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PLEASANT HOURS.

o g

Our Heroes.

BY EBEN E. REXFORD.

HEerw's a haiid to the boy who has courage
To do what hic knows to be right

When he falls in the way ot temptation,
He has o hard battle to tight.

Who strives against self and his comrades
Will find a most powerful foe;

All honour to him if he conguers,
A cheer for the boy who says *“No!?”

There’s many a battle fought daily
The world knows nothing about
There's many a hrave little soldier
Whose strength puts a legion to rout,
And he who fights single-handed
Is more of a hevo, | say,
Than he «ho leads soldiers to battle,
And conguers by arms in the fray.

Be steadfast, my boy, when you're tempted
To do what you know i not right ;

Stand firm by the colours of maniwod,
And you will o’ereome in the fight,

“The pight 1 be your battle-cry ever
In waging the warfare of life ;

And God, who knows who are the Lreroes,
Will give you the strength for the strife.
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WALKING IN THE TOOTSTEPS OF
) JESUS, :
BY REV. W. ¥, CRAFTS,
Follow Me; —Jehn 1 43.

WHEN Jesus begdiv to preach; he used to
say sometimes to & many whom' he would
find at hLis work, HToltow me ;" and the
man wouald leave
Journey with Jesug
to be yood and do gooils - T have sometimes
called” these two words; tlie ohilitren’s
areed.”  Thoy tell us in eight letters the
wast impostant thing abolt religion, after
our sins are forgiven and our hearts ave
converied - to follow Jesus, :

A oy, in one of wy Sunday-schools,
when he cune to die, showed that. he hal
understond what the words weant, for he
said, ** I'have been trying to walk in tho
footsteps of Jesus.” "That in what Jesus
meant when he told men to follow him.. 1t
Was not werely to come after him and walk
with hiw, but to try to be like him in
thoughts and words aud decds. The dis-
ciple that Jesus toved wmore than any other,
eeause he: was {he noblest, had for his
moFm, as we see 1 his lotters, the words,
“lven as He;” which mosnt thw in
everything hie tried to be even as Jusus was.

Being ke him weans a grear deal for a
child wo-day, A Suuday-schoul tescher,
the Sanday after the fesson on
Jesus,” wid to her class,
done

“lollow ing
“Whas have you
] to follow Jesus this week (7 One
said, 1 havie prayol”  That was visht
answer, for Jisus tsed by pray every 8 ,
:‘t‘lid somctitiésallanght, Another afswered,

1 have read the Bible.” That was 4 {rue

_ever !

ten long “years !”

s earthly business to.
1l dearn” of him how

answer also, for Jesus réad the Bible so
mich that he conld repeat a great muny
verses out of his memory. C

A Tittle boothlack blacked a gentlemau’s
boots very nicely, and the gentleman s.id,
Do you think that will please me?” The
boy said, “I don’t know ; but ¥ think it
will please my Father in heaven.”

“Poor fellow !” said the gentleman ;
“then your father is dead, is he?”

*“Oh, no,” said the boy ; I don’t mean
that. My Father up in heaven is God.”

“Then,” said the gentleman, ““‘you think
that blacking my boots so nicely will please
God, the heavenly Father; do you?”

“Yes,” said the boy, 1 think God is
Pleased to have us do everything the best
we can.”’

A curious old woman, having a bundle in
her hand, and walking with a painful
effort, sat down on a curbstone to rest.
She was curious, because her garinents
were neat and clean, though threadbare,
and curious, because a smile crossed her
wrinkled face as children passed her. Tt
might have been this smile that attracted a
group of three little ones, the oldest about
nine. They stood in a row in front of the
old woman, siying never a word, but
watching her face. The smile brightened,
lingered, and then suddenly faded away,
aud a corner of the old calico apron went
up to wipe away a tear. Then the eldest
child stepped forward and asked, ““ Ave
you sorry because you haven't got any
children .

“T—1 had children once, but they are
all dead,” whispered the woman, a sob in
her throat.

“1'm oawful sorry,” said the little girl, as
ber own chin quivered.  © 1'd give you oue
of my little brothers here, but you see I
haven’t got but two, and I don't believe I'd
like to spare one” - -

“God Dbless you, child--bless you for-

' sobbed the ofd woman ; and for a
full minute her: face was buried in her
apron. o '

¢ But I'll tell you what Tl db,” seriously
continued the child.  ““You may kiss usall
opce ; and, 'iflittle’ Ben isu’t afraid, you
may kiss him four thwes, for he’s just as
sweet as candy ?” - B

Passers by, “who saw the thr e well-
dressed children put their atms areuod that
strange old woman’s ‘nieck and kiss her,
were grently puzzled. They didn’t know

the hearts of children, and-they didn’t hear

the woman’s words ns she rose to go: “O

children ! I'm ouly a poor old woman, be-.

Heving 'd nothing to live for; but you've
given me a lighter heart than I've had for
Fhose childrén were
following Jesus in comforting the sad.
Fvery day we should seek to have the
mind that was in Christ Joesus, who cared
mwore to please God and do good than for
anything else in the world. By-and-bys,
those who seek to walk in the foutsteps of
Jesus here, and who cannot be guite’ like

. him in everything; becnuse he did no sin,

will sce him as he is, and be satisfied as

. they awake in his likeness.

-1 want to be like Jesus,
No'lowly and so meek ; Lo
For ye one marked ab angry word
That ever hedrd him spowk 77

A LITTLE ERRAND TOR GOD.
‘HeLexstood-on the door-step with a very
tiny basket in her hand, when her father
drove up to her and said : T am glad you
ave all vewdy to go out, dear.- T canie to

it

new deets”

- Oh, thank you, papa; but I can’t go
justthis time.  The deer will keep, and we
can go to-morrow. - Bliave o veiy partienlar
ervand to do now.” said the littde givl,

CWhat s 1t dear 7 asked the father.

S L s to ey this somewhore,” and
she held ap the swall basket.

Her father siled aud asked : * Who is
the crrand for, dear?”

“Formy own self, papa; but- o, no ;
I guess wov—it’s a little errand for God,

"
papi.

“Well, Twill ot hinder you, wy little
dear,” saidthe good father, tenderly, ' Can
1 help you any ¢

“No, sire T owas going to cury wmy
orange. that T osaved from the dessert, to
o'd Perer.”

“Is old Petor sick (7 :

** No, I hope not ; but he never has any-

“about him when he is out of sight.

T I . neversay @ I wonder wheve he is !
take you to Mrs. Lee's purk aud sce the -

thing nice, and he’s gool and thankful.
Big folks give liim only cold meat and
broken breal, wuad T thought an drange
would 1ook 8o beantiful and make him so
havpy ! - Don't soa think that poor well
folks ought to be comforted sometimes, as
wel as the poor sick folks, papa 77

“Yes. my. dear; and L think we too
often forget theny ungil sickness or sﬁaij\';u-
tion.  You arc right; this is a little er-
rand of God. Get into the buggy, and 1
will dvive you to old Peter’s and wait till
you linve done the errand, and then shew
you the deer.  Have you a pin, Helen?”

= Yes, papa; here is one.”

¢ Well, here is a $5 bill for you to fix on”

the skin of the omuge.  This will pay old
Peter’s rent for four weeks, and perhaps
this will be a listle errand for God, tao,”
said the gentleman. ) ‘

Little Helen, who had tanght a wise man
a wise lesson. looked very happy as her
fingers fixed the fresh bLill on the orange.
—Domestic Jowmal. o )

BURDETTE'S MESSAGE TO BOYS.

My hoy, the first thing you want to
learn—if you haven’t learned how to do it
already-—1s to tell the trath. . 'The pure,
sweet, refreshing, wholesome truth. ‘The
plain, unvarnished, sinple, everyday, manly
truth.  For one thing, it will save you so
much trouble. O, heaps of trouble! And
1o end of hard work., And a terrible strain
upon your memory. Somelinies —and when
I say sometines, I wean agreat many times
—-it is hard to telt thée-truth the first time.
But when you have told it, there is an end
of it.  You have won the vietory ; the tight
is over. Next time you tell the truth you
can tell it without thinking.  Yonr memary
may be faulty, but you tell your story with.
out a single lash from the stinging whip of
that stern old taskinaster, conscience. You
don’t have to stop and remember how you
told it yesterday. You don't got half
through with the awful sense apon you that
you are not telling it as you did the other
time, and cannot remewmber just how you
did tell it then. You won’t have to look
around to ree who is there, before you he-
gin to tell it.  After Anauias told a He, his
wife had to tell another just like it. You
see, if you tell lies you are apt to get yoiwr
whole family into trouble.

And then it is so foolish for you to lie.
You éannot pass a lie o for the truth, any
more than you can get counteffoit money
info circulation. The leaden doliar is al-
ways delected before it goes very far,
Wlhen you tell 4 lie, it isknown. Yes, you
say, God knows it. That's right ; Lut he
is not the only one.  So faras God’s knowl-
edge is concerned, the liar dvesn’t eare ver
much. He docsn’t worry about what God
knows—if he did, he wouldn’t be o liarg

“but it doés worry a man or boy who tells

lies to think that everybody else knows it.
The other boys know it; your teacher
knows it ; people who hear you tell * whop-

sers ” know it ; your mother knows it, but -
i? . H 1 s

she.won't suy so. And all the people who

know’it, and don’t say anything about itto

you, tdlk about it to eich other, and - dear !

- dear | the fhings they say about a boy who

. is given to-telling big stovies. Tf lic could

only heéar them, it 'would wmake him stick
to the truth like flour to ailler.” )
And, finally, if you tell the truth always,
T dow’t see how you are going to et very
far out of the right way.  And how people
do trust a truthful boy ! We nevor worry
We
I wish
L knew what he is doing! -1 wonder who
he is with ! I wonder why he doesu’t come
hounie ! Nothing of tlie sovt.. We know
that he is all right, aind that when Le comes
home we wil know all about it, and got 3¢
straight.,  We don’t isve to ask him where
he s going, and Liow long he will be gone,
every time he leaves the iouse. We don'’s
have to eall back andimake him © solemnly
promise 7 the suane thing over and over
two or thvee thies.  When he says, “ Yes,
Pawitl s or  Noo T won™t,” just onee, that
settlos it We don’t hivve to eross-cxamine
L when hie conies home, to ind oat where
he has beens e tells us onee, and that is
cootgh, We daw't have to say, ““Sure?”
Are you sare now 77 when he tells any-
thing.  Brt. iy Loy, you eon’t build up
that reputation by werely telling the tih
about half of the e, nor fwosthiveg nor
three-foultlis, uea nive-tenths of tlic time.
1 it brings punishment upon you while the

. . egent
Yiar escapes ; if it brings you Hltol_r_ﬂ;?;ig
disgrace while the smooth-! ongued Bt -1'1 i
exalted ; if it lokos you a good }_)051“0 2!
it degrades you in the class; 1L
week’s pay— no matter what panl
may briug upon you, tell the trubh.‘
AN these things will soon be 1"d o B
The worst whipping that can be, lal water
boy’s back won’t keep him vus of tll*;‘ Yl
in swimmning time more than a wees &Y
a lie will burn more than {ifty years. 28l
the truth for the sake of the tlj}lﬁll’ an an
the best people in the world will 10Y‘; Ject
respect you, and all the liars will 17 Pe.
and hate you.— Ladies’ 1lome Jowrnat.

ST. CHRISTOEHER- o Chris
Drp you ever hedr the story Of_ st. toti,!ue,
topher, my Juniors 7 The storyls 1o it 38-
but it teaches a beautiful lesson. Iier . an
Christopher was a very strong ,101'055
- whose business it was to take })9"})10 &ni 3
a very swift river. One night, n the 1 o tU
of a terrible storm, a little child ca
~ his door. - : '
© - ““Piease carry me over to the oth
begged the clilc
* Impossible,” said Christopher. |
how dark the night is, and how Wi
storm, and how angry the current. d antil
But the child begged and beggeds ©5
at tast Christopher told hini to get ul)

’ P oould be
his back, and he would see what cott

. ”»
er sidé

«« See

done. Bravely he stepped off into s
raging river, with the little hoy Or} boy
back. But as he went on, the litti®

began to grow heavier. Light as a te‘“fll::'r
at first, before Christopher had reac bis
the middle of the stream the burden o8 o
back was as of a full-grown man, aB¢ way
fore hé had gone three-fouiths of the W
the burden beeame ‘more than the Wb‘trm
of the heaviest man in the world, S0 )’u
Christopher, great giant as he was, &
not. stand up under it. ) .

Then Cheistopher knew that 1F
neither boy nor d};an' he wids carrying
th : Lord Jesus Chiist. :

““Bave wme, Master,” he ericd, ¢ for

wab
bub

sinkingt” janb
So.the Lord Jesus picked up the gi(im
who had been carryifig him, and bore {”(
safely back to his hut, and so the kltllc
forrymen became St. Christopher, f01 27
word “Christo;)her” _means, you ko
¢ Christ-beaver.” ¢ it
This story is not true, I said, DU e
teaches a true lesson, which is this: Jos

coes place burdens wupon his clnldl'ﬁ:'.
Often he makes them light at fivst, ')\‘-
they grow heavier and heavicr and _hcfl"l:w
Often we'do not know that Jesus 1511 "
burden we are carrying, and often wo ,np
like giving up.  But .tekus is there, ;u‘!i A
we witl only ask him, he will pick vp P

us and cur burden, and cayry us to a}
of safety and bappiness.—=&olden Lule.
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LAUGHTER AND TEARS.

LaveRTER and Tears nict one day M
_shady lane. The sunshine and S?‘: T
mingled pleasantly there, und the bl‘ewa__
of the woods was stiong it the air, 88 % 0
also the fragrance of the elovor field nb't(.
by. But the lanc was all too 11;11'“{‘?161__
allow both to pass, for Laughter was bOlz e
“ous, and romped about go much tha ot
took up a deal of room ; while Tears seeﬂlel.
to be half blind and could scarcely se€
way. ‘
ghe said, in a voice liké the song of ®
night-bird : : s 19
“Why don't you let me pass? This
my path?” .
“No,” replied Laughter, ¢ this Jan
‘mine, and P i s hwuty, so you s
better climb the fence into. the d:u;k woo
and walk through the dead leaves. RE
“Why don't you ¢limb the other fﬁ““‘:('f \
said Tears, softly, “and run along ,Lhw,l i’“
the clover, in the sunshine? ['m su
you'd like it better.” Tty
“Well,” vejoined Laushter, plea-\lﬂl o
“Pin sure I don’t want to quurel “,”,L.,."nl
gentle a maiden, and so, as we don’t *N
able to agree nbout the path, supp®™
turn abous aud uo with you t”
“'Phat would be very pleasant,
said Tears, “for T am lonely.”

L
de

e 18
had

indoed-

ough Y
So they went on together thmllfv'l‘ i
. . M . P 2ap
fwinkling shine and shadow, and e
Letter for the company of the other.

And that is why it is that wi
Laaghier youare slutost sure Lo
not far away.

£ it stopsd
shinenb F

johited:

1d the

Tam
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