PLEASANT HOURS.
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SOONER OR LATER

sOONER or later thestorm shall beat

)  Urver mny slumbors, fromn head to foet ;
Sooner or Jater the wind shall rave

In the long grasses above my grave.

1 shall ot heed them where they lie—
Nothing their sounds shall signify ;
Nothing the headstone’s frot of rain ;
Nothing to me tho dark day’s pain.

Sooner or Jater tho sun shall shine

With tendor warmth on that mound of mine;
Sooner or later in summer's air

Clover and violets blossom there.

1 shall not feol in that deop-laid rest

Tho sheoted light fall over my breast,

Nor oven note in those hidden hours

The wind blown breath of tho tossing flowers.

Sooner or later the stainless snows

Shall add their hush to my mute repose—
Svener ur later shall slaat and shift

And heap my bed with tholr dazzling drift.

Chill though that frozen pall shall scem,
Its touch no colder can make the dream—
That wrecks n-t the sacned dread
Shrouding the city of the dead.

Sooncr or later the bee shall como
And fill the noon with its golden hum ;
Sooner or later, on half poised \vinF

- The bluebird above my grave shall sing—

Sing and chirp and whistle with glee,

Not 1in§ his music can mean to mo ;
Nono of those beautiful thiugs shall know
How soundly their lover sleops below,

Sooner or later, far out in the night.

The stars shall over me wing their flight ;
Sooner or later the darken ng dews

Catch the whito spark in their silent ooze.

Never a ray shall part the gloom

That raps me ‘round in the silent tomb;
Peace shall be perfect to lip and brow
Sooner or Jater; oh, why not now?

PROFITABLE POLITENESS.

BOSTON paper tells an incident

13 which took place a number of

years ago in that city, which

ought to hold a valuable lesson
for the young folks of otirday. Polite-
ness of the heart makes no account of
outward appearences :

There was a very plainly-dressed,
elderly lady who was a frequent custo-
mer at the then leading drygoods house
in Boston. No one in the store knew
her even by name. All the clerks but
one avoided her, and gave their atten-
tion to those who were better dressed
and more pretentious. The exception
was & young man who had a conscien-
tious regard for duty and system. Ho
never left another customer to wait on
the lady, but when at liberty he waited
on her with as much attention as if she
had been a princess.

This continued a year or two till the
young man became of age. One morn-
ing the lady approached the young man,
when the following conversation took
place:

Lady—* Yourg man, do you wish
to go into business for yourself$”

“Yes ma'am,” he replied, “but I
have neither money, credit, nor friends.”

'Well,” continued the lady, *you
go and select & good situdtion, ask what
the rent is, and report to me,” handing
the young man her address.

The young man found a capital loca-
tion and a good store, but the landlord
required secarity, which he could not

give. Mindful of the lady’s request, | -

he forthwith went to her and reported.
“Well,” she replied, *“you go and
tell Mr, —— that 1 will be respongible.”
He went, and the landlord or agent
was gurprised, but the bargain was

- closed.

The next day the lady called again

B,

to ascortain the result, The young
man told her, but added, * What am [
to do for goods? Noon. will trust

mo.”
“ You may go and sce Mr, -—, and
Mer, and Mr, , and toll them

to call on me."”

e did so, and his storo was soon
filied with the best goods in tho market.
There are many in this city who ro-
member the circumstancesand tho man.
Heo died many years ago, and loft a
fortuno of £300,000. 8o much for
politencss, so much for treating one's
clders with the deferon:e due to age,
in whatever garb thoy ave clothed.

THE HOMELESS SINGER.

T/WYN a cold, dark night, when the
wind was blowing hard, Con.
rad, a worthy citizen of a little
town in Germany, eat playing bis flute,
while Ursula, bis wife, was preparing
supper. They heard a swoet voice
singing outside—

“‘ Foxes to their holes have gone,
Every bird intc its nest ;
But I wander here alone,
And for me there is no rest.”

Tears filled the good man's eyes, ay
he said, ¢ What a fine, sweet voice !
What a pity it should be spoiled by
being tried in such weather ! "

“ I think it is the voice of a child.
Let us open the door and see,” said his
wife, who had lost a little boy not long
before, and whose heart was opened to
take pity on the little wanderor.

Conrad opened the door, and saw a
ragged child, who said, ‘ Charity, good
sir, for Ohrist's sake.”

4 Come in, my little one,” said he;
¢ you shall rest with n:e for the night.”

The boy said, “Thank God!" and
entered.  The heat of the room made
bim faint, but Ursula’s kind care soon
rovived him, They gave him some
supper, and then he told them that he
was the son of a poor miner, and
wanted to be a priest. He wandered
about and sang, and lived on the
money people .gave him, His kind
friends would not let him talk much,
but gent him to bed. When he was
asleep, they looked in upon him, and
were 80 pleased with his pleasant
countenance that they determined to
keep him, if he was willing. In the
morning they found that he was only
too glad to remain.

They sent him to school, and after-
ward he entered a monastery. There
he found the Bible, which he read, and
from which he learned the way of life.
The sweet voice of the little singer
learned to preach the good news,
** Justified by faith, we have peaco
with God through our Lord Jesus
"Christ.” Conrad and Ursula, when
they took that little street singer into
their house, little thought that they
were nourishing the great champion of
the Reformation, The poor chi/d was
Martin Luther.

GLADSTONE ON BIBLE SIUDY.

ON. William E. Gladstone, hav-
ing been consulted by a gentle-
man baving in charge an adult

Bible-class, sent the following
reply :—

“I will not'dwell on the need of
light from above, or the duty of seeking
it, of being vigilant against the excuses
of the private spirit, of cu'tivating
humility, of bearing in mind that God

has through all these long ages had a

pooplo whom he has led, that wo are
the first who come to tho wolls of
salvation opened by Clrist and his
apostles. I will nlso assumo that you
aro strict adhoronts of method in this
great study, 80 a8 to make your results
comprehensive,

“Two things, however, I especially
commend to your thoughts. Tho first
i this—Obristianity in Christ, Ltho near-
ness to Him and His image, i the ond
of all your efforts. Thus tho Gospols
which continually present to us one
pattern, have a kind of precedence
among the books of the Holy Scriptures.
I adviso you remombering that the
Scripturea huve two purposcs—one to
feed the peoplo of Qod in * green
pastures,” the other to servo for proof
of doctrine. Theso aro not divided by
a sharp line from ouo another, yot
they are provinces on the whole distinct,
and in somo ways different. We are
variously called to various worka.
But wo aro all required to feed in the
pastures and to drink in the wells,
For this purpose the Scriptures are
incomparably simplo to all those will-
ing to be fed. Tho same cannot be
aaid in regurd to the proof or construc-
tion of doctrine. This is a desirable
work, but not for us all. It requires
to be possessed with moro of cxternal
helps, more learning and good guides,
more knowledgo of the historical devel-
opment of our religion, which dovelop-
ment ig one of the most wonderfui
parts of all human history, and, in my
opinion, affords also one of the strongest
demonstrations of its truth and of the
power and goodness of God."”

.

LITTLE TIM.

A ARM bearts are sometimes

. (3 found under ragged jackets,

asig shown by the following
incident :~—

A kit iz a box of tools of whatover
outfit is needed in any particular
branch of business,

It surprised the shiners and news-
boys around the post-offico the other
day to seo ““Littlo Tim” coming among
them in a quiet way, and hear him
8oy : “Boys, I want to sell my kit
Here's two brushes, a hull box of
backing, and a good stout box, and the
outfit goes for two shillings.”

* Goin’ away, Tim 1” inquired one.

“ Not 'zactly, boys, but I want a
quarter the awfullest kind just now.”

“ Goin’ on a skursion?” asked an.
other.

‘“Not to-dsy, but T must have a
quarter,” he answered.

One of the lads peassed over the
change and took the kit; and Tim
walked straight to the counting room
of a daily paper, put down the money
and said, *“ I kin write if you give me
& pencil.”

Wih alow moving fingers, he wrote
a death notice. It went into the paper
almost ag he wrote it, but you wight
not have seen it. He wrote :—

“Died -Litul Ted—of Searlet foser , aged
three years. Puneral to morruw, guoe up to
heaven, left one brother.” 4

“Was it your brother?" asked the
cashier.

Tim tried to brace up,b ¢t couldn't.
The big tears came up, his chin quis-
ered, “I—I had to sell my kit to do
it, b—but he had his arms around my
neck when he d—died,"”

He hurried awsy home, but the
news went to the boys, and they
gathered into a group and talked. Tim
had not boen Lome an hour before a

barefooted boy left the kit on the door-
step aud in the box was a bouquet of
fl s wors, which had been purchased in
tho market by pennies contributed by
tho crowd of ragged but big-hoarted
boys. Did God over mako a hosrt
which would not rospoud if the right
chord wore touchod 1

TO AVOID DROWNING,

1

g

T is a well known fact, says tho
Scientific American, that any
porson of averago structure and
lung capucity will float mecurly

in water if caro is taken to keop the
hands and arms submorgod and tho
lungs full of wir. Yot in inost oases
poople who are not swimwmers immeodi-
ately raiso their hands above thor
heads and screaw, the moment thoy
find thomselves in doop wator. Tho
folly of such action can bo improssively
illustrated,by means of a half empty
bottle aud a couple of nails, and the
experienco should bo repeated in every
houschold, until all the members—par-
ticularly the womon and childron—
realize that tho only chauco for safoty
in doep water, lies in keeping tho hands
uuder, and the mouth shut,

Any short-necked, square-shouldered
botile will answer, and tho nails can
oasily bo kept in place by a rubber
band or string. First ballast the bot-
tle with sand, so that it will just float
with tho nails pointed downwardy, then
by turning the nails upward the bottle
will be either forced under the wator
at once, or will be tipped over so that
tho water will pour into the open
month, and down it will go. To
children the experiment is a very
impre sive one, and the moral of it is
easily understood. It may prove a
life-saving lesson,

CURING A BAD MEMORY.

) OUR memory is bad, perbaps,
(. but I can tell you two secrets
f@ that will cure the worst mem-

ory. One—toread asubject
when atrongly interested. Tho other
is not only read, but think. When
you have read a paragraph or a page,
stop, close the book, and try to remem-
ber the ideas on that page, and not
only recall them vaguely in your mind,
but put them into words and speak
them out, Faithfully follow these two
rules, and you have the golded keys of
knowledge. Bemdoinattentive reading,
thero are other things injurious to
memory. Onois the habit of skimming
over newspapers, all in a confused
Jumble, never to be thought of aguin,
thus dihigently cultivating a habit of
careless reading hard to break, Another
is the reading of trashy novels. Noth-
ing is so fatal to reading with profit,
ag the habit of running through story
after story, and forgoting them as
soon es read. I know a grey-haired
woman, a life-long lover of books, who
gadly declares that her mind has been
ruined by such reading.

Wiuges Sir George Rose was dining
on one occasivn with the late Lord
Langdale, his host was speaking of the
diminutive church in Langdale, of
which bis Lordship was patron. * It
is not bigger,” said Lord Langdale,
“than this dining room.”  * N,”
returned Sir George, “and the living

ot half 80 goud.” -Zondun Suciety.
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