PLEASANT HOURS.

e

The Happler Life.

“Fiurrx sresoms things in lifo we ought always
to do,
There are some which we always sboulid
aliun
And the choite of those things 18 with e and
with you,
Tl the ycars of our hives have buen tun.

7T here are paths which are right and which
lead up to God, .
Theroaro ways which are crooked and vain;
Aod the choice is with us aa to which shall
be trod,
Whether pleasure or life we would galn,

‘Thers are souls to be prayed for, sought after
and won,
Thore are acts in themsalves that are amall,
To be practined cach day would wo hear the
‘“well done"
Of the ** Maater” who died for ue oll.

There arolives, oh | so barren, no fruit doth
appear
Trom the good resolutions oft made ;
But the Lord, in his mercy, still upares for a
CAr,
Andytho stern hand of justice is stayed.

May cach day that we livo be a day that is
blest
YWith an actiun of kindness and love,
For & lifo that is helpful to others ia best,
And tho happier, here aud above.
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THE ANGEL ON TOP.
BY ERNEST GILMORE,

Tax booutiful grate fire danced and
sparkled'in tho pleasant hbrary and illum.
inod the golden head of Margaret, aged
ten, who =at on tho rug before it, busily
epgagoed in buillding a y.cr out of Hlocks,
T4ttle Susio, agrd ix, was <aing the same
wark. Her houso was nearly finished, but
spying a littlo angel of Parian marble Iy ing
near by,.she reached ovt for.at,

¢t Oh, look, dlargaret ** she zx~laimed in
delight ; “my palace is builtand I'm going
2o put the angel on top.”

fargarct looked up.at tho joyful excla-
mation, and so did Alargaret's wmamma,
who had been engaged in writiug at the
hbrary table.

But tho amilo quickly died out of Susic’s
face, for as she strove 1o sct tho angel on,
the,top of tho palace. the structuro tum-
hled down,

«‘Oh, dear! oh, doar'" she wmoaned,
*‘now ifthat ifn’t mean  afterall my work
tog,” and a tear.shone in herdark oyes

A \Wll, I'm sorry, Susic,” said Mnrgnret,
with rcady gympathy, * but I guess you
didn't.start with a good foundition. Look
at my palace. seo my strong- blocks at the

‘bottom- there it is, finich Lot mo take
:uf:o angel, Susie, I'll put it an tho top
ofit.”

And presently the swoct-faced angel
crowned tho pulace-tower and Susio's tears
vanished as sho looked at 1t in admiration.

*That is oxnctly truo," wrote Margarot's
mamua, taking up her pon agan ; ** thero
is no uso tryuy to set the angel on top: of
tho structuro of our lives unless we have
built a stone foundation. ¥ havo heard tho
story of a noblenun who kept a deistical
chaplun and his Indy a Christian one.
When he-was dying hosaid to his chaplain,
] Liked jou very woll when I was in
health, but 1t 18 my lady's chaplain I must
havo when I am sick.”

Beecher sad, ““Mon who stand on any
other foundation than tho rock Christ

~Jesus are liko birds, who build their nests

in treos by the side of rivers. Tho bird
sings in tho branches, and the river sings
below ; but, all the while, the waters are
undermining the soil about the roots, till
in sume unsuspected hour tho treo falls
with a crash into the stream . and then the
nest is sunk, the homo is gone, and the
bird is a wanderor. DBut lirds that hide
their young in tho cleft of the rocks are
undmturbcg, and after every winter, com-
ing again, they find their nests awniting
them, and all their lifo brood in the same
places, undisturbed by strcam or storm."”

Happy indeed and blessed are we, if wo
build upon the rock ; we may rest assured:
when our worh is finished the angol can be
placed on top.

“ Happy he whose.willing ears
Catch-the words of Tife with joy;
e who treasures what he hears, -
Makes it practice his employ.

¢ On the rock his house he rears ;
Vain the floods that "round him roar ;
Built on Christ, no storms le fears ;
God his trust for evermore,”

MARRIED T0 A DRUNKARD.,
‘A TRUR STORY.

B8 suddenly rose in the meeting and.
spike as follows:—

“Married to a drunkard! Yes, 1 was
married to a drunkard. Look at me) I
am talking to the girls.”

e all turned and looked at her, she was
& wan woman, with dark ssd eyes, and
white hair placed smoothly over a brow
that. denoted intellect.

‘“When I married a drunkard, I reached
the acme of misery,” shecontinued. *Iwas
young, and oh so happy!” I married the
man ] loved and who professed to love mae.
He was-a drunkard, and I knew it—knew
it but did not understand it. There ianot
a young girl in this building that does un-
derstand it, unless she has a drunkard in.
her family ; then perhaps, she knows how:
deep thoiron enters the soul of a woman
when she loves and is allied to a drunkard,
whether fathor, husband, brother or. son.
Girls, believe me when I tell you that to.
marry 8 drunkard is the crown -of all
misery. I have gone through the deep-
watérs, and know. I have gained that
fearful kmowledge at the expense of happi-
ndss, sanity, almost.lifo .itselfl. Do you
wonder my hair is white! Itturned white-
in a night—bleached by sorrow.as ‘Marie
Antoinette said sfher hair. Iam not forty
years old, yet.tho snows of seventy rest

upon my head; and vpoz-my heart—dh X .

cannot begin to count the winters resti
there,” sho said, with unutmmb)e'pittll:’g
in her voice. .

““ My husband: was-a professional man.
His cading touk Lumn.from hiome frequontly
at night, and when he returied ho returned
drunk. Gi . lually he gato way to tempta-
tion in the day, until he was rarely soger.
I had two luvely little girls and a boy.”
Here her veice faltered, and wosat in deep
silence listening to her story. ** My hus-
band had been drinking deoply. I hnd not
scen him for two days. Ono night I was
scated beside my sick Loy, the two little
girls wero in.tho bed in the next -room,
while beyond was anather room, into which
T lieard my husband go, as he entered the
house  That reom communicated with the
sne in which my Ltte girls,wero sleeping.
I know not why, but & feeling, of torror
took possession of me,.and I'felt that my-
Ittle girls were in danger. 1 rosoand went
t« t% r m  The Joor was locked. I
Luiwlel on it fmintically but no answer
came T s smed to be endowed with super-
human <¢teoreth and thmwing myse)f with

al my force againat the door, the lock gave
way and the dvor flow open. Ol tho
aight | the terriblo sight)” she wails in a
voico that hauntsme now ; and sho covered
bor faco with her hands, and -when sho re-
moved theni, it was whitor and sadderthan
-Yor, .
“Delirium tromons. You have never scon
it, girls, God grant you never may. My
hutﬁ:nnd stood beside s bed, his eyes
laring with nsamity, aud in his hand a
rge knife. Takothem away, hescréamed.
The hornible things, they are crawhng all
over me, take thom away m{. and ho
flourished his knife in the air. Regardleas
of the danger, I rushed up to the bed, and
my heart seomed suddenly to have ceased
beating. There lay my ciildren, cove
with their own life-blood, slain by their
own father. For a moment I could not
utter a gound. I was literally dumb in the
rresonce of this great sorrow. I scarcely
{xeedod the mamac by my side—the man
who had wrought me all this woe. Thon I
uttercd a loud scream, and my wailings
filled tho air. The servants heard mo, and
hastenod to the room, and whon my hus-
band saw them he drow the knife ncross
his own throat. 1 knew nothing more. I
was borno sonscless from the room that
contained iny slaughtered children and the
body of my husbund. The next day my
huar was wlite, and my mmd was so
shatterad that I knew no one.”
ho ccased. Our.eyes.were riveted on
her wan face, and some of -the women
present sobbed aloud, while there was
scarcely a dry eye in. that temperance
meeting.. So much sorrow, we thought,
and through no fault of her own.. We saw
that she had not done speaking, and was
only waiting to subdue her emotion to con-
tinue her story. :
““Twoyears,” sheocontinued, *Iwasamen:
tal wreck, then Xrecovered from the shock;
and absorbed myself in the care of my boy.
But the sin of the father visited.upon the
child, and six months ago, my boy of
eighteen was placed.in a drunksrd’s grave,
and as I, his mother, saw.the sod heal
over.him I said ¢ thank God ! I'd rather see
him there than have him live a drunkard,’
and I turned into my desolite home.s
childless woman, one on whoiii-the hand of

God had restod heavily. -

‘* Qirls, it is you I.wish 0 rescue from
the faté that svertook me. Do not blast
your life.as I blasted ‘mine; do.not be
drawn ‘into the madness of marrying a
drunkard.  You love-him ! “So. much. the
worse for-you, for mairied to him, -thd
greater will be your misery becavse of your
ove. . You will marry himand L.en reform
him, {o‘} ssy. Ah'l a woman. sedly. over-
tasks her strength when she’undertakes to

-dothis; . You.are no-match for the. giant dr. ssing

demon drink’ when he ‘posscesed.a-man's
body and soul: You are no match for him,

1say.. What is your puny wrength beside
his gigu‘x;tic‘fomy? Ii:l:{ﬂ drﬁigf)y"qu £00:

1t .is t0-save you girls from the.sorrows
which -wrecked :my_happiness-that I have
unfolded -my history: to you.. I-am a
stranger in this:grest cx? I’ am-merely.
.passing:through 1t ;"and 1 bave & -mess
to bear to every girl-—never marry s drunk:
"rd‘n T, s
I can see her now as'she stood amid -the
hushed audience, -hér dirk.eyes glowing,
and’ her frame-quivering - with' -emotion as
she uttered her impassioned‘appeal. ‘Then
.ghe hurried out--and we:never saw -her
-again. Her words- fitly- spoken were.not
without effoct, -however,  and- becauss -of
-them.there is one-girl- singly - now.~—Rail’

—
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THE USE OF MONEY.

Sosre'boys and girls spend every cent on
candy, toys, or tnfles; others save overy
cent. Neither of these methods are to be
comrmended. It is etﬁkl]y’ wrong. to
squander or- to hoard. Money .should :be
expended to advantage. That involves
prudence in earning,. in saving, and in

sending. A prudent boy will buy nothing
that he docs not need. He will buy the
best for his. money. He will learn to
‘shop,” ss. the girls do~that .is, look
around until ho.is cortain. that some othar
article.will swit him bettor.

APcrh‘Ks.ﬂm groatest chack on-reckless
or fooiish expenditure is a daybook. Mow
many boys know what tl.at is, or have used
onel A bright boy has for three ycars

vod book. The itemns surprise and instryg

} his books. He:lcatned all about ropesand.’
- rigging, ané when he became -0ld. enough,.
. about taking Iatitude and:longitude.»

——

kept a daybook, it whish hie entered oveey
cent that passed throughhis hands. Allth,
money he reccives from .any source 15 e
tered in the credit column,  All monoy ey
nded is set down in the debit ocolump
ery week the book is. balanosd. 'It'vs
3uixu about ten minutes: each dsg' to s
own the daily expenditures, and-fifteen
minutes at the endof theweok to balancothe
book. This book shows *‘where his money
has gone.” It also checks foolish expend:.
tute. When he foota up his “‘dobta” b
will be ashamed to entor ‘‘candy” «
‘‘cigarettes” thres or four times. The
next day he will think of his book ani
rofrain, -
You can save money by keeping a day.

i-ou. It does not make you stingy or mean,
t gives you more money to spend for
necessities.  It-inculcates-business habity
that may bo of value. To the girls thew
romarks equaliy apply. .

HOW A BOY LECAME A COOM.
MANDER. '

Turre lived in a Scotch village a. littls
boy, Jamie by name, who set' his-heart
being a sailor. His mothor loved hin
dearly, and the thought of -giving hini up
grioved hoer exceedingly, but sho finally
consented. As the boy:left home sho. s
to him: *Whcrover you are, Jamis,
whothor on sca or_land, never. forgot &-
acknowledge your God. Promise me thi}
you will kncel down every night and mon.
tng and say your prayers; -no- matte;
whether the sailors laugh at you or not.”

¢t Mother, I promise you L:will,” said-
Jamie:; and soon.he was on a .ship. bound.
They, had a good captain ; and as somed

the sailors were religions men, no: oms
laughed at the boy when he kneeled dowm’
to pray, . ‘

ut on the return voyags, some of. th_
sailors having run away, their.places we -
supplied by others, one of whom proved &.
be.a very bad fellow. When_ he saw littls:
Jamie knoeling down to asy his prayers, he’
went up to him and giving him 3;sound
boz on the ear, said in a decided
““None of that here, sirl” . )
-Another 2 wha . saw. this, although.
he swore sometimes,, was .indignant. that_
the child should, be so cruelly treats ;
told, the bully.to come on deck and hewould
give him a thrashing. , The challenge was-
acceptod, and.the well-desarved. .beating.
was - duly bestowed.. Both:then refurned.
to the cabin, and the swearing man :sad::
¢ Now, Jamie, .say-your prayers,.aud if he.
dares to touch you, I will give. him another:

The next night.it cams.into.the.boy’s;
mind that it was quite unnecessary for ium:.
to create such a disturbance :in:the ship,,
when it could easily.be avoided if he would-
only say his prayers. quictly in his- haw.-
mock 80 that nobody would -obeerve .it:
But _the: moment the friendly.-sailor s.
Jamie get into the. hammock: withouts .fi:
kneeling down .to pray,.he. hurried. to &.
spot, and, drugging. him out by.the’meq,.
said-: *Knecl down st once,.sir! Do yeus
think I am going to fightfor you, and yoe:
not say your prayers, you young rascali”

During thewhole vowags back to-Londea:
the profane.sailor. watched over the boy
as if he-had-béen his-fathor, and’ €verj -
mght saw.that:he knelt down and said hx:
prayer. . Jamie soon: began’to be industri:
ous,.ard:during- his spare.time he studwed)

Several yoars .ago the :largest rsteamer’
ever- built,, called . the Great. Eusleryt, #8:
launched. an;: the.-ocean, - and-:carried tha:
famous,cable acrcsg the Atlantic. ;A verys:
reliable, experienced captain wita chosen for, .
thisimportant undertakingy and who should;
it-be but little Jamie.. ~When4the: Gren?
Eastern returned to England-afterthis sue,
cessful voyage, Queen Victoria bostowed;-
upon him’ the, honour-of knighthood, and;
the world) nowknows him as-Sir James:-
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Mex nevet broak down.as: long ss they
keop & heppy;-joyous heart.  Jt.us tho sM|-
heart that tires.  Whataver our load, we
should always keep a songful spirit in ov -
broast.



