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PLEASANT HOURS,

Only One Mother.

You have only one mother, my boy,
Whose heart you can gladden with joy,
Or cause it to ache
Till ready to bregk—
So cherish that mother, my boy.

You have only one mother who will .

Stick to you through good and through ill,
And love yon, although
The world is your foe—

So care for that love ever still.

You have only one mother to pray

That in the good path you may stay ;
Who for yor won’t spare
Self-sacrifice rare—

So worship the mogher alway.

You have only one mother to make
home ever sweet, for your sake,
Who toils day and night
For you with delight—
To help her all pains ever take.

You have only one mother to miss
hen she has departed from this;
So love and revere
That mother while here 3 i
me you won’t know her dear kiss.
You kave only one mother—just now ;
‘emembor that always, my son,
None can or will do
What she has for you.
What bave you for her ever done?

—New York Evangelist.
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PRIENDLY APPRECIATION,
_ Tgx Toronto Week, the leading literary
Journal of Canada, speaks in the following
kmdly terms of oy connectional Magazine,
Y € Suppress, however, the flattering adjec-
tives &I}ﬁl‘led {0 its editor ;
The

ethodist Mugazine is one which we
always take

up with interest and put down
With  reluctance, The Methodist body
ateful to Dr. Withrow,
wonthly literary feast
for them, and for many
¢ ithin the pages of thig
SHent and instructive periodical.  The
author of “The Catacombs ” continues hig
Series (;f}‘descripnive Papers on the subject,
a ‘l y s »
Plags n gpc an teach us.” Mrs. H. I,

excel] st

" excellent illustrated paper on
the date Bishop Crowther.

The Rev. Dr.

Wart writes with his usyal thoughtful-
~ess aad vigour under the canti

1 to Christ.” The Rev. J. L. Daw-

son dls,c,‘mﬁes “The Value of Entive Prohi-

bition, “The Life Crujse

and the serials,
of Captain Begg Adams,” and ¢ The Squire
are well sustained by

of Sandal Side,”

T  respective agthors, Juliz McNair
nght, and Amelia E Barr.  Well-
selested articles ang appropriate poems,
reviews, editorials, otc., complete an
a Ve and finely illustrated ‘Damber.

A SAD PICTURE.

A PROMINENT business man in B
had two sons, handsome, manly little fel-
lows, three and five years of age. One day
after starting for his place of business, thig
Mmah was seen to return hurriedly to the
home, which he entered and at once went
up stairs to the room where these two boys
were \supposed to be innocently playing.
Upon entering the room the father de-
manded the cigar which he had seen
his five-year-old boy smoking at the win-
dow. With a ready falschood the child
sought to cover his act; but examination
of a box of cigars left there by this futher,
not only one, but several cigars were found
%o be on fire, having caught from the lighted

one thrust recklessly into the box by the
detected young smoker.

Fourteen years later friends were called
to the hedside of this son. Thin as a
skeleton—with yellow skin—deep purple
rings under the sunken eyes, lips parched
and black, no food had passed lis lips for
days, no food could ever again reach the
stomach, which was so drawn and puckered
and rigid, that a common wash-board re-
sembled it most, so stated the attending
physician. But the most terrible trouble
was the throat, completely closed to food.

Listen he speaks: ““Oh | mother, mother,
I am willing to die, if by my death Charlie
can besaved. Tell him to come to me, Oh!
Charlie, brother!”
hand with a death grip, ‘‘promise me to
quit cigarette smoking ; look at me. I
can’t stop now, I will be dead in a short
time, but you can save yourself. Wil
you promise me, Chartie?”

Charlie’s fingers grew cold, while his
entire frame shook with convulsive weep-
ing. “lcan’t! I can’t stop now,” was the
stifled agonizing cry of this slave—only six-
teen years of age.

A few days and Charlie's only brother
was deafl. The father, home from hig
business, the aged grandfather in his easy
chair, and Charlie sat in the darkened rooms
all through the civilized waiting days before
the interment of the household—the eldest
born.  Where did these mourning ones
turn for consolation 2 To the Lord, who
gives and takes away ! No, no, the air was
blue and heavy with tobacco smoke. The
dead boy was laid in the churchyard, and
all sorrow was soon drowned in fumes of
the pipe, cigar, and cigarette.

" It would seem ag though a civilized—say
nothing of a Christian—man, having at
heart the welfare of hig only remaining
boy, with the awful eXperience just past
through from the effects of nicotine poison
on the system of his eldest, born, ‘would
have made every effort to save the other

son. Only a befogged intellect, a heart
with the wash-board ridges-—bruta,lized,
hardened by thig mighty agent, tobacco
poison—could have so transformed the

father and given us this sad picture. Sad,
but true. And it ig by no means an igo.

Wh—in many homes,
might be found its counterpart. Mother's
hearts heavy, eyes tear dimmed, and all
because the husband and father is, by ex-
ample—for most boys have the ambition to
*“be like papa when | grow up’’-- blighting
the pure clean life of their boy. Fathers,
can you read this handwriting on the
wall "7 Bdys, dare you ‘“take the risk of
becoming like Charlie’s brother " Yes,

even like Charlie, who owned to the slavish
chains of tobacco.
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LITTLE SAILOR JEM.

“How is it T don’t heur
words 7 asked an *“ old salf” of a boy on
board a man-of-war as they were sitting
together up on the rigging,

** Oh, because I don
orders,” answered the

¢ Captain’s orders 1" cried the sailor ; ¢
didn’t know he gave any.”

“He did,” said Jem ; “and T keep them
safely right here,” puttiug his hand op his
breast. * Here they be,” said J em, slowly
and distinetly : < Byt I say unto you,
Swear not at all ; neithor by heaven ; forit
is God’s throne : nop by the earth ; for it i8
his footstool ; neither by Jerusalem ; for it
Is the city of the great King. Neither
shalt thou swear by thy head, because thou
canst not make one hair white or black.
But let your communication be, Yeos, yea ;

you speak bad

't forget my Captain’s
boy, brightly.

catching his brother’s

Nay, nay: for whatsoever is more than
these cometh of evil.’”

* Them’s from the good old log book, I
see,” said the sailor, ““ which I don’t know
much about these days.”

“Then T'm afraid you've Jost _your
reckoning, sir,” said J em, ‘“‘and are drifting
on to the breakers.”

*‘ What then ?” asked the old man,

“You'll be wrecked,” answered Jem,
“wrecked forever.”

The old sailor had been wrecked, He
knew what it was to be in a ship breaking
up and going t
He knew what it was to be lashed to a spar,
half naked, hungry, cold, benum cd,
tempest-tossed. He had heard the shrieks
of the perishing. Yes ; he well knew what
being wrecked was,

** Wrecked forever,” said. the old sailor
slowly ; ““that’s a long time, boy.”

“Yes, sir,” said Jem ; ‘it is s0.”

Jem looked wistfully at him, and the old
man turned away his head. “That wreck-
ing forever is a bad business,” said he.

*“Yes, sir,” said Jem, ¢“it is 50.”

*“And is there no way of escape ?” asked
the old man.

* Our minister who used
Bethel said the Admiralty of heaven hag
got out a lifeboat for poor souls. 'That life-
boat is Jesus Christ, Tt was launched on
Calvary, and has been around picking up
poor souls lost in the storiny waters of sin
ever since ; and he used to tell us, ‘Stretch
out your arms to get in; and pray, Lord,
save me, or I perish.’”

“And does he ?” asked the man,

“I know about myself,” said the boy,
humbly. T wag going down, and cried to
the Lord. He had mercy on e, and took
me in ; and I have shi oped with him ever
since. He is a good éaptain, the Captain
of our salvation, sir. Won't you ship,
too ?”

*“I should be a poor hand for that craft,”
said the old man, feelingly.

‘“ Besides saving you, he’ll fit you for his
service,” said Jem.  “There’s no difficulty
on that account. He is good—very good.”

“Thank ye, boy, a thousand tines,” said
the old man, with a tear on his weather-
beaten cheek. “ I'm afraid we old sinners
are too water-logged and sin-soaked o be
worth saving ; but you young ones jump
into the life-boat, before it is too late, and

ship for the port of heaven. 1t is & blessed
chance.”

to preach at the
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GOD'S HELP IN SCHOOL.

‘“ AUNTIE, were you ev

copy in written examinations when you

went to school 1 asked Phoebe Magie, a
bright young girl in her teens.

“Yes, often, my dear, and I am sorry 1

ever yielded, for it didn’'t do me a bit of
good.”

*“O auntie, do tell m
members,”

“ Well, in my last years of school life, I
remember very well one of my teachers tell-
ing our class that we must have copied
in our examination or we couldn’t -have
reached his classes.

“Of course we were all indignant, though
we knew it to be true in some cases.

“I made up my mind then and there, I
bever would copy in his class for examina-
tions. It was well that 1 did, for of all

the hard examinations I had gone through,
those were the hardost,

*“1 remember often and
would hand in my baper and say I couldn’t
answer any of the questions, but then
would come the thought of my rank, N ot
to write meant cross, That would never
do; so I would sit and think until my

thoughts seemed to have taken wings and
flown away.

“Just as I
thought flashed i

er tempted to

© one of your re-

often thinking I

was about to despair a
nto my mind : Ask God to
help you. I did ask him to help nie answer
the questions and to keep me from the
temptation of copying.

“As I finished praying T paused, then
read the questions over slowly, and it 1 ever
had known anything about the subject,
they seemed much easier to answer. T felg
80 relieved and glad when I had finished
that T had accomplished my own work
Instead of copying someone else’s, and
besides, realizing as never before, that I
had & friend who would help me at all
times.

‘* Pheebe, dear, if y

¢ ou would only stop
and think about the question instead &f

0 pieces on & wintry coast.-

——

giving it a harried glance and saying, 2}:'
{ don’t know it,’ angd then trying the next
you would get along so much hetter. s

Just think how ready your tefwherur
to'help you with some ifficulty in {10 ;
lessons. " How much more ready is Gol”ng
we ask him with the same faith and fee ; i
that we know it will be gnswered and

lained !

P He does answer us. T remember Of*ﬁﬁ
after that time 1 asked him to help me W ry
ny different lessons, which appeared Ve
hard to me then.

“He did help me,

and I only regret
now that 1

0
didn’t tell my schoolinates. izr
that their lessons might have been eas
tog.

d
“Tell your friends, Phawbe dear, "‘x:;
try my way and help in your times

way, o ye ur
temptation “in the examinations of ¥O
school life.”
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THE CANDLE FIBH.

OF course, whenover it is night {wgglf
must have some sort of a light to 'Seee‘e?‘
Among us lamps, gas, and so on, are us
But what do You suppose _{)'U“pk\},\v By~
where there is nothing of this kind ! i
in some places they yse one thing, in ¢ )'w’?
another. In Alaska, says Our Liflle { "w'i
and other far away lands to the “Q*_'f‘_” ’i»
they have to do isto set & can(.ue-ﬁ’l:hi'
fire, and they have a good clear light, wai
will last more than sn hour. .

The candle-fish is about ten inches Wg;
and somewhat the shape of owr ﬂj"n ﬁ‘?
smelt, It is very fat, and just the &mlilf in
make a lawp of. " The natives fasten it 3 s
a rude kind of candie-stick made “Cf Sfmﬁb
of white oak, and set it on fire. Fhey lig®
it at the head, and it burns steadily @i
down to the very tail. o Light

Of all the queer ways of m@km{é P the
to read or sew by, I ghink this 48 .
queerest. Nature seems to @l'&).\’ld“!,”'i‘nt’he
everything needcd by the people ia b }3,
place where they live. The candle-fis 4
80 oily that it cannot he preserved, eved e
alecohol. The nights at the far W‘t‘b%
very long, and if it were not for this ‘ﬁﬁu;
the people would be most of their WHe *
entire darkness,

s

PROHIBITED PHRASES.

Tre faculty of Wellesly College h‘:w
promulgated a list of words, phrases, ‘c g
expressions to be avoided by the‘.gu‘lr
legians and it migh‘t:1 be fstugliled with pr
by many girls outside of co ege. ]

Yo 1 ggegs s0,” for I suppose or bh,m.k 80
“Fix things,” for arrange i.hmgﬂol"g:l;y o
things. The use of * ride ” m’f’l Bayiph|
interchangeably. “Real good” or - 5“‘ i
nice,” for very good or really sice. whats
have studied some,” for studied gome
or ‘‘I have not studied sny,” fori,,‘;q.
studied at all. *“Try an. experiment, foF
make an experiment. 4 Had rathet,
would rather, and *had betber;" for ¥
better. ¢ Right away,” for immed f
now. ““Well posted,” for weil glf
“Try and do,” for try to do. *ft 1"0“#‘
good enough,” for it looks well ’woﬂlﬁl& i
‘‘does it look good emough§” for o's,”
look well enouglh? * Somehody olp

for somebody’s else.

HOW TO MAKE LIFE HAPPY.
Tags time ; it is no use to fume %’;&‘M
or do as the angr housekeeper who F
got hold of tohé, v):'rong key, and.pu'shos
and rattles it about the loek m;ta:l -
are broken and the door remains Fies
opened. The chief secrot of comfort
in not suffering triflas to vex us & Jeas-
cultivating our undergrowth of small ple
ures. . ot
Try to regard present vexationsas ¥
will a month hence. . us
Since we cannot get what we Jike, dot
like what we can got. o i8
It is not riches, it is ot poverty, ¥
human nature that is the trouble, o
The world is like alooking-glass. La %
at it and it laughs back ; €rown at it and
frowns back, dis
Angry thoughts canker the anind and

Pose it to the worst temper in the wordd—
ne

that of fixed malice and revenge. It is whilé X

In this temper that most men
criminals. Therefore if you would eso

the criminal’s gad fate, try to avoid
thoughts and words,



