PLEASANT HOURS.

WHY DUN'T HE LFEAVE IT ALONED

m? E

bone,
Wky thin dots t hie lavo it aloue
Habrty at first ainy to sover
Becomu 1ron hanj.« that bowld Lo [ rever
Why thin fou t be lave st alons )

sayw be ap Mrink or lase 3¢ alfue
He n foolin’ himsell, that same vaya-

The yerug fup thicks that 1ts biave to
dhnok,
Ho ban ue brains that would belp him to
thiuk
Of fathier aud 1oother at home ;
Bt w'.o &'uuk n' boer ho thinks bo is
s art,
The -lnus;er hew1n ho don't lay at heart,
Heo hd bether lave it alone.

Holl tuke uu advree, the plodge he derides,

lo s -er 't ! Lis will ho fool llko confides,
To reaist temptation’s cyclone,

Ho tipples his wine and dhrinks his rum,

I gradin’ his ¢ wl, soon his end will come.
Oh, why dou’t he Iave it alons t

As down the curreut of life's strame he flosts,

H. sees ou eawh side many stranded bloats ;
Aunlch, how sadly they moan,

Wialin' that they hed atopﬁ:i in time,

Befur: they were lust wid dhrinkin’ wine,
For now they can't lavo it alone.

A 1 a.ed Leart has turned him aside,

Won't histen to raison, is puffod up wid pride.
Ho se2, **1ve & will of mo own.”

Aud su e goes ou down the broad pathk of

A1 5305 the Jevil will gather him in,
For the devil won't %:vo him alone.
—ZTemperance Record,

HOME FROM THE WARS.

OUR Jarge picture reprezents a joy-
ous sceno which must have often hap-
peoed durning the late Franoo-Prussian
war. Tho husband and father is re-
turning fromw the victorious battle-
field. He has won tho iron cross of
bonour which hangs on his bresst.
His wife and litele eon hail him with
vager 10y,  The little fellow carries in
his arms a munie battleflag and sword.
But 1¢ 18 £o long since the baby saw its
father that 1t clings in terror to its
mothors neck, The invalid grand-
wmother 1n the chair i3 so overcome
with Joy a8 to bo unable to rize, Bat,
alas | thore wero many homs circlos
where tho father never came back.
Thourands of brave men were left doad
upon the gory field, and their -wives
nn]d chuldren were left to in
sohtude and poverty and despair.’
‘War 18 among the tZrmteat om
that afiect tho race, Of this we hed
last year a slight experienco in onr
beloved Canada, God grant that we
msy nover know its ovils again,

CHINLSE SUNDAY S80HOOL,

Inx anperintondent and teachers of
the Chineso Sunday-sohool, in Toronto,
beld their annual zocial on Monday,
tho dih inst.  Nincteen out of twenty-
one Ohinsmen in town sat down about
7 pm., at woll-spresd tables in the
gaty-decked reading-room of “Shaftes-
bury Hall. One hundred snd odd
teachers £at with them, to show Cales-
tia!s tiow Capadians can eat, After
supper all udjourned down otairs to
tholsrge parlour and an interasting and
VArced programme war gone through.
Fony Fung reated the Lard’s Preyer in
Chinege, Woo Quan Bow, at one time
o leading theatre £uger in tho Flowery
Kingdom, sang a Uninese gong. Now
foilowed r.naings in Engush snd
Onunese from Uhing Fung and Hung
‘Woo. The Celcstial programmeo was
sgprinkled with bardarian cifarts, in-
strumental, vocal and oratorical. Mr.
Morge, tho indefatigable superinten-

g »dent, xead rome interesling ststistics
:éw\s -

of the groat Ascatic ewpire, showing
the almost absolute nonentity of tho
Ohnsunn wurk yot done there and
the van. barvest awaiting the reapera.
**Who can toll,” said ono of the speakers,
““Lut that out of this small class thero
may go furth a Chinese Luther to turn
tho vast naticn to Christ? ¢ With God
All thic s are positle’”  An ovenin,
tnjoynble both to teachars and pugils,
cloged with the benidiction and “Qod
8ave the Qucen,” and tho Ohinamon
trotted cff homo smiling and unodding,
their usualiy expressionloss faces boam-
ing with pleasuro and with the know-
ledge that in ono part of Amocrica at
any rato tho Asiatio stranger can find
not ouly justice but kindness and friond-
ship,

———

PIONEER METHODISM.*

L. HE RKV, EDWARD EGULKSYON, D D.
CHAPTER L

HOW METHODISM CAME TU HISSAWA-
CHEE VALLELY.

CoLoNyL WngkLsR was tho great
man of the Hissawacheo eettlement, in
Ohio, sixty yosrs ago. He livedina
log house on the bhill side, and to this
there rodo one day a strenger, Ho
was a broad-shouldered, stalwart,
swarthy man, of thirty-five, with =
serious but aggressivo countonance, a
broad-brim white hat, a coat made of
country jeans, cut straight-breasted
and buttoned to the chin, rawhide
boots, and ¢ lingey " Jeggings tied about
his legs below the knees, He rode a
stout horse, and carried an ample pair
of saddle-baga,

Reining his borse in front of the.
colonel’s double cabin, he shouted, after
the Western fashion, * Hello! Hello
the house!” )

“Hello!” answered Col. Wheoler,
opening the door, ¢ Hello, stranger,
howdy,” he went on, advaacing with
caution, but without much cordiality.
He would not commit himself to a
welcome too rashly ; strangers need: 1
inspoction. “ Light, won's you?t” he
said, preeently ; and the stranger pro.
ceeded to dismount, while the colunel
ordered one of his sons who came out,
at that meoment ‘to “pat up the
stranger’s horse, and give him somo
fodder and corn,” Then turning to
the new-comer, ho scanned him a
moment, and said: ¢ A preacher I
reckon, &ir §” :

¢ Yoe, sir, I'm 2 Mothodist preacher, |

snd I heard that your wife was a’
member of the Methodist Church, and_
that you were very friendly ; g0 X came
round this way to see if you wonldn't
opn your doors for preaching. I
h_ve ome or two vacant days on m
round, and thought maybe 1 might as.
well take Hieeswachee Botlom into
the circuit, if X didn't find snything to
prevent.”

By this time the colonal and his

guest had reached the door, and the-
former only said, % Well, gir, let’s go
in,-and seo what the old woman ss:
I doalt- agres with you Methodista
about everything, but I do think that
you sre doing good, and so I don’t
allow atybody to say anything against
you preachers without taking it up.”

Mrs. Wheeler, a dignified woman,
with a placidly religious tace—a coun-
tensncs in which scruples are balanced

* Condensed from *The Circuit Rider:
a Talo of the Hervic Age.” Boutledge &

Sons, London; Methcdist Book Rooms,
Toronto, Montreal, and Halifax,

by ovenness of temperamont-—was at
the momont engaged in dipping
yamn into a biuo dye that stood in a
groat iron kettle by the firo. She
mado haste to wash and dry her hands,
that sho might have & * real good, old-
fashionod Mothodist shake-hands” with
Brother Magruder, “the first Moth-
odist preacher sho had seen sinco she
loft Pittaburg.”

Oolonel Wheelor roedily sssonted
that Mr., Msgrudor should preach in
his houso. Methodists hed just the

eamo rights in a freo country that.

otbor peoplo had, Bealdes, he pro-
cooded, his wifo was a Methodist ; and
uhe had a right to be, if sho choss, He
was friendly to religion himself, though
he wasn't & professor, If his wifo
didn't want to wear rings or artificials,
it was moneyin his pockst, snd nobody
hada right to object. Colonel Wheeler
plumed himself before the new preacher
upon his general friendliness towards
religion, and really thought it might
bo set dowan on the credit aide of that
account in ehich he imagined some
angelic book-keepor entered all his
transactions. Ho felt in his own mind
“ middlin' certain,” as he would have
told you, that *betwixt the piayin’'
for he gob from such a wife as his, and
his own gineral friendliness to tho
preachers and the Methodis' meetings,
he would be saved at the lest, some-
how or nother.”

Colonel Wheeler’s son was des-
palched through the settlement o
inform everybody that there would be
preaching in his house that evening,
The nows was told at the Forks, where
there was alwaya a crowd of loafers;
and each individual loafer, in riding
home that afternoon, called a *# Hello |”
at oevery houss he passed; and when
the salutation from within was ans.
wered, remsrked that he *thought
I’ker’n not they had’a hoern tell of the
preacher’s comin’ to Oolonel Wheeler’s.”

"And then the eager listener, generally
the woman of tho house, would cry.

out, * Laws-a-massy ! You don't zay !
A Metiodis’t One of tho shoutin’
kind, taat-knccks folks down when he
preaches! Well, I'm agoin’, jist to
860 how redik'lus them Methodis’ does
do!”

Tho news was sent to the school,
which had “tuck up” for the winter,
and from this centre also it soon spread

-throughout the mneighbourhood., It

reached Oaptain Lumsden'’s very eszly
ir the forenoon,

“Well!” said Lumeden, excitedly,
but still with his little crowing chuckle,
¢ go Wheeler's took the Methodists in!
‘We'll bave to see about that, A man
that brings snch people to the settle-
ment ooght to be lynched. But I'll

Y | match the Mothodists.”

Captain Lum:den acoordingly got
up & dance sa a counter-attraction to
the p ing. ’
Deepite the dance, howover, thers

were present, from near and far, sll

tho house would hold  For thoss who
got no “invite”™ to Lumsden’s had- a
double motive for going to meeting;
a dispoaition to rezent the slight was
added to their curiosity to hear the
Methodist preacher, The dance had
taken away those who were most likely
to disturb the meeting ; psoplo left out
did not feel under any obligation to
gratify Captain Lumeden by raising a
row,

Both lower rooms of Wheeler's log
honse were crowded with psople, A
littlo open space was left at the doors

between the rooms for the preacher, |

who prosently camo cdging his way in
through tho crowd, He bad boen at
prayer in that favourite oratory of Lho
early Mothodist preacher, the foreat,

Magruder was a short, stout man,
with wide shoulders, powerful arms,
shaggy brows, and bristling blnok hair,
Ho read tho hymn, twolincs at a tims,
and led tho singing himself. Ho
prayed with the utmost sincerity, but
in a volco that shook tho cabin win.
dows and gave tho simplo people a
deopor roverence for the dreadfulness
of the proucher’s mossage. He prayed
asn man talking face to face with the
Almighty Judge of tho generations of
men; he prayed with an undoubting
assurance of his own acceptance with
God; and with the sincereat conviction
of the infinite peril of his unforgiven
hearers, It is not argument that
roaches men, bu¢ conviction ; and for
immediate, practioal purposes, one
Tishbite Eljjab, that can thunder out
vt & heert that naver doubts, is worth
a thousand acute writers of ingenious
apol1gics,

‘Whien Magrader read his text, which
wag, " Grieve not the Holy Bpirit of
God,” ho seemed to his hoarers a pro-
phet oome to Isy bare their hearta
Magruder had not bsen educated for
his minfstry by years of study of
Hebrew and Greek, of Exegesis and
Systomatics; but ho knéw what was
of vastly more oonsequence to him—
how to read and expound the hearts
and lives of the impulsive, simple,
recklees race among whonx he laboured.
He was of their vory fibre,

On this evening he seized upon the
particular sins of the people as things
by which they drove away the Spirit
of God. The audlence frembled as he
moved on in his rude speech and
solemn indigeation., Every man found
himtelf in turn called to the bar of his
owvn consolence, There was excite-
ment throaghout the house, Some
were angry, some sobbed aloud, as he
slluded to *promizes made to dying
friends,” * vows offored $o God by the
new-made graves of their children,”—
for pioneer people ars veRy susceptible
to all such sppeals to sensibility.

‘When at last o came to speak of
revenge, Kike Lumsden, who had
ligtened intently from the first, found
himself breathing hard. The prescher
showed how the revengeful man was
“as much s marderer a8 if he hsad
slready killed his etiemy and hid his
mangled body in tho leaves of the
woods where nons but the wolf could
over find him1”

At theso words hé turned to tho
part of the room whexe sat, white with
feeling, Hezekiah Eatmsden, or Kike
Lumsden, as he was generally called.
Magzuder, looking alwavs for the effect
of his arrows, noted Kikes emotion
and psused. The houss was utterly
still, save now and then a sob from

zome anguish-smitten soul. The peo

-ple were silling g5 if waiting their

doom. Kike alrsady saw in bis im
sgination the mutilated form of his
unole Enoch (with whom he had had a
desdly quarrel), hidden in the leaves
and scented by hungry wolves. He
waited to hear his own sentence.
Hitherto the preacher had spoken with
vehemenco. Now, he stopped and
began again with tears, and in a tons
broken with emotion, looking in s
general way toward where Kike sat:
*0, young man, there are stains of
blood on your hands! How daro you |}
hold them up befoie the Judge of all} |

Yon are another Cain, and ({od sends




