PLEASANT HOURS.

AN EASTER EVENING THOUGHUT.
BY CHARLES WILLIAM BUTLEL,

VHERE is a thought to charm me,

2Tl the race of life bo run

"T7s the thought of a quict houschold,
Aund the battle of lite well won.

And the thought of a quiet eveming
At home, and the evening rong ,

And the thought of the gentle Spirit
That watches the household throny.

Better than distant Ophir,
Orits gifts from golden sands,
Is the blessing of the full heart
Aud the clasping of the hands.

Aud the free and the bountiful giviug
Of the gifts we shed abroad,

[s the joy of'the truest living
In the Leautiful life of God.

There is nothing like the serving
Of life to its golden ends ;
And po such pleasant musio
As that from the hearts of friends !

There i3 never a glorious Spirit,
But it crowns us all to see :

There is in it the gentlest whisper
Of a beautiful world to be.

'Tis in the earth’s pure houschold
That endless lives are born,

And out of our Lord’s own childhood,
Creation's Enster morn !

A YOUTHFUL DISCIPLE.
URING last summer a beauti-
Iﬂ ful little boy, the son of the

Rev. Francis Moon, Wesleyan

Missionary at the Babamas
Islands, West Indies, attended the
Metropolitan Church Sunday-school
in Toronto, and was 2 member of the
infant-cluss. His mamma was visiting
Canada for her health, and the mem-
bers of thie school will remember being
addressed one Sunday by the Rev,
F. W. Moon, an older brother of little
Willis, who was also a Missionary in
the West Indies. The dear little boy
bemme u great favourite, but he was
not destined to remain long in this
world, yet long enough to illustrate
the words ot Scripture, that * out of
the mouths of babes and sucklings
God bath perfected praise.” The
following is the touching account by
the sorrowing futher of the lust days
of little Willie :—

“ William James Werch Moon, was
born in Nassau, New Providence,
Bahamas, on July 26th, 1875. He
was & bright and active child—a gene-
ral favourite with old and young, and
intelligent beyond his years. \When
very young, he was taken by his sister
to the Sabbath-school, and throughout
life :vinced the greatest attachment to
it. His greatest pleusure during the
last year of his life, was to distribute
tracts amongst the families residin
in the neighbourhood of the Mission
House, and this he continued to do
until the last. During the year 1881
he spent & few months in Canada with
his mamma who had gone thither in
search of health. He returned home
in November, and at once resumed bis
attendance upon the Sabbath-school
and his loved work of distributing
tracts. His childish years gave pro-
mise of life-long devotion to the service
of the Master, and* we cherished the
hope that a career of much usefulness
lay before him.

“It is not for us to eulogize the dead
or to make unwarrantable statements
about the young and beautiful life of
which we bave been bereft. We
wauld not convey the idea that Willie
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but there wero trnits in his character
somo Divine influence which beautiied
gpared—have adorned his riper yenrs,

and loving disposition. His conscivuce
was very tender. e abhorred nny-
thing like dishonesty. He cherished
great regard for the Sabbath, and his
custom was, on the Saturday to put
away his playthings with the rewark :
—tTo-morrow will be Sunday.’

* His love for the Subbath-school was
strong and ardent. Novor was he to
be absent when it was possible for him
to uttend. His delight was to hear of
the Saviour and His love. On Decew-
ber 25th he said to bis mamma:—
‘Mamma, I do wish | had a Christmas
present for Jesus.” She replied: * The
best present my little boy can give the
Saviour is himself, his whole heart.’
He said, ‘T try to do so, mamma. X
do want to be good like Jesus.” The
Holy Spirit had rendered his heart
very soft'and tender, and for the last
two or threo weeks of his life his spirit
was enminently devout and thoughtful.
We seemed to be justified in antici-
pating in his case a course of long
and loving service in the Master's
cause, hut the Lord decided otherwise
and early removed him to the better
world.

“On January 1st,the last Sabbatiehe
spent on earth, he attended school
twice, was present at the public service
in the morning, and the annual
Covenant service in the afternoon.
His youngheart was deeply interested
in and affected by these services, and
he joined heartily in the singing. All
day Monday he scewed to be in per-
fect health, and full of life and spirit,
but on going to bed at vight he com-
plained of feeling sick, und very early
next morning we called in the doctor.
The disease proved to be yellow fever
of the severest type, and bafiled ull the
means used to subdue it. On the
second day of his illness his mamma
asked him if she should sing for him.
He said, ¢Yes, mamma.! She then
asked him if it should be—

¢ Jesus loves mie, this T know.’

*No,’ said he, *let us sing’:—

¢To the work' to the work' we are servants of
3Od,

‘Let us follow the path our Master has trod ;

With the bahn of His counsel our strength to
renew,

Let us do with our might what our lauds
find to do.”

Of this hymn he was very fond, and
though the fever was draining away

g | his life, and his voice was wesk and

trembling he joined most heartily in
the chorug:

‘Toiling on, tothing on,
Let us hope and trust,
Let us watch and pray,
And labour till the Mastercomes.’

The dear c¢hild had not long to toil.
His working day was short. Tho
voyage of life was soon over, and he
was * Safe in the arms of Jesus." On
Thursday be became much worse,
gearcely recognizing his parents, but
on the Saviour's name being men-
tioned a smile of great sweetness passed
over his countenance. That name

ssessed a charm for him though sink-
ing beneath the power of disease. Not-
withstanding all the efforts made to

was altogether perfect.  He was, like lmwo him, he grew worse, and on'tho harvest , and after him Satunday
other children, full of life and fun, | Friday afternoon about threo o'clock, | is nawed.

expired. On Saturday morning his

and conduct which gave promise that | remuins were interred i the Wesley | can look up to the great coear of

Chapel Yard. Ho died January 6th,

his child-life would -had he been [ 1882, aged mix years and six months.” | the moon, the wind and the thunder,

The following verses on his death

Ho wus bleased with a most aminble y wero written by has littlo sister, Manne, Lord God Almighty.”  And, hest of

who 18 horself unly twelve yoara old.

One little bey was wanting
To swell the choir above,

Qg Jesus took our Willie,
Dear object of our love.

We can't tell hew we e Inn,
Our sorrow is sv great ;

Our darling littic angel
Awaits us at the gate.

Our home is very lonely,
\Without our precions boy,

The merry, laughing Willie,
Full of life, and love, and juy.

His little chair is vacant,
How empty seems his room,
Tho voice that used to clicer us,
Lies silent in thetomb.

THE DAYS OF THE WEEK.

Our forefathors
ever so far back,
? & beforo the mission-
qlesk aries brought the
i knowledge of God
= and his Son Jesus
Christ to England. England was onco
pagan, she worshipped severnl Gods
The days of the week are named after
the old English gods and goddesses;
for the people kept time by weeks, ns
the Jews did. Let us sce how the
names cawe about.

They saw the sun. What is more
beautiful tlan the sun?  The sun gives
light and heat. Al living things grow
and thrive under his brightness and
warmth. Tho sun must surely be a
god. So they worshipped the suv,and
called the first day of the week Sunday.
Next the moon. Nothing except
tho sun is so beautiful as tho moon ;
and so they worshipped the moon, and
Monday was named in honocur of her,
Tuesday was named after Tuisco,
their god of strife and war.

Then the wind , what mighty things
it did, and yet nobody saw it. It was
always moving and nobody knew how
They said it wag a spirit, and they
called him Woden, the Mover, the
Inspirer, and named Wednesday after
him.

Thore was thunder. Thunder must
be a god too, und they called him
Thor. The dark thundercloud was
Thor's frowning eyebrow, and the
lightning was Thor’s hammer splitting
the trees and rocks. They said, too,
that he drove away the winter cold
and melted the ice. They loved him
for doing so, and Thursday was named
after him.

Spring was a goddess ; for does she
not make everything beautiful after
the dreary winter? The flowers blos-
som and the birds bLuild their uvests,
and everybody is happy. She was
called Friggs, the Free One, the Cheer-
ful One, und Friday was named after

her.

Then came the harvest. How won
derful was it, and is it, that the corn,
and the wheat, which are put into the
ground and die, should rise again and
grow and ripen into golden corn and
waving harvests? This must surely
bo the work of some kind apirit who
loves people, they thought, and they
called bhim Scwcter, the Setter, the
Planter, the God of the seed-field and

How much more do e know?! Wa
them all, and exclanm, ** The sun and

spring and autumn, are thy works, ©
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all, Josus tlin ua that he o " om
Father in henven,” loving us very
much, and caring for us every moment
s e s @ AP B B e =
‘00 HIGH.
AR HE Church and School, containg
alled lowing letter :—

“«Dear Mi. Prreacugr,—Wan you
aver a littlo bor1 Don’t you ‘member
how tired you were in churchl Won't
you plense say something little boys
can understand. Thon I cun keep
littlo boys' heads.— Yours truly,

“Jonssy.”

Whether “Johuny " wrote theletter
of boys, and girls too, that think about
tho preachers just what ** Johuny's
letter says. They talk too high. Their
too big for young folks. Wo wonder
how many of our young readers have
been wishing that the preacher would
and be kept awake. If any of you
have ever wished 80, won't you plense
write to us about it
school superintendent, or your teacher
tulks too high for you. They may be
looking away above your heads, and
you. Ask them to come down a litile
with their talk nod muke it 80 plun
that you ean understand thom.—X. &,

of our lives,
aa illustration with the fol.
how your feet didn’t touch the floor, snd
awake. The pulpit is too far nbove
or not, we believe thero are hundreds
words and their flowery sentences are
tulk 8o that they might understand him,
It may be, too, that your Sunday-
talking to peoplo that are taller than
Messenger.

A TOUCHING INCIDENT.
T/At BOY about eleven years of
TaX

age, acripple by paralysis from

infuncy, wns being carried by
his mother from the cars to tho ferry
atJersey City.  Justas they wereleas
ing the tmin, a quiet, unassuming
gentleman came to thow, saying, * That
boy seems too heavy u burden for you,
will you allow me to carry him 1°  The
mother assented, and the little fellow
put his arm about the steanger's neck,
and was carried to the boat and placed
carefully in a good seat, and there left
with his motber untii the boat had
crossed, when the gentleman returned
to his charge, and with a smile that
lingers still upon the memory, and
kind words that soothed and comforted,
carried the boyto tho waiting-rvom in
the New York depot, where,on being as-
sured hecould beof nofurther assistance,
he bade the boy good bye nnd left him,
speaking cordiully as he passed out to
an elderly gentleman, who was just
entering. The gratcful boy beckoned
to this elderly gentleman and asked,
“Can you give me tho name of the
gentleman to whom you just spokel”
« That, is Bishop Juncs, of tho Method-
ist Episcopal Church.” That boy had
never been taught to venerato Mcthod-
ists or Methodisin, but front that hour
was often heard to sxy he knew at
least one good man who was a Method-
ist. His limbs never received tho
coveted strength, Lut God cunverted
his soul, and gave him abundant grace
to bear bis afiliction.— From “ Life of |
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Bishop Jares,” by Dr, U. B. Ridyarvay.




