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PLEASANT HOURS.

The Kow Year.
Faprs soon the inyatic glory
That on fair chuldhood les,
And all too brief the story
Its vanished dream supplies;
Aud youth, with heart high beatlog,
\Vith hopes that spring so fast,
Than morntng st more fleeting,
On swift wings sweopeth past.

The pride, the strength, the beauty,

That come with manhood's prime ;
The zeal that nerves to duty

And stirs to deeds sublime ;
Ambation’s lofty scheming,

And plmuro s cup run o'er,

Simpson thers is an Indian village
calied Cln n Hat, t of a
mountain near by which 18 shaped liko
tho hats worn by sowe Chinawen. In
the pretty bay just opposito this
village, the Qlad Tidings was anchored
for two days; head winds kept us
from procesding on our journey. The
peoplo of this village aro heathens,
and don't caro vory much about being
school-people, as thoy call tho Christian
Indians. A3 a resultof thar heathen-
1sm thoy are degruded, th air villago is

posed of old } built on the

Vealth o'er its pleasures d g
Success that asks no more ,—

AlL all, years awiftly flying,
Too soon leave far behind
To each year, ere its dying,
Some jewel in resigued ;
Bome star that bright wax glowing,
To tho strained sight 13 lost ;
Some flower that fresh was blowing,
Falls blighted by the frost,

The friends that onco were treading
Lifo’s pathway by our sile,
Their lovo its sweetness shedding,
Like perfume far and wide,—
With finished yuars have stumbered,
Have vaniahed from our sight,
With holy angels numbered
Beyond the vault of night.

Yet life ! thy years that stay nut,
Thy scenes that ghide away,
Thy pleasures that delay ort,
The stnfes that fill thy day;
Come no in vain to mortals,
I faith Divine hey gve,
And up through hwven s high portels
Bnng man with Ged to live.
New Year! that, with glad greeting,
Hast comne once more to me,
In whispers atall repeating
Words oft aaid tenderly;
Thy voice my sou) now heoding,
To noblest aims I rso,
And on where God 13 leading
Tread with uplifted eyes.
Whea years so smitly 8ying,
Shall ail have run their round ;
When death taclf 1 dying,
And earth no more isfound :
O Saviour, then behold me
From thy great judgment throge,
Axd Ict thine arms enfold me,
Thy Lips call mo THINE OWN !
Rar Paruzz.
PO
MISSION WORK ON THE PACIFIO
COAST.
The folloring is a letter from Miss Kxione
of Porr Siursox, B. C.

Dear Youse Frievos,—I expect
you have all heard of the long time
the mission yacht Glad Tidings wes
in goirg to Victoria last spring, as
some of the friends in tho east wero
qui.e enxious lest some accident hed
happened I was on board all those
s ween days and, many times thought
how somo of the girls and boys at
homo would enjoy secing the strange
places and people we visited. But as
sou could not see it all for yoarselves,
tho next best thing will be to write
about it ; and as the Preasaxr Hovrs
will reach you in all the different
schools, I will tell you my story
through its pages. It would make too
long o letter if I wero to tell you of
the wholo trip, so will just writscbout
tho different Indlan teibes we saw,

’E Just two dayd journsy from Port

beach, not very inviting.looking cither
nsde or out. Wo went ashoro and
visite.! from house to house, sang and
prayec with the people; Mr. Crosby
tatked to them in tho Tsimpsean lan.
guage, as many of them understand it.
1t made my heart ache to sco how low
sin had brought these poor men and
women; tho littlechildren looked soneg-
lected that i we had a great big house
1 would hko to gather them all in and
tako care of them, Inone house there
was the dead body of s little girl
awaiting burial; the friends seemod
vary sad, the women had their faces
covered with red paint as a sign of
mourning. They secmed cheercd as
Mr, Crosby talked to tnem, and cno of
the men followed us into tho mext
house and told Mr. Crosby ho had
helped them very much by his words,

In one house an old man sat by the
fire cutting spoons out of blocks of
wood; ho did not understand Teimp.
smn,soveonlysangahymn When we
began singing he stopped his work
and listencd attentively, but to6k up
his tools again directly wo stopped,
and worked diligently; he scemed
very intent upon his work, and

took no further notice of our
presence. In the next house, which
was gmaller and neater than the othen,
we found a young man whose namo is
Jasper; two or three boys wero with
him, and they were having o good
deal of fun apparently. When we
entered Jasper did not want to notice
us or listen when Mr. Crosby talked
to him.

Perhaps some of you havo heard the
sad story of this poor boy, othiers may
not, 8o X will tell you what I have
been told of his past lusmry. A fow
years ago be lived at Bella Belln, and(
seemed to be doing right, and irymg
to bo o Christian, Then ho was oter
come by o sudden temptation fo take
what did not belong to_him, and o
being accused of the theft beeatuo very
angry, rushed out of the house, 160k
rifle, deliberately pointed it at bis
body and fired. He did not succoed
m killing himself, but was very ill for
a long time, and hasnover been ablo to
walk since. From thattime poorJasper
does not want to hear about God, but
wo hopoe some day ho will enderstand
that Jesus loves him still and is
willing to save him.

Tho next Indixn village wo stoppéd
at was Wekoeno; arrived Sa.tnniay
evemng and spént Senday. Early in
tho morning o ‘went to thé chiefs

big house. Mr. Crosby told bim he
was to get ready for service, so as
Pootlas, the chief, seemed very willing,
wo went to the other houses to tell the
people.  Mr. Crosby and 3fr. Pierce,
our native missionary, went to every
house and told the peoplo to come to
church, then wo went back to the
chief's house. Al in the houso were
ready thomselres, but no preparation
was made to provide the rest of the
congregation with seats. So Mr.
Crosby had to get ready for the
pecple.  The boys asid gixls at home
would think it & funny sight to sce
their ministers at howme carrying
planks and boxes, or anything that
would do for a seat, into their churches;
very soon the people began to come
in, and wo had a good service.

Theso people have no resident
missionary at present, and have been
so under the ovil influences of the
white men who work at the shlmon
canneries, that they are degraded, and
indifferent to good, though, when they
hear the glad story of Jesus' love, they
usually scem pleased and anxious to
bave a teacher. In the afternoon
there was to be another service held
n the same house, and as we wera on
our way there after the Enghsh service
T noticed a great noise in ono of the
houses. As wo drew near, Mr. Crosby
caid to me, “Now ITt give you your
first sight of beathenism.” We went
in, and I found the nonse sray mado by
some young men who wero gumbhng
On the ﬂoor was, spread A mat, in the
dentro oS whxch lay seveml articles of
clothing, .on either side were seated
ten or twelve young men wbo were §0
intent on tho gaind tha.t they took no
notice of our entrance. They held
small sticks in their hands which they
throw about, shouting and laughing in
the most excited way. We stood
quietly looking on for a few minutes
till, with a deafening shout, they threw
down tho xhcks and jumped to their
fect, ready to listen to what Ar.
Crosby had to say. Ho told thém to
come to the servico in Pootlnu housc ,
thay respondod heartily, “Wo’ll all
come,” and they kcpt thelr woru
Mr. Pierco preached, to]d them of the
Father’s great house above wheré there
is room for-all. Thcy secmed more
nnpresscd t!m-n at tho early service,
and before we fokt the clnex and s
scn said they wanbed a
away. Wo hopo the W
will soon become trie
glvo up the gamb\mg and dancmg, and
all the sin aad darkness of heathenisin.
I hope the Christinn boys and girls
will pray for our Indians and their
mussionanes, that soon all may kouw
Jesus and his grca£ salmtxon.

P Eaacenraary

Waeerver it {prohibition] had been
t5ied, it has succteded.  Friends who
know claim s ’Enenixu, who haveé
botn for-a dowen- -Feats rnming thiir
tedth by bitig floy, eonfess ¢ by thelr
lack of argumcdt sid lick of faéta—
Weha{l'PAilligs, 1851

i | if otir bad hobits are allowed to remain,

The Old Ycar.

ANOTIIER yoar has gone,
With swift and noiscless tread,
Winter and spring havo glided on,
Summer and autumn spod—
Fach scaton with its joys and pain;
And they will never come agao.

I mourn its wasted time, t

11 I could live it o'er,

Its sad mistakes 1'd try to ahun, i
Ita wronga would do no moze.

But, no; the loss nono can ropair,

*Tis gono forover, tho old year.

This onl* can I do;
Be w ¢y for the past,
Aund v my loving Saviour’s feet
Ay vveary burden cast.
He v 1l blot out mn's crimson stafu,
Aud strengthen me to try again.

Ar.d a3 a bright new year
Comes with 1ts hope and oy,

T 1 seck to Live anght, and all 3
My hours for God employ ; o
And this new year will try to live

That it a rocord fair may give,

———— At .

NEW YEAR THOUGHTS. '

AXNOTHER new year has come. Tho |
old year is in tho past.  To some the |4
old year has brought joy; to others, If
sorrow and discouragement. Yet has |
it brought blessings withal! Have we K
not found some happy hours, although |&
theve have at times come trialsand dis- |§
appointments? Certainly the Lord has {4
bestowed on us many and bounteous |8
gifts and his great goodness and tender |3
wercy ought to lead us to give him |8
praise and honour. Have we tried to |§
seek hxm in the ycar that is pastt
Then wo can let the old year go with-
out a feeling of remorse. Huve we
followed in our own ways, and yielded
to the devices of Satan! Then we
way well regret that the deeds of an-
other year havo been placed upon the
boob of heaven.

Vot, however great our failares in
tho past may have been, we should not
be dxscoui-aged and give up trying. The
future, ‘with vast opportunities for do-
ing good still lies before us. Shall we
not improve the timestill left us? Shall
we not seek after Christ as for hid treas-
uvres? Shall wo not drink deep at the
fountain of wisdomt The wise man
says that the fear of the Lord is the
begmn!ng of wisdom, and they that
geek early shall find it. :

Nowhere is so favourable a time |2
fourid for serving God as in the days i
of - ar youth. Our habits of thought
luwc not becomo fixed, and can casily
be cmxned in the right direction. But

4.,_...___....___.____._._.._.._—-—-——————-

they will grow with our growth and |
strcngthen with our sbren"tb antil ‘it
isimpossible for us to bresk fram them. {8
So we should seck God 'befom oar
hearts have bocoms hardened in sin |2
Satap, with his many Qetices, tries to 1
driw oy awif from God; but-witha
frm priixcxp!e t do nght, we iay
tesist his ’tcmptnt(ons, and' forfd a
strong and- holy charheter.— Youth's
Instructor.

Have thé cotiragh o obey your |§
Maker ab the i‘-n.k o! bcmn deéd]cd i@




