PLEABANT HOURS.
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Wanted !

vanted ! young feet to follow
Where Jesus leads the way,

ato the flelds whero harvest

1s rip'ning day by day;

ow whiln the breath of morning
Scents all the dewy alr,

\ow, in the fresh, sweet dawning,
Oh! follow Jesus thero!

'Vanted ! young hands to labour;
Tho fields are broad and wide,
And harvest wailts the reaper
Around on cv'ry side,
\one are too poor or lowly,
Nong are too weak or small,
For in hls service holy
Tho Master needs them all.

Wanted ! young ears to listen,
Wanted ! young eyes to see,

\Wanted ! young hcarts to answer
With throb of s p:\th

Whilo on the wild waves® Mghlng
The strange, sad talo Is borno

Of lands in darkuness lying,
Forsaken and forlorn.

Vanted ! tho young soul's ardour *
1Vaunted ! the young mind’s powers;
Wanted ! tho young 1ip's freshness;
Wanted ! youth's golden hours,
Wanted to tell tha story,
To watch the glad sunrlse,
To hail the coming glory,
To seck and win tho prize!

Confe ! for the Saviour calls you!
Coma ! for the work s great’
Come, for the hours are hastening !
Come ! ero it be too late !
Come, and bo burden-bearers
With hlm, your graclous Lord;
Come, and be happy sharers
In his most blest reward.

Slaying the Dragon.

BY MRS. D. 0. CLARK,
CHAPTER VIL

sou OF THE DRAGON'S APPRENTICES.
ble-minded man is
'xll hls ways.”

Tho parsonage was a large, old-
tashioned house, standing a lttle off the
main street, in what was commonly
known as Parsonage Lame. Tho south
windows looked out upon the bay. The
view from these windows was very In-
spirlng—part of the time. When the
tide was out, Mrs. Strong used to assert
that the channel was no better than a
frog pond, with its green, sllmy mud.
Surely the flats were an objective feature
from an artistic, if not a hygienlc polnt
of view. But none of the citizens of
Falrport over admitted that the flats
were unhealthfal.  Old Doctor Siucum
used- to contend that it was only once
or twice a2 year that there was any un-
pleasant odour arising from them.

Mr, Strong’s study was a large, alry
chamber, fror: the windows of which the
best view of old ocean would be cbtained,
In the distance werc the two light~
bouses, known as Baker's Lights. Be-
yond, and touching the horizon, was
Lowell’s Island, with its large hotel.

in

Nearer, were Little and Big Ram, Howe,’

and Misery Islands. Each summer
found the shore skirted with beautiful
shade trees, clothed in living green. The
North Shore, while sustalning its reputa-
tion of belng.cold and disagreeahls in
the winter scason, made up for.-all thig
in the surpassing loveliness which came
with the other seasons.
to the Ipmates of the

But to rotura’,

Duff for a good many weeks, Peter iaa
worthless fellow, and abuses hls family
shamefully,  Harrlet, I teol vory much
dled about the work In
this place. Falrport sesms to have been
leased to the d n of intemperance.
Something must bo done or the young
gﬁplo ¥ho are coming on will be
ned,

Instinctively Mrs. Strong put her arm
about her baby boy, as though to protact
him from impending danger. ‘The min-
Ister’s oycs followed the movemont.

“Yes, a terrible danger threatens
every homo, aud whut 1t onoe ot the vic~
tims should be ou

** Oh, Arnold,” rald his wl(o with girl-
tsh_{mpotuosity, * don't you wish you
had taken the parish in Broadway, In-
stead of this uncomfortablo little town ?
I'm afraid I shall never get long ami-
cably with Mr. Felton. He camo here
to call, to-day, while you wero out, and
ho mado himselt very disagreeable by
giving me s> much advico, and leaving a
bushe] basket full for you. Ho is so
narrow.”

“ Don't bo hasty, my dear, in forming
your opinton of tho former pastor, and of
Falrport. has called us here to
do his work, It the fleld is hard, wo
must work tho harder. It di

marks, but crushing back the reply
whlcb came to hu llm. ho sald quledy.

do

t am not uurxh: ua church with lny-
thlng but tndifferance to this vital subject,
and that charge {s sadly true, Wo look
out from our quiet retrzat, and seo men,
women and children going down to per«
dition, and do not reach forth a hand to
savo them, I am sure that [ bare not
put tho case too strong. It {s time that
the church waked up to the fact that she
has something to do in this warfare
agalnst the dragon, intempecance.”

“My dear Mr, Strong” replied the
Judge. “It does not belong to us to
meddlo with 1t, but is tho business of the
{}o!onn Clubs, or the temperanco assocla-

ons.

*“But what are you golnx to do,” re-
plied the minister, quickly, “ when God
speaks to you as he did to the ono of old,
*Where Is Abel thy brother?”  8hall
you daro reply, ‘Am I my brothers
keeper ' When God speaks to mo and
says, * Whero Is my beautiful flock which
I redeemed at such cost 1’ #hall I dare to
faco him with the Idle excuse, *I did not
think it my provinco to work for the
wretched sot, I worked for rospectatle
sinners”  Christ died for the ungodly,
not e left tho con-

ments ¢ome, we must lean the moro upon
tho arm which never falteth. You must
help me, little one, and not allow me,
after having put my hand to the plough,
to look back, You must prove yourselt
bere, a8 well as in the Seminary days,
to be tho minister’s sunshine, for he
needs comfort.”

Az they rose from the suppor table,
Mrs. Strong remarked, * Don't you want
to run in and tee Deacon Ray 2 few
minutes before your meoting? I think
he will give you just the advice you need,
and he i3 such a good friend to us.”

Fifteon minuteg later found the minis-
ter in the worthy deacon’s parlour.

“Don't got discouraged, pastor,” said
the good man. “I know the fleld is a
hard one to labour in, and public senti-
ment is against temperancs work- But
you wlll succeed i£-you will be content
to work slowly. There are a fow
staunch temperance workors here whom
we c¢an count.upon every time, I wiil
stand by you in your work and give you
a.ll tho help in my power. Keep up good

courage.”

Dencon Ray’'s words fell scothingly
upon Mr. Strong’s ears, and gave him
fresh zeal for his work, How often we
might lift up the hands of our minister,
and cheer his discouraged soul, if we
would but give him tke words of sym-
pathy and appreciation which are fn our
hearts. There would be fewer resigna-
tlons in our country parishes, and more
successful pastorates. ‘The work of the
Lord would be more prosperous, and the
broken walls of Jerusalem would not be
80 long rebuflding,

ght o'clock brought a singular cora-
pany of men to Mr. Strong’s parlour, to
talk-over the problem of intemperance
and its remedy. Judge Seabury was the
for the eslde
bim sat Deacon Chapman, a u:ln man
with-withered skin, and sour expression.
He was often called the * oft horse,” be-
cause he was always on the contrary
slde, and was a proverblal grumbler. He
was 2 slogular man to occupy the offiice’
of deacon. But the church was small,
and the male members “ few and far be-
tween,” 8o it occasionally happeped that
the church ofices ‘were fllled by men
not the best qualified for these positions,
The rest of the committee were Marcus.
Young the-apothecary, and Reuben Fal-
1aer, a'cabinet maker.

Mr. Strong trled for somy time to
bring the topic of the evening before the
and to have-the-matter thor-

“ Papa- does -not pay any attention to’
his-little boy,” sald Mrs. Strong, as she:

pinned the napkin about the chubby neck.

of their ifttle Francls. “We thipk he
has forgotten that it 18 some one’s birth-
day. Papa’s man 18 three yoars old to-
day

. No, father.has not lorxott.en lt," sald
AMr. Stro: m.hle

oughly discussed. But he found very
soon that the theme wasg not a favourite
one, with these mon. They showed an
evident-reluctance to talk. Fipally he
put the Question, « Well,” genuemen. wmt
course du you advise In-regard to-ihis
matter

“ Really. Mr. Strong,” sald the. Judge,
his cane through his white.

ng, a
overcoat pocket, dnd hauding u to his
baby. ~The young was made
happy with a tin horse and cart, and ex-
pressed-bis delight in a series of-squeals,

whick his mother told him sounded Hke.

a pen fall of little pigs.

The sober look deepened on the minls-
‘er's face.
“What Is the matter, Arnold 1 anxi--
susly nquired his wife. ‘The events of
hu afternoon were then narrated

*Why didn't you give Mr. Chase back
his. money ? I should think the bill
would -burn a holo through your waiset.”

“Well,-my dear, I thought that while T
had the opportunity, I would help the
man do a good’ deed, I pguess this is
he.first mongy. he has devoted to charl-
-able uses-for a good years,
‘l‘nnty—do‘mrwm help ponnum !(u.\-

fingers, “I think you have put' the mat-
ter altogether too strong.  You speak as
though Fairport was a sink of iniquity,
and this church was responsible for it
Poally, my.dear pust.or, you have put the
matter too strong.

“That's so, that's s¢ I efaculated Reu-
ben Palmer, -slapping his knee for the
-sake of emphms, “It's too strong, too
strong !

“You ajn’t put the thing falirly, I
don't think,” growled Deacon Chapmau,
the ever prwnt scowl deepening on his
“brow and making him look quite savage.
The apothecary nodded assent to all that
was sald, with a deprocating air, 88 much

as to say, * My dear sirs, I hope*you are
m rlght. I don't wish to oppose You ln
anything

~Mr. Slrong‘s face Cushed at thess ye-

ceited Pharisces and went to bring bis
salvation to the outcast Gentiles. ‘The
gervant should be as hls Master, tho dis-
clple as his Lord.'”

“Yes, ycs,” sald the Judge, moving
uneastly in his chair, “.at you know
there are the charitable organizations
which tho church must attend to, mls-
slonarles to be supported, Bibles to be
bought, and distributed among the needy
of our own land, and Christian literature
circulated. Surely the work of tho
church lles In these channcis,"

“*These yo ought to have done, but
not to havo left tho other undono,’ are
Christ's words, * answered tho mintater.

“Wal, one thing's certain,” sald Dea-
con Chapman. * This church wout put
up with any new temperance notions.
There’ll be a .fuss, sure’s ever wo do
anythin', It can't bo done.”

“ Your words are very true, Deacon,”
sald the Judgo briskly. * Our good pas-
tor puts things forcibly, in his youthful
enthusfasm. I admit the tyuth of his
words, but as discretion is tho better
part ot valour, I would move that we
Iay tbs matter on the table for the pres-

“That's my mind exactly,” euclalmed
the cabinet-maker.

“Second the motion,” muttered the
Deacon, visibly brightening at the turn
which the affairs had taken. The
apothecary again nodded assent, but
looked appealingly at the minister, as
though he would apologize for going
against him.

“1 have just onc favour to ask of the
committee,” sald Mr. Strong, who saw at
a glance that nothing was to be galned
by farther discussion. *1I would llke
to hold a temperance service thoso
months in which a fifth Sunday occurs
It can be beld in the chapel, instead of
the regular evening service. Those who
are interested can come and those who
are NOt can stay away.”

* Very good 1dca,” said the Judge. “1
8ee no nbjceuon 0 your plan.” A mur-
mur of approval went around the circie,
and the conversation- drifted into other
channels,

Ah, deluded committee of tho church
at Falrport! Your pastor has got tho
better of- you, though you know (t not.
You are going away fecling that the
temperance work has been ed, and
your personal {nterests are not to be dis-
_turbed, If your cyes wero openm, you
would seo that the first bluw In Fairg .rt
against the dragon of intemperance has
been struck. Tho echo of this righteous
hammer shall not cease to vibraco -till
the dragon lles trampled cnder foot, or is
cast into the sea.

With a heavy heart the pastor walked
into hig study that night. The matter
was clear to him. Judge Seabury- and
Afr. ‘Felton stood on the zame Dlatform,
‘that of moderato drinking. The Judge
bad his wing cellar, and wines were
apon his dally table. Deacon Chapman
msade cider, and supplied all tke people
at tho-Row. Of course he.kept noth-
tng but ~sweet elder.” DId you over
know any onme who Xept anything but
wweet clder ?  Marcus Young found an
apothecary’s license a convenient as well
as profitadle thing to possess, while Reu-
ben -Palmer took a giass of oid wine
whenever ho could get it.

Such were the men whom -the young
pastor -had to meet. Farnestly did he
:pray for strength to.do his duty in the
‘face of certain opposition.

He then and there purposed to do all
in Lls power to slay the dragun which
"had transformed this carthly paradiss
inw & hell

(To be continued)

THE GREEE WHO BROUGHT TA
TIRE

BY MARGARXT P, & TR

Lillan sat close by tho bright grate fire
roadlug her faveurlte magazine.  As sha
finisbed one story, and turaed the pagea
to seo what camo next, she sald @

“ mo! They've sven got that
tircsomo old Greeco In hera”

“3Well, girlle, why aro you so cross at
poor Greeco?  8ho has onough to bear
from Turkey's displeasuro without hav-
1og one small girl angry with her, too,”
aald Aunt Allce, who sat embroldering
on tho other slde of the fire,

“ You're laughing at me now, auntle,
but it's true. Every book or papar we
take up has something about Greevo In
1t, and I'm tired of 1" answered Lillan,

" Wo all sympathized with hor in the
great and cruel war which she had two
or threa yoars ago. You know wa owo
a great deal-to Qreece.  Don't you re-
membor that it ls sald It was a Greek
who first brought fire to carth 1

“ No, I novor heard It.  Please tell me
about Jt*

“Why, Lilfan, do you want .0 hear
more about that tircsomo ol Grecco 1
exclaimed Aunt Alfco tn surprise.

It you tell it, it would sound liko &
story,” sald Lillan, * and your atorios are
navar tiresomo, suntle.”

So, without more persuasion, her annt
began. “Once upon a time, hundreds,
yes, thousands, of years ago, lndced 4o
long ago that we cannot tell if it bo true,
thero lived 2 Greek named Prometheus,

which means ‘forethought® He be-
longed to tha raco of Titans.”
“Oh, I know about them! They werd

giants, the first people who lived In
Greeco,” Interrupted Lillan,

*Yes, and thoy sald, too, that ther
wero tho rulers of the universs. Jupiter
414 not ltke that, 80 as Prometheus helped
bim to get control of the unlverse ho
was very {rlendly to Promethous, and
did a great deal for him.  Jupiter and
all the gods llved on Mt., Olympus, und
had about everything they wanted.
tho poor Greeks had to live in holes ln
the earth, hovering together in order to
keep warm. Of courso, too, they wera
obliged to eat all thelr food without

1 skouldn't bavo liked that*
sald Lilian, who was a dainty littlo mald.

* Prometheus felt sorry for them, too.
and fourneyed to Olympus. There ho
asked Juplter to at least givo them msome
fire, so they could better endure the cold
of winter, But Juplter refused, saylng.
it ke should do that, men would be-as
wiso as gods. Promcthcus looked around
and soon saw 3 reedy stick which would
burn easily, With this he hurrled to the
palace of the sun, and caught some of ths
fire, which he brought to earth with him.
‘Then ho kindled a fire in cvery home,
taught men how to make tools and how
to use them and showed them how to
make gold and sliver into money.”

“That was nice,” sald Lilian, as Aunt
Allce pauscd a mlaoute to get another
shade of allk.

“ Yea, but unfortunately Jupiter didn’t
think =0, and spid he would punish
Prometheus and all mankind for it

*“Did ho 2" R

* Certalply, dear  First. ho punished
man by having made a beautiful maiden

She was lovely and chbarming in every
way, And once when Prometheus was
avsent she was brought among men,
Probably if he had been here he would
not have accepted her, for ho was afrald
of Juplter, and had warned his brother
not to take anything the goda seat. But
Paandora was so lovely that Epimetheus,
the brother, couldn't Lolp receiving her,
and let her live upon tho earth.”

“Ch, auntio! Was she the Pandora
with.the casket 7 asked Lllian

“Yes, littlo girl, the very same. Al
the evils which now ever come to us
were shut up ia that casket. Pandora
took off the cover and fet out everything
but hopo, and so the world has ever since
been full of troublo. And that was the
way Jupl(er punisked mankind *

“What did ho do fo Prometheus,
auntie ? You said he punished him t2o™

Yes, ho chalned bim to a rock smong
the mountains of the Caucasus, and close
behind him he put a great eagle, whichi.
continually tormented the poor man by
eating at his liver, which always grew
agaln. He endured this sufferinz many
years, then Juplter gave one of his sons,
Heracles, tho privilege of killipg the
eagle and letting Promethous go free ™

“Thank ym;b auntle, I am sorry he w:
punished so0, but 1 tm glad ho bron;ht
os ﬂre," said Liifa

“So am 1, dw and perhaps the
thought that ho had helped mankind so
much made Prometheus bear hig saffer-
ings =ore patlently —N Y Observer
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