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PLEASANT HOURS.

1 really does know what we have to ent and
1k, and what clothcq we have on?”

c:ti(l Nat, chooril) “ Don’t

.-: be pnovulud for.
low the Lord must cast about to provide for

Whil© e doesnt rain us down bread from
X We couldw’t losk to have
Bue
Look
B@ L want a herving or two, maybe, and thee
ts to sell some herrings; 80 we come across one
ther, and Loth of us got our wants provided
2 T'hen, there's a girl wants a new gown, and
puman wants to sell hor o gown,  And there’s

HY
Y

th) '79( h.-xu-r he'd bo certatin to forget lots of thm"x
TaHE forget matehes, or chips, o teupenny nails, or
: L'f:‘i pots, or something we could nat do without,
é(lw faovd las ovdeved it so that we all fit in to-
rnngé er, and get along comfortably.”

als eyes tell upou ‘Fom's pinched face, and he

W, “When L was n billsticker, it was very
upon me, not knowing how to read-—and I
nayer could learn, Tom. There’s something wrong
‘nﬁﬁu of my heal, [ reckon, for R and B always
stewrony ; and [ never could remember which had
utle carly twist through it—0 or Q. So my
wsed to tear off the right-hand top corner of
wy bills, for fear 1 should post thew upside
u, and lose my business.  But one night, when
was trusting to the fivelight-—and we hadn't
alpingh lire —she tore off the wrong corner, the one
fght vppusite to it—in the left-hand corner, thee
: Well, the next morning out I went, and
y ] T posted on the walls was upside down ;
somehow, T felt uneasy in my mind, and 1
1 and stared as each one after T'd done it, but
The reading didn’t look

ne

1
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i:{‘l ln l.n sure,” answered Nat,  “ Why, U'd givea
b i down now to know how to teach Suey her
B (. Our text last Sunday morning was, ¢ And
% shudl he taught of God.”  Of course he has
en to do it himself, just as I'd be heart glad to
4.‘;1'} Suev.  Ah! 1 shan’t be stupid and ignorant

Agonder, Tom 1 and thee'll bo no more sickly and
W, Well learn of God, lad—thee and wme—

Z8N i, snid Tom, after a pause, T hanker so
:‘("E after Phil, as never was.  But futher watches
8 and I'm afeared to go to the school.
& of the boys an apple for him, with my love,
‘@terday ; but 1've not seon him for six weeks.”

i \Well,” said Nat, sighing, “it’s hard upon thee,
om : but he's safe there. And who knows® Some
% thy father may be a good man.  Maybe, if we

J gave

could make out that bill of thine thal’s posted up-
side down, it says somewhere, near tho beginning,
or in the middle, or at the end, ¢ Here Tom’s father
turned good,’ or somecthing of that sort. [ can’t
put it into printed words. That 'ud be rave and
lmpp_v, wouldn’t it, Tom 1"

“Aye,” said Tom, with tears in his oyes.
‘ud pay for all.”

He sat silent and motionless for somo minutes,
seeing nothing of the crowd passing slong before
him, while he fancied the huppiness of having o
good man for his futher. e felt more comforted
and strengthened by Nat’s homnely words than if he
had been feasted at a plentiful tablo; and now, as
the Jnfirmary clock struck the hour of two, he
shaok hands with Nat, and kissed little Suey, and
hurried away to the market to il his Lasket with
corkles, for the teatables of the people living in
the back streets about Ardwick.

(70 be conli.nm'(l.)

“That

A FATAL DRAM.

It was a small village 1 Dakota where farmer
Pelton went to buy what few grocevies his little
family required.

He was in the prime of life, and, with his young
wife, had but recently sought the far west to wmake
thew a howe. He was frugal, industrious and
honest, a conscientious, God-fearing man.

One cold afternoon with a threatening leaden
sky, (it was winter) Pelton was in the vxlln«e and
having to get some articles at cho little (lrug store,
it happened that this was the last errand he had to
do before starting for home, Hurrying through
this, nuxious to be on his way home for it was get-
ting late, he had started for the door when the
druggist called to him and said he must take extra
precantions to guard against the cold on his ride
home as it threatened a blizzard, and so persistently
urzed that he drink a good stout thimbie full of old
Bourbon whiskey to heat him up, that, although he
was not in the habit of drinking, he took it, think-
ing that perhaps it wight fortify him to better
stand the eight miles' ride, with the thought that
at all events it could do no harm.

How qguickly he felt the warming effects of the
liquor.  ITe had gone out half a mile on his yourncy
when he felt that the liquor was having a very
happy eftect, inaking him feel that he could stand a
hundred blizzavds.

Tho wind arese, and the snow began to thicken,
making an fwmpeneteable * white blackness.”  On
ward he pressed, urging his good horse to a brisker
pace.  Furious the wind blew, TFaster came the
sunow, and he more closely pulled his thick wraps
around him and nestled lower in the waggon bed.

I{is grasp on the driving veins grew moro slack,
and overcome with drowsiness the reins finally
dropped loosely over the dashboard : yet the good
horse pressed on, knowing well the road.

At Jast the home was reached.  Tho loving wife

‘anxiously waiting and watching eagerly, came to

the door. She called John but got no response.
She found him cold and lifeless.  There was grief,
bat who can describe it 1

Tu the morning he went from lier in the strength
of his manhood. 1n the evening shorn of strength,
his life, his inanimate clay returns to her ; and
although the ncighbours believed, ns the viilage
paper stated, that he was frozen to death, yet
seience with unerring certainsy aund absolute trath
points to tho glass of liquor as the primary cnuse
of the desolation of that prairic home.
How many there are who beliove and teach that
ram will keep a man warm when the truth s, it

only benumbs the sensibilities and aids the cold in
stagnating the life cur rent.—JfRoyal Templur.

It Isn’t Far to Jesus,
Ivisu't far to Jesuy s ’
1t you only knew how near,
You would rench him in a moment,
And banish all your feat.

He is standing closs heside you,
[f only you could sce,

And is saying, could you hear him,
¢ Let the children come ta me,”

For you kuow he never changes,
As your little frienda do heve s

o is always kind and veady,
Both to comfort aud to choer ;

And the very best abont at is,
Te’s alwnys close at hand,
And will adways listen to yon,

And always understand,

It matters not how little,

Or how very young or weak,
And if you have been sinful,

[t was you he came to seck,

There is nothing that need hinder .
Your coming to him now,

So you surely will not linger
Until you older grow.

You really must lovo Jesus
When you think of all his love

In comsing down from heaven,
That happy home above ;

And lying in a manger,
And suflering so much woe,
That you and all dear children
"T'o that bright world might go.

THE MOTHER HEN.

A vax was telling e that he was used to riding
ouy 7gons, which are deawn up and down from «
coal pit in the North of England, and that he had
been mueh interested in the conduct of a hen and
chickens, which belouged to a cottage
\\'l""(m wa )

1t scems that these chickens were in danget of
being run over by the waggon, and wheneser the
old hen heard the train coming, she would call the
chicks awny from the danger.  But there was oue
of the little ones that would stop till the last min-
ute, and one day aus the man passed he could hear
the mother calling, but the child would not listen,
and the train caught it and killed it,

When he was walking back, he saw the hen try-
ing to put life into the dead chicken, she was
.spul.l(hn_-_.( her wings over it, and trying to entice it
to look at her, and stand on its feet, but she wasg
too late. Tt was dead.

Jesus Chvist once said to o wicked eity, ¢ How
often would I have gatheved thy children together,
even as a hen gathereth her chickens under her
wings, but y - \\ouhl not!”

Is that chicken slain by the waggon, a picture
of what you will ever be?

HELPING MOTHER.

« HeLrine mother” is what most httle girls are
fond of doing, thongh there are some who are lazy,
and don't do anything except to make work for
others by their untidy habits ; always leaving their
hats, balls, hoops, and books everywhete but in
their right places. It must bo very nice indeed
for mathers who have willing children to run on
errands, and do whatever they are told to do, with-
out grumbling. And mother can always find
something to do for her little oues, who should ask
to be sct to work. Never be idle.  Remember,
that time once lost can nover be vegained.  If you
are sent out to play, don't forget to play, but ‘see
that ,ou injure no one by any of your games; and
when at work, do it well, so as to earn a smile and
a kiss from mother.
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