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PLEASANT HCURS,

THINGY IN 'THE BOTTOM DRAWER,
%‘HERE are whips and tops and pisces of

strings,
I'hore aro shoes which no littlo fost wear;
Thero are bits of nbbon oud broken ringy,
Axd tresses of golden bair;
Thero are litt'o drosses folded away
Out of the light of the sunuy day.

There are dalnty jackets that never aro worn,
Thero arp toys and 1nodels of shipa ;
Theto ate Lu ks aud pi..t(uva, al faded aud

torn
And marked by the finger-tips
Of dimpled hands that have fallen to dust,
Yot § stnive to thiuk that the Lord 1a fust.

Bat a feeniug of iattoness biis y soul
Sometimes when I try to pray,

That the Reaper has spared so many flowers
And taken mine away ;

And ] alinost doubt that the Lord can know

Tlat the woiker's heart cau luve thom su.

Thon I think of the many weary ones
Who are waiting and watching to-night
For the slow return of the faltering feet
That bavo strayed from the paths of nght ;
Who have datkened their lives by shamo
and sip,
Whom tho snares of the tempter have
gathored in,

They wandor farin distaut climes,
They pensh by fire and fleod,
And their hands are black with the direat
~rimeos
That kindle the wrath of God.
Yot a mothor's song hath soothed them ‘o

rost,
She hath lulled thom to slumber upon her
hreast.

And then | think of my children three,
My bables that pever grow old,

And knuw thoy are wattiog and watching

for mo

Tn the rity with streets of gold.

Safu, safe from the cares of the weary years,
From sorrow and sin snd war,

Aund I thank my God with falling tears

Fot tho wuings n the bottum drawer.

“ON THE BANKS OF THE BLUE
MOSELLE”

" On the banks of the Blue Moselle ¥
doplota a scens on the iuvely Maoselle
river, at the picturesyue old Germsaa
town of Kuhem. The priest and
party In the bua: in the foreground aro
ovidenlly cugaged In eome religious
ceremony, probably carryiog the Sacra-
munt Lo the eick in the Roxan manner
in which, in Oatholic countries, thia
service is asually performed. The
beaaty of the Mosafli river and sur
roundicg scenery i8 widely famed in
both etury and song.

NOT LONELY.

A 6ooi: minister of the Gospel waa
visiting among the poor one winter’s
day in & large .ty in Scotland., He
climbed up into a garret at the top of
a very high Louse. Ho had been told
that there was a poor old woman there,
that no one seomed to know abont,
Ho went on .limbing up, antil he
found his way into the garret-room.
As Le entered the room he looked
around; thers was the bed, and s
ckair, and a tallo with a candle burn-
ing dimly un i., & very little firo on
the hearld, anl ua old woman sitting
Ly it, with alargo Testament on hez
lap. The minister seked ker what she
was Jdoing there.  She sald aho was
reading.

“Don’t you feel lonely herel” he
asked.

“Na, na,” was her reply.

“What d¢ yon do hare all these
long winter nightat™

0,” sho eaid, “I just it here, wi'
y lght and wi' my New Testament
on my knoes, talking wi’ Jesus,”

EMIL'S GIFT.
BY THE RKV, WABHINGTON GLAPDEX, D D,
11

(Concluded.)

Toe Decomber air Is frosty, and as
tho train penotrates the hoart of the
Appalachian ranges, the snow lies on
the mountain tops. Itis a wild and
tugged countrv; the boy has never
socn anything like it. Oan there he
hearta as kind among thess rcugh hills
aa that of the lovaly lady with whom
ho had just parted

There I8 o frozen pond coverad with

skators, “Oh!” thinks Ewil, “if
that is vour pleasure, I gball he with
you. That is. trade youcannot teach
me.” And ), pulls from bie bag a
fino pair of skates, his father's gift to
him last Ohristmas, and fingers their
shining edges. “Jast Christmoss!”
he muses. * And what day {s this?"
Ho looks in his diary. It is the
twenty-fourth, It i the day befors
Ohristmss. To-night is the holy night.”
He hss not thought of that before.
The memory bresks up again tbe foun.
tains of the great deep of sorrow in the
bcy’s heart,
“Alag!" he muses. ‘I shall have
no one to whom on this beautiful fes-
tival of the Christ-child I can offer any
gitt. Last yesr my poor, sick father
was made happy by the Htile table I
carved to atand by his bad, for his vials
snd his books; and my mother pralsed
tho pretty work-box that I made her; to-
norrow there will be nons to whom 1
can give anything.”

Is it wonderful that troumbles like
these should dim the brightness of the
sunlight and make the rugged hills
look a little more inhospitable? Bat
it is not long before the savage moun-
teins are past amd the boy’s journey
Hes along the beautlful valley, whose
farms climb to the summits of the hills
on either glde—tho thuriftieat, luveilest
river valley he bas ever seen, and the
shadow lifta from his face as he looks
cut opon ita beauty, and soon the two
lonesome hours are ended, and the
traipman announces ¢ Onantico.”

Emil knowa not whither to go. He
stands for & moment on tho platfora,
after the train has departed, and gazes
sbout him. A besatifal river—the
same river that he has been following
—lies at his feat, disappearing in a
graceful curve behind a hill on his
right, hidden In the other direction by
a dark-browed mountain. Across the
river, and hsl)f a mile from its banks,
another bold mountain risse abruptly ;
botween that mountain and the river
Hesthe village, Tha principal business
strest is upon the river-bank, and ihs
row of brick stores that back down to
the river show him their worst side;
but above the stores stretches & long
avenuo of boautiful homes, and the
spires and towers of the town, with
the river in front and the bill in the
rear, make a pleiara that chaims the eye
of the boy, whose lifo has been spent
am:d the desolate flainess of Hamis g
oa the Eiba. “No wonder,” he thinks,
¢that my father loved tbis home, and
lopged for it 50 often.”

Gathsring bis soanty iuggage, he
carrios It to thedoor of a iittie hostelry
acrogs the way, with a German name
upon the sign, and makes a thrifty
bargain with the kceper for his temp-
orary entertalnment.  After a comfort-
able meal, and sach a bath &a his rather
quarters will sllow, he amaye

m
] humeeil

10 his bLest, and sallles funh o

find +he friend to whoso good-will Mre.
Baker hag consigned him,

The long bridge which spans the
river cffora him a atill better view of
the scenery as ho orossos to tho town,
The river is encased in transpavent los,
cxcept as horo and there a ripple hee
kept it open ; far above yonder, at the
curve of the atream, a orowd of skatera
sre filling the air with their merri-
ment,  The sceno is full of beauty, and
Emil lingers to enjoy it; but not
Jong,

It is four o'olock whon he reaches
No. 75 Front Street, and the young
man at one of the desks tells him that
Alr. Holden hus gone out, and will not
be in again during the afternocon.

“Jt is Cbristinas, to-moriow, you
know,” says the clerk, kindly, **and I
guess that he is looking up Christmss
presents,”

“And he shall not come to this
place to-morrow1” querles Emil, dubi-
ously,

“No; bhe i8 never bere on Christmss.
You will find bim here the day after
to-morrow.” ‘

Emil turns away ruefully.

“ Can't you leave your business with
me!"” says the clork.

“Nein; it is Herr Holden himself
that I must sea.”

Bbell ho inquire for Mr. Holden's
houset No; he will not intrude upon
theholiday. He will wait until the day
after to-morrow,

So he walks slowly away, snd turns
his footsteps up the street. Christmas
is in the air. Emil would not necd to
be told of it now, if he bad not thought
of it before, Thoe crowds of esger pur-
chasers; the throngs about the wia-
dowsa of the toy shops and the candy
stores ; the baskets and the bundles;
the happy, snxlous, hurrying muldi-
tudes; the bits of tslk that he hears
dropping from one lip and another:
“You ought to see!” * How do yon
vbink ghe wtald like"— *Conlda't
find a real baby doll” « Wouldn'ta
gilk mofller dot” « Books are alwaya
sultable, but”"— ¢ How ever am I
going to get it into the house withont
letting ber eee it1” such ars the
loose strands of epeech that Emil picks
ap as he walks along, and he knows
enough English to put them together,
and to weave them into the harmonies
of that majestic anthem of good-will
to men which the angels sang on the
first Obristmss, above the plains of
Bathlehem, but which, when the day
returns, they now bend from the skies
themselves to hear, riving all over the
earth from happy human voices,

But to the lonely boy the thought
again comes back: “Noone in this
busy town, no one in this vast con-
tinent, on whom I have any right, for
love's sake, to bestow & Christdan gift
¢ Yes ! there iz Frau Baker. 1 wcaid
even venture to show her my gratitude
if 1 could; but that I cannav do, for
aho 18 far away, and shere {8 no one
elea.” Nevertnelees, Emil is resolved
thas he wiil not let gloomy thoughts
beveswsy on this gled festival ; he puts
them ouv of his mind as qaickly as he
can; end, after ssuntenng up and
down the streets for a while, watching
the throngs snd listening tothe anfam-
iliar volces, he purchases a lttlo parcel
of cakes and awoat meata for his own
Christmas feast,and elowly recrosees the
bridge to bis lodgings.

After a long, relroshing night, the
Christmes morning finds him nhoﬁgl
and happy s a boy In a forelgn land,

with pelther home nor iriends, could

be oxpeoted to be; and, when breakfa
Is over, ho determines to join thy E
crowd of skaters upon the river aborg (§
That is a fraternity into which Lo wil |8
noed no initiation. He is scon among [B
them, sharing their aport, uot at o [
abashod by the curlous glances thy (§
#can his qaaint costume and the ang. [
lar pattera of his skates; for Emil i |}
an admivrable sketer, and that fact 0 {§g
finds recognition. As he spins about (i
among the gliding gronpa soms of thex (¥
nod to him pleazantly, and now aud [J§
then one bnifu him & blithe ** Mery |
Ohristmas 1” to which he answors bya |J#
touch of the hat and a courteous *| |
tank you!”

“ 8ee that quoer looking duffor, with | ¥4
the fonny blue cap and the old-feshion. |}
ed bob-tail coat,” says one to ancther jJ8
“ Wonder when he “snowed dowaf |
But he can skate though! Takes the |
Dutch to roll as easy ag rollin’ of s {8
log” A few little boys, with their 18
sleds, are laying tritute upon tho skat. [
erv, each one eager to hitch his vehice [
to some steel-clad Mercury, and go |
gkimwing over the ice at the skaters ||i§
speed. When they can persuade no ons ||
to draw them thoy run and fling then- (|
selves upon the sleds, and travel as fur |&
88 they can by their own momentum. (ig2
One beautiful, fair-haired boy, with |3
long curlaand blue eves, not more than |ii
gix years old, hails Emil,

“Mister, won't you draw ms [I%
pleass 3 -

“Ya,"” replies Emil. ¢ Tt shall be ||§8
to me mooch pleasure.”” Andhe gives ||
the youngater a whirl up and down |I§
the river that nearly takes his breath [
AWAY.
Just below the cove, whero the [ii
skaters are thickest, thero is a shallow, (i
where the water rans swift, and whers ||
there {5 an opening in the ice a dczea (|ES
rode in length, reachirg out nearly |2
88 far from the shore. The lawn from
onecf ke finest houses runs down
the river, opposite to this onening. (I

“ Where do you lif, icwisngskina ™ |fm
23ks Emil, as he drops the rope ot toe
little boy's sled.

“That is my house,” answers the if}
child, pcinting to the mansion with the |/
sloping lawn, B

‘T there no one here o watch you
overt"”

“No, I just slid down that baok B
on my nswsled, and come out hereall ||§8
alone. I wanted a good ride on the ||
iw.” K
“Ach! it is not safe, I faar me ||
You must go not near that hcle down
dere, Will yout”

“No,” answera the child, gayly, ashe (|§
runs away, flinging down his sied upan (188
the ice. E

Emil tutas ap the river again, bum
he haa nou skated far when he hearss
cry, and, swingiog around, sees tho ({}
sksters hLuddling near the upper edge (|8
of that danger-hole. The fair-haired |
boy has not heeded Ewii's counsei, (|
the loe noar the edge of the water was ||
glare; tho sled wont mach swifier and (i@
much fartber than ke thought it woaid, "
suddenly he was plunged 10w tho swilh (78
cwrent.

Now ese them sll hurrying to the /|-
spot, some wringing tbewr hands and (&
crying, “ Help " £ouo stauding aszsa (R
and molioniess, tome of e yousg §-
Iadies pale and faint, some of l.belJ
young men eaying ono uing, and sume (B
snother. T

“ Back from the edge! ™ sboats uns
stiong voice. ¢ You wiil ali bein uhere ,§
together, ptetty soon |” ‘"-'

Tho crowd surges backward,
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