PLEASANT

HOURS.

Now Every Worning.

Evrnr dny is o frosh boginning,
Every morn is the world mmdo now,

You who are weary of sorrow and sinning,
Here is & beautiful hope for you ;
A hope for mo and s hope for you.

AN the past things are paat and over,
The tasks aro dotio and tho tears aro shed.
Yestorday's ervar, lot yosterduy cover ;
Yesterday's wounds, which sinarted and
bled,
Aro healed with the hiealing which night
has shed.

Yostorday now is a part of forover;
Bouud up in a sheaf, which God holds
tight,
With glad dnys, and sad days, and bad
days, which nuver
Shall visit us more with their bloom nnd
thoir blight,
Thelr fuluess of sunshine or lorm“tul
night,

Let them go, aince we cannot re.live thom,
Cannot undo and cannot atono ;

God in lus merey recoive, forgive them !
Only the new days arv ourown.
To-day is ours, and to'day alone.

Hero are tho skies all burnished brightly,
Hero is tho spent carth all vo-horn,
Hero are tho tired limbs, springing lightly
To jace the sun aud to sharo v.nh the
morn
In the chrism of dew and tho cool of
dawn,

Every Qday is a fresh beginning;
Listen, my soul, to thp glad refrain !
And, in gpite of all sorrow, and older
sinning,
And puzales forecastod, and possible pain,
Take heart with the day, nud begin agai ..
—Susan Coolidge.
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POOR MEG
BY L. L B,

Mra6 was the child of a rag-picker,
who livad ir a miserable hut in a
dark alley of the great city.

She hiad nover known whst it was
to be loved, for her poar, heart-broken
wother died wheo sho was a wep baby,
and her drusken father was very un-
kind to her. Meg was very lauely, and
she often wighed she had a brather or
a sister. Her father was gone all day,
and often all night.  She woyld sit and
listen in her dark, cold roown until she
heard him staggeriug over the rickety
 stairs, and then she would crawl away
to her bed of straw upon the floor.
Sho tricd to keep the house as well as
"she could, but thero seemed to be
nothipg tokeep.  She would brush the
rough board floar, and dust the two
broken chairs, and spread up her poor
hard bed, apd wash the few broken
dishes, and her work was dgne,

The poor child was oftenvery hyngry,
but she was too proud to heg, and her
faco grew thin and paler as tho days
went by.

When the warm spring days camo
our Meg’s heart grew lighter. 8he
watched the little mys of sunshine
that crept-through the cracks to peep
at her, and sho often wondered what it
could-be to see & whole world of sun-
shine.-i She had ‘heen told that her
moth8r hiad gono to a beautiful world
S | whero sho was at rest, and dMeg often

. longed to go to her, and wondered if

One tright sumuer day Meg went
to the world of sunshino. She had
heen sick for severnl days, and a kind
lady found lLier lying wlone upon her
miserablo bed with n scorching fever.
Every day she brought her lovely
flowers, and bathed her aching head,
and told her about Jesus who loved
and cored for her, and about the
beautiful home where she would never
besick any more. She listened eagerly,
and o smile came over her faco as sho
clasped hor flowers tightly in her thin,
white hands, and said, “Oh I sce
sunshine—n lovely world of sunshine 1"

Meg had no kind friends to mourn
for her as she was laid away in her
«] quiet resting-place, but her little spirit
had gone to Jesus, and wo mny bo sure
ho had  beautiful home prepared for
her.

THE OLIVE.

THE olive tree is a native or Syria
and other Asiatic countries ; and, per-
hays, also of the South of Europe. It
is, in its wild state, only a thorny
shrub; but becomes by cultivation a
tree, reaching & height of from twenty
to forty feet, and entirely without
thorns. It lives a number of years,
attaining a great age; and, onaccount
of the quantity of fruit which it pro-
duces, an olive tree is considered 2 very
valuable picco of property.

Its leaves are of a dull, dark green
upon the upper side, but scaly and
whitish-gray upon the lower one. The
flowers are small and white; the fruit
is sometimnes round, sometimes oval,
and not often larger than a pigeon’s
egg. It is valued principaily for the
oil expressed from it, which is highly
prized as a dressing for various kinds
of salnd, and is used, though tc a
smaller extent, in medicine.

Olives, gathered before they are
quite ripe, are well known among epi-
cures, as a restorer of the appetite;
though their taste is disagreeable at
first to most persons, many become
fond of them after a time, and eat
them with great relish.

The wood of the olive tree is used for
tho finest purposes by cabinet-makers
and turners; its colour is a greenish-
yellow, murked with black, cloudy
pots and veins. The wood of the reot
is especially beautiful; paper-weights
and a variety of small ornamental
articles aro made from it.

The olive was a sacred tree among
the ancient Greeks, and it is often
spoken of in the Bible. It was an
olive leaf that the returning dove
brought to Noah as.a token that the
waters of the flood no more covered
the earth. It was upon tho Mount of
Olives that our Saviour wept over
Jerusalem ; and there, in the Garden
of Gethsemane, under the grand old’
olivo trees, that ho knelt to pray upon
that dreadful night preceding his
crucifixion and death for us.

An olive branch is, among all
Oriental nations,-the emblem of peaco;
and a crown of olive leaves was the

Olympic QGamee. Tho olive tree has
been cultivated in Syrin, and most
other Eastern lands, from very early
times,

‘I WANT PAPA.”
BY MATTIE DYKR BRITTS.

It was late in the day, just verging
into night, and in tho city strcets
brillinnt lights were already flashing
out. Especially fromn certain glittering
dens, where the light stole through
coloured glass doors and windows, and
inside chandeliers twinkled, silver
shone, pictures hung in gilded frames,
and there was light and duzzle every-
where.  Bxcept among the motley
throngs who came crowding and jost-
ling up to the bar, eager for the fiery
draught which would destroy ulike
body and soul, it scemed a strange
thing for a child to come in among
that drinking, swearing crew. Yet the
door opened, and a small, shrinking
figure crept in, and looked about with
a frightencd air, as if in search of some
one.

“Ihat do you want, young 'unt”
demanded the burly bar-keeper.

“J want my pa, please!” answered
the child. “Ma'’s sick, and she wants
him to come home.”

“Here, Bryant, here’s your kid after
you!” said the bar-keeper, turning to
a mawn who had alrendy drank too
much. *Better go with her.”

#'When I git ready—not afore,” said
the man, in a surly way.

But the child put up her hands, and
pleaded pitifully: «“Oh, pa, please
comoe! Ma's sick, and there’s no bread
in che cupboard. Don’t drink any
more to-night, pa; but please come
home.”

“Bryant, go along, and be a man
for once,” said a man next himn, whe
haa not yet lost all sense of shame
And Bryant, with a muttered oath,
followed the child out of the saloon to
the home which had once been a happy
one.

Drunken {.ther, sick wife, and half
clad child! When will the temperance
army fight so bravely that there shall
be no salpons whero shrinking, shiver-

“Where is my pat” But thousands
of homes shall be blest in fathers and
husbands restored to new life.

WESLEY'S ©ACT.

Tne f{following anecdote of the
foundar of Mothodism has, we believe,
never been published. It reaches ug
from a trustworthy source, and it illus-
trates in @ remarkable manner the
mingled tact and piety of that eminent
man.

Although Wesley, like the Apostles,
found that his preaching did not
greatly affect the mighty or the noble,
still he numbered some families of good

I position among his followers. It-was

at the houso of one of these that the
incident hero recorded took place.
Wesloy had beon preaching, and a

ing children agk, in tones of terror: ]

a girl remarknblo for her beauty, had
been  profoundly impressed by his
exhortations. After the sermon Wesloy
was invited to this gantlenmn’s house
to luncheon, and with himself one of
his preachors was ontertained. This
preacher, like many of the class at that
time, was a man of plain manners, and
not conscious of tho restraints of good
society. The fair young Mothodist sat
beside him at the table, and he noticed
that she wore a number of rings.
During o pause in the meal the preacher
took hold of the young lady’s hand, and
raiging it in tho air, called Wesley’s
attention to the sparkling jeweln.
“What do you think of this, sir,” ke
said, “for a Methodist’s hand 3"

The girl turned crimson. TYor
Wesley, with his known and expressed
aversion of finery, the question was a
peouliarly awkward one. But the aged
ovangelist showed a tact which Chester-
field might have envied. He looked
up with a quiet, benevolent smile, and
simply said : “The hond is very beauti-
fu]",

The blushipg beauty had expected
something far different from a reproof
wrapped up with such felicity in a
compliment. She had the good sense
to say nothing; but when, a few hours
later, she again appeared in Wesley's
presence, the beautiful hand was
stripped of cvery ornament except
those which nature had gwen.—-Lmzdon
Socwty

HOW SNAXES MAXE THEIR.
TQILET.

It gseems rather funpy to speak of
snakes asdressing and undressing ; yet
this they certainly do qulw as fully as
hyman beings, although it i3 true that
their wardrobe requires fewer and less
variety of articles than ours. After a
long voyage, after a geason’s retirement
or hibernation, and on various other
occasigns, they find thewselves ia need

{ of a new dress to replaco their old.anu

soiled germent, and immediately pro-
ceed to evolve one. They are very
modest creatures, never shedding their
old clothes until they are fully clad in
their new oncs. )
Prior to shining forth resplendentin
fresh attire, o serpent seeks rétirement,
if possible. Me becomes blind for a
few days, refuses food, and appears to
be in a melancholy state generally.
Perhaps, like some human beings, ho

‘| has worked too hard on his new suit.

‘When all is completed and ready for
exhibition, he begins at_the lips to ox-
tricate himself from tho old dress, rub-
bing against whatever may be -in his
way to expedite the matter. The
first part of the process is apt to be
rather tedious; but as he progresses
he works more rapidly. When he
reaches the ribs they assist the opera-
tion, until finally the old skin 4s shed
ontire, turned .inside out, and Mr.
Snake rovels in his nelv suit,

His cyes, covered by - a perfectly
transparent layer of cuticle, ard. bright
sud bemntiful. It is mﬁylu’o this
cuticlo is formmg ove eye t‘hx\b
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1he serpent is hlmd.—GoodL_‘
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