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PLEASANT HOURS,.

the rioms put au thorough order, It
wan not w very diflicult thing tw do,
for the old gurdener had not been long
gore . and Bessy epjosed horself much
in meting thinge right.

Farlv. New  Year's morning Bessy
went with her mother to tell them of
the duppy change in their prospects
Mix Davis wept for joy, and her hus-
batd, when told that the plan was all
Beswy's, put his haud on her head,
saymg, ** Gol blews you, my child;
you have no doubt saved my hfe by
your kindnens, for | feel sure 1 shall
get well and strong thete.”

Befote right they were moved into
their new abode, where a good fire was
hurniug, and where over the mantel,
ia letters of evergreen, were the words
“ Happy New Year, Welcome home.”
Bessy und Susy were waiting to receive
them, aud Bessy instantly drew Mra
Davis W the cupbiad, where was a
generous supply of things for them to
begin housekeeping with,

*Theso 1 bought with my money,
instend of toys,” said Bessy trium-
phantly ; “aud 1 never had a happier
Now Year's Day."

ke had proved the truth of the
text It ix more blessed to give than
to receive.”

- -
A NEW YEAR'S GIFT.

HY JISS F. E. WINSLOW,

“*What can I give Him, poer as 1 am?

If I were a shepherd, 1 would bring a lamb;

Jf 1 were a wise man, I would do wy part ;

What I can 1 give Hun—give Mim my
heart

Q) HE words were on
a Christmas card,
and they had a
peculiar fascination
for Alabel Gros-
venor. \When they

' had first come to
her from a friend on Christmas mern-
ing, she could not have said that she
fairly understood their meaning. She
puzzled over the quaint old English
letters as they ran in.and out to
accommodate themselves to the design
of the card, and finally sho placed it
among 1eany others—Christimas and
birtbday cards aund photographs ot
friends—in the lower half of the framo
of the mirror which adorned the
hureau in her cowfortable bedroom.
Tuere were many other words among
the collestion well worthy of notice—
choico selections from poets, mottoes
of advice from eminent philosophers,
loving wishes for happiness for the
connng year from dear friends, sent to
the girl who scemed to have every-
thing on earth to ensuro happiness;
and vet among them ull, as sho came
m and out, in gay preparations for
pleasure during those Christmas holi-
days, these words only seemed to burn
themselves mto  heart and  brain:
* Poor as 1 am, poor a3 I am.”

*‘ What can I give Himw, poor as I am 1

Poor ' Why, what girl of her ac-
quaintance had more than thed Her
teet sank at every step into rich car-
pets. Thick satias, furs, and plushes
wrapped her delicate form whenever
she went out; and as to mental ad-
vantzgr®,  books aud pictures sur-
rour ded her, and the best schools and
masters of the great intellectual city
had heen  employed in her behalf.

“poor ax [ am” in the presence of the
Chiist whom the Christmus soason had
been bringieg neater and nearer to her
heart.

What were all these gifts? When
Ho was in this werld, the great carthly
possessions of the young man who
came to Him were us nothing in His
eyes ; Herods wealth and Crsar's
power had been as drods to this simple
pessant of Galilee ; the learning and
wisdom of the Pharisees and scribes,
with their famous teachers, hud been
atterly rejected by Him.  Mabel feit
that. to come to Him with an offering
of carthly gifis—money or education
only—would be worse than useless.
Yes, in unything that mude lifo worth
the living, Mabel was poor, and yet
there was one gift He noever despised,
one offering Ho never rejected : the
poorest and the richest of the sons of
men could bring this gift to Him, suce
of His loving acceptance of it, und of
His glad appreciation of its value,

On the first day of the new year,
Mabel folt that out of her poverty this
one thing was hers to give, and she
began the year with the words of her
Christmas card transmuted into a gled
personal acceptance.

*What I can | give Him—give Him my
heart.”

It was a bright Saturday afternoon
of tho first week in January, and a
shivering girl, slight and tall, appar-
ently about sixteen years of age. stood
on the corner of Westminster Street,
idly looking into the window of a
book-store. There was a gaunt, hard,
tired look about her, young as she
was ; and as Mabel Grosvenor stepped
up in her brigut, fresh clothes, a look
of positive dislike and malics came
over the girl's face. It was not that
the girl knew Mabsl, but the evident
prosperity of her appearance uand bear-
ing grated upon her; the contrast be-
tween it and her own seedy apparel
becoming all the more apparent to her.
As Mabel scanned a list of booka in
the window, the girl began to wonder
how ske would look in a plush sack of
wine color, and a hat with two long
plumes curled about it: and it was
not only the looks; a girl who wore
such things must have everything
warm underneath, and plenty of food
at home—things of which poor Ethel
wag very much in need.

Just then Mabel turned and looked
at her, and E.hel began again to study
the Christmas card she had been
languidly regarding when Mabel's
arrival on the sceno attructed her
attention. Now for the whole week
Mabel bad been thinking, “To give
Him ono’s heart means all—every-
thing ; all I can do and be belongs to
Him. How can I show that I love
Him? What can I do to teach other
people to love Him too 1”  And when
sho saw the poor girl s.andiang by her
side, sho longed to help her in some
way. Her poverty would, perbaps, be
easier tp bear if she knew of Jesus and
felt sure she belonged to Him. S»
hurrying into the store, Mabel pur-
chased the card which had been of so
much service to herself, and came out
to find the girl still standing before
tho window.

“Do you like the card? Would
you care to have one?” she said ; and
the girl, starting at being spoken to

to tell her in a fow words what the
verso on the card meant.

“Yes, I know. 1 wentton Sunday-
school in the village we lived in beture
wo came hore,” said the girl.

“ How long ngo was that1" agked
Mabel

“ Oh, 'most a year. Mother came
down here to get more work to do,
and when we first came, wo ull went
to schonl ; and then mother got sick
and couldn’t sew, and [ stayed ut howme
to take care of her”

“And did she get well1” asked
Mabel, .

“ No," said the girl, herreserve quite
melted by tho interest of the otuer;
“she died in November A woman
i the same house helpad ug, and 1
stayed at home to cook ard mend the
boys' clothes ; and ther, when the
money wo had wus all gne, I got a
place to tend in a store bfore Christ-
mas. Now that the holidiys are over,
I have no more work todo and the
children can’t go to schoa: ‘cause their
clothes aro all worn out. Jim, he is
ten, and sclls newspapers; and that's
all we have”

Here was work for XMabel to do.
She went home with tle girl, and
found the children huldld in bed in
& room without a fire. .t was easy
for her, with a well-Gllel purse, to
provide food and warmth md clothing
for this young fumily, but it was not
so easy for her to give time and
thought to their needs. Nany a con-
cert and art gathering car to her
heart were given up to fid time for
her new and absorbing puraits which
began to grow still dearer #4her. She
had given her heart to Chds, and time
and effort, strength and ‘noney, fol-
lowed as mere accessories  the gift.
For Ethel sho obtained a plce to take
care of children during theearly part
of the aay, so that she ctld return
home in time td be with kr brothers
when school was out.

Encouraged by the realfriendship
of Mubel, Ethel began tdzrow into
something of health and clerfulness.
There was no reason she could see
beyond the one of pleasing he Master
of whom she delighted to spak, which
could bave induced a girl .f Mabel's
position to give up time ani pleasure
for her good ; and so, thnugh ber,
Ethel learned to love Ch:st, some-
thing of whose character 8 saw re-
flected in her friend’s life.

They were both connectd with a
mission school, one as techer, tho
other as scholar. Mabel son began
to find Ethel a valuable asistant in
bringing in the girls of her ieighborr
hood. Tbe young teachor:pave her-
self to them, studied their »eds, and
helped them as no one had dae before.
Ere the year was out, she hd reason
to believe that some of thm were
leading Christian lives, an: helping
others to begin in a sinilar way.

Agein the New Year caw: with its
renewed question to Mabel ¢ What
can I give Him1” and wia it the
same old answer, * Son, daugter, ; ve
Mo thy heart.” The same heart,
indeed, and only that, had }{abel to
give, bat was it no more of agift than
when the year before she Ld laid it
untried upon the altar of kr Lord?
Yes, more and richer in theestons it
had learned of love fur Him|md work

lifelong exnmplo of Him who freely
guve lHimsolt to the needs of His
brethren in a complete sucritice of self.

———— e .
CHRISTMAS.

{Toese two Christinas poems wero crowded
out of our last number  But thoy will not
be amiss oven nox, and will brany back. as
it were, he Havour of the hotidavs  En )

. N
0\ ;-WJ;H.\T shall I give to Thee, © Loudy
Y The Kings that cawe ot ol

Laid softly an Thy eradle rude
Therr mynth, and gems, and gokd.

Thy nmartyis gave their hearts’ warm blood |
Thesr ashes strended Thy way

They sprrned then hives &y dreamns and dust
Fo speed Thy comg day

We atler thee nor bie nor d ath
Our otlts s man we give

Drexr foon A, on thas Thy dev of larth
Oh, what dest “T'hon ¢ ceive ?

Show e Thyseit in flesh anee ot
Thy feast 1 Jang to spread @

To brsgg the water for thy feet,
The ointment for Thy had.

There came a voree from heavenly heights ;
** Unelose thine eyes and see,
Gilts to the Jeast of thowe 1 love
Thou givest unto we -
—Luse Terry Conke.
Al 1

CHRISTMAS TWILIGHT.
@H ERE 1« no hearth this Christmastide

But wume dear face is missing that was
wont
To make the joy and sunlight of our lives
Swecter to us than all the world bestde.

In twilight hours the pain i ever keen,
And yet there comes a thought of trembling

Joy .
How bright the weleome when at last we
gamn
The things en carth long hoped for theungh
Mseen
— Methodist Magazine.

THE FISK JUBILEE SINGERS.

-

HIS remarkable company of
coloured singers is now
making its  third tour
through Canade, aud we can

with great confidence commend them
to the patronags of the religious public.
There are s>-called companies of
Jubilee singers whose concerts are a
were burlesque on the beautiful slave
melodies of the south. But theso
singers are Christian ladies and geutle-
men, and wmost of them have bheen
themselves slaves, and are the childrea
of slave parents. Their songs are
most touching and beautiful, and
recall Longfellow’s verses.

Loud he sang the Psalm of David !
He, a negro, and enslaved,

Sang of lerael’s victory,

Sang of Z.on, bright and frec.

Aund the voice of his devotinn

tiiled my soul with strange emotion ;
For its t)nes by turns wero glad,
Sweetly solemn, wildly sad.

The following letter was written by
Rev. Dr. J. H. Vincent, under dato
of Sept. 7th, 1882:

Too much praiss cannot bs awarded
the original Fisk Jubilee Troupe of
Singers. They are beyond all praite.
For artistic finish, for native sim-
plicity, for that peculiar megoetic
power which wins and charms, and
bolds, for spiritual ecarnestness that
tells 1n the expression of the face us

And now in her dawning womanhood | by a stranger, and half inclined to | for His children, greater more fit | well us in tho tones of the vaice, thig
I she stood, prepared, it seemed, for | foel offended, was disarmed by the|for an offering to Him ko went|company has no equal. Thoy have
almost any sphere of life or society | ploassut emilo and kind words. ~They | about doing good, 10 thg it bad | spent two seasons at Chautauqus, and
she might choose to enter, and yet, | walked along together as Mabel tried | acquired something of the stz of the | I want them agan for, 1883.
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