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PLEASANT HOURS.

A lady no longer young, and yot not
very old, writes from Michigan. “ I
fool ngain, in old age, the consciouaness
of montal and spiritual growth. To
be brought into such closo followship
with tho best workers and thinkers of
tho ago ian rich blesaing. 1 have en-
joyed the courso incroasingly, and am
proposing to take tho White Seal
Courge with my class. If you had not
dovised it, I should havo enlisted over
again with the class of ‘86."

—_— e — ———

We havo reccived soveral lotters of
similar tenor to that below, und would
bo glad to receivo many moro:

DEear Sir,—I am a constant reader
of youv splondid little paper, * Plens-
ant Hours,” and I like it very much
indeed. I saw the announcement of
C. L.8.C. and it struck me as boing just
whut [ required. I hadto leavo school
when I was young, and I often have
cause to regret it. I would like very
much to join this circle. 'Would yon
plenso gend me a circular with full in-
structions? I have a *chum” who
would like to join it too.

REQUIRED READING, 8.8.R.T.

STORIES FROM CANADIAN HISTORY.
BY THE EDITOR.¥F

HOEART TRIALS.

ELL, Kate,"” said Zenas,
tAV.  ashe and his sister rodo
g  homeward through the
soleme moonlight and
starlight, * You have
burned your boats and
broken down the
bridge. There is no

going back."”

“J bhope not Zenas,” she replied,
but I foel very much need of going
forward. I have only mado the first
step yet.”

“Well, you've started on the right
lino, anyhow. It was a plucky thing
to do. Idid not think it was in you.
You aro naturally so shy. I wish L
could do so myself, but I haven't the
courage.”

“ Don't think of yourself, Zenas, nor
of your comrades; but of the loving
Saviour who died for you and longs to
save you."

“ Upon my word, Kate, it made me
foel more what a coward I am to see
you standing beforo the whole meeting
than all the preaching I ever heard.”

«1 felt that I ought, that I must,”
said Kate, “ but after I rose I forgot
evory one there and spoke because my
heart was full. O Zenas, just give up
overything for Jesus; be willing to
enduro anything for Jesus ; and you'll
feel n joy and a gladness you never
felt beforo. Why, the very world
seems changed, the stars and the trees,
and the moonlight on the river were
nover 50 beautiful ; and my heart is as
light es a bird.”

¢ 1 wish I could, Kato. I remember
I used to feel something like that
about Brock, I could follow him any-
where. X could have died for him.”

*“Well, that feeling is ennobling,
But much nobler 1s it to enlist under
tho Great Captain, the grandest

* This aketch is taken from a volume by
the Editor, entitled ¢ Neville Trueman, tho
%’éggesr Px;:fher. ; ;gtory of ‘%la %’n of

PP rice 76cents, Wm, Brj,
Tor;’nto, Pnbl{lier. B8%

| W

tencher and leader the world over
knew , and what is better far, the most
loving Saviour and Friond.”

With such loving convorse, tho
brother and sster begwled the home-
ward way. As Kato retired to her
room a aweet peaco flooded her
soul as tho moonlight floeded with o
heavenly radianco tho snowy world
without, Zenus, on tho contrary, was
ill ut case, and tossed restlessly, his
sounl disturbed with deep questionings
of thv hereafter, during much of the
night,

As Kato sat at tho head of tho tablo
next morning, whero her brother had
been wont to sit, somo of her dead
mother's holy calm and poaco secemed
to rest upon her countenance. So
;.hought her futher as he looked upon
1er.

“ Iow liko your mother you grow,
child,” he said when all the rest had
left tho table.

“Do I, father? T hope I shall grow
like her in everything. I have learncd
the recret of her noble life. I have
found her best friend,” and she
modestly recounted her recent experi-
ences.

Little more then passed, but a fow
days afterwards, the Squire took occa-
sion, when he was alone with his
daughter, to say, “ I hope you are not
going to join thoso Methodists, Xate.
I respect religion as much as any one;
but I thinvk the Church of your
father ought to be good enough for
you. You've always been a good girl,
I don't sco the need of this fuss, as if
you had been doing sumething awful.
Besides,” he went on, a little hesi-
tatingly, as if he were not quite sure
of his ground, * besides it will mar
your prospects in life, if you only
knew it."”

« I don’t understand you, father,”
replied Kate, with an expression of per-
plexity. ¢ You have always thought
too well of me. I know my life has
been very far from right in the eyes of
God. I feel I need pardon as the worst
of sinners,”

¢ Of course we're all sinners,” went
on the old man. “The Prayer Book says
that. But then Christ died to save
sinners, you know ; and I'm sure you
never did anything very bad. But
whut I mean is this: You must be
aware that you have made a deep im-
pression upon Captain Villiers, and no
hlame to him either. He is an hon-
ourablo gentleman, and he has asked
my permission to pay his uddresses. -I
asked him to wait till this cruel war is
over, because while it lasts a soldier’s
life is very uncertain, and I did not
wish to harrow up your feelings by
cultivating affections which might be
blighted in their bloom. Nay, hear
mo out, child,” he continued, as Kate
was about to reply, ¢ I did not intend
to speak of this now, but the Captain
is a strict Churchman, and so were his
ancestors, he says for three hundred
years, and he would not, I am sure,
like one for whom be entertains such
sontiments as he does tdward yvou, to
cast in ser lot with those ranting
Methodistin”

Kate bad at first blushed deeply,
and then grew very pale. She bowever
listened to her father patiently, and
then said quietly, but with much firm-
ness, ** I rospect Captain Villiers very
highly, father; and am very grateful
for bis kindness to us all, and eapecially

to Zenas when he was wounded. I feel,

too, tho honour that ho has dono me in
entortaining tho sontiments of which
you speak.  But somothing more than
reapect is duo to the mun to whom I
shull ontrust my life's keeping. Whore
my heart goes, thero will go my hand ;
thore, and not clsewhere.”

“Pooh| pooh, child. Girlsare always
romantic, and never koow thoir own
mind. You will think botter of it. I'm
getting to be an old man, and would
not like to leavo you unsettled in these
troublesome times. You owo me your
obdienco as a danghter, remoember.”

“ I owe you my love, my lifo, but I
owe somothing to myself, and more to
God. I foel that my tasto and disposi-
tion and that of Captain Villiers are
very different, and more different than
over sincoe the recent change in my
roligious feelings. It would be at the
peril of my soul, wero I to encournge
what you wish.”

 Nonsento, girl. You are growing
fanatical. You never disobeyed me
before. You must not disobey me
now."

Kato smiled & wan and flickering
smile of dissent ; but to say more she
felt would be fruitless. A heavy burden
was laid upon her young life. Sho knew
the iron will that slumbered bencath her
father's kind exterior ; but she felt in
her soul a will as resolute, and with a
woman’s queenly dignity she resolved
to keep that soul-realm freo. In her
outward conduct she was more dutiful
and attentive to her father’s comfort
than ever, but she felt poignantly for
the first timo in her life an injunction
was laid upon her by one who she so
passionately loved which she could not
obey. She found much comfort in softly
singing to herself in that inviolate de-
main, the solitude of her own room, a
recent poema which she had clipped from
the York Guzette, and which in part,
expressed her own emotions :—

¢t Jesus, I'my cross have taken,

All to leavo and follow ‘Thee ;
Naked, poor, despised, forsaken,

Thow, from hence, my all shalt be;
Perish every fond ambition,

All I'vesought and hoped and kuown,
Yet how rich 1s iny condition !

God and heaven are still my own !

¢ And while Thou shalt smile upou e,

God of wisdom, love, and might,

Fues may hate, and friends may shun me
Show Thy facoand all is bright.

Go, then, carthly fame and treasure !
Como disaster, scorn, and pain !

In thy service, pain is pleasure ;
With Thy favour, loss is gain.

¢ Man may trouble and distirss me,

"Twill but drive me to Thy breast ;

Lifo with trials hard may pres me,
Heaven will bring mne sweeter rest.

O 'tis not in grief to harm me,
Whilo Thy love is left to me,

O "twere not in joy to charm me,
Were that joy unmixed with Thee.”

¢

THE MILEMAIDS OF DORT.

IRLS often declare that the
boys have all the fun. Woell,
they certainly do seom to get
tho larger share of it in a
good many ways. Then, when they
grow up, they are very apt, too, to
carry off all the honours, the literary
fame, the military glory, the profes-
sional success, while the girls are left
at home to do worsted-work.

Now and then, however, tho girls
come to the front in art, in litorature,
in science, snd even in war.

If any of you ever go to Holland,
the land of wooden dikes and wind-
mills, it i3 quite possible that you mey

find yourselves somo day in tho ancient
town of Dort, or Dordrecht, [t is a
grand old city. Hero among these
antiquated buildings, with their queer
gables and great iron cranes, many an
1ntoresting historical ovont has taken
place.

In the contro of tho great market-
place of Dort stands a fountain, aud it
you will Jook closo you will seo upon
tho tall pyramid a reliecvo ropresenting
a cow, and underneath, in sitting pos-
ture, & wmilkmaid, They are thero to
;:‘ommemomto the following historical
act :

When the provinces of the United
Notherlands wero struggling for their
liberty, two boautiful daughters of a
rich farmer, on their way to town
with milk, observed not far from their
path goveral Spanish soldiers concenled
behind somo hedges. Tho patriotic
maidens protonding not to have scen
anything, pursued their journey, and
as soon as thoy arrived in the city in-
sisted upon an admission to the burgo-
master, who had not yet left his bed.
They were admitted, and rolated what
they had discovered. The news was
spread about. Not a moment was
lost. The council was assembled
measures were immediately taken ; the
sluices were opened, and a number of
the enemy lost their lives in the water.,
Thus the inhabitants were saved from
an awful doom.

The magistrates in a body honoured
the farmer with a visit, where they
thanked his daughters for the act of
patriotism which saved the town.
They afterward indemnified him fully
for the loss he sustained from the in-
undation, and the most distinguished
young citizens vied with each other
who should be honoured with the
hands of the milkmaids. Thon as the
years went by, the fountain was
erected, and the story commemorated
in stone.—Harper's Young People.
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GATHERING HOMEWARD.
@HK\"RE gathering  homeward from

every land
One by one, one by one;
As their weary feot touch the shining strand,
Yes, ono by one.
Their brows are cuclosed in a golden crown,
Their travel-stained garments aro all lad
down
Aud clothed in white miment they rest in the

mead,
Where the Lambdoth love His saints to lead.

Before they rest they pass through the strife,
One by one, one by one,

Through the waters of death they enter life
Yes, one by one.

To some are the floods of the river still.

As tllo{;.l;:lml on their way to that heavenly
i,

To others the waves run fiercely and wild,

Yet they reach the home of the undefiled.

‘Wo, too, shall come to the river side,
One by one, one by one;
We are ncarer its waters cach eventide.
Yes, one by one.
We can hear the noise and the dash of the
stream,
Now and again, through our lfe’s deepest

ream ;

Sometitr?cs the floods all the banks over-
ow,

Sometimes in ripples and small wares go.

Jesus, Rodeemer, we look to Tkee
Onc by one, onc by one;
Wo lift our voices tremblingly,
Yes, oue by one.
The warvos of tho river are dark and cold,
Wo know not the place where our feet may

0id 5
Thou who didst pass through that dark mid-

night,
Strengthen us, send to us the ataff and the
light,




