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PLEASANT HOURS.
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WRITING A LETTER,

WO urchius, ragged and dirty and brown,

Oun my front door stono steps sat them
down,

‘“To write a short letter,” av ono of them

said,

While the other ouo gravely nodded his head.

1 cautionsly watched, throngh the fricudly,
closed blinds,

And listened to clforts of young, untanght

minds,
“ How glad motherll bo, when she hevry
from us boyst”
And thoy both smiled reflective at thought of
her joys.

o N:;w,t Howard, you toll hor about your new
at ; .

"T'was so;nubody'n old one, but don't tell her
that !

And, brﬂthor, Just say wo havo very good

othes,
And shoeas too—don't inention they’ro out at
tho toes,
Wo fiud work in plonty, and very good pay ;
How much, you know, ILuther, wo ne
never sy,
Of what we've loft ovor, wo send yeu a ton,
For i!e:h and whito sugar for you and small

"Tol& Annie and Rosic we miss their small
And &mn we wondor who takes them to
And now mother, datling, you'll be glad to

ear
That we don't chew nor smoke, neithor drink
wind nor beer,
And nlow farewell, mother, don’t cry and get
ue,
For zog,wo'll take caro that you'vo nothing
o
Dut just what you fancy to busy your wmind,
Yor f\yo‘;k”keeps a fellow from thinking, wo

From my dream I am startled, a voice smites
my ear,

And our girl Bridget's harsh accents I hear:

“ You dirty youug beggars, got oft of this

stooh

Or «lss I will swapo you off with a good
swoop 1"

{ open dtho door, and the boys, hats in
and,

Bu!o{o tho stern maiden in all meekness
dtand:

* Goad morning, youug gentlemen, won't yon
como in,

Aud fim=h your letter, from out tho streets
din?"

Ouly, two street-boys with lutters to writo—
Two boi\l's who sit by my side, night after
night—
Twd embryo gentlemon, cach with grand
s mind—
I wonder how many snch boys wo can find
In howmes of the wealthy, or e'en on the
street! -
Guod, \gouerous and noble, and freo from
"~ defelt.
That‘méther i poer, Yt I envy her joys,
Axnd wounld feel niyself rich, with but oue of

her boys.
) —JMary X. Lambert,

IT'S ALL THE LITTLE BOOK.

. SoMETHING more than a year ago, a5
tho writer was sitling in a railway
carriage, a pleasant voice sang out :

S Paper,, six? Paper, sir? Mora.

ing papor, ma’am 17
. ’If(:r;o was nothing now in the words,

. nothing: new to sco 8 small boy with a

packago of papers under hig arm ; but
the. voice, #o low and raqusical—itg
clear, pure toncs, as mellow as tho
flute, tender, a3 only love and sorrow
coyid-make—called up hallowed mem.
ories, One lock at the large, brown
oyes, the broad forchead, the mass of
nut-bppwn ourls, the pinched snd hol-
low cheeks,.and his story was known,

¢ 'What i3 your nawe, my boy 4" I
asked, as, half blind with tears, I
rexcheéd out my ‘hand for a paper.

¢t Johnny ——;” the last namo I
did hot catch.

¥ You <an read §”

e Ql, yeés; I've been to school o
littlo,” eaid Johnny, glancing ont of

the window, to seo it thore wag need
of hasto.

I had a littlo brother onco whose
namo was Johnny. Ho had tho eamo
brown hair and tender, loving oyes;
and perhapy it was much on thia
account that I felt much disposcd to
throw my arms around Johnny's neck
and to kiss him on his thin cheek.
There was something pure about the
child, standing modestly thore in his
patchod clothes and little half-worn
shooy, his collar coarse, but spotlessly
white, bis haunds clean and beautifully
moulded. A long, shrill whistlo, how-
over, with another short and poromp-
tory, and Johony must be off. There
was nothing to choosv ; my littlo Testa-
ment, with its neat binding und pretty
steel clasp, was in Johuny's hand,

¢ You will read it, Johnny §”

] wil), ma’am, I will,”

There was & moment—wo were off.
[ etrained my eyes out of the window
after Johnny, but I did not &ee him
end, shutting them, I dreamed what
there wns in store for him—uot for-
gotting his Jove and care for tho desti-
tute, tender-voiced boy.

A month since I made the ssmne
journey, and passed over the same
road. Halting for & moment’s respite
at ono of the many places on the way,
what was my surprico to see the same
Loy, taller, bealthior, with the same
calm eyes and pure voice !

“I'vo thought of you, ma'am,” he
said,; “I wanted to tell you it's all
tho little book.”

% What's all the little book, Johinny?"

 The little book has donoitall. I
carried it home and fathor read it.
He was out of work then, and motaer
cried over it. At firat I thought it
was a wicked book to make them feel
80 bad ; but tho more they read it the
more they cricd, and it's all been
different since. It's all the littlo
book ; wo live in & better house now,
and tather don't dnnk, and mother
says 'twill bo sll right again.”

Decar little Johuny, he had to talk
so fast ; but his oyes wore bright and-
his brown face was aglow,

“I'm not selling many papers now,

and father enys may be I can go to.

school this winter.”

Never did I so crave = moment of
time, But% now the train was in
motivn, Johnny lingered as long as
prudence would allow.

“Jt'gall in the little book,” sounded
in my ear ; the little book had told of
Jesus and his love for tho poor, perish-
ing men. What » chango! A com-
fortable home, the man no more a
slave to strong drink, Hope was in,
the lheurts of the parents; health:

‘mantled the cheeks of the children.

No wonder Johupy's words oame:
brokenly ! From the gloom of despair-
to a world of light ; from being poor
and friendlees the little.book told them

of onv mighty to save, the very friondi]’

thoy needed, the precious Elder
Brother, with a heart all love, all
tendorness.

Wonld that all the Johnnies who
soll papers, and fathera that drink,
and mothers that weep over the ruins
of once bappy homes, took to their
wretched dwollings the little book that
tells of Jesus and his love! And nat
only these, but all the Johnnies who
have no parents, living in cellars, and
glecping in filth and wretchednees—
would that they could learn from this
little book what & friend they have in
Jesus.—Appeal.

THE LIGHT IN THE WINDOW.

In & lowor rocom in ono of those
nartow alleys of a great city, whero
Poverty has hor dwelling-place, wero
« widow and ber son, ‘Tho bLoy stood
at tho window, guwzing out into the
murky darkncss, thinking perhaps who
would take care of his poor mother
when he was gone, oc looking forward
into tho future with youthful hopes
nnd bright anticipations. DBut he suw
not his mothor bending over the little
trunk, and nrranging, with all a
mother’s care, each article ; he saw not
the doubts and fears which filled bor
breast, and liko harbingers of evil
weighed heavily on her heart and filled
her oycs with tears. No ; and it were
better that ho should not.

TLo boy's dreaming was at length
broken by his mother’s voico—

“ Oharlie, 1 have forgotten ono
thing. Worn't you run down to the
store and buy it 1"

‘Tho boy seized his hat and oponed
tho door ; but, as ho losked out into
the heavy darkness, he turned and
gaid :

¢ Mother, it 3¢ dreadful dark!
Place the light in tho window so that
I can find my way back.”

The morn had come, and tho time
when the mother must take leave of
her boy—her only child; when she
must give him up to tho cold, unfeel-
ing world, and see him breasting with
its angry surges.

¢« Oharlic,” she eaid, ¢¢take thig—it
is your mother's last gift. It is hard
to gend you forth into the world all
alone, but forget not the lessons you
havo Jearned at home. Beware of evil
companions! Meet tho scoffs and
jeers of thoge aronnd you with a firm
heart, and turn not from the trie way.
Beware of the intoxicating cup !—a
drop may provo fatal—touch it not !

* Gharlie, do you recollect the lamp
I placed in tho window last night to
divect you home? When temptations
ashail you, when ovil ones are around
von, remember the pages of this eacred
book, and Tot them be ay a lamp in the
window ; not only reminding you of a
‘mother’s ivstruction and a mother's
love, but guiding you heavenward to
that holier and *happier lnnd above.”

More she would have said, but tears
were filling her eyer, and she would
nat mako heavior his heart at parting.
So placing her hands upon his head
(it might be for the last time,) she
gavo him her benediction.

*“ God preserve and bless thes—good-
bye.”

T Noble, true mother ! Would that
all wero such! Where, then, would
bo all this intomperance, destroying
thousands of ounr young menm, and
crushing inany a parent’s brightest:
hopo? ‘Where, then, would exist all
this crime, which conceals not iteolf at
midaigkt, but stilks abroad openly at
noon-day 1
Mothers, on you rests & great respon.
sibility. To you is given this mighty’
work to moralize the'world. Now, in
the gusceptibility of youth, must those
infleences be brought to bear which
will fit them for true manhood,

¢ Littlo foct will go astray,

Guide them, mother, while you ruay.”

Impress upon their minds, now,
thoso simple, healthful leszons; thosze
noble, clevating truths, which; when
the darkness of sin envelops them,
when temptations sssail them, shall be.
lighta.in tht window, leading them on-
ward in tho straight and narrow way.

OOTIOBER: :.

AND now Qctobor has come again—
tho month 8 named in the ald Roman
calyndar from oclo, cight, as Septonibbr
wag named from seplem, seven, Novem-
ber from aovem, nino, and December
from dreem, ten. Tho seeming dis-
arrangement of placein tho year arises
from the fact that the Roman year
began with March, so rmaking Septem-
bor tho geventh month, October the
cighth, and so on, '

Octoher is the month of ripeness; of
richness and beauty, Now the har-
vests of the year have heen gathered,
Somo of tho apples yot remain, and the
nuty in the forest offer their peculiar
temptation to tho boys. Happy are
the lads who live within reach of tho
hickory or the chestnut. ‘We can
scarcely imagine a moro gennino delight
for country boys than that of gathering
nuts late in the auiuwn days, when
the pinching power of the frosts has
looscned them from their stems or
opened their hulls to let the precious
contents drop out. What cares the
hearty lad if the morning be a little
frosty? He will only walk with a
merrier step, and begin his work with
a greater zest. How tho memory of
tho dear old days comes back to us
out of the dreamy past, when as boy
with basket in hand we went in quest
of these autumnal treasurcs,

October is the symbol of the rich
fruitage that comes to muny s life.
When the gpring-time has been spent
in sowing precious seed, and the sum-
mer in faithful and well-directed toil,
there comes by and by the-abounding
ripeness of autumn. How rich is that
charm which adorns old age when the
earlior lite has been spent in noble -
purpose and worthy endeavour. How
gear and naked, on tho other hand,
when the morning and the noon have

‘been wasted in idleness and folly,
But many a sweet life never reaches :f,
this autumnal )oriod,  Béfarp ,the |.

spring-time pasees or summer’s noon is
gained the reaper comes. The budnin .
their morning beauty are gathered from .

their #tems, and borne to reach their .

perfect bicom and richest fragrance in
the gardens of God. Then 'let each
young bud of childhood.be just ag sweot
and just ag. beautiful as: it can—beau- °
tiful to tho eyes of friends on ecarth

and beautiful to the eye of God. So:

while the earth is robed-in 80’ much

beanty, while the forests flame forth | :

their sutumnsl glorles, -and -the air is .
dreamy in its avtumnal hate, let each '
résolve to make life as rich, ng fruitful, !
and as boautiful as 3t ig-poesible to
mako it. U

]

MIND ., .

Your tongue, that it speaks, ,no :
hasty, unkind word, : ce

Your hands, that they.neither fight,
steal, nox become idlo andthelpless. :

Your feat, that thay lead you not
into temptation, nor stumblg in the
way of sin.

Your eyes, that they look not upon
wickedness in any ghape. Do not let
them rest upon books that you knaw
your parents would not spprgva. ,

Your ears, that they listan nol to
talebesring, evil speaking, or any ill
report, .

!
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“ PADDY,I“dD you k;mw low )
drive 1” said a traveller t1 thei . Jehu

D e T

of.a jaunting-car. ¢ Sura X.do,” was
the answer.  Wasn't.it.J that,
yor honour.in & ditch two;years:sgo?
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