PLEASANT HOURS.

LITTLE BARBARA'S8 HYMN.

{ MOTHER stood by her spinning wheel,
Wiudl‘zﬁ the yarn on an anciont reel ;
As sho coun

the thread in the twilight
im
Sho murmured the words of & quaint old
yma
**\Vhether wo alosp, or whother wo wake,
Wo are His who gave His life tor our sake.”

Littlo Barbara, watching tho spinning-wheel,
And keeping time with her toe and heol
To tho bum of the thread and her mother's
Bong,
Saog in hg own sweet words ero long—
** \Whother wo sleep, or whother wo wake,
Wearo His who gave His life for our aake."”

That night in her dream as sho slecping lay,
Over and over agein the scenocs of the day
Camo back, till she scemed to hear again
The hum of tho thread and the «uaint old

strain,
** Whether wo sleep, or whether we wake,
Wesre His who gave His life for our sake,”

Next morning, with bounding heart and {oet,

Inttlo Barbara walked in the crowded street ;

And up to her lips as she passed along

Rose the tender words of her mother's song—
* \Whether we sloep, or whether we wake,
Wo are His who gave His life for our sake.”

A wandorer sat on & wayaide stone,

Weary and sighing, sick and lone ;

Bat he raised his head with a look of cheer

As the gentle tones fell on his ear—
 Whether we sleep, or whether we wake,
We are His who gave His life for our sake."”

Toilini all day in a crowded room,
A worker stood at her noisy loom ;
A voice came up through the ceaselest dio,
Theso words at the window floated in:
¢ Whether we sleep, or whsther we wako,
o are His who gave His life for our sako.”

A mourner sat by her loved ono's bier,
The sun seemed darkened, the world was

drear ;
Bat hor s0bs were stilled and her cheeks

grew d?, .
4s she listened to Barbara passing by :
'*YWhethor we 2leep, or whether we wale,
We are His who gave His life for our sake.”

A sufferer lay on his bed of paib,
Witk burning brow and throbbing brain ;
The notes of the child wers heard oncs more
As she chanted low at his open door—
* Whether we sleep, or whother we wake,
We are Hir who gave His life for our sake.”

Ozco and again, as the day passed by,
And the shades of the evening-time drew

nj,
Like thegvo'ice of a friend or the carol of birds
Csme back to his thoughts those welcome

w0
*YWhether we sleep, or whethor we wake,
Wo are His who gave His life for our aake.”

Alike in all hearts as the years went on,

The infant's voice rose up anon,

In tho grateful words that cheered their way,

Of the bymn little Barbara sang that day—
*“ Whether we sleep, or whether we wake,
We are His who gave His life for our sake."

Perhaps when the labour of life is dono,

And they lay down their burdens one by one,

Porgetting forever those dsys of pain,

They will take up togother the swe:t refrain—
‘‘ Whether we aleep, or whether we wako,
We are His who gave His lifs for our sake,”

HOW TO GET A LESSON, AND
NEVER FORGET IT.

Tae first rale is to be sure that you
know what it means, If you can an-
derstand it, it will be easy to remem-
ber it, If you make a mistake, and
gt the lesson wreng, and remember it
80, you have remembered s mistake,
which will be worse than if you did
oot think you knew it at all,

The sooond rule is, when you are
sure that you know what it means, say
over @ very little of it until you are
sure you know it ; then put on a very
littls mors, and go back and repeet
the two little parts until you are suro
you know them together, And s0 pat
[ on a little more, always going back to
R} the beginning, after you have learned

the last sentence, until you have
finished tho wholo. By that means
you will learn it casily, and each part
will remind you of the one next to it.

Tho third rule is to 1eview it otten
It will go iteclf, withont much trouble,
if you know it; and every time you
say it you will fasten it in the memory.

I can repeat a great many thirgs
that 1 loarned before 1 was twelve
years old, becauso I bad a toacher who
taught mo to learn them in this way.
I still learn them in this way. I still
learn things in this easy way.

THE FIRST PRINTED BIBLE.

In the National Library at Paris
thero is a copy of the first Bible that
was ever printed. It is a great,
clumsy aflair, in two volumes folio,
about six hundred pages in a volump,
printed in Iatin, Tho words are very
black, and many of them are abbrevi.
ated and packed so closely together as
to puzzle the eye. But it is & very
valuable Bible, worth several thousand
dollars at least, It is without the
name of printer or publisher, and with-
out date; but it was the work of a
poor Dutchman named Gutenberg,
who was put to much trouble and
suffering through bis printing.

The real story of printing began
geveral years before, in 1420, when an
old gentleman in the city of Haarlem
tirst concelved the idea. He was
walking in tke woods one day, when
he found a smooth piece of beech-bark,
upon which he cut several nico letters ;
and when he returned home he icked
the letters and stamped them upon
paper for hig little boy to use ss a
copy. After that he made stamps of
all the lotters on paper; and this sot
him to thinking, planring, and finally
working,

At that time there wers only a fow
books ; and as they had to be written
with pens on parchment, they were
very expensive, a8 it was a most tedicus
affair to write one. Now, this old
gentleman, whose name was Lawrence
Cuater, knew that if books could be
printed they would be cheaper and
better in every way; so he went on
cutting letters on blccks of wood and
trying his experiments.

He worked secretly ; and as he
employed several appreatices, he
charged them to say nothing of the
trisls he was making. One of his
apprentices, however, was di-honrst ;
and after awhile ho ran off into Ger-
many, carrying with him a lot of his
magters blocks and several pages of
bis menuscript. Thos it was that
poor old Lawrenoe Coater lost the
credit of the invention of printing.
He did not give up his work, bowever,
and several old, ronghly-printed books
of bis are now in the state bouse at
Haarlem.

About this time Gutenberg began
working with letter-blocks too. Some
folks think that he waa the disbonest
apprentioe, bat there is no proof of it ,
and I am inclined to think that Guten
berg was honeat, for ho was cheated
himself by a man named Peter Sct coffer.
Others thiok that this Peter 8ctaffer
was the same man who robbed Law-
rence Joster.

QGutenberg borrowed money from a
rich silversmith nsmed Faust; and
when Fsust wished to be paid Guten-

wag unable to eatiafy him , there-
fore Faust seized bhis tocls, presses,
and unfini:hed work, among which
was & Bible nearly two-thitds com-

ploted. This Faust, with Sctmﬂ"'r'al
belp, finished ; and this was tho tirst
Biblo that was ever printed.
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CHILDREN OF THE TYROL.

Prauars Canadian children somc-
times think thoy have a tard lot—so
much work, so muoch study, so few
toys, 80 few ** good times.”

Hear, then, abeut your lttlo broth.
ers and sisters in the Tyrol, and sco i
you will ever feel like ocomplaining
again.

Euly in March the ¢ Schwaben.
kinder,” 8o called because they are
sent into Swabia overy spring to work
in the farmhouse of that oountry, be.
gin to gathor ut difforent pointa in the
Tyrol. “Many of these children arg
not above eight yours of age, and som.o
of tho little onca weep bitterly at
leaving their poor homes for the first
time. The children are poorly clothed,
and ecach one cairies a littlo stick in
his hand, and has a little bundle on
his back containing n clean garment
and a pieco of bread and checse.

A little company is formed, and an
old man or woman takes charge of it,
and the journoey begins Thelittle ones
wander on foot from village to village,
dving on charity, until at last they roach
s largo town where s “markec” is held.
The tired, fostsore, and beart-sore
children line tho streets, waiting for
employers to come and “%uy" them |
Aund this is & 8ad, strange sight. The
farmers go picking out the stout,
hearty-looking children, and the chil.
dren cagerly wait their turn, often
crying out to a kind-looking man,
¢ Pleaso buy me! please buy me!”

Sometimes brothors and sisters are
soparated and a little wailing follows,
but it cannot be helped ; snd the
market closes, the children go to their
new homes, and the work of summer

It is a comfort to know that, as a
rule, the children sro well treated,
Their werk gonerally consiets in look-
ing after the cattle, the sheep, pigs,
and poultry, snd leading the horses or
oxen in the ploughing-field.

In the autumn tho old man or
woman appears again, ready to take
the children back to their homes
They return better dressed than when
they came, having earned & good suit
of clothes, besides a little morey, and
we can easily believe that the journey
home 18 & much happier one than the
first. But at the best, it soems hard
and sad that theee tender children
scould be sent away from home, love,
and caro to * begin the world " among
strangers, to suffer from lone'iness and
homesickness, and sometimes fiom real
sickness, without the touch of a moth-
er's hand, and at last to learn io got
along without the sweet ministers of
love which makes home a littleheaven!
—S. 8. Advocate.

SIGNS OF NEATNESS.

A Loch into the chamber of a boy
or girl, will give you an idea of whxt
kind of & man or woman he or she
will probably become. A boy who
keeps his clothes hung up neatly, or a
girl whoso room is neat always, will
be apt to make 8 successful man or
woman, Order and neatness are essen.
tial to our comfort as well as that of
others about us. A boy who throws
down his cap or boots anywaero will
never keep Lis sccounts ia sbape, will
do things in & elovenly, carcless way

and not be long wanted in any plsco.

YOUTH AND AuUR.

' su aluw, 80 aluw,” une cnad,
** The hours creep Ly.
'S0 awift, 30 awilt, ' one aighed,
**The ahort years lly.’

4 No sweet, 10 tweet,'" une sang,
**Thase days of *loom.
* 8o hiief, 10 brief, * out mpg
A voi: ¢ vl Joom

Une hifted ay she sang
A sumiuer ‘1°e,

Gold-crowned and fair and youny,
With s «mmer’s grace.

One turned a weary head
With backward ga e,
Toward the sunset 1ed
Of dying Jdays.
—Nuri Perry.
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THE QUEEN'S8 MERCY.

QuexN VicTorlA was not twenty
years of age when she sacended the
threne. oming into posscasion of
power with s heart fresh, tender, and
pure, and with all her instincts in-
clined to miercy, wo muy bo sure that
she found many things that tried her
strength of resolution to tho utmost.

On a bright beautiful morning tho
young quecn was waited upon at her
palace at Wirdeor by the Duke of
Wellington, who had brought from
London various papers requiring her
siguaturo to render them operative.
Oue of them was a sentence of court
wartial pronounced against a soldier
of the line—that sentence, that he be
shot dond. The queen looked upon
the paper, and then locked upon the
wondrous beauties that naturo had
gpread to her view.

* What bas this man dome?” she
asked.

The duke looked at the paper and
replied :

“ Ah, my royal mistress, that man,
I fear, is incorrigible ; he has deserted
threo times.”

¢ And can you not eay anything in
his behalf, my lord$ "

Wellington shook his head.

“ Oh, thick aguin, I pray you!"

8ecing that her Majesty was =0
deeply moved, and feeling sure she
wculd not have the man shot in any
event, he finally confesscd that the
man was brave and gallant, snd really
a good eoldlier.

¢ Bat,” he added, *tbink of the in-
fluence.”

‘ Ipfluence !’ tho quoen cried, her
eyes flashing and her bosom heaving
with emotion.

“Let it be ours to wield influence.
I will try mercy in this man’s case,
and I charge you, your grsoce, to let mo
know the reeult. A goodsoldier, you
gaid. Ob, I thank you for that. And
you may tell him that your good word
saved him.”

Then she tcok the paper and wrote,
with a bold, fum hand, across the dark
page, the bright, saving word, * Par-
doned !”

The duke wes fond of telling the
story, and ho was willing, alsv, wo cun-
fees that the giving of that paper to
the pardoned soldier gave him far
more joy than he could bave experi-
enced from the taking of a city.—JSel.

A BaBE, thirtcen mounths old, was
sent the other day, by cxpress, from
Qincinnati to Vincennes, a distance of
200 miless This is probably the
youngest pastenger that ever travelled
alone, The infant sat up all the way
and never cried.




