PLEASANT HOURS,

dire sweep of vengeance.  Their
master’s writings were publicly burned,
and every curse found in the Romish
tormulug of anathema was heaped upon
his name.  But how could they de-
grade him to whom the Master had
gaid, “Well donet” How disyuiet
him who had entered into the joy of
his Lord ! One weak display of hatred,
like that which disgraces the toes of
Oliver Cromwell, was within their
remh. The bones of the heretic,
buied in the chancel of the church
where he had preached, were defiling
a consecrated ground. His enemies
had long chafid in vexation over his
peaceful death and burial. ¢ Strange,
indeed,” gavs Fuller, ©that a hare
hunted with so many packs of dogs
should die at last quietly sitting on
his form !

In 1425, when in the rain of the
Lollards ull spiritual life scemed trod-
den out in England—when the pro-
fligacy of the *club parliamvnt” and
the avarice and cruelty of the army
in France blackened the English name
—when in sl christendom the one
pure, heroic figure was Joan of Are—
in this midoight of church and state
thelast{val deed wasdone. Wiyclifie's
remains were unearthed and burned
upon the bridge spanning the little
river Switt, that runs past Lutter-
worth, and ths ashes thrown inte the
streamn fo detilo Epglish soil no longer.
Rejected from consecrated ground, he
guincd a Loundless sepulchre.  “The
whole carth,” says Pericles, in his
funeral oration, “1s the tomb of illus-
trious men.”  Fullor says, ¢ This
broock did convey his ashes to the
Avon, Avon into the Severn, Severn
into the narrow seas, they into the
main ocean; and thus the ashes of
Wyclifls were the emblems of his doc-
trine, which is now disprrsed the wide
world over”  So, indeed, it 1& dis-
persed ! On what shore has the Bible
i English not beenread ! What laws
and institutions of our race has it not
affected! In what country has it not
caused some one to say, ‘‘My spiryt
hath gladid in Gad my helthe!”
{From the Magpificat, Luke i. 46.)
It has intluenced every generation that
has ¢“ hestvned stormifully across the
stage out of the darkness east into the
darkness west.”

In 1455, seventy years after Wy-
clifiv’s deaths, the first book was printed.
It was the Mazarir Bible in Latin, of
which six copics are said to be now
existing; one being in the Lenox
library of New York, another at
Hartford. About twenty years later
Caxton printed » Bible in England.
Thas withic a century came two great
biblical epochs of transition—from
Latin into English, and from penman.
ship into print. Think of the slow
toil of Wyclifi*'s penman, and then
note that sinco 184 Bible sosieties
alone (to say nothing of other pub-
lishers) have printed and distributed
more than 150,000,000 Bibles, Testa-
ments, and portions of Seripturs!
But we must take our leave of the
great schoolman, translater, reformer,
and Protestart. It is fitting to pause
at the five-hundredth anniversary of
his death, the last day of this year.
«Wist ye not that this daye is a
prince, nay, a greato manno fallen
doune in Isracl?” The lips of those
that can speak well should rehearse
his virtues and his toils, and all who
love and have freedom by the truth

THE DYING,YEAR.

'% IS the last lonoe hour of the dying year,
Aud the windy are sighing low and
drear,
As they toss the sleet, half snow, half rain,
Like gusty of zand ‘gainst the window-pane,
As | hsten to hear the gladsome shout, g
¢*The New Year in, and the Old Year out.”

No one grieves for the Old Year's death,

As they wait fur his Iatast, failing breath ;

For now that his glory and prime are o'er,

He may go as the years have gone before

Where the bells of time are joviully rung,

O'er the birth of the New Year freeh and
young.

Could a bard of the ages truly sing

Of the changes this same Now Year may
bring,

Has song translated would be hke this-

**Wiale some may quatl front a cup of bliss,

Alas ! for those who may sadly kuo.

How bitter the days in a cup of woe,

Yet gladly we hal thee, bright New ) ear,

With words of welvome and songs of cheer,

When the springtime, and summer and au-
tumn are past,

Ol winter shall grizzle thy beard at lat,

And then when the glury and prime are o'er

Shali go as the yvars have gone befure.

The vears they «ome and the years they go,

While time, with a tide of ceaseless flow,

Is bearing us on through his changinyg hours

Now utider the shadows, now 1ud the flowers,

But ever and anon, toward etermty 8 shore

Where time, with hLis changes, shall come
na wmere.

THREE NEW YEARS.
BY LUCIA E. F. EIUBALL

OME along! Don't be so0
scared! It's only pop-
beer, and this is New
Year'’s. Qome on! Welll
have jolly fun.”

This was spoken by a
handsome, well-dressed
lad, ovidently the leader of a little
group that stood on a streek corner one
clear, bright, winter day. It was
spoken to a smaller boy whose plain face
and poor dress were in striking con-
trast to those of the speaker. Bat his
voice had a manly ring in it as he
angwered decidedly,—

“ No, thank you. I must go home.
My mother wants me, and she wouldn’t
likc to have me drink even pop-beer.”

“ Going home to wash tho dishes
and sweep the houss for your mother
—that'’s great fun for a live boy!
But it’s plenty geod emough for any
one that's afraid of a little pop ”

This last remark was greeted with
a peal of laughter from the group of
boys. Did Josey Reynolds care?  Of
course he cared. Ile was a real live
boy, and not one such likes to bo told
that he is “afraid” to do a thing.
But a truly brave boy would rather
be told this than really be afraid to do
right.

Josey was a kind-hearted, sensitive
lad, who would have liked very much
to have the boys friendly and think
well of him. He was obliged to wear
patched clothes and go without many
things the others had. Harry Joncs
was the leader of the boys in his neigh-
bourkood, and because he could not
influrnce Josey as he did tho others,
he made him the object of many a cruel
jest and much petty ridicule. These
things were like sharp arrows to the
boy's kindly, sensitive naturo; but
Josoy wora u coatof-mail like the
warriors you read about in ancient
history. It kept him brave and pure
and happy in spite of his poverty and
the selfich rudeness of Harry Jones

and his followers ~What was this

M. should glorify God in him. ..____je | armour, do you think{ Iv waa the

love tor his mother that he carried,
warm and bright and protecting, in
his tender young heart. Next to the
love of sur Heavinly Father, this is
the best and satest coat-ofemail any
bov can wear,

Josey's hiome was a very plain,
huudhie leoking  honge. A stranger
would have said there was nothing
attractive about it.  Tio walls bud
once been pointed, but faint stresks
heto “und there of a very indefinite
colour were the only signs ot its former
goad laoks.

There wers five other children in
the fanily. Mr. Reynolds thought
the noisy activity of his younger boys
and girls murh greater proof of smart-
ness than  Jeaey's quiet, thoughtiul
ways, and with his father ho was by
no means & favowite. But one star
shed its clear, soft light over that poor
home and made it like no other place
to the young lad. His mother had
locked iLto the heart of her child and
saw the beantiful blessings ol noble-
ness and tiath that were springing
thue. He knew the many burdens
she had to bear, and hands and fect
were always ready to do her bidding.
Her smile of approbation and the
tender look of love i1n her eves (which
in all after hfe Josey said * were the
loveliest he ever saw ”)—made him so
happy he was repaia for his scli-denial
and the unkindness of his companions,
And then in that humblo home, where
there was so much caro and hard work,
between tho mother and child sprang
up a gentle sympathy which kept both
hearts fresh and warm,

This Naw Year's day was not unlike
a good many othus to Jozey. There
was no great fun in bringing wood and
water, and washing the dishes, and
taking care of the baby. Now and
then he thought of tho boys, and
though he did not want to drink beer
with them, or do what was wrong, he
would haveliked very muchto kavo been
countcd as one of their number and
joined in their sports.

In the efterncon, wlen the sun
made the fields all glistening with its
brightness, Harry Jones, with a sleigh
full of bays, rode by drivicg his father’s
coal-black horsc. The boys looked
very comfortablo and cosy with the
warm, rich robes tucked about them,
and the merry inusic ot the slegh-beila
rang out on the clear air along with
their gay laughter.  Bat, as you know,
Jospy was = brave Loy, aud he m:m-
fully drove away the bitter feehng
that came over him as he watched the
boys ride out ot sight

That evening, as he gat reading the
new book his mother had mansged to
buy for him as a surprise, she sawd
with a grateful look of love, *“1 couldn'c
have got through the day without you,
Josey dear,” and he falt more than
haypy.

As Josey grew older, the lang evean-
ings were spent in study.  The many
little garments to be kept in repair
gave his mother fow lelsure moments,
and she often sewed till late at night.
The quiet hours spent with her after
the sports of the other childrena were
ended, were the happivst of all the
twenty-four.  His moth.r was his
teacher, and when he advanced in
kaowledge beyond what had  been
afforded her, she began to swuwy and
became a scholar that she might aid
and encoursye him.

Ono afterncon in the early spring, | turned resolutely away. "
Mre. Reynolds received o lotter from|  Ancther Now Year's day Joser B
the wusin after whem Joscy was | Reynclds had congu Limself oS

named, who lived in tho city. e
wrote that he wanted an errand boy
in bis storo, and that ho would give
the place to her oldest son if she could
get him ready to come right away.

“He don't geem to remember that
the tellow is named for himself, as he
cills him  “vour oldest gon,’” M.
Reynolds said a little sharply when
the letter was read to him,  * But he
might as well go.  There's nothing for
him to do here, and I reckon he's got
book learnin’ cnough with all his
studying.”

Separation seemed very cruel to
Mre. Reynolds and Josey, but it was
decided that the ofler was teo good to
loge. .

The neighbours wondered that his | &
mother had no more wisdom than to
encourage such a venture,  “Sho
always had high notions,” they said,
“hut she would rue the day she sent
that boy away from home. He never
world do anything without her to
bvack him.”

Mrs Reynolds did not trouble her- |}
sel’ to angwer the objections her |§
nciht ours saw fit to raise.  She knew
how well her boy had learned the
legron of seli-reliance and how deeply
the principles of nobleness and truth
wete written on his young heart. ]
Theugh the parting was a grievous
trial she felt that she cculd trust him
to the tender caro of the Heavenly
Father he was trying to serve; and R
when the time came, he looked so |8
noble and manly arrayed in the new |
suit her own hands had made, she i}
could not repress 2 feeling of mozherly (@
pride that rose in her heart, and which |§
seemed prophetic of future success. |
She had taught him, before, all that in |
this parting bour she could wish him g
to remember, 50 she bad ouiy to fold K
him to her heart, and with fast-falling i3
tears bieathe her tender, * God bless |8
and keep you, my darling boy 1" g

“ J¢a Reynolds is goivg to the city (i
to set up business for himself. Wonder |
how much capital his mother has B
given him?” !

This was Harrv Jones' parting i
thrust, given as Josoy passed the
group ot idlers of which he was, as B
usial, the Jeader. k

Al, Masier Hairy ! this brave boy @
with his pure heart, and his mothers @
Ioves to keep it 80, has a better future B
than yoa with «ll your father’s gold
and siiver.

* * * *

It was a fascinating scene that bitter §
cold night—light and warmth, tempt:’
iog food and spukling wine, merry §§
faces and :ounds of carele's wmirth. ¥
very fempting to one who, like Josey, B
had enly * lodgings™ and meals when
ho could afford them. * Come in and
get warm,” gaid = voice, “you look $
half starved. I'll treat you to some 3
thing that will Liing » little colour i
into your whiteface.,” Couldtherebeany I8
harm if this respectable man was going §§
in mad wanted to take him along! g8
His step was on tho threshold; he 38
felt tho welcome warmth and odour §§
through the open door; but there he J8
hesitated. A calm, sweot face rose up &
before him.  Would it wear tho same i
approving smile, und would these dear
eyc3 bzam on bim so0 mildly, if he er
tered there?

Tho victory was gained! ¢ No, 2
thank you, I'tl no:.go in,” and hefS
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