PLEASANT HOURS.

7

What I Live For.
BY J, LINNEUS BANKS,

1 live for those who lova me,
Whoee hearts are kind and true;
For the heaven that smiles above me,

And awalts my spirit too;
For a1l human tles that bind me,
For the task by God assigned mo,
For the bright hopes yet to find me,
Aund the good that I can do.

I llve to learn their atory,
Who suffered for my sake:
‘To emulate thelr glory,
And follow in their wake;
Bards, patriots, martyrs, sages,
‘I'he heroic of all ages,
Whose deeds crowd history's pages,
And time’s great volume make.

I livo to hold communion

With all that is divine,
To feel there is a union

'Twixt Nature’'s heart and mine,
To profit by affifction,
Reap truth from flelds of fiction,
Grow wise: from convictlon,

Fulfil God's grand design.

1 live to hall that season
By glfted ones foretold,

When men shall live by reasol,
And not alone by gold;

\When man to man united,

And every Wrong thing righted,

‘The whole world shall be lighted,
As Eden was of old.

{ live for those who love me,
For those who know me true,
:‘or the heaven that smiles above me,
And awaits my coming, too;
for the cause that lacks assistance,
‘or the wrong that needs resistance,
Jor the future in the distance,
And th good that I can do.

A Methodist Soldrer

ALLAN-A-DALE.

CHAPTER II

A TRAIN OF CIRCUMSTANCES.

1t was a warm and quiet Sunday after- !

noon in June when the curious train of

son &nd have a aug o’ beer on & Bunday
11xe the rest of us 1"

Thero was a snicker from the other
men, and Michael turacd rouud.

* Mary says—""' I began,

It was an upfortunate beglnning.

Michael flushed,

**What have I got to do with Mary,"
ho said with an oath, “or a hang-dog
young Methody like yourself 7"

*“There's the right sort of young
cockerel for ynu,” shouted Harter, with
a bigger oath~he rarely oponed bis
mouth without one, and irdeed in many
ways was the biggest blackguard I ever
met in the army or out of it. ** See
He's got the right etuff in

** Aye, that T have,” sald Michael. Il
fight him cr any other man my weight
and age.”

Prize-fighting was a fashionable amuse-
ment in those days, and even the young-
sters were taught to use thelr fists for
the amusement of older men, while many
a one knew the language of the r.ng-
elde before he knew his cat ~hism.

As Michael spoke he slid the table
and began to take his coat ou.

It was no easy position for me to bo in.
1 was no coward, and in one or two of
those little affrays that come the way of
every boy 1 had not como off second
best; but my tralniug had been of the
atrictest, and, whether I would or no, I
knew that a fight for the amusement of
the crowd of ale-houso loafers was no
fit occupation for a Sunday afternoon.

The men saw the hesitancy in my face.
‘ Your other bird {s a bit shy,” one sald
to Harter.

' Oh, they're a breed ol cowards,'” eald
Harter contemptuously. “It's lucky we
haven't many of trtem In the army.
Who ever saw a Methody fight ? I couid
lick 'a crowd of 'em in spite of my game
leg.
“I'll fight on Monday,” I sald, *but
this day I will not fightt As for
Michael, he’s wanted In better company
than he's In just now, and that's my
message to him.”

1 turned on my heel aud went my way,
leaving Jfichael looking foolish, rnd rot
heeding the jeer of Harter or the clod
that hit me in the middle of the back.

The next day I went to my shepherd-
ing as usual, and thought but little of
iy reception at “ The George.” It was
evident that Michael ad been drinking,
though his father had many u time pro-
mised to thrash any .aan who gave the
boy even as much as a drop out of his
glass. I thought it likely he would have
forgotten all about the Incident next
morning. But ag it turned out I was
wrong.

I was up in the higher pasture all that
day, keeping an eye on a small flock of
sheep wkich Erling had recently pur-
chased with a view to improving his
stock. They were of the short-legged,
weighty variety, just then Introduced by
a few enterprising men who saw that
there was value {n mutton as well as
wool, and Erling was both proud and
careful of them. Every day I had to
take them to the hest pasture and bring
them carefully back at night. He would
take no chance of loss with animals of
80 much value.

The sun had dropped below the trees
when T entered a narrow lane on the
outskirts of the village, driving the
sheep before me. At a bend in the road
1 came suddenly face to face with
Michael. He was leaning against 2
bank, and whittling at the knob of a
beavy stick whicn he had sevidently
chosen with some care from a number

circumstances which eventually led to a
great change in my life was started by
an unfortunate affair in which Joe Harter
and Michae! took the chief part. i
Michael and T were at that time both |
turned sixteen years of agc and much oZ |
the samo height, though he was better ,
shaped, and did not show the marks of i
the fleld labour as I did. i
I was coming down from the big house
where I had been to take a message, anc !
in returning had to pass “ The Gecrge,”
as the village inn was called {n honour
of the first of that name. Just before :
“leaving the house, Mary, the maid, caught .
me by the arm.
“If you see Master Michael,” said she, ,
“tell him to come home. The master

i he were lying in wait for me, and I won-

that lay at his feat. It looked as though

dered whetber it was possible he could ,
still feel any anger towards me on ac-
count of the affair at “ The George.”

He seemed to be expecting me, for
when he caught sight of the sheep he ,
sprang to his feet and barred the way.

Neither of us spoke for 8 moment.

* Lot mo pass with the shcep, Michael,”
1 sald at length, ““and I will come back
and talk with you after.” ,I was hot
with the memory of the insuits I had
received on the previous day, and none
too sorry to have a chance to wipe them
out, but just now the sheep were my
first care.

Michael's face was flushed, and he

me. The Jane was narrow, and °* seemed ' faot that a domeatio was calted a * loal.

1 oould not pass withnut an encounter.

“vYou woull not take your beating
yesterday In your own way, you shall
tako it in mine to-day.”

I now percelved what 1 had not noticed
betore, that Michael had evidently passed
some of his time during the day In the
company of Joo Harter at the ale-house,
and the one-legged rascal had plied the
boy with drink to such an extent that
he secarce know what he was anviog.

Just as I was consldering how 1 might
best tackle him, there was a sound of
pattering of feet behind him which made
bim turn round.

“Hero comes Miss Spoll-sport,” ho |

said, with onec of Harter's oaths; " now
you shsall have the stick waether you
like 1t or not.”

Ard with that ho swung the club once
round his head and hurled It with all his
force at me.

hether the drink had made his aim
bad, or simply tho weight ot the stick
wae more than he could then control, it
flew wide of its mark, and fell with an
ugly crash across the head of ono of the
sheep.

1 jumped forward in anger, but hefore
1 could touch him Ellen was by his slde.

*“Oh., Michael, Michael!" cried the
little girl, panting, * sco what vou have
done.” And with that she ran to the
spot where the club had struck, scatter-
ing the sheop with the exception of one
which lay stil}, and, I feared, dead, on the
road,

Michael appeared stunned for & mo-
ment by the mischlef he had caused, and
then turned and went sullenly fn the
direction of the village.

“It i1 dead! I'm sure it §s dead!"
sobbed the little girl. *“ What will
father say when he hears this? I'm
sure he will nearly kill Michacl. It was
only just now he hearé again that ho
has been with Joe at ‘ The George,’ and
1 came running d.yn to flnd him and
warn him to keep out of the way until
father was less angry.”

The distress of the tittle girl was so
great that for a time I knew not what
to say or do. The sheep was uudoubt-
edly deaé, and I knew only too well that
it was one which Erling bad recently
bought. Here was undoubtedly a very
serfous matter for which I should have
to answer 1. some way or other.

Jurt at present, however, 1 was too
much distregsed at the sight of the liwtle
girl kneeling in the muddy road by the
alde of the dead sheep, to think or care
much else. I had one thought only, and
that how I might best comfort her.

“ Don't be afraid,” I said; “ your father
need never know who did it.”

She looked up at me with a smile In
her tear-stained face. ‘Do you mean
that you will not tell him that Michael
did it 2

“ Aye,” 1 sald, “ T will not tell him.”

She clapped her hands for very joy.

“Then you WII say it was an accl
aent.”

* Nay, I ecannot say that.”

* you must not say you did It she
sald, with a wondering and warning look.

I 20w saw that I was thoroughly com-
mitted to one course only.

I will tell no untruth about {t,” 1
sald, *oue way or the other. It your
father asks me I shalil tell him that I did
not do it. If he asks me who did it I
will not answer.”

* You are sure you will not ?” said the .

Httle girl. ** Michael sometimes says he

will not, but father takes his whip and :

makes him."”
It was evident that she realized the
gerlousness of the word I had given, and

+ I began to realize it too. But I would

not go back, if onlr for fear of seeing the
tears comne again in that now grave and

, solemn little face.

So 1 again gave my word to the iittle
gir], aund this time she shook me by the
band, and sald good bye, and then ran
away to the village, while I was left be-
hind with my sheep, living and dead.

(To be continued.)

HOW OUR ANCESTORS ATB.
A thousand years ago, when tte dinner

y Was ready to be served, the first thing

has been asking for him, and I am ; tapped the road with the knob of the ( brought into the great ball was the

afraid he is wita Harter again.” |

I nodded assent, and plodding along
the heavy road soon came in sight of,
*The George.” A number of farm-
hands were seated in front on benches.
Among them I could seze Harter, wrile
on a table swinging his legs in the .ir
sat Master Michasl,

I went up to him, preparing to give
him quietly my message, but as I dfd so,
Harter, who divined what my punrpose
was and seemed to take a malicious plea-
sure in getting his pupi. into trouble,
sang dut:

* Hullo, Methedy, wanl to cut the par-

stiea.

“Only & better man than I passes,
along this road,” he sald.

* Let the sheep go home, and 1'11 prove .

lips at onve.

**So you think yourself a better man
than I,” sald Michael, ““and yesterday
wouldn’t dare show it ?”

“ Not on the Sabbath,” I sald.

* Wor'd you Jdare it now ¥’ he replied,
twisting the heavy stick in his hand as
it his fingers itcted to use {t. ,

I looked at Michael, and then at the |
shoep now crowding on oither side of |

table.  Movable trestles were brought,
on which were piaced Dboards. and all
were carrled away again at the close of
the 1eal. Upon this was iald the table-

{1t was the answer that came to my , cloth. which in some of the old pictures

is represented as having a4 handsome em-
broidered border. There i3 an old Latin
riddle of the elghth century in which

the table says: *‘1I feed peopls with

many kinds of food. First, I am a
quadruped and adorned with bhandsome
clothing; then I am robbed of my ap-
pare! and lose my legs also.”

The food of the Anglo-Saxon was
largely bread. This is hinied in tho

| sater.'” and tha lady of the hovea was
the " loaf-giver ™ The bdread was haked

in round, flat cakes, which tha gupers

"stiticn of tha ~00K marked with a croee
to preserve them from tha perils of the

_fire.  Milk, butter, aud cheeran were alsa
eaten.  The principal meat was bacun,

‘a8 the acorns of tho odk foreste which

then covered a largs part of England,

eupported pnumerous droves of swine
Qur Aznglo-2axon forefathess wern no'

Sonly hearty eaters, but, nnfortunately

‘desp drinkers. The drinking-horns were

_at first literally horne, and so mu:t be

» immediately emptied when AAllsd

Later, when the prim'tive horn had

; brcn replaced by & glagan eup, it retained

.8 tradition of ita rade predecessor in ft.

"ghapr, for it had a flaring top while

i tapering toward the basn, to that it tuo
had to bn empticd at a draught.

i Each arest wae turnished  with o
epoon;: while hix knife Un aiwavs carried
fn his belt: as for forke, wlo dreamed of
them when naturs had ghen man teq

 fingers 7 But von wlll se why a ser
vant with a basin of water and A fowe]
always preseated himself to each gueat
belfore dinner waa served and after
was ended. Roasted meat wua served
on the s’plt or ™d on whirh 11 wa-
cooked, and the guest ent off or tare nff
a plece to suit hlmself.  Boiled meat
was lald on the cakes of bread, nr Liter
on thick slices of bread ealled trenvh
era” from a Norman word meanlog "tn
cut,” as these were to earve the nnoat
on, thus preserving the tabin.cloth fram
the Inife. At it the trencher wa-
naten or thrown to the dage hnt at .«
later date {t was put {nto a buvket arst
given to the poor.

Durlng the latter part of the Middle
Ages the most conrpleuous ohject on the
table was the salt.cellar. This wa-~
generally of gfiver fn the form of a shiy
It was placed in the centre of the Inpg
table, at which the whole housrhabl
gathered, my lord and lady, their family
and guests belng at one end, and thelir
retainers and servants at the other.  Sa
one's position in regard to the salt was o
test of rank the gentlefolks ritting
*“agove the galt” and the ycomanry be.
low it&. In the house of the great noble.
dinner wag served with much ceremony
At the hour a stately prucession entered
the hall Firrt came geveral musfefans
followed by the steward bearing the rad
of office, and then came a long line nf
servants carry lug different dl-hea Soms
{dra of the variety and profusion may be
gained from tho provislon made by Kiny
Henry 1. for his hougehold at Chri:dmas

“1254. This included * thirty-one oxen
one hundred pige. three hundred anid
fifty-six fowls, twenty-nine hares, Qfty-
nine rabbjts, alne pheasants, ff1y-six
partridges, sixty-right woodcock, thirty
nine plovers and three thousand ecggs."

Mapy of our favourits dishes haowve
degcended to us from the Middle Agew
Macaroons havs servegd as dessert sined
the days of Chancer. Our favourits
winter Dbreakfast, griddle-cakes, has
comec down to ux from the far-away
Britona of Wales. while boys ha.e
lunched on gingerbread and girls on
pickles and jellivs =inee the time of Ed
ward II., more than five hundred yerara
agu.—8. S. Claszmate.

WHAT A JUNIOR CAN DO.
| BY REV. J. B. ALBROOK, D.D.

How the Holy Spirit may make use of
a Ittle nine-year-old Junior, who tx
thoroughly consecrated, was shotn at
R —, on my district. During a revival
Haze, F became greatly interested In
twoe young men. Orne of them was her
father's hired man. At first »ho pravest
for them jn sccrel. Then, *ith bher
mother'a consent. she went and gawve
turtn o persural nvtation when seekess
weéoe Invited to the altar. This they
treated so lightly that her nother ad
vised her to let them alone in public
The pext day she was observed in her
room. at times on her knees, then leaflng
her Bible, finally writing. '1aols was re-
; peated many times. Often sbe was fn
. tears. Evidently her soul was In
travall.  When her Iatter of appeal and
Scripture references wa3s flnished, wal
her muther A DETMIRSIUG, o RA% 8LL Lo
one of the young men. In a fevw davs
no left town, appareatly unmosved. W, tt-
ing a3 mouthk, howeser, he aruin Haounl
that ke was happiiy cuunvected and had
s united wath the Baptist ¢ hurch. tin
thanked her for the interest she had
shown {n his soul's weifare, declaning
. that she was the means of his convereion.
The prophecy is fuifliled . “ And a Little
. child shall lead them.” Moral It g
, Junlor car lead a careiess fuaa o the
, Baslour, why may out a Scuiur with the
same earnest effort gave soveral ?  Oh,
that 3 hunger for soule may pursems gur

, bpwoilian hosts :—Epworih Heraid,



