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PLEASANT HOURS,

Tho Secrob,

A Perslan fable say®  Ono day

A wanderer found n lump of clay

o redolent of sweet perfumo

Its odour~ scented all the room

“\What art thou ?” was his quick de-
mand

“ Art thou eome gem from Samareand,

Or spikenard In this rude disgulse,

Or other costly merchandise

“Nay I am but o lump of clay "

* Then whence this wondrous perfume
ay "

' FPriend if the secrat T disclose,
I have been dwelling with tho rose.”
Sweet parabla ' and will not those
Who lovo to dwell with Sharon’s Rose,
Distil sweot odours all around
‘Though low and mean themselves are
found ?
Dear Lord, ablde with ux that wo
Alay draw our perfume fresh from thee!
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PETER WALDO'S CHURCH.

One day in the year 1173 a group of
richly-clad merchants stood talking to-
gether in a public street of Lyons Sud-
dently one of them swayed for a mo-
mont, threw up his hands and fell dead
at his companions’ feet

Al wero startled, it camo so suddenly
One of the men, Peter Waldo, was un-
able to put the sad event out of his
thoughts, he began to think more ear-
nestly about 1lfe, and to question zbout
God  He hired some church fathers to
transiate parts of the Bible into the lan-
guage of the common people and he be-
to read them, but he was dissatis-

Thoy were and are brave, slmplo peo-
ple, poor in worldly wealth, but rich in
the memories of the brave deeds of thelr
ancestors, of which they are very proud,
and the knowledge that through all the
evil days they have been true to the G
o'l their fathers, who has never forgotten
them.

WHAT FLORENOE WANTED MOST.
BY ADELE E. THOMISON.

The onter door opened with a rush
- Oh, mother, 1 am to sing atono twlce
ar the Sunday-school concert; only think
of that!” and Florrlo gave a little
prance.

“1 am glad If my little daughter gan
fielp by her volce,” and Mrs. Ellsworth
looked up from her sewing into the
fushod and eager face.

“ And, oh, mother, can’t I have & now
nink sllk dress to wear that night? I
#a g0 want one

1 cannot afford you n pink silk dress,
Florence, and besldes, 1 think that your
pretty pink and white organdy Is much
maote sultablo for a little girl 11ke you.”

Florrle gave & half-pout.  *That old
organdy ' I'm tired to death of wear-
ing 1t

* A genuine daughter of Eve,” lnughed
Unecle Will, the guest of & few days,
laying down his newspaper.

“Well, Uncle Will, it you wero In 1y
place, I don't beliove but what you
would Ilke a pretty, soft plok silk.”

1 daro say 1 woutd, Florrie;” and with
a pat of her curly brown hair, he then
put on his hat and went out,

Florrlo was an especlal pet of Uncle
WIiIrs and the next day after ho was
gone Mrs. Ellsworth found an envelope
pinned to tho cushion in his room, and
inside it wero thirteen dollars in crisp
new bills, together with a ilne, “For
Florrie's pink silk dress, it that is what
she wants most.”

** 1 know, mother, you think Uncle Wiil
was veory foolish to give me the money
for that dress!” exclaimed Florrle, as
she danced round with the note in her
hand.

“ Rather foolish, I must admit” an-
swered Mrs. Elisworth, with a snile

* But I am glad he was just 50 foolish.
*If that 13 what she wants most'—I
guess ft ig that exactly.”

That evening a friend came in  “ You
know I told you my brother was a Sun-
day-school misstionary out West. I want
to read you a letter from him,” she sald.

“*Cedar Gulch IS ome of our dark
places.  Saloons, gambling dens on all
sides, and the nearest church and Sun-
day-school forty miles away. [ have
been there two or three times, The
children come, and would like a regular
Sunday-sehoo}, but those who might help
us, do not, and our sgoclety Is already
carrying ail It can.  Twenty-five dollars
would furnish quarterlies, papers, and all
supplltes, and keep the school going for
1 year. Do you know of anybody who
would glve that, and so secure to these
children & breath of helpful Influence
for & year 7'"

Florrio bad listened, her face aglow
Can’t our Sunday-school do ft ' she
asked

** No; I have just been to see the super-

di They are helping this year

gan
fled Finally o told Lim
“ If thou wouldst be perfect, go and sell
that thou hast and give to the poor’
Sn he began to spend bis wealth on the
poor and to preach in the streets of
Lyons He taught that it was the right
and duty of every Christian to study the
Seriptures for himself and to live the
stmple carnest tifo of the apostles.

Such according to tradition was the
beginning of the Waldenses or Vaudols
whose home is In northern Italy, amorg
the valleys of the Alps  Tae descend-
ants of Poter Waldo's followers belong
to the oldest Protestant church in the
world Its members promise obedience
to the word of God to give abundantly
of their goods to the poor and to keep
thetr lives pure  They were a faithful
nttle army and thewr patlence under per-
gecution thelr unwavering trust in thelr
Redeemer were for centuries au Inspirs-
tion to other persecuted Christians.
Thelr ancient symbol bears tlie motto,
“ Lux luret in tenebris.” and they were
indeed a lght shinlng fn darkness, and
willing to dfe for the faith that they
would not give up

“The Isrgel of tho Alps they have been
called and from thelr earliest beginning
the Chureh of Rome has not ceased to
persocute them They suffered under
the Inguisition they have been warred
against they have been massacred and
drivep out from thelr homes. “It 18 sald
that the onlv timo they weresfree from
trouble was during the French Revolu-
tinp_and the rule of tho frat Napsleon.

Tn 1848, however King Charles Albert
granted them religlons toleration, which
has como to mean freedom.

to bulld a parsomage. Of course,” she
added, as sho rose to go, *I dldn't ex-
pect you to give this, only it seemed an
especial need and 1 thought perhaps you
might help to interest others.”

The next day was Sunday. Florrie
came home from Sunday-school with.a
thoughtful face. “Do you “know.
mother,” she sald, *'1 can’t help thinking
of those poor children who would Hke a
Sunday-school, with pretty cards and
papers like mine. Dou't you belfeve it
1 wrote to Uncle Will ntout it that he
would glve the twenty-five dollars 2

“f am afrald not, dear. Your Uncle
Will Isp't made of money; and aithough
you have always found him so generous,
1 am sorry to say he isn’t a Christian,
and takes very little interest in either
churches or Sunday-schools,” and rs.
Ellsworth sighed. )

Florrlo sald no more on tho subject,
but though-it-was dropped from her talk,
it was not from her mind. Indeed, she
felt that nothing had over kept so per-
sistently in her thoughts. It was still
there on Monday afternoon, when she
went with her mother to buy the new
dress.

Very quletly Florrle walked down the
streot and into the store.  Mrs. Ells-
worth had a purchase for herself to make

tirst, and Florrie stood by her side, as she,

sat at the counter, her hands clasped
hehind -her, as was her hablt when
troubled, and her face full of perplexity
Then, as her mother said, " There, now,
1 am ready to go to the silk counter,” she

suddenly spoko: *Mother, do you think |

Unclo Wi wonld caro if I used the

-hands among.the novel-pocket warmers.

money for somothing else besido the
ress 1"
“ \Why,
gald, ‘It that
But have you
tko dress ?”
“I think so;

certalnly not; you know he
1s what sho wants most’
changed your mind about

yes.  You seo, I keep

thinking and thinking of those chiliren
who want a Sunday-school, and #f
twenty-five doltars would keep one for a
year, thirteen dollars would 'l’or 5I:
b i

contented smile; while 8 young man who
had been watching the proceedings »ald
to his comrado :

#Thay's a great wehome! Think I
t

ry It
Bo ho did.—The Youth’s Companion.

Brotherhood.

He's true to God who's true to man,
Wherover wrong is done,

months, which would be al
perhaps by that time scmebody olso
would help. It was pretty hard to
choose between that or tho dress, but I've
mado tho cholce now; I'm quite suro I
would rather send the meney there.”

“Very well, my dear, It Is your own
to do with as you like, If you are quite
sure.”

“ Yes, I am, because,” and Florrlo drow
a Nttle sigh, “it T got tho dress, I know
1 should always think of tho good It
might have done.” But as they waiked
out she turned her head asido that she
might not seo any pink ks displayed
on the silk counter.

“ Dear Uncle Will,” she wrote, sitting
at tho table in her own room that even-
fng, “1 hopo you'll not mind or think
that T am fickle, because I didn’t get the
pink silk after all, but I love and enjoy
my own Sunday-school so much that the
thought of thoso children at Cedar Gulch,
who haven't any at all, stuck to ms ke
a burr; so the money is on the way to
them, and 1 know 1 feel happler thinking
of it than I ever should with the dress.
The old organdy isn't going to look bad
after all, and I am going to try to slng
sn well that tho dress’ll not matter.”

A few days later an_ answer came.
*The monoy was yours, dear Florrle, to
spend as you chose. As you have made
such an unselfish choice, you will like to
know that I have added enough morc
50 that the children of Cedar Gulch can
have their Sunday-school for a year, and
also that your liitte act has been stronger
than many sermons. I shall always re-
member it, and be a better man for the
remembrance.”—S, S. Visitor.

MAUD'S “POCKET WARMER.”

It was a freezing day. Bits of lce
basked stolidly in the cold supshine,
without even a hint of moisture about
thelr edges. The north wind blew
sharply round every corner, and tore
through the streeis at a mad race, mak-
g ears and noses tingle and ache.

Down Asylum Avenue walked Maud
Harper and her mother. As they passed
the peanut stand at the Dearborn Strect
corner, the wind stopped to take breath.
This gave Maud a chance to straighten
ner hat and to turn toword the peanut
seller with a nod and a smile. It was
evident that she and the old man were
on pleasant terms, for his brown face
vrightened when te saw her, and he
paused in- serving u customer to touch
his cap with a deferectial gesture.

A few steps farther oo Maud spied a
small boy with his scrawny little fists
close up to his mouth, in a vain en-
deavour to warm them with uis breath.
Hig faco was hard apd thin and sad,
like the face of those children to whom
a happy home Is unknown; and Mauds
own faca grew tender with sympathy.

“Oh, mother, see that poor little fel-
low! His hands must be very cold'
May I warm them ? Oh, may 1, mother?

‘The volce was eager.

Her pother smiled down at her.

“If you can be quick about fit,” she
answered; “w5 haven't much spare time.”

Maud walted for no more, She darted
ahead, caught the boy by thesleeve, and
with & few words-pulled him gently to-
ward the corner they had just passed.

‘The peanut seller saiv them coming,
and a broad smile lighted up his wrinkled

face.
“ Anlther pair o caild hands ?”
queried the old Scotchman, as the two

To and the kest, ‘neath
‘The all-beholding sun.

That wrong 18 also dono to us;
And they aro slaves most baso
Whoso love of right 18 for themselves,
Ang not for all tho race.

A SWEET LITTLE COMFORTER.

On the platform, waiting for tho cars,
were littlo Daisy and her mother. The
only other person in sight was o fine-
1o0king, middle-aged man; but his head
was bent low, and his face looked as the
sky does when thick clouds cover it He
walked up and down with long steps, but
dfd not once look at Dalsy, and did not
scem to hear or see anything.

Littlo Dalsy saw the trouble in his
face, and her baby heart longed to com-
fort him. She slipped her hand from
memma’s, and, when ho again came
near, took a step or two forward, made
2 qu. nt little bow, and cooed out In her
sweetest tones, * How do

Tho man stopped and looked at her, the
trouble still in his eyes.

 How-do 7** Dalsy agaln lisped, as her
sweet, grave face looked up at him.

“How do you do, my little lady ?”
ho asked, s he held out his hand to her

*Pltty ‘ell,” sho.returned, putting her
uny hapd In his. Tae dark clouds wero
all gone from his face now.

“50y solly (sorry)? I solly too”
were her next words.

With a flash of light In his eyes and a
sob In his volce, the stranger caught her
up in his arms-tenderly.

“] 'ove 'ou,” she said, and lald- her
soft cheek lovingly agalnst his,

“ Her sweet words have done me more
good than I can ever tell, madam,” the
zentleman sald, as he put Dalsy in her
 mother's arms and hurried into a car.

What battle was golng on in his soul
that.the little one helped him to-win, or
what trouble she had lifted from his
heart, we cannot know, but Daisy had
proved true that proverb of Solomon
which says, * Pleasant words are as a
honeycomb, sweet to tho soul” (Prov
16. 24).—Bible Morning Glorles.

THE LOUOMOTIVE WHISTLE.

1t i3 told that the locomotive whistle
was invented because of the destructlon
of & load of eggs. When locomotlves
were first built the-country roads were
for the.most part crossed at grade, and
the engine driver had no way of giving
warning of his approach except by blow-
ing & tin horn, The horm, it may be
imagined, was far from belng a sufll-
cient warning, One day In the year
1833 a farmer of Thornton was crossing
the rallroad track on one of-the country
roads with a great load of cggs and but-
ter. Just as he came upon the track
a train approached. Tho englne man
blew his horn lustlly, but the farmer
dta mot hear it.  Eighty ‘dozen of eggs
and £fty pounds of butter were smashed
into an indistinguishable, unpleasant
mass and mingled Wwith the kindling
wood to-which the waggon was reduced
The raliway company had to pay tho
farmer the value of his fifty pounds of
butter, nine bundred eggs, and his horse
-and bis waggon. It was considered a
very serfous matter, and straightway a
director of the company, Ashlen Baxter
by name, went to Alton Grange, Where
George Stephenson lived, to sée it he
could not Invent zomething that would
ive ing more likely to be heard

stopped by-the little stand.
Maud nodded gally, 5
money.from her dainty purse, while the
boy walted In scared wonder, looking as
1t he had half a mind to run away. But
Instead he stood liks a small statue;
while the peanut man mecasured out the
bot nuts and filled first one and then the
other of his ceat.pockets. °
“Yo'll be no mair cauld,” commented
the old man, and with a dawning 1ight
in his eyes tho boy thrust his Jittle red

A grin of Joy rcplaced the wonderlng
1nok, as tho grateful heat made itselt
felt, and thon one of the peanuts was
popped between the pinched lips, and
delight made the wizened “face- fairly
shine.

* Come, dear, or wo shall b3 late for
tho train,” urged Maud’s mother.

“ Thank’e, ma'am !" the urchim man-
aged to say, as his little. bencfactor.
moved away.

ome | g

-Stephenson went to work and*-the next
day had a contrivance which, when it
was attached to the engine bofler and
‘the steam was turned on, gave a shrill,
digeerdant sound.  The-rallroad dirce-
tord greatly delighted, ordered: slmllar
contrivances attached to all the locomo-
tives, and from -that day to this the
volcs of the lozomotive Whistle has never
"been silent.

.

‘WORK OB WAGES,

Do wo really waat work, or do wo only
want wagea? Are we offering the
world-a Iife, to-be spént in unroserved
~service, or are wo asking it for all that
wé can persuade it to give us.in return
for the least possible expenditure on-our
part? The world. wants.workers; wants
them badly,.and-ft will.never let them
lack_for -reward:.but 1t .has.no: speclal

JThe old §w!ehmng.quked ~on-with -8

:need of people”

0 onlv-want wages.




