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PLEASANT HOURS.

following the Sunday in question, Mr.
Brockway received a letter from one
of the prisoners, who in at present in
tho third grade, the lowest in the
prison. It waw in substance an fol-
lows: ¢ Mr. Brockway, I have re.
solved to be a better man. I heard
that little boy sing, Sunday, sbout
that wundering boy, and it made e
think of mny own mother, who, perhaps
has thought the same thing about me
during wany a restless night.  When
I thought of her I resolved to do
bettor, and from thiy time forth I will
do nll 1 can to raike my grade. DBy
the help of God 1 will be u respectable
man ugnin, so that I can return to my
mother and home, and look into her
eyes without <he hot blush of shame
mantling my cheek. It was the little
boy's song thut did it and I bless him
for it." = Superintendent  Brockway
sent the letter to Master Lapey,
nccompanying it with a few words of
thanks and complitment from his own

p(!n.

Pt . — —

THE ENERGY THATSUCCEEDS.

HE energy that wins success
begins to develop very early
in hfe. The characteristics
of the boy will commonly
prove thoso of the man, and
the best characteristics of
young life should be en-
couruged and educated in

the wisest possible manner. The fol-

lowing story strongly illustrates this
truth :

* About thirty years ago, said Judge
P—, I stepped into a book store in
Cincinnati, in search of some books
thut I wanted. While thery, a litile
ragged boy of twelve years of age camo
in, and iuquired for a geography.
* Plenty of them,” was tho salesman's
reply, * How mucl: do they costy”
“One dollar, my Iad.” “1I did not
know they were so much.” He turned
1o go ou', and even opened the door,
but closed it agaiu, and camo back.
“ I've got sixty-one cents,” said he;
“could you let me have a geography,
and wait & little whilo for the rest of
the money 3"

How ecuger his little bright eyes
looked for an answer, and bow he
scemed to shrink within his ragged
clothes, when the man, not very
kindly, told him he could not. The
disappointed little fellow looked up at
me with a very poor attempt to smile. |
and left the store. I followed and
overtook him  “ And what now?”
I asked. “Try another place, sir.”
“Shall I go, too, and see how you
succeed1”  « Oh, yes, if you like,”
said he, in surprise. Four different
stores I eutered with him, and esch
time ho wag refused. “ Will you try
agrin?” I asked. “Yes, sir; I shail
try them ull, or I should not know
whether I could get one”

Wo entered the fifth store, and the
littlo fellow walked up manfully and
told the gentleman just what he
wanted and how much he had.  * You
want the book verv much {” asked the
proprietor.  ““ Yes, very much.”
*“ Why do you want it so very much{”
“To study, sir. I can’t gn to school,
but 1 study when I can at homo. all
the boys bave got one, and they will
got shead of me. Besides my father
was & satlor, and I want to learn of
the places whero ho used to go.”
“ Well, my Iad, I will tell you what I
will do; I will let you have a new

——

geogruphy, and you may pay mo the
remainder of the money when you
cun, or I will lot you have ono that is
not quite new for fifty centas.” ¢ Are
tho leaves all in it, and just like the
other, only not newi" “Yes, just
like the now one.” It will do just us
well, then, snd 1T will have eloven
cents loft toward buying soma other
books. I am glad they did not let me
have one at the othor places.”

Last year I went to Europo on one
of the finest vessels that ever ploughed
thoe waters of the Atlantic. We bud
very beautiful weatber until very near
the end of the voyago; then came a
most terrible storm that would have
sunk all on board had it not been for
the captain.  Every spar was laid low,
the rudder was almost useless, and &
great lenk had shown itself, threaten-
ing to fill the ship. The crow were all
strong, willing wen, and the mates
were all practical seamen of the first
class; but after pumping for one
whole night, #nd tho water still gain-
ing upon them, they guve up in
despair, and prepared to take to the
boaty, though they might have known
no small boat could live in such a sea.
The captain, who had been below with
his churt, now came up. He saw how
matters stood, and with a voice that I
distinctly heard above the roar of the
tempest, ordered every man to his
post.

“I will Jand you all safe at the
dock in Liverpeol,” said he, “if you
will be men.” }e did land us safely ;
but the vessel sank moored to the
dock. The captain stood on the deck
of the sinking vessel, receiving the
thanks and blessings of the passengers
as they passed down the gang-plank.
As I passed, ho grasped my band and
said, “ Judge P——, do you recognize
me?’ I told him I was not aware
that I ever saw him until I stepped
aboard of his vessel. Do you remem-
ber that boy in Cincinnati?”  Very
well, gir, William Haverly.” “7am
he,” he said. “* God bless you!{” And
God bless the noble captain Haverly.
— Evangelist.

LORD MACAULAY AS A HIGH-
WAYMAN.

ORD MACAULAY when a
young man was visiting Rome,
and one night went o seo the
Coliseurm by moonlight. While

alone under the dark arches where it

is as black as night, all of a sudden a

nsn in a large cloak brushed psst him

mther rudely, as Mrcaulay thought,
and passed on.

Macaulay’s first impuise was to clap
his hand to his watch pocket, and sure
enongh, his watch was not there. He
looked after the man who he doubted
not had stolen his watch as he brushed
past him, 20d peering into the dark-
ness could just distinguish the outline
of » figure moving away.

He rushed after bim, overtook him
and scizing him by the collar demanded
his watch. Macaulay could speak but
vary little Italisn and understood none
when spoken, so he was obliged to
limit his attack on tho thief to a
violert shaking of him by the collar
and an angry repstition of the demand,
“Orologi> ! Orologio !” (Watch !
watch!”) The man just attacked
poured forth a torrent of .apidly
spoken words, of which Macaunlay
understood not & syllable; but once
again administered & sovere shaking,
stamping his foot angrily on the

ground and again vociferating, “ Oro-
logio! Orologio!” wheroupon the
detected thief drow fortb the watch
und handel it to tho captor.

Macauluy satisfied with bis prowess
in having thus recaptured his proporty
and not caring for the trouble of pur-
suing the matter any furthor, turned
on bis Lool as he pockoted the watch
und saw nothing more of the man.
But when he turned to his zpartment
at night, his landlady met him at the
door holding out something in her
hund gaying:  Oh, wir, you left your
watch on the table, so I thought it
better to take care of it; here it is."”
‘“ Good gracious ! what is 1t then, what
in the meaning of it?1" stammered
Macaulay, drawing from his pocket
the watch he bad so gallantly recovered
in tho Colisenm. It wus n watch he
had never seen before.

He, Macaulay, bad been the thief.
The poor mun he had so violently
attacked and apostrophized in the
darkness and solitude of the Colistum
arches had been terrified into sur-|
rendering his own watch to the ruflian
who, a3 he conceived, had pursued him
te rob him. The next orning
Macaulay, net a little crestfallen,
hastened to the oflice of tho questor
with the watch und told his story.
“Ah! I sce,” suid the questor ; * you
had better leave the watch. X will
nake your excuses to the owner cf
it; he hes already Leen here to de-
nounce you.”

TOTAL ANNIHIL\TION.

' H, he was a Rawery boot-black bold,
) And his years they numbered nine ;
Rough and unpolished was he, albent
He coustnm‘_v aimed to shine.

™

As proud as a king on his Lox he sat,
Munching an apple red,

While the boys ot {:m sct looked wistfully on,
Aund “Give us a bite ™" they aaid.

But the boot-black smiled a lordly smile ;
¢ No free bites here ' ho cried.

Then the boys they sadly naket away,
Eave one who stood at his side.

**Bill, give us the core,” he whispered low.
‘That boot-black smiled once more, .

Anda mischicvous dimple grow 1o hus cheek—
“There ain't goin' Lo be nocore .’

THREE CLASSES.

AYHERE are three classes of peo-

9 ple with reference to habits of
reading and study : First,
those who bave been trained in good
schools and coileges, and who think
they bave neither strength nor time
for furtber study. Second, thoss who
have had but limited opportanity
through schools, and who think them-
selves equal to nothing but the
drudgery and frivolity of physical toil
and pleasare ; whosbrink from literary
society because they are =afraid of
“ showing their ignorauce,” or are in-
different to knowledge. Third, those
who, whether *‘educated” or not,
have a thirst for knowledge, are eager
to know morsa if they already know
much ; and to know some* v ng if they
are unfortunately without knowledge;
secking gladly all opportunities of
growth. This third is the true class
into which both tho others ought to
fall. Then those who have been
trained will help those who have not,
and those who have not will do their
best toward msking up for what they
have lost, and both will rejoice together
in the happy and fruitful eflort to
incresso in wisdom and power.—B. 7.

Fincent.

THE CHILD-FACE

;p';'l‘ morn or eve where'er I go
- Iu crowided street or breezy hill,
111 sumtner raius or winter snow,

A wistful elnld-face hnuuts ine stil),

When all my life is out of tune,

Aod sorrow spreads her cheerless mght,
It breaks forth [lkc & gracious moon,

And gilds my gloomy clouds with light.

On the dull lubours of the day
A glory-heam it seems to pour ;
Forbuds all wild thought when I pray
Aud makes them purer than before,

1 know not when 1 saw the face ;
I wist not how or whence it came ;
‘Vhate'er the time, whate’er the place,
1t hauuts aud fellowws mo the same.

Was 1t a vision gaveat birth,

Or wonve chance memory that 1 keep?
I~ 1t 8 hatatant of carth,

Or but o dream-ciuld born of sleep ?

I cannot paint its form in words ;
Its wondrous grace 1 cannot sing,

No more than can the April birds
Lay hare the mystery of spring.

I feel that face will never go

As long as | draw living breath ;
‘Tutil be my guiding star below
And then "twill beacon me in death.

Perehance whon I have crossed the stream
Aud stand upon the holy hill

I'll hnd "twas truer than a dream,
That dear child-fafe which hauunts me still.

HOW TO TREAT A BOY.

=9> KT hold of the boy's heart.
33 Yonder locomotive comas like
Sos ° whirlwind do»n the track,
and a regiment of armed men
might soek to arrest it in vain. It
would crush them, and plunge un-
heeding on. But there is a little lever
in its mechanisin thut at the pressure
of a man’s band will slacken its speed,
and in a moment or two will bring it
panting and still, like a whipped
spaniel, at your feet. By the same
little lever the vast steamer is guided
hither and yonder upon the ses, in
spite of wind and current. That sen-
sitive and responsive spot by which a
boy’s life is controlled is his heart.
With your grasp gertly and firmly
on that belm, you may pilot him
whither you will. Never doubt that
he has a heart. Bad and wilful boys
very often have the tenderest hearts
hidden away somewhere beneath in-
crustations of sin or behind barricades
of pride. And it i3 your business to
get at the heart, get hold of that heart,
keep hold of it by sympathy, confiding
in hiw, manifestly working only for
his good by little indirect kindnesses
to his mother or sister, or even to bis
pet dog. See him at his home, or
invite him into yours. Provide him
some little pleasure, set him at some
little services of trust for you; love
him; love him practically. Aany
way and every way rule him through
his heart.

Toe President of the Wesleyan Con-
ference wears his tomperance blue
ribbon on all public occasions. His
example bas much force. It bri
ths movement under the attention of
our people wherever he preaches or
spesks, awakens interest and inquiry
concerning the aims and progress of
the Biue Ribbon Army, removes ex-
isting prejudice, and encourages many
a timid abstainor to show the token.
It is significant that there is such a
wide-spread revival of Gospel Temper
ance during the year of the Jubilee of
the movement, and that Charles
Garrett, one of its early fruits, is

President of the Wesleyan Conference.
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