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PLEASANT HOURS.

In Icy Weather.
NY HARRIKT FRRSCOTT RYOFFORD.

There's a pleasant sound of bell topes
gently growing, far off flowing;
Of rain tpun the roof, like the patter
tug feet of mice,
Ot barp-strings in the casement where
the wing !s HRht'y blawing—
But there’s pn surly muwic anywhere ge
the xkates make on the tco!

A-Tinging  and a singing while you're
heehing, whiie vou're wheoling.
A humming and a-thrumming and a
digiBlng 10 o trive.
A- kg and a-ciinking when the vuter
soat Mo re 1ecling
Oh, 1he 1+ & no ~ach usle anywhere as
the shates mashe on thelre '

A-chiming and a-rhyming one stroke
8|pringing, one gtroke swinging,
A-Jaughug and a-twangling, whirling.
twirling twice and thrice,
A-chafling and a-laughing all along your
airy winglng—
Oh. there » no such music anywhere as
the skates make on the fco !
-The Independent.
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JOHN WESLEY,

John Wesley, born June 17, 1703, dfed
March 2, 1791 Methodism dates from
the converslon of Wesley in 1738. *“ It
{s difficult for us now to realize the
heathen -ondition of England at that
time, no language can describe the
degradation of the masses of the people.
The clergy unwittingly rendered a great
service by closing their pulpits age.nst
Wesley. Their intolerance, the examplo
of Whitefleld and the needs of men drove
him into tbe open air. . . . England
has never seen anything like his open-
air work. During his jtinerary of half a
century, 10,000, 20,000, and even 30,000
pcople would come together and wait
patiently for bhuours until the great
cevangelist appeared on horseback upon
the scene.  He bestowed little labour
eithor upen fashionable localities or
upon sparsely  populated agricul-
tural districts. He gave h'3 time and
strength to nejghbourhoods where the
working class abounded; hence the mass
of his converts weore colliers, miners,
foundrymen. weavers, spinners. fisher-
men, artisans, yeomen and day labourers
tn towns  He never journeyed less than
4,600 miles in one year, he always rose
at four and preached at five, as well as
two or threo times Jlater. Until his
soventieth year all his journeys were
done on horseback and he rode sixty or
seventy miles day after day, as well as
preached several times Terrible per-
sccutions broke out, and his life was
frequently in danger. but he completely
outlived all persecution, and the itiner-
arles of his old age were triumphal pro-
cesstons from one end of the country to
the otlier.
unpara.deled aposto.ate he travelled
250,000 miles. and preached 40.000 ser-
mons.”’

A THRILLING INOIDFRNT.

When addressing an audis, .on-
necticut, I related the following {ncldent.

Mra. Falkener, who lives a little way
from here, gave mc some interesting in-
+idents with regard to her son.

My bLoy.” she sald, was a drunkard,
but he promised not to drink any more,
aand said, “Mother, 1 wiil go away from
home, away from the midst of templatic-,
but I will keep this promise.’

By and bye, after he had been gono 1
littio over two years, a letter came, say
ing .

Mother, I am coming bome to spend
Thanhegiving with you"

Aud he came by the stage into the
tuwn, which stopped at tho door of
Solumon Parson’s tavern. It was just
aficr dusk. Soume joung men were at
the bar.

* Halloa, Fred '—and bow are you?
What wlll you have to drink 7"

“ Nothing."

‘ Haven't seen jou this long time.
But you are looking well and hearty.
What will you have ?”’

* Nothing. thank you."”

‘“ Not on Thanksgiving 7
a little.”

**No, I'd rather not. I have come
home to sce my mother  She hardly
expects me to-night. I thought I'd wait
ttil dark and go in and surprise the old
lady.”

By-and-bye, Solomon Parsons, who was
leaning his elbow on tho counter, looked
at him and said, “ Fred Falkener, 1f 1
were 8ix foot tall, and broad in propor-
tion as you are, and yet was afrald of a
paltry glass of ale, I'd go to the woods
and hang myselt."”

‘“But I am not afraid.”

* Oh, yes, you are—ha ! ha ! ha ! I say,
boys, here's a great big fellow afraid ot
a glass of liquor. 1 suppose he's afraid
of his mother.” .

*“Well,” he said, “I'm going to
mother; and I may as well show.you
that I'm not afraid to drink it."”

He drank it; then came another glass;
apd tbey plted him with more. Twelve
o‘clock that night he went into a barn,
and was found i{n the morning-—dead.

They brought him to his mother
stretched on a plank, with a buffalo robe
thrown over the body.

Sho sald to me, * Parsons came, and I
sald, ‘ You tempted my bry.”

*Well, I didn’t know it was your'son.’

“*Youdid! You called him by name;
you knew it was Frederick Falkener, the
only son of his poor, crippled mother;
and you have killed him.* -

* Mis. Falkener, I am not used to
having such language applied to me.' .

“God forgive me it I have sinned,”

gafid the poor woman, “but I put my
hand on the face of my dead boy, and Y
lifted up my finger, and I cursed him.
He went out with a face as white ag
chalk.”
Then I sald. * Ladles and gentleman,
Solomon Parsons, the man who tempted
Frederick Falkener to his-ruin, {s in this
hall, and he sits right there! and this
sarie Solomon Parsons keeps a grog-shop
on the bridge of ycur city, licensed by
the State- Connecticut ! Rout him out!”’
And before twenty-four hours had
elapsed, bag and baggage, bottles and
demf{fohns of liquors, furniture, lcenses,
and all, were carted out of the city.

Come, take

TEDDY AND THE COWS.

* Conue, Teddy,” safld Mrs. West.
time for the cows to come home.”

But Teddy was reading a story abou!
a shipwreck, and did not want to be
disturbed just thea.

“ Oh, mother, wait a little while,” he
sald.

But soon a man's face appeared at the
window. * Edward, the cows!" said
Mr. West, and wher he spoke like that,
Teddy Jost no time in obeying.

Sulkily, he latd down his book and
walked through the kitchen, where his
mother and sister were cooking the sup-
per.

“1 hate cows ! Teddy grumbled, as
he walked slowly across the pine floor.
* They're a bother, and I wish we didn’t
have any, 1 wish nobody had any.
Cows are no good, anyway. I hate
cows ¥’

Ap hour later the cows were safo in
the barn, and Teddy was in a better
humour. He was hungry, too, after the
walk to the meadow and back. A fine
round of meat was s110king on the table,

o xt's

During the fifty years of his

but there was none on Teddy's plate.

" This s beef.” sald Mr West., *1
did not give you any. because you hate
cows.” Teddy opened his mouth, and
then closed it sgain without a word.

"1 will not give you any butter,
Teddy.” said Mrs. West. * because we got
our butter from the cows, ard you hate
them so0 "

Hester poured out the milk for the

i the time, and Susie didn't want to give

others, but to Teddy she gave a glass of
water,

*“Cowa aro such a ,s.her,” she gaid,
soberly. “I know yuu don’t want any
milk.”

Teddy looked wistfully at tha plate of
cheige, Lut it was passed to every one
but him. And, worst of all, when the
custards came (n, sweet and brown, in
their little white cups, Teddy was passed
by.
“0Of courso you wouldn't eat custards,
for they are made mostly of miik, and
cows aro no good,” saild Aunt Hetty.

Teddy looked as If he would cry.

** I—1 haveu't had anything to eat,” ho
blurted.  Just bread without any but-
ter, or potatoes and water. I wiwb T,
hadn't said those things about the cows.” |

Everybody smiled then, and no one
objected when Hester slyly passed o
him a cup of custard.—~Youth’s Com-
panion.

THE 6T. JAMES' METHODIST
OHUROCH.

The symputhy of our Presbyterian
friends in the movenmjent to rescue St.
James' church is very gratifying. The
Presbyterian Review says :

“'Weo congratulate the congregatinon of
the St. Jomes' Methodist -church, Mont-
real, on the success of the pastor, Dr.
Williams, in securjog -contrlbutions to-
ward the debt to au amount sufficient to
warrant the hope that this fine building
will be saved to Protestantism. We are
glad also that some prominmert Presby-
terlans are lending substantial aid to the
entorprise, We trust that Lord Strath-
cona’s gift of $5,000 may be followed by
others proportiopately a8 liberal. = When
the union of the Presbyterian and Meth-
odist Churches takes place a generation
hence 1t will be a satisfaction for us to
feel that we have soma share in rescuing
this eaterpfrise from: fatlure,”.

FILLING A BASKET WITH WATER.

An Eastern king wag oncé in need.of a
fafthful servant and friend. He gave
notice that he wanted 8 man.to do a

day's work, and two men came and asked .

to be employed. He engaged them both
for certain fixed wages, and set them to
-work to fill a basket with water.from a.
neighbouring well, saying-he would-come
in the evening and see thejr work. He
then left them to- themselves and. went
away. . - .

After putting in one or-two bucketfuls,
one of the men said: - . -

* What is the good of ‘dolug thls'usele__ss .

work? As soon as we put the water
in-on ohe side, it runs out.on-the other.”
3 The other man answered 3 -

“ But we have our day’s wages, hayen't
we ? The use of thd work is the mas-
ter's businegs, not ours.”

“I am not going.to do such a fool's
work,” replied the other, and, throwing.
down hls bucket, went away. -

The other man continued kis worlk,
till, about sunset, he exhausted the weil.
Looking down into it, he saw ‘something
shining-at the bottom. He let down his
bucket once more, and drew up 8 precious.
diamond ring.

“Now I see the use of pouriag water
into 2 basket,” he exclaimed to- himself.
* It the bucket had brought up-the ring
before the well was dry, it would have
been found In the basket. The labour
was not useless atter all.”

But he had yet to learn why the king
had ordered this apparantly useless tasi.
It was to test the capacity for perfect
obedicnce, without which no servant is
reliable. .

At this moment the king came up to
him, and, as he bid the man keep the
ring, he sald :

*““Thou hast been fajtbful in g little
thing, now I see I can trust thee In great
things. Henceforward thou shalt siand
at my right hand.”—The Sunday Hour.

TWO-FACED EMMA,
BY HELEN A. HAWLEY.

It {3 strange how much a pout can
change a pretty face. Emma Richards
was pretty, but if her picture had been
taken Jjust then, no one would have
thought so,

Emma had been over to see her dear
friend, Susle Wood, to stay an hour; and
here she was at home before half an
hour had gone.

What was the matter ?

Imma had taken her doll +with her, as
little mothers usually do. She found
Susle with a new doll just from the
city. It could do things Marianna had
never even tried to do.

Emma wanted to hold the new doll all

her up all the time. Emma wanted to
exchange for good. ‘Then Susie cried,

‘was saved.

and Emins ran home fn. a pout,

" What is the trouble ?" Mrs. Richards
tald. *Is this really my little daugh-
ter 7 8he looks ke some naughty girl
fustead.”

Emmg put her finger §n her mouth, and
pouted gtill more.

T want it !" she safd.

* Want what, dear 7" asked her mother.

*Want Susie’s doll—it's prettier 'n
mine. It says ‘mamma.” Marlanna
can’t say a word. O, dear!” she sob-
bed. Poor Marlanna had been forgot-
ton, and hadn’t re‘urned with her angry,
pouting little mother.

“ But, Emma, the new doll 18 Susie's.
It you bavas her, Susic must go without.
Susle’s aunt dida’t send the doll to a
child she had never secn, called Emma
Richards, but to her own nlece. My
iittle girl mustn't covet. That means
you mustnt want things to which you
have no right.”

*Is it in the ‘.nan'ments, mother ?”

*“Yes, dear, in the commandments.
Now, go away, pouting Emma—come
back mother’'s smiling daughtert! Go
right over to Susle's, put your arms
around her neck and klss her. She'll
know it's all right.”

So it was Emma with the pretty face
who want back to flnish her hour with
Susle.

And she came back very happy, bring-
ing Marfanne in her arms. “IX guess I
love Marianna the best, anyway,” she
sald, *’cause I'm 'customed to her.”

A LIVING ROPE.

Quick thought and prompt action in
time of danger have averted many an
otherwise fatal accident, as is well {ilus-
trated {a what came near belng a case
of drowning last winter. A dozen boys
were skating on a pond, when one of
them broke through the Ice, and the
next moment was struggling in the
water.

The acecldent occurred near the middle
of the pond. ‘There was no house near
to which the boys could run for help; no
rope which they could throw to their un-
tortunate companicn, nor vet a pole or
stick of any kind. For a minuto they
stool aghast, huddled together, watching
the poor boy's struggles in the icy water,
and his futile efforts to hold himselt up
by grasping the troacherous ice,

Suddenly David Small threw himself,
tace down, upon the Ice, and cried:
“Quick! Shove me up to the edge.
John, you He down and get hold of my
teet, and Si, you get hold of his. Tl
catch hold of Rob. and when I give the
signal, the rest of you fellows grab Si,
and baul us out of this.”

The brave boy took the post of danger
himself, the others followed his direc-
tions, and when he had securely grasped
Rob, the signal was given. All hands
puiled with a will, and the drowning boy

" THE CIGARETTE EVIL.

.In a recent issue we gave our readers
a glimpse of the cigarette evil among
boys in New YorX. Since that time a
vigorous campaign has been instituted
and carried on with 8 degree of succeas
that is encouraging. For instance, In
many stores, where tobacco is sold, there
now appears a sign giving notice that
no cigarettes will be sold to boys, nor to
auy person under sixteen years of age.

Rev. Dr. Miles has made a tour of part
of the city, and reports, however, that
many boys still smoke and that to ex-
cess. As many as twenty cigarettes a
day are accredited to some lean, nervous
young creatures. Dr. Miles also says
that clgarette smoking is gaining pre-
valence among the little girls, who steal
away to the docks and there smoke
cigarettes ¢o their mental and physical
hart. Of this Dr. Miles says:

*“To my great surprise I learn that
little girls have the habit of cigarette
smoking. An intelligent little girl sald
to me:

** Why, sure, they smoke. They go to
a store and say that they want some
cigarettes for thelr father, and they go
on to the dock with the boys and smoke.”

** The evil of cigarette smoking is most
pitiful—the parents as well &s the chil-
dren are wishing that relief might come.”

A policeman In speaking to the doctor
upon the subfect of the habit told of his
observation in one incldent as follows :

“1 arrested & young man some time
ago for a crime. As soon as I put my
hand on his arm he trembled nervously.
He asked me to let him take a whiff to
b-ace him up. ‘When he did so his
nerves were steadier for a little while”

Dolly—~* Papa, do they get salt out of
Salt Lake ?” Papa—*“Yes, my dear,
large quantities.” Dolly—'* And fnlk out
of the Black Se2 ?” Papa—*No; now
keep quiet.” Dolly—" Yessir. Are thers
any women on the Isle of Man 7~



