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PLEASANT HOURS.
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THE oTIR ULEVATOR IN 1Y EIFFEL TOWEDR,

Time and Eternity.
BY F. A, I

Oxk by one, hfo's sands are sinking,
As wo near tho heavonly goal,

And by faith we hear the ]’mrsmotcs,
Stealing on the waiting soul,

Little workers in tho vineyard,
Firmani true, with armour bright,

Standing with the shicld and helmet,
In the glorious morning hght,

Aumonr hearera for the Master,
Givded with the sword of peace,

Rest not, rest not, till the wafare
*Mid the stori of life shall cease.

Tune is but a silent river
Rolling on 'mad storm and strife,
Watting not, or kice-hing uever,
Gief or sorrow  this gy Lfc

Let us then be up and duing,
Here « & cannat alwayy stay ;
Laety moment mahes a Lifetime,
Shurt-lived as a surmer duy

Though the storm clonds hover o’cr ns,
Amd tho ballows roll Lelow ;

With his rod and staff to gunicus,
Wo need never fear the foe,

Unward then, the prize awaits us !
Uasard thewugh the glorious strifo t

Iu cu:rmli wath raptur,
Wo shall wear the rrown of Jife.

Bermuda,
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JESUS SHINING IN.

A visitor went one cold day last spring
to see a poor youug girl. kept at home by a
lame hip. The room was en tho north side
of 2 bleak honse. It was not a pleasant
prospect without, nor was there much that
was plonsant or cheerful withm, Poor girl |
what a cheerless lifushie has of it, T thought,
a< 1 saw how sho was situated ; and 1
wanodiatoly thought what @ pity it was
her room was on the north side of tho
[TRHT N

** You nover havoany sun,” 1 said ; *'not
a say comes in at thoso windows. That 1
call a misfortuno. Sunshine iseverything;
1 lave the sun.”

’

*“Oh,” sho answored, with tho sweetest
smile 1 ever saw, ‘“my sun pours in at
every window and oven through the
cracks.” I am suro I looked surprised.
*ThoSun of Righteousness,” sho said softly
~¢*Jesus. e shines in hero and nakes
overything bright to mo.” I could not
doubt her. She looked happier than any-
one I had seen for many a day. Yes ! Josus
shimng 1n av the window can mako any
spot heautiful and any home happy.
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HARVESTING-ANTS IN PALES-
TINE.,
BY REV, JAMES NEIL.

It has bheen observed that the various
species of ants which are found in Europe
lis durmant during the winter ; thoy there-
fure neither require nor lay up food for
that season.

Nutwithstanding tho oxplicit statement
of Senpture to the contrary, some will say
18 the samoe it the East. On one occa-
ston, while encamped about the middlo of
March, near Tiberias, on the western coast
of the Lake of Gahlee, I witnessed a sight
that has left no doubt in my own mind on
this subject. I was walking in the imme-
diato neighbourhnod of our tents, when I
anticed a line of largo black ants marching
towards their nest, which was hidden ata
distance amongst tho rich wild growth;
anothor party was passing them cmpty-
handed on their return. Those who woro
making for their nest wero each laden
with a grain of barley longer and larger
than themsclves. They mauaged to drag
tho grain with singular rapidity, and had
overy appearanco of having been thus en-
gaged for a length of time. Tho work was
proceeding in a most orderly and methodi-
cal way, overy one of the host being loaded
in sinnlar manner. It looked liko a mov-
i“% multitude of barleycorns,

Vhat was going on undor my oyes was
not the mero supply of the daily nceds of
tho insect commuuity, but the harvesting
of food that was to be laid up in storo
against wintor. No ono who had witnessed
it could doubt this, any more than if he
find sasn fleldimioe in Bingland laylug up &

almost ashamed to say No any longer.
particular.
along the street. 3
what they will,” And ho means what o says. ]
struck just when ho did, the adder would have fastened its fangs upon him.

sheop ranch in

voue 18 getting loud.
fom tho eyes.
8ttihe

about whose tmn it was to spin.

his kmfe and stabbed the other to death.

it made a deadly stroke. . .
Here again 1 see another deadly old serpent getting ready to spring at a lovely .

youth. His comrades have asked him to drink with them so often, that he is getting
A voice is whispering, ** Come now, don't be toe

Do it just this once to pleaso them.” But just then he sces o man go staggering
He says, **No, I'll not do it, let tho boys aa

He struck just at tho right time.

The boy’s conscience awakes.

storo of beech-nuts at a timo when their
food is most abundant. Henco theaccurucy
and beauty of that striking figure of thrift
and industry given by tho inspired natur-
alist. ‘‘Gotothe ant, thou sluggard ; con-
sider hor ways and be wise; which, having
no guide, averseer, or ruler, provideth her
bread in tho summor, and gathereth her
food in the harvest.” Again, in his enum-
oration of four things which aro **exceed-
ing wise,” ho writes: ““The ants are a
people not strong, yeot thoy prepave their
food in summer.”
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THE APPLE IN THE BOTTLE.

Ox the mantelpicée of my grandmother's
best parlor, among other marvels, was an
applo ina vial. 1t quito filled up the body
of the bottle, and my childish wonderment
wag: ** How conld it have gat thero 2 By
stealth I climbed a chair to see if tho bottle
would unserow, or if thero had been a joint
in the glass throughout the longth of the
vial. I wassatisfied by carcful observation
that neithor of these theories could be sup-
ported, and the apple remained to moan
enigma and a mystery.  Ono day, walking
in the garden, 1 saw it all. 'Thero, ona
trec, was a vial tied, and within it a tiny
apple which was growing within the crystal.
Tho apple was pat into the bottle while it
was hittle, and it grew thero.  Just so wo
must catch the little men and women who
swarm our streets—we call them boys and
girls—and introduce them within the in-
tluence of thoe Church ; for, alas! it is hard
indeed to rcach them when thoy have
ripened into carelessness and sin.~—Spur-
geon. )

-

—“Hullo!” £iid tho chestnut to the
robin, “What are you?” I'm alittle
bird,” said the robin.  *“ What aro you?"
“I'm a littlo burred, too,” said the chest~
nut.

—Secdy Party (contemplating himself in
a pocket mirror) : * Hero I am wearing tho
boots of & bank managor, the trousers of a
landed proprictor, a baron’s coat and vest,
and even a count’s hat, and in spite of all
that, 1 look like a tramp,"

. . ' . _ .
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STRIKE BEFORE IT I8 COILED.
A smany boy killed n rattlesnake, one day, on a

“ What did you kil it with?” asked a lady, who was.
visiting at his father’s house. . :
¢ An old club—an old picket pin. T dug it out of tho ground.”
“Weron't you afraid 7" . . .
“A littlo, but then I atruck it beforo it got coiled up. A
mattlesinko can't strike until it gets coiled up.”
1 don’t know how correct Freddy was in this theory—I would not -
put much confidence in a rottlcsnake, cither coiled or uncoiled, but
L believo there is a lesson in his words which is worth minding.
Hero 1 think I sco tho old sorpent called DBad Tomper quickly
cothiug 1teelf, gotting ready to striko its poisonous fangs somewlhiere.
Theo fnco 18 flushing with crimson.
A dark frown covers the features.
Hadn’t you letter strike it before it gets outire[y coilcd? Botter cven
throttle at, and hold it firm until it uncoils, and fiually gives up ita life. There
is no telling what troublo this old serpent will give you unless it is

brathers ouce got into a quarrel about a top.
But they becamo so angry that ono pulled ous..

The serpent got fully coiled that time, and

forty passcngors, with
frout removed, showing
juterior. B. General view
of one leg of the Towor atthe
baso, showing tho actual .
dlino. 1. Hydraulic eylinder,
2. 'Ivavolling multiplying pulleys,
3. Stationary multiplying pulleya,
4. Doublo landing platfrom,
Car ascending, moving on trucks at
anglo shown to first  story, whero,
rounding a sharp curve, it continues
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Fire is flasling
It is almost ready ta.

ut down. Two
It wns avery trifling matter—all -

If ho hadn't
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B VETERAN OF 1812

THE LIFE OF

James FitzGibbon.

BY

Mary Agnes. IFitzGibbon.
Cloth. with IHustratious, $1.00,

This interesting and valuable book gives us.
the life story of aman whosename is honourel”
in Canad an history - one of the bright galaxy
of British officers who achieved fame in the
war of 1512-14. At the close of the war he”
setiled in Toronto, whete hefilled various civil -
aad wmilitary offices, lieing for mauny years-
Clerk of the Legislative Assembly. “Hig re-*
markable carcer is well told. The book is as
much a history as a biography, ‘and fur. -
nishes much intercsting matter réletizo &
tho war before mentioned, and to the stirring -
times of tho rebellion of 1837. o

Portraits of Fit2Gibbon and Laura: Sccord, |
-aud & number of fine engravings 6f points of
histotic intercst add to the attractivenessof -
the book. A handsome design for the covey, - :
consisting of a drawing of L'it2Gibbon's .twa
awords crossed, gives the book-a striking amd- ]
handsome appearance, ~

This is a book every Canadian boy shoakd
have the chance to read, Ho will'réad it wilk -
delight, and will leurn lessons of manly inde’,
pendenco, integrity, honcaty and indnsfiy
‘from its pages. : T
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