed;

‘T'was & dream a boy had after kllling a
bird,

And he dreamed it so loud that I heard
gvery word,

And I jotted it down as it really occurred.

—Good Wordg.
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THB COMING OF THBE MESSIAH.

ANNOUNCED BY THE PROPHETS.

* For unto us a Child {s born, unto us
a Son ig given. and the government shall
be upon hts shoulder; and his name shall
bo called Wonderful, Couunsellor, tue
Mighty God, the Everlasting Father, the
Prince of Poace.”

“QOf the increase of his government and
peace thero shall he no end upon the
throne of David, and upon his kingdom,
to orcder it, and to establish it with judg-
ment and with justice from henceferth,
oven forever The zeal of the Lord of
Rosts witl perform this.”"—Isa. 9. 6, 7.

1 supposo many of you have heard the
great oratorio ¢! the Messiah, or at least
have heard the glor',us anthem in our
tople text. After the sweetness of the
promise, “ Uato us a child {s bgrn, unto
18 2 Son is given.” repeated over and
over again, comes that marvellous out-
burst of mualc when the whole strength
of the orgau and orchestrs and chorus
come down the words, “ He ghall be called
Wonderful, Counssllor, tho Mighty God,
the Everlasting Father, the Prince of
Peace.” It {s one of tho most sudblime
announcemecnts that ever was made, and
the musi~ that accompanies it is worthy
of the thoeme.

Isalah, to whom these words are at-
tributed, has been called tho greatest of
the prephets—the fifth evangelist. 1t is
as though he really saw the very things
which he described  Many prophets and
sages and ‘acers announced the coming of
the 'Messiah, but none 8o clearly and
brightly angd strongly as he.

How strange it scems that it was a
Child upou whose shonlers the govern-
mont of the world should bo lald. It is

fully understand, but God in his own tima
and way made it plafn. Milton, {n his,
splendid ode on the Nativity of Jesus
speaks of the “ Blessed Babo* as over-
coming all the gods of the heathen and
destroying tholr power.

Whon I was ip old Cairo, in Egypt, the
porter of the clity came to open Its gate
carrying on his shoulder a great key as
blg a8 a club, It instantly occurred to
; mo that this was the meaning of this,
| text.  Upon tho shoulders of the Son of,
{ God are placed the koys of the universs, ,

the might, tho power, the authority. But
! botween the prophecy of Isalah and its
tulfilment in Chrlst more than four long
conturles wero to pags. Other prophets
roso and forotold ihe coming of the
Christ, but the world grew almost weary
walting tilt at length in the fulness of
time God sent forth his Son to fullil his
anclent promise,

TOBY TOMPKINS IN THE PAR-
SONAGE WELL.
BY REV, RUWARD A, RAND.

Poor Toby Tompkins! He hkad come
out of a saloon in a bewlldered state of
mind, and staggering across tho street,
wandered up and down a lot owned by
the town and known as the parsonage lot.
Here had stood the parsonage in day'a
when the town patd for the minister’s
support, and also owned the house in
which he lived. l.ong ago the house
had been taken down. ‘The old parson-
age well: had not been *“taken up,” but
remained neglected, and o menace to
any one who might cross the ot in the
night.

Into this old parsonage well, 88 no one
had ever actuclly fallen, it seemed to be
taken for granted thut no one ever would
tumble; and it was neglectad. But how
about Toby Tompkins, not only a Tomp-
kins {n the dark, but a Tompkins drunk ?
It was one of those nights when the
moon is supposed to shine, and consc-
quently small towns do not light thelr
strects. This night, the sky was clouded.
The moon was somewhere behind the!
clouds, playing * hide-and-seek” with
the stars. If it had been openly shin-
ing, though, that would not have helped
Toby.

He staggered about helplessly, as it
lunging at an enemy that he never could
reach. All the time he was coming
nearer to the well, coming pearer, nearer.
One moment he halted on the decayed
boards that pretended to shut in the
well; and then, with a crash, down bhe
went. Fortunately, there was not much
-water in the old well; but there was very
much more than he for years had cared
to have anything to do with, and enough
to chill the poor man through and
through up to his shoulders.

*dark, boys! What's that 7' asked
Harry Dame.

He, with John Tredick and Joe Capen,
was going home from a meeting of the
young folk's temperance soclety, the
“Cold Water Cadets.”” The boys had
just reached the parsonage lot, and heard
a mixture of the strangest sounds,—
groans, moans, outcrles, dismal appeals,
all coming out of the ground somewhere.

“Put, boys, put ! shrieked John Tre-
dick, a timid. nervous chap who had
lately been reading about the witch ot
Endor. .

He hsd sprung away about a dozen
feet, when Joe Capen rushed after him,
and, grabbing bhim, cried, ‘*Hold ob,
John Don't make a fool of yourself.
There's trouble, and we may bo wanted.”

‘“Oh—oh—ah' " exclaimed John,
ashamed to run further, and going with
Joe. yet shivering like the dried leaves
on the corn-stalk in a November wind.

“ This way, bove! This way " Harry
was ghouting. Ho had entered the lot,
and was cautlously moving ahead, sus-
piclous that the sounds came from the
old well.

** Ay-—ay ! boldly eang out Joe Capen,
pulling along bis shivering ally, who was
shaking almost as badly as poor Toby,
Tompkins. i

“It's the wall, borys, I Xnow,” cried
Harry. *“ Look out!”

“ No doubt of it,” gaid Joe, coming up, -
Jest here, the moon sedately and com-
plarently put her head out of a cloud,
as it she had not been foolishly frolick- .
ing with the stars, sud ssemed to say,‘

*““Can I do anything
" Who—who's here ?” shouted Barry.
cautiously calling at something before
him, something black in the moonnght.l
somelhing uneven, a hole with edges ail
broken. l
" Booh—booh—booh " groaned
half-sober Todby down in ths well.
‘““Boys, rouso -the nelghbourhnnd 1"
called Harry. *“We want a Iadder, )
ropes, ‘lantern—"  He did aot stop to.
finish hi3 sentence, and Jos Capen did
, Dot 8top to hear him.  Away they went
to get help. ’

the

| Jokn was left by the well, trembling i

l one of those thinge which no one could |

|
less, but tim$d. Undecided, wishing he .
Xnew what he had bettes do, he finally
concluded that Harry and Joe would get
a! the holp that would be needed, and
he slarted for home, running by overy
dark recess as it expecting that it would
turn {nto another well's mouth and dls+
charge a dragon at him.

Harry and Joe were soon back at the
well, and an abundance of help cams
with them. Toby must be taken from
the well, of course, everybody warmly
asserted, but overybody said it would be
a *Jjob,” Yes, a hard job. It took
Harry’s father, and Joo's father, and
Harry's * Uuncle Henry.'" and Joe's * big
brother Jim,” and Farmer Trefethen and
kis three hired men, and a stout ladder,
and Bartholomew Barry down In the
well, and a rope under Toby Tompkins'
arms, and one lantern hung down i{n the
we}:. and ono lantern at the top of the
well,

“All ready !” shouted 3Jartholomew
down in the well. “I've got the ropo
around him, and I'll stiddy him on the
ladder if I can. H’ist now, 411, h'ist {”

Didn’t they pull ? Farmer Trefothen
and his three men pulled, and Jim Capen
pulled, and Uncle Henry pulled. and—-,
* Hold on, there ! gshouted the sepulchrat
Bartholomew. * Don't pull so hard.
You'll do more than the king’s oxen, and
pull this ‘ere =<vell up by the roots,
Stiddy, now! H'ist! Up—she—riges.”

Up he rose; yes, up went Toby, urged
by Bartholomew {f he had *one grain
of a sober {dee” in his head to hold on
‘* that Jadder good.”

It was consldered to be a wonderfu]
deliverance. Even the great Squire Man-
son, chalrman of the board of * select-
men,” going home late from his office,
dignified, tall, and stately, and not 2 man |
to speak about trifles, halted as he came |
up to the group of rescuers still lingering §
by the lot. He learned of thelr heroism, |
and made a long speech of thaunks to |
them. Th.a he added, “ And, fellow- |
citizens, I think the town ought to stop
up that hole. 1 will see that the well
is properiy secured, and of no citizen ]
of this town shall it be said that ho was
permitted to fall into such a trap.” This |
was oracularly declared by the squire. {

“Three cheers for the cheerman of our
board of seelect-men !" shov ed Bartholo-
mew, and amid the echoe . of this un-
solicited ovation Squire Mainson proudly
walked home.

Joe Capen had heard every word
uttered by the squire, and began to com-
ment on the speech when o and Harry
Dame were alone. .

“Now, Harry, I've got an {dea.”

“YWhat is it, Joe ?”

Joe told Harry his idea.

"siow, Harry you want to go with
me 7"

“Certalnly. You know the motto of
our *Cold Water Cadets’ is, * Always at
it’ I'll go with you.”

In about five minutes from that time
Squire Manson heard steps, and looked
up from the columns of The Weekly Bugy
Bee, from which hive he was getting
stores of wisdom's honey. He saw Joe
1(\Y(apen and Farry Dame standing before

m.

Joe was spokesman, a shade of fear:
and trembling clouding his face. * Squire
Manson, we heard you say at the parson-
age well that it ought to be closed up,
and you would do it. Now—" Herry
had told Joe to insert here-the request,
“Excuse the question,” which Joe did
insert. ‘‘ Now—excuse the question—but
don't you think the saloon where the
man got his rum ghould be closed up ?
I mean the man who tumbled into the
woll.”

The squire hemmed, blushed, wiped his-
forchead, and sald, “ Now, boys, I don‘t
think the best way is to shut up the sa-
loon. People wlll buy and gell, and all—
all—all—" )

“But there is a law agalnst it, sir,”
sald Harry, boldly. )

*Oh—shem—yes; but let us take a
statesmanlike view of it” The squire
Tolled out “statesman” {n ponderous
tones. “ The. point is, What is good.
policy ? Now, one of my fellow-citizens,
who—who—is a drinking man, said he
and a dozen others had agréed that if
we did not shut up the szloon they would
always conduct themselves temperately,
and no harm would come. If we shut
up dthe' saloon, it would anger them, and—
and—* ’

“May T ask the. name -of that man3”
Icquired with diganity one of the squire's
fellow-citizens present, Joe "Capen.

‘ Oh, 1t was Toby Tompkins.” .

" He's the man that has conducted
himself temperately, and .got into the
well, squire.”

“What, Toby? T didn't ses the man-
who- vas taken .out. They had taken.
him off when I came sp. What, Toby 2"

“ Yes, -sir;” -sald-Harry; *.and when we
spoke to him—we boys, cadet-boys—ho
told us-he would- sign-our plédge, though'}
it might not do.any good if the saloon
kept open.” R . ) ‘

“ Then the saloon shall be ehut,” and
the aquire, as he spoke, banged tha tadble
with his big 4st.

The saloon was shut up.
the pledge. He kept It

Toby signed

Nope of Our Business.

(A little girl was heard to finish her
evening prayer with theie words : * And
1 saw a poor little girl on the street ta-
day. cold and barefooted : but it's none
of our business,—Iis it, God 1)

* Nono of our business !” wanderiog and
sinfel,

All through the streets of the citv
they go,
Hupgry and homeless in the wild wea-
ther—
None of our busineas! Dare we say
so?
“ Nons of our businezs!”  Children’s
wan faces,
Haggard and old with their suffering
and slc:
Hold fast your darllngs on tender, warm
bosoms,
Sorrow without, but the home light
within,
What does it matter that some other
woman-—
Some common mother—in bitter de-
spalr,

Wails in a garret, or eits in » cellar,
Too broken-hearted for weeping or

prayer ?
*“ None of our buslness!” Sioful and
fallen,
How they wmay Jjostle us close on the
street !
Hold back your garment! Scorn ? They

are used to it;
Pass on the other side lest you should
meet,
* None of our business!” Oh, then, the
music;
On with the feasting, though hearts
break forlorn;
Somebody’s hungry. somebody’s freezing,
Somebody’s soul will be lost ere the
morn.

Somebody’s dying (on with the dancing);
One for earth’s pottage is selling his
goul;
One for a bauble has bartered his birth-
right,
Selling his all for a pitiful dole.

Ah, but One goeth abroad on the moun-
tain,
Over lonv deserts, with burning deep
sands {
Seeking the lost ones (it 13 His business):
Bruised thought his feet are, and torn
though his hands. :

Thorn-crowned his head and his soul
scrrow-stricken,
(Saving mer’s souls at such infinite
~ cost),
Broken his heart for the grlef of the
nations, .
It is his business saving the lost !
—Exchange.

A PUZZLED PROFESSOR.

The tale of -the-astronomer, .says ‘The:
Christian Endeavour World, whose wag-
gish student pasted -a firefly .oz the lens
of his telescope, i3 equalled by that of
the entomologist whose tricky-class pre-
eented him with & composite bug for
classification, ‘made of the body, legs,
and wings of different insects stuck to-
gether, and which he unkesitatingly pro-
nounced & “ humbug” The third.story
of the trio has been foung.

Professor Zanker, the: famous- orfent~

-aliet, ‘one day recelved .a-copy of an In-

scription which a friend .and admiror of
his declared-he had found in-a mediasval
tomb. The ‘sender asked him to de-
cipher-thy mysterious extract, promising
to forward the-valuable.old MS, ‘as soon
as he got it from .its dSwner, a relativo
of his. The inscription ran as follows :

fTOY ERA ‘WOH, BOSSEFORP GNINEOM DOOG

For three: days the professor pusried
hig- brains without making any sense.of
‘it.  Then his 1ittle:son, 'a fourth-form

-boy, came into "his "father's -studsy and
.gpied the strange writing on  the desk,

After looking at.it.for & while, he asked
his father since when ‘he had taken to
writing. backwards.

“What -do .you mean ?” zsked the as-
tonished’ professor.

“"Why,” replied the lag, * {f.yon read
this from Ttight to left, it runs thus,
‘goprd morning, professor, how are,
you » 22 -

“Mra Murray—* Give me tn. cints waort’”
.av  ham.”°  Qrocer—“Sugar cured,
madam?” “Mrs, Muarray—~“No! I want. .
-some:thot. has nivic bin-disszed.? . )




