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PLEASANT HOURS.

Under tho License Law,
BY K. K. RAUK,
SCENR X,
Brrors me like a vision bright,
Brim full of mirth aud gleo,
Playe a boy whose very loveliness
Gladens the heart to see.

1lis faco is fair, his eyes arc blue,
Hix cheeks are rosy red ;

Long shining curlg of goldeu hue,
Are clusteriug round his head.

A father's pride, a mother’s joy,
From the moment of his birth,

A gentle, loving, noble boy—
‘Foo innocent for carth.

SCENE (1.

‘Fho scene is changed ; a mother sad,
Her lonely vigil keeps,

Watches and wauits wath aching heart,
While all the Bouschold sleeps.

Whete is my darling boy to-night?
What keeps hitm out o lato?
. Weeping, she Jooks and listens,
When! Hark ! Yes, that's the gato.

And voices, too, her mother heart
I3 winking now with fear,

Rising, she opens wide the door,
Oh ! bring him quick m here.

Struck by a comrade whom lie loved,
Killed in a diunken row,

And the wother's reason leaves its throne
As the colour Jeaves her brow.

SCENR UL

In prison cell, a handsome youth
With grief is stricken low,

For he, while maddened by the driok,
Had struck the cruel blosw,

Killed him ! say you? my dearest friend,
And drove his mother wild ;

And my poot mother ; what of her? .
I am her only child.

Licensed to sell 1 Licensed to soll !
We read and thought we'd go

In there and have a jolly tiue;
Vo fear of law, yon know.

Licensed to sell ¢ Licensed to sell 1 -
To blight, to blast, to kill,

To craze the brain, and «auso a erime,
The prison cells to fill.

He sells, and all the better lives ;
1 duink, and must I die?

13 this. my father, what you did,
Voting for License High>

Take care ye men, who make the laws,
Your bhoy s may be like me,

You license men to sell the ~urve,
%o shall its victims be ™

-

A CHILD'S SONG.

Tr was a still midsmmmer evening, and the glow-
ing tints of the setting sun bent their lingering
lustre to the heautiful picture frawmed in Farmer
Raymond’s doorway —just the sort of a view that
kindles the soul of the artist into some of his
most  striking impressions. It was only the
farmer’s child, little DBessie Raymond, that made
this glorious picture in her sweet, unconscious
innocence.

She felt the evening breeze drifting through her
tresses and fanning her forchend, cool and pleas-
ant; she drank in the fragrance it brought to her
from the ncighbouring ficlds : she gazed out at the
glowing western sky and the deep forest beyond,
till her heart Lecame too fuli to contain its glad-
ness.  Yielding to the inspiration of the hour, she

jmitated the birds in their choral response to nature,
and her exberant spirit found vent n song.

She tossed back the wenlth of golden curls from
her face, and sung, with all her soul in it:

“‘Thore is a happy land, far, far awny.”

Sweet and clear rose the child-notes on the evening
air ; and, though Bess knew it not, more than one
paused to listen, and wore than one hesrt was
tauched and softened by the refrain,

John Raymond was a havd, unbelieving man.
It was very reluctantly that he had consented to
permit Bessie to enter the Sunday-school; yet it
was thore that she had learned the sony which so
often of late made him pause in his work and half
question, “ What if, after all—1”

. ““A\Vhere saints and angols stand.”

There was n momentary vision of a sainted
mother and an angel sister, and Farmer Raymond
found the old question coming up : * What if, after
all—1"

So he milked his cows harder and faster than
ever, but his thoughts would follow the words of the
song, Aund then, what an old, old song it was!
He had sung it himself, many times, with his sister,
when they wero children. Their mother taught it
to them. Mo believed it all then too. That was
befora he had become absorbed with the one
thought of making mouey.

‘0 how they sweetly sing 1"

«1 wonder if they do? After all, who knows1”

But there wero others besides this hard, doubts §

ing man to whom the influences of that song were
directed.

In a neighbouring cottage lay a suffering i{xvnlid,
whoso life was steadily ebbing away. The last frail
thread. would soon be broken. Through the opon
casement floated the rich, full music. The song
was comploted. Another followed, and another;
and O how it refreshed aund strengthened the soul
of the sutferer!

Then came the final and closing one.
her pillow nearer to the window.

She drew

O bear me away on your snowy wing,
To my eterunl home !

~ Could anything be wore appropriato for her than
these words which the child had so unconsciously
chosen? Was it, indecd, Ressio Raymond singing {
or had the angels lent some invisible power of rap-
ture to her song, till that lingering, waiting spirit
could alwost feel the sweep of their wings around
her while she drank it in?

Somo one else heard that song, and sent up' a
glad thanksgiving. It was good, patient mother
Brown, bent with age aud stone blind, sitting on
the porch, feeling a sense of tho beauties around
her, which she had not looked upon for many years.
The storms of life had beat very hard upon her
path. She knew it was not far now, for her, to the
“ penceful port where wayworn travellers rest.”
Aund yet sho folt sometimes that it was such a long
journey. Would she ever reach it? But heaven
seemed very near to her to-night while Bessie sung
of the “ bright and happy land.” Then these words
fell upou wmother Brown’s ear, and they truly did
sound to her like u stray echio from some seraphic
harp :

*¢There is a land, & happy land,
\Where tears aro wiped away

From cvery cye by God's own hand,
And night is turned 0-day.”

Her lips moved audibly ; a tear trickled down
her cheek. O that blessed place of rest! Iow
near it scemed Lo hear !

The song dicd away. There was a momentary
hush.

Said grandma Brown: “I declare, it is just'as
wood as goin® to meetin’ to hear Bessie Raymond

sing.” -

To which some one roplied: “If to sing o3
tho apirit and with the understauding be the {48
mode of song-worship, so far as that part is. g~
cerned, it is a great deal better than going to v18
meetings that we have attended.”

John Raymond finished his milking, and onj &
way to the houso he repeated, this time al:
“ After all, those words may be true!” 3

“What do you suy, John 9”

“ Nothing—nothing, But T was just thinkig
wife, our Bessio will make quite n good shied
she has the opportunity ; and I aw detecmined (
she shall have all we can give her.” .

Yes, let your children sing. Sing with thg
encourage, help, teach them to sing.  Explain §
import o the words, that they may sing ©
the spirit and with the understanding.”  Cansg
form of worship be more acceptable to the i
Creator than the hymns of love and praiso flos3
from the lipsof p > and innocent childhood?  Vf
of us hag not, in sowe hour of trouble, been
freshed and gladdened by the power of a s

have learned and sung at home t
Yet thore are homes, and many of them

heard ; where they are silenced by the harsh 8
frequent * IHush !” '

Are you nervous? Then silence your ne B
but do not, O do not silence the songs of 1
children. 1low many sad thoughts and dull k
aches have vanished in song! Then, we reg
let the children sing.—Clhristian Standard.

TOUCHES OF NATURE.
BY WM. C. PRIME, LL.D.

Ix the Abbott collection of Egyptian antiqui
in possession of tho New York Historical Sowg
is » bundle of wax tablets, looking not u
school-boys’ slates of our day. They werel
slates) of the school-boys in an Euyptain schi
the Ptolemmnic period.  How they came to be p.é
in a tonb we have not time now to conjecd
Perhaps they were an offering to a dead s
mate. They are the record of wany inter

trifling and unimportant mental actions.
the bays had a copy, n line of Greek, set iy
master across the top of the tablet.  (Younyg 1%
inay need to be told that the tablet wans «

o

the- boy could make marks with a sharp stich,
a pencil; and he could erase & mark by sw
ing down the wax with the blunt or fnttencaf
of his stick.) :
"his boy had worked along just ss modern
work in their copy-books. Probably he go
weary. At all events, he came to a point, a v
o boy has done, when the pencil would go wr.:
spite of him., He misspelled & word. lie &
fully erased it, smoothing down the wax, wr
again, and it was again wrong. e smeothed
wax and wrote the word once more, and once
his wearied brain and his pencil went w
What did he-do? Just what you, my bey,
have done, I fancy. Some of you would cxcy
“Confound it!” Some boys in the up cord
might say “Darn it!” The small Egyptaus by
only said, but with his pencil scratched, a 6
word (phthazesthe, it seoms to be) which me:ns S ™
about what one means who says ¢ Deuce take 308
And there it is to-day, the record of a scho.! 'l
little quarrel with his own perverse brain, w
days before Cleopatra was born. ' :




