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PLEASANT HOURS.

BOB'S VALENTINE.

7 K had such fun on Valentinc's Day
With tho little girls who live over

the way |

Teddy sud I, and Jed and Jos,

ficked out the prettiest girls, you know,

And wrote ‘em things about ** Violets blae,

And sugar 18 swoet, and so are you.”

And anly that Bobby said it was meag,

1 wanted to write, ** The grnas iy groen,

Aud 20 aro you,"” and send it ont

To a girl we fellows don’t caro about.

But Bobby he’s qneor, and doesn't go

For tun like the rest of us chaps, you know,
Why who do you think he choss to be

His Valentiuve] Now, if 1'd been he,

1d rather have chosen—Never miod ;

111 te'l you about it, and f'ou will find

That if ever you want a fellow that’s queer,
You'll get him in Bobby, never you tear.

You see, wo boys we had sll picked out,

As [ 'old you, the prettiest girls about,

But Bob bo said there wasn't a girl

As pretty as his, and there wasn’t a curl

Op any girl'shead that could half compare

With his chosen Valentine's soft, fine imir,

And he said her eyes were a whole lot bluer

Thap any skies, and double the truer,

And that be was goivg to be her kaight,

Aund take care of hor always with mamn and
might.

He wouldn't tell us his Valentine's nameo

Tiil the regular (ay for Valentines cameo,

Apd wamma hiad hers, and sister, you know

(Of course from papa aud sistsr's bean,)

Then Bob he told uy to come ahead,

And ho d prove the tiuth of all he had said.

And where do you think he took us boys?

Hushing us up at the leastest voiss,

And waking us promise not to laugh,

Nor quiz him, nor givo him auy chsfl{

Why‘,h he opened grandmamma's door, *‘See
ere |

He said,

It was graudmamma, Udeclare !
Graodmamma sitting agd knitting away,
Sweet grandmamma with her hair so gray,
Lying all soit on her forehuad in curls
Just as pretty as any girl's.

Aud I never had naticed before how blue
Were grandmamma's eyes, It was rally

Tue

As Boktgb'y' bad said, thst there nevor- wero
skies )

One bit bluer than grandmammas's eyes.

8> she was his Valentine, he was her knight,
And someohow wo all thought Bobly was

right

When he kissed her haud, and cried, in glee,

* Dear grandma’s the *prottisst girl,’ you see;

Of courye I chose her instead of mamms,

For she, you know, belongs to paps.

Bat grandpa’s in beaven, and s0 1 knew

Teat gran must be my Valentine true.”
—Mary D, Brine.

KEEP THE SOUL ON TOP.

LitrLE Bertie Blinn had just finished
his dinner. Me was in the cosy
library, keeping atill for a few minutcs
after eating, according to his mother's
rale. 8he got it trom the family
doctor, and & good rule it is. Bertie
was sitting in his own rocking.chair,
before the pleasant grate fire. He had
in his hand two fine apples—a rich red
and a green, His father sat at a win-
dow resding s newspaper. Presently
bo heard the child esy, ‘* Thank you,
little master.” Dropping his paper,
he eaid : X thought we were alone,
Bertie. “Who was here just now 3”

“ Nobody, paps, only you and I.”

# Didn’t you say just now, ¢ Thank
you, little master I'”

The child did not answer at first,
bat laughed & sby laugh. Soon he
.aaid, ¢ I'mafraid you will laugh at me
if I tell you, paps.”

; “Well, you have just laughed ; and
'why mayn't X$7

! «But I 'mean you’ll make fun of
’mn .

i “No, I won't make fun of you ; but
Sperhaps I'l} have fun- with you. That
2will help us digeat our roast beef,”

e~ ——

“T'Il tell you about it, papa, 1 had
caten my red apple, and wanted to ot
the green ono oo, Just then ] re-
membered somuthing I'd learned ot
school about cating, and I thought that
ono big apple was cnough. My
gtomach will be glad if I don't givo 1t
the green ono to grind, 1t socmed to
me for a minute just ag if it sud to
me, * Thank you, Jittlo master ;' but |
koow I said it mysolf."

“ Bertio, what iy it that Miss Mec-
Laren has beon teaching you alout
eating 1"

‘“She told us to be careful not to
givo our stomach too much food to
grind. If wo do, she says, it will mnake
bad blood, that will run up ioto our
brains, and make them dull and stupid,
80 that wo can’t get our lessons woll,
and perhaps give us hoadaches too, If
wo give our stomachs just enough
work to do, they will give us pure,
lively blood, that will make us feol
bright and cheerful in school., Mies
McLaren eays that sometimes, when
sho eats too much of somecthing that
she likes very much, it seems almost as
if her stomach moaned and complained;
but when she denies herselt, and doesn't
eat too much, it seems as if it was
thavkful and giad.”

“Thav's as good preaching ss the
minister's, Bertic. What wore did
Miss McLaren tell you about this
matter?”

“She teught us a versoc one day
about keeping tho soul on top. That
wasn’t just the word, but it's what it
meant.”

At this, papa's psper went suddenly
right up botore his face. When, in a
minute, it dropped down, there wasn’c
any ‘laugh on his face as he eaid:
“ Woren't theae the words, ‘I keep my
body under *”

“O yes | that was it ; but it means
just the*'satie. If I keep my body
under, of course my soul is on top.”

“Of course it {3, my boy. Keep
your soul on top, and you'll belong to
the grandest style of man that walks
on the earth,”

Bortie put on his coat and cap, and
went away to school, His father took
up the apple he had left behind on the
table, and put it in his pocket. On
his way home late in the afternoon, he
called at Miss AlcLaren's boarding-
house. He gave her the apple, and
told her all that Bertie had eaid.

8She could not eat the apple. She
wrapped it in rosecoloured tissue-
paper, and laid it in the drawer where
she kept her dainty laces and nicest
things. 8he had worked hard in
school that day, and was very tired.
At night, when her head was reating
on its pillow, the moon lgoked in
through the window and saw tears of
joy dropping on it from a sweet face.
—Well Spring.

« PAYING OFF MOTHER."
“ Mother,” said a littlo black-eyed

‘boy of six years, * when you get old,

and want some one to read to you, 1
will pay you off.”

Little Atexander’s mother had been
in the habit of reading to him & good
deal, and on this Szbbath day she read
to him a long time out of the Bible
and a Sabtath-achool book. The child
was just able to read, himself, and the
progress he was making dounbtless sug-

to him' how he might at somo
fature time return all his mother’s
care, - -

I will pay yoJ off, mother,” said

ho, looking up into her face wiih
childish satisfaction, w8 if & new
thought from hoaven hal been 8- s
down to hght up tho littie world of
soul. llis mother pressod him to her
heart with a delight that scemed to
say, “ My eon, [ am more than paid
off alroady.”

But, children, you can never pay off
your mother. Her thoughis of lovu
and acts of affection aro more in num
ber than the days of life. How olten
has sho nourished youn, dreesed you,
kigsed you, rocked you on her knee
and in the cradle, carried you in her
tender arms, watched over you in
sleep, guided your infant stepe, cor-
rected al times your misdemesanors,
thought of you in nbsence, and guaided
your lifo in the unvarying remem-
brance of a moiher's solicitude, and the
freo-will oflerings of a wother’s devo-
tion! Ah, dear children, you can
nover * pay ofl your mothers,’

Mother hus taught you to read and
pray. Sha has patiently sat by you
and taught you the letwers of the
alphabet, and then she help.ed you to
put them together and epell words of
thought. She taught you to know
God.  Before you could read, the
taught vou to say, “ Our Father which
art 1 h aven.” Mother has trained
yoa wih lessons and hymns sand
prayers to como to Christ. Sha has
prayed for you when none bu: God
knew it, and has prayed with you
when your wandering eyes understood
not the meaning of her grave and im-
ploring looks. Shé pomted you to
h:sven, and “led the way." Dear
<hildren, you can never * pay off yoar
mothers."—Selected.

HOW TO READ.
BY BEV. JOIN ALONZO FISHER,

Rean with attention. Were you
never roused from a reverie to find that
whilo your cyes had been following tho
lines of the printed puge, your wits had
been wool-gathering, und that if your
life had depended upon it, you could
not have told what you had been reading
about? Such reading is worse than
profitless ; for it lessens the power of
attention, the one power that, woro
than any other, distinguishes the suc.
cesyful from the unmsuccessfal siudent.

Tako notes. This will compel atten-
tion ; for one caunot muke & synopsis
of what is but vaguely approhended.
The practico of taking notes developes
the analytical powers, traing the miad to
discriminate between tho vital und the
unesgential points of an article or »
bock, fastens the new facts or thoughta
upon the memory, facilitates review and
makes available the resulis of one's
reading.  Cuttinga or “scraps” of
book papoer msy bo bought for a song
at any printing otlize and mounted up m
paste-board tublets of couvenient pize
Such paper i3 used by cconomical
authors in tho preparation oftheir manu-
gcripts.

1t the book that you are reading ia
your own, underline choics pavsuges,
add pencil notes in the margin, and
cpposite paragrapbs whose sistements
you question, put impertinent interro-
gation points. Such marks will invite
you to & roview of the book, and will
greatly enhance its interest to otbers
wio nay read it.  To such resders, the
glimpses into your miod afforded by
critical peucil notes in the margin, will
mako tho perusal of the book #ecn
aimast liko reading in the comnpanion-
ship of a tnoughtful friend. It evino-

timea  hapjens  that an  author's
statements sy Lo coreectod or made
wate intolligtbie.  Tao teader should
not hesitaiv to perform that friendly
gervice for sutwiquent readers The
Rov, Joeeph Cook niarks with oo,
two and thiee lines 1 che outes ninigin,
paagages thut he aj jrroves, sud in & ke
wianoer he marke, oo the iwner tuargin,
paseages ho disappioves  Me. Cock
aiviges 1eadern 10 fallow Lin exauple,
mew _rizing  the  a-nfenxs makeld
with threo liues 1n tho euler marg:n.
Roview again and again all that yiu
wish to mnke your own.

ONLY NUW AND THEN.

RINK & uo ex use. boys,
Merging inte wer,
That you do & wroug sct
OQuiy now aud then.
Better to be caroiul
AS you g6 siukp,
I you would be manly,
Capablo aud strong ¢

Msuy 4 wrot hed sot, boys,
That one daily meets,

Diinking trowm the boet kegs,
Living 1 the atreots,

Or at beat 1 quarters
W\ orse taan auy pen,

Ouco was dressed in Lroaduath,
Dnakitg nuw and then.

When you have a bab:t
That ts wiong veu know,
Kiick 10 off at unco, Inde,
With a sudden tlow.
Think it no oxcase, boys,
Mergiug mto wen,
That you do a wroug act
Ounly now and thesn,
~— Youtn's Teimperance Banner,
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WHAT A VERSE CAN DO,

A LIITLE boy came to ono of our city
wissionsries, und holding out a dircy
and woll-worn bit of printed paper,
said, “ Please, sir, father sent me to
get o clean paper like that.”

Taking it from bis hand, tha mission-
ary unfolded it, aud found it was &
page contsining that beautiful hymo,
of which the first starza is as follows:

‘“Just as 1 am without auo plea,
i3at that thy biood was sbed for me,
And that thoa bid at me come to thee,
O Lamb of God, I tome.”

The missionary looked down with
interest into tho face enrncstly up
turned to him, and usked the litile
boy whero he got it, und why he
wanted a clean one,

“We found it, #ir,” said he, “in
sister's pockot after sho died ; and sho
used to sing it all the time whoen she
was uick, und loved it 80 much thut
father wanted to get & clesn ono to put
in & frame to hang it up.  Won't you
give us a clean one, sirt”

This little pago, with & single hywn
on ir, bad been cast upon the wir liko
a fallen leaf, by Cnristian haade,
bumbly hopisg to do some possible
good. In wome little mission Sunday.
school, probably this poor girl had
thoughtlessly recsived it, xfterward w
find it, we hope, the goepol of ber
tulvation, Could she, in uny proba.
biliy, bave gone down into death
swoetly winging that hymn of peni.
toncs and fuith in Jesus to hor latest
breath, without the saving knowledgo
of him, which the MHoly Spirit slono
imparts

Last December little George saw
a snow-storm for the first time.
“Muamma?l mamms!” he culled out
from tho window, ¢ bring » big pan!

It's raining popcorn 1
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