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PLEASANT HOURS.

A LITTLE GOOSEY,

Tho following exquinilely simple veraes,
from the pen of an * Unknown,” will touch
the haart of every father and wother:

iy HE clilll November day was dour,
Tho working world home fardng ;
1

he wind came roaring through tho atrects
Aud set the gas-lights flaring ;
And hiopelessly aud aimlesly
Tho scared old leaves were flying ;
When, mingling with the soughiug wind,
L heanl a ambl volce crying—

And shivering on the corner stood
A child of four or ovor;

No cloak or hat her emall scft arms,
And wind-blown cutls to cover,

Her dumpled face was stained with tears;
Her round, blue ¢yos ran uver,

She chicrished in her wee, cold hand,
A hunch of faled clover;

And one hand round her treasure, whilo
She slipped in mine the other.
Hall scured, half confidentia), said,
‘tQ, please, [ want my mother.”
“‘Toll mio your streot and number, pet;
Ton't ey, Ul take you to it.”
tohbing, sho auswered, ‘1 forget ;
The organ wado we do it *

* He came and played at Miller's steps ;
‘The monkoy took the money,
A s [ fullowed duwn the strect,
Thot menk. 5 was » funny.
T've walked ahout a hundred hours
From ono street to another ;
Tho monkey s gooe, { ve spoited my flowery—
0, pleaso, I want my mother."”

! ¢“Rut what's your mother's name, and what
The strect? now think a minute,”
**My mothor s namo 18 memma dear—
Tho atreot -1 cant lcgm i’
**Pat what is strange abuat the house,
Or now, not like the othors 1" —
*¢1 guess you mean my trundle-bed,
Mino and my little brother's."

0 Jear, 1 ought to be at homnc
To help him <ay his prayers,
1o’s such & baby he forgets,

And wo are both ruch players—
Aund therv's a bar between to keep
| W [.ihllibg vl cach other,
For Harry rolls when he's asleep ;
O dear 1 want my mother.”

The sky grew stormy , pooplo passed
Al (fugﬂe\l humuwmf faring ,

¥ '} have to apen ] the night with me,”
1 said at last, despairing.

{ tied & kerchief round her neck—
* What 11bbun 8 this, my blossom I,

*Why ' don't yva houw I she smiling asned,.

And dvew it from her bosom,

A card with number, street and name ;
3y eyes astonished met it ;
**For,”" said the Jittle une,  yon see
T might sometimes forget it ;
And s0 1 wear s little thip
1hat tells you all about it
For mother says she's very sure
1 would got lost without it.’

A COURAGEOUS ACT..

AURENCE BALDWIN:
wai the oldest son of a
clergyman living in the
suburbs of a seaport town
on the New England coast.
The position of eldest son
is always of more or less
dignity, but when there

are five younger brothers, and as man

S

sistors, it is a position of responsibility
und importence as well, At least that
is the way Laurence looked at it.
No doubt he often presumed upon his
position—most boys in the case would,
have done s0; but on the whole, he
was rather sbove the average elde-
brother, and his rule was more kind
than sovere. Sometimes, however,
his game position was more irk<ome
than pleasant. This was tho case one
afternoon in April, when Laurence was
called away from a oomfortable spot
injtho,library, where ho was sottled
with a_book, to drive into town and

oxecuto several commissions for his
mother, It was cold even for April
A violent storm had occurred the day
before, and, although it was now over,
thore wero suflicient traces of it left,
in tho shape of mud, wind, ard clouds,
to make a cosy library a desirable
place. But dutice must be done, how-
over distasteful, and Laurence, though
he grumbled a little, shook himself to-
gother and started.  As he drove from
tho house ho noticed one of his youngor
brothors playing in a skifl’ which was
drawn up on the sboro at tho foot of
the lawn. 'Tho little fellow had a
polo and scemed trying to push the
skifl out into the water. ¢ Comeo out
of that, Horaco!” Lo called; *you
will get adrift, and the tide will float
you away.” “I'll como in a minute,
Laurie,” tho boy angwored, as his
brother drove down the road. Laur-
ence had not driven very fur whon he
met bis father, who wished to use the
horse Laurenco was driving, It was
a littlo aggravating to be stopped, but
there was nothing to do but to turn
back and get another horse. As
Laurence had to wait some little while
for the coachman to make the desired
change, ho went up to his mother, who
was ill in her room, to receive further
directions about his various com-
missions,

While there, his little brother
Eugens ran into the room, and, catch-
ing bim by the coat, tried to attract
bis attention, “ Bs quiet, child ;" he
said, impatiently, “[ can't talk to
mother if you bother s0.” ¢ But,
Laurie, I must speak to you,” said the
boy, in a frightened whisper, He
looked into the troubled face of the
child, and saw instantly something
was wrong. ¢ What is it 7" he asked,
hurriedly, “Horaco is adrift in the.
skifl” One glance from the window
which overlooked the water showed
him the skiff adrift, and empty. “ The
boy is overboard !” he exclaimed, as
he rushed duwn-stairs, tearing his coat
off as he ran. When out on the lawn
ho could clearly seo the empty skiff,
and far out in the water a little black.
speck, upon which the setting sun,
which just then broke through the
clouds, shone with brilliancy. He
raised a shout: “XKeep up, I'm.
coming!” and worked desperately

.with his shoes to get them off,

Just then he was seized and held,
back by the coachman, an old and.
valued servant. “ Don’t go, 3Mr..
Laurie,” he begged, *you can never.
do it'” “Let mo alone,” he cried, and.
shaking him roughly off, he dashed.
int, the water. Ho was an expeii-
enced swimmer, but even to him its;
icy coldness was terrible, it was hard’
work ; but he was brave and strong,.
and encouraged by tte shoutsof those:
who bad collected on the shore, he.
reached at last the little head, and:
caught desperately at it just as the

y | benumbed and well-nigh senseless boy-

was about to sink benca{h the surface
of the water for the last time. Seizing

.tue child, now & dead weight, if alive:

at all, Laurence hastened to swim
back ; ‘bat.a new difficulty-arose. The
tide wis running out with & force that:
reg(t;ired great strength to reaist it.
pon the shore all was. oxcitement.
Dr. Bsaldwin, the boy's father, who.
was unable to swim, was giviog orders:
in-quick, peromptory tones, which no
one obeyed. Children running hither

.and thither, the more courageous call-

ing out to cucourage the swimmer, the
others, crying.-in. childish- .grief aad;

fright. Augustus, noxt in age to
Luaurenco, on one of the carriage
horses, und the corchan on tho other,
wero trying to rido them into the
water that they might swim out and
Lring Laurenco and the boy to land.
But frightened by the coldnoes of the
water, thoy refused to obey, and by
their stawping and rearing added to
the genoral coufusion. Tho poor sick
wmother wes alone in her room, pray-
ing. At length somebody fastoned n
ropo to a small log of wood, and wind-
ing the other end hastily about it, sent
it floating out, hoping the tide would
cairy it within Laurence's veach, so
that, by lashing the boy to it, he could
swim with greater casa.  But one end
of tho ropo had not been securely
fastened. The action of tho waves
loosuned it, and floating about, it
caught on a rock, which anchored the
log fast. For one dreadful moment
all secmed hopeless. Laurence felt
his strength leaving him. The boy
secemed to grow heavier with each
stroke. The littlg pale face looked so
quict, the child must bo dead. Laur-
once was alwost dizcouraged, It
seemed 80 much easier to give up than
to struggle on. Ho would give one
cry for help, and the others must do
what they could. Tho cry was given,
but unheard amidst the tumult on the
shore, and useless if heard. No one
could come, no one could help.
Suddenly thero came to Laurence a
thought of the sick mother alone in
her room, praying, as he knew she
was, for her boys. This thought
seemed to nerve him with new cour-
age. With a desp-felt, though unut-
tered prayer, he gathered all his re-
maining strength and pushed boldly
for the shore. The group there had
grown strangely silent, They were all
standing closv together, anxiously
watching. Not a sound was heard.
Nearer and nearer he came. The
water .grow less deep. Home and
safety scomed almost » certainty. Sud-
denly the group on the shore broke
into a loud. cheer, which reached the
anxious mother’s ears. Dr. Baldwin
rushed neck-deep into the water.
Laurence placed his burden in his
father’s arms, and sank unconscious.
He knew. nothing of the willing. hands
that pulled him ashore, nor of the
efforts to restore Horace to conscious-
ness. He was first roused by feeling

the cook dash at him, and violently:

rub his head with 4 warm toddy which
bad been prepared. Finding no ome

.capable of drinking it, she determined

At should be utilized in some way.

He managed to cscape from the
well-meant efforts, and was carried off
to bed, where, rolled up in blankets,
he soon fell asleep. Law nce ~as a
hero. Fora long:time after that every-
body was epeaking of his courage and
bravery.  Boy-like, he enjoyed it.
Horacs, . too, felt-he had a share.in the
glory; forho was heard tosay :  Laurie
'would never have had all this, if it
hadn't beon for me!"—dnna Al
Talcott,

Tae head of the house brought home
a thermometer one very cold night, and
hung it in his bed-chsmber. Before
morning the fire went -out, and the

temperature in the room.fell 3 great.

many degrees, His wife.got up first
in the morning, consulted the thermom-
.eter, and, ina tone of surprise, exclaim-
ed, “ Why, Harry, it has.run down!

You must bave forgotten to wind it up:

lagt night 1

‘on the head by a big chunk of coal

‘ever heard of a Christian turning from

.stuck by some careless person in the-

finger began to well and then his arm,

WINGED \WORDS.

I? wonls
.‘1@ Woro binls,
And awiftly ow
From tips
To lips
Owned, dear, by you; P
Wounld they,
To day,
Be hawks and crows?
Or blue
And true,
Aud sweet 1 \Who knows?

Let's play
To-da )
Wao choose the bost ;

Hird's blue,
Anda true,
With dove-like breast!
'T'is qucer,
My dear,
We nover know
That words,
Liko birds,
Had wings and flew
—St. Nicholas,
A EKNOCK-DOWN ARGUMENT.
NOTED infidel having con-
cluded a lesture in a town in
Yorkshire, representing his
doctrines to the people, called I
upon any person pregent to reply to
his argument, if they could. A collier
aross in the assembly, and spoke some-
what as follows: .

Maister, me and my mate Jem
were both Christian folk till one of
these infidel chaps came this way. Jem
turned infidel, and used to badger me
'bout attending prayer-meatings; but
one day, in the pit, a large cob of coal
came down upon Jem's head, Jem
thought he was killed ; and, ah ! mon!
but he did holler and cry to God!”
Then turning to the lecturer, with a
Imowing look, he said :

“Young man, there is now't like
cobs of coal for knocking infidelity out
of & man.”

The collier carried the audience with
him, for they well knew that a knock

would upset the courage and with it
the skepticism of stronger infidels than
“my mate Jem.” Many an infidel
has discarded his infidelity and cried:
to God for mercy in sickness or in
danger, both onland and sea ; but who

his faith in the hour of peril, and for-
saking God when death was at the
door !—Sabbath Reading.

A SERPENT AMONG THE
BOOKS, v
GENTLEMAN in India went
into his library one day, and
took a-book from the shelves.
As he did o, he felt a aharp
pain in his finger like the prick of a
pin. He thought that a pin had been
cover of the book. But soon his
and then his whole body ; and in a few
dayg ho.died. It was not.a pin among
the books but a small and deadly ser-
pent. There.are many serpents among
the books nowadays. They nestle in
Lhs foliage.of some of our_most fascin-
sting literature; they coil around the
flowers whose pertume intoxicates the
sense. 'We read, we are charmed by
the plot of the story, by the gkill with.:
which t.he-obamcters‘h_ 2r8 are sculptured u«:r,
u by the gorgeousness of the
..g;:rdg;:’inﬁng-‘—wo hardly feel the pin-:
prick of the evil that is insinuated.
But it stings and poisons.  When the |
record.is made up, on what multitudes "
will be.inscribed: “Poisoned by ser-
pents-among the bogks.”




