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PLEASANT HOURS.

‘Tis the Little Things That Uount
BY FLOKENCE A JONES.

Just a lttle here and there. boys,
Such a trifing thing, you thiok,
Once reading a yellow novel,
Just taking, for fun, a drink,
An hour or two spent in the card-room,
‘The smoking of a cigar -
But, oh, do you ever think boya
The little things make or mar *

Just g little time on the stree!, boys
And 0, your unwary feet

Arc lured into sin-stalned bypaths
‘That lead you to Ruin's Street

“Tls just the Airst wrong thought, boys,
Just & few vile words, ah, mo'

And your current of life 1s changlng—
You aro drifting out to sea.

It 18 strewn with tho wrecks of man-
00d—

Rudderless, storm-tossed, lost!
Don't you think theso bunsted pleasures
Are bought at a fearful cost ?
“Tis tho littlo things that count, boys,
That make up the mighty whole,
“Tis Folly’s empty pleasures,
In balance agninst your soul !

OUR PERIODICALS:

The bast, tha cheapest, the most entertainiog, the
most POpuIsL. Yearly

8ub'n

Christian Quandian, weekly...... .. e 3100
Setbodist Magazine and Ravicw, 06 p’, moothly

Wustrat 200

Uhristian Quardian and Metbodlsy Magazine and

Review ouoviinees oone . 2
Jsgatine and Review, Guardian and Onward to- s
er, ba s .-

The Wesleyan, ilalitax, weekly 10
Bus nuer, 55 pp., §v0 , movthly 0 60
Uaward, 8 pp., {td., weekly, undtr $ coples........ 060
teama i ek, B cotn” 53
easant Hours, 4 pp., 41c., weel 6 co
mm“wﬂa * LAl $+1
Orer S0coples. . Lo
sunbumlaloﬂn!xml ', Jess than ten coples.... .. g}g
upwa
1appy Days, fortnighlly, less than ten coples o1t
il loewlna‘gd upwands. 012
Dew DM’\«‘"“’ . 008
Derean Senlor Quarterly (quarte Iv). 0%
Derean Leaf, monthly. o a eeeses 005
Ilerean Intermediate Q: tly (quarteriy). .. 006
Quartetly Review Bervice, By the year, 2o &
ozens $2 per 100; per quarter, 60 &
dozea; 50c. per 100.

THE ANOVE PRICES 1XCLUDE FOSTAOR.
WILLIAM BRIGOS,
Methodist Book and Pulxishing House, Toronto.
. W, Coarme, 8 F Vomns,
11768t Catherine St., Wesleyan Book Room,
Montreal, lalitax, N.S.

Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUKG FOLK.
I Rev. W, H, Withrow, D,D., Editor,

TORONTO, OCTOBER 13, 1800

A WISE PRECAUTION.
BY MARY WINITING ADAMS.

In the nelghbourhood where I llve,
where some ot the largest powder mulls
in the worid aro situated, there was
lately a terrific explosion. It shook the
earth for miles round like an earthquake,
and up and down tho valley of the busy
little stream that turns tho wheels of
many other milis there was especlal
damage done. 'The nearest of these to
the powder works—a large kclol:‘h mill,

many

left without a whole window pane {n its
long front, every window having been
shattered and driven in by tho exploston.
No other damage was done, the walls be--
ing strong and sound, but the owner im-
mediately stopped his looms, shut down
his dynamos, and set hls men to work
taking apart every machine in the bulld-
ing, and examining every inch of floor
and every bale and yard of material. It
took two or three wecks' time, and the
powder mill owners h2d to pay the cost
of doing it, tvo.

Why did it have to be done? The
reason was simple cnough. Thousands
of bits of broken glase, sharp edged as
razors, had been driven back into tho
rooms of the mill. The owner knew
how delicate and costly was the fine ma-
chinery of loom and spindle and carder.w
1f but one single splinter of glass had
lodged anywhere among its wires and
wheeis, it might cut and tear them into
absolute ruln in five miuutes. If the
tiniest bits of glass had fallen amung the
matorials ready to be woven, thoy might
carry it on to the machines and offect
the same result. Not until every par-
ticle of glass had been removed from
that mill was it safe, for a moment, to
start the Icoms or feed in the materials.

It was 2 practical acknowledgment of
the tremendous power of little things.
Thore i3 nothing more common than

ties of o sharp-edged fregment of glass
in tho wrong placoe ara almost beyond
computation  Suppese that the cloth
mlll owner had thought so much pre-
castion uselexs and foollsh and let the
matter go with orly sweeplng up tho
scattered glass on tho floor First, o
costly machive might have been ruined,
overy yard of materin) that had gone
through that machino would be hadly
woven in consequence good customers
might be lost by selilng such jll-woven
watertal to them. orders would be do-
tayed by the necessity of getting n new
machine and putting it in, which often
takea a long time and so on. You see,
&irls, that A smail thing may have very
large consequences, and tho wise man,
liko tho wise mill owner, knows thls,
and does not despise what a foolish per-
son calls trifles.

It is worth whilo for us, then, if we
know that there are certain small things
in our Iives that are not quite right, to
poy immediate attention to getitng rid
of them They aro so small, perhaps,
that it geems to us as if we ought to
givo thought rather to larger things; but
that 18 a great mistake  One little act
of disobedicnce meay cut its destructive
way through tho fibro of a whole lifa.
One bit of carcless rudeness may cost a
young person his or her best chanco of
advancement fn the world. One evil
thought may open the way for the ruin
of o soul. Tendencles and desires so
small and secrct that no one knows of
thems but ourselves may yet be as dan-
gerous as the razor-edged sliver of glass,
hid away In the recesses of the machine
—-unseen, unsuspected, but, in the end,
most fatal.

The best thing fs to have our lves
«arcfuily freed from such dangerous In-
vaders, It certainly took trouble to
clean out the mill, but then how securc
the owner felt, when it was all done, and
he know that each machine could do its
work safely, and each yard of cloth be
kept up to tho standard in its weaving
and finisht It costs—nobody can deny
that—to be ncat, punctual, polite, cbedi-
ent, careful, th ghly con-
sclentious about our inner selves; but
such a clean, safe life Is a continuat re-
ward to the ono who Hves it. It will
pay us to stop the wheels it we suspect
something s not as it should be, and ex-
amine every tendency and habit and de-
sire within us until we have gotten rid
of even tho smallest harmful thing that
has crept fn —S. S Visitor

THE STORK'S MESSAGE.
BY MARY GOROES.

Far away in Nuiway, there Is a quict
little viltage where the figure of a stork
appears, carved on the church and over
many of the houses  All children in
that village know the history of that
stork, and how in return for kindness
he saved the boy, Conrad, from hopeless
misery.

Conrad and his mother once lived in
this village. She was a widow, and
thig little 1ad was all she had to love In
the world. God had implanted tender-
ness in the boy’s heart for bird and
beast, and ho grow to love a stork which
every summer bullt {ts nest cn the house

top.

When Conrad was grown to be a young
man he went as a sallor, and set out for
a distant land,

At first all went well with the sallor,
but one day, when they were near to the
coast of Africa, & number of plrates took
the ship, and put the crow in irons, and
on reaching port, sold them as slaves.

Conrad years after was toiling by bim-
self one day In some lonely place, when
a stork came flying close and wheeled
about him, In 2 moment ho thought of
the days of his boyhood, of bis home,
his mother, and their yearly visitor-

He whistled as he used to do to call
the bIrd long ago, anc to his joy the
stork came to him, as if to be fed.

At that moment Conrad’s heart was
full of tears and thanksgiving. It was
as though a dear old friend had found

=

m.

But Conrad's heart grew sad again as
tho time came for the bird to fly away
to the North Was it golng to his
mother's cottage ? 'Was therc any one
to welcomo §t now and to feed it ?

Suddenly a thought came to him. He
might find help in the stork, and yet get
away from his slavery. He managed to
write a line or two on a scrap of paper,
telling where he was and that he was a
slave.  This he tied firmly round the
bird’s leg, and committed his message
to God's care.

Spring camo agaln to the cold north
1ands, and with spring came the stork to
seek its old
grow bright at sight of the bird which
reminded ber of her lost boy, and she
welcomed and fed It tenderly. As it

window-glazs, and a broken pane is no
snusual happening. But the possibilt-

took the food from her hand, she caught

nest.  The widow's eyes’

sight of the paper tled to its log, nndl
with somo curloaity romoved it. What
was her joy to find 1t A messago from her
son ?

Sho could scarcely bellevo her cyes as
sho read jt.  She ran hastily to the min-
fster of the littlo parlsh to show tho
preclous letter The nows spread through
the villago, and a cry went forth from
every house, “ We must send and redeem
Conrad 1*

Thoy meant it, t00. The next Sunday
morning, thoy brought their money to
tho church, and each gavo what he could
for tho widow's son  Then they chose
one of their number to go to tho King
to lay the caso before him, and get him
to send a ship ot war to tho help of Con-
rad, such a ono as no pirate dare touch.

It was done, To the simple faith of
thoso times, ft would have seemed dis-
oboying tho will of God had such a sign
been mneglected, The warship made
good speed, and sho was given good suc-

'#s, for the stork had not flown, on the
autumn day whon tho bells of the church
rang out, and all the people rejoiced with
great joy, for the widow's son was re-
deomed, and was safely at home again fn
his mother’s cotiage.

Such 18 tho story of tho stork told in
the qulet Norway village to this day—
The Children’s Friend.

PACING THE FOB,
BY AXNA ¥. BURNIAM.

‘ Oh, pleaso let mo do that 2" begged
Rhoda. “1 hate cutting out dress
skirts 1"

Aunt Ruth dropped her shears on the
cutting table and stralghtened her bent
back, to give a sharp look at the eagor
faco coaxing her,

“ First tfme I ever heard hatin’ to do
a thing brought forrard as a reason for
doing it!” she remarked, looking the
gir] over shrewdly.

“Oh, yes, Aunt Ruth,” sald Rhoda,
“mother says that’s the very reason.
Face the foo! That's her motto that
she’s always brought us up on. It you
don’t, she says you go on dreading and
dreading it for ever, and worse and worse
ag you put off trylng it, and by and by
you are incapable. She always makes
us try to do everything we hate to do,
and keep at it till we llke it.”

“Your mother's a master sensible wo-
man,” was Aunt Ruth's comment.
“Here, take the shears, then. I was
goin’ to let you look on and see me do it.
But you-might as well make your mis-
takes and profit by ‘em.”

“1 was greatly surprised, but I gave
him a little job of work, and fergot all
about him until he came into my room
with the question, * What next?' That
settied It for me. I predict a successful
career for that boy as a businces man.”

THE NEW GAME,

I think Charlle Keen will bo a great
inventor when he becomes a man, that lg
it he shows as much Ingenulty in invent-
{ug usctul things as he now shows in In-
vonting games for tho amusoment of
himself and his young brother and sister.

Mrs, Keen is a poor woman, and
never had much money te spend in buy-
ng her children toys, ‘This I8 no draw-
beck to their enjoyment. Toys they
conslder are rather a hindrauce to play
than otherwiss,

Mrs, Keen takes in washing, and one
day, when hanging her clothes out in
the sweet country air, she Jooked up and
saw Charlie crawling about on the green
fn front of the housd with a clothes
basket Inverted on his back. Bobby
and Alice wera proceeding to follow his
example, Peals of laughter reached her
it by an 8 ~kward jerk tho baskets rolled
oft tho children’s backs. She hastened
to rescue her baskets, fearing that the
children would dirty them. “We are
playing at tortoises, mother,” sald
Charlle.

“ Yes, that i3 all very well, but 1 you
dirty my baskets I shall have all my
work to do over agaln.” Charlle looked
sorry, and carefully examined the bas-
kets to sco it thero were any specks df
dirt on them. He dearly loved his
mother, and nover gave her any trouble
except by thoughtlessnees, of which ha
always bitterly repented afterwards.

ABBAHAM LINCOLN ON TEM:
PERANCE, :

Turn now to the temperance revolu-
tion. In it we shall find & stronger
bondage broken, a viler slavery manu-
mitted, a greater tyrant deposed—in it,
more of want suppled, inore disease
healed, more sorrow asguaged. - By it,
no orphans starving, no widows weep-
ing; by it, none wounded in feellng, none
infured fn interest. Even the dram-
maker and dram-seller will have gllded
into other occupations so ually as
never to have felt the change, and will
stand ready to join all others in the uni-
versal song of gladness. Happy day,
when all appetites controlled, all pas-
sions subdued, _f\ll matter subjugated;

“There, sir,” sald Rhod2 in
fifteen minutes later. * That bugbear
never will block my way again.”

“Plecky way of dolng” muttered
Robert to himself, coming out of the
window seat where he had been louag-
ing over a Harper’s Weekly instead of
doing what he called “ tackling " bis de-
bating club essay. “‘¥Faco the foel
Did it too, like = soldler. Wonder how
that rule would work on some of my
‘bugbears® ?  There’s that Christian
Endeavour _meeting to-night.  Dick
wanted I should lead it for him, I
sneaked out of It by telling him I never
did such a thing in my life. Belleve in
my heart 1l go and try It, Rhoda-
fashion! Wouldn't she be surprised it
she knew what she made me do with
her old dressmaking lesson 2"

A BOY WHO IS SUCCEEDING.

Every boy Wwishes to succeed, but few
men are able to look upon a successful
lfe, Why scme boys are promoted
more rapldly than some others is sug-
gested by this story:

“ i new boy came into our office to-
day,” said a wholesale grocery merchant
to his wife at the supper-table. “He
wag hired by the firm at the request of
the senfor member, who thought the boy
gave promise of things, DButl feel
suro that boy will be out of the office in
Jess than a week.”

“What makes you think so 1"

“ Because the first thing he wanted to
know was just exactly how much he was
expected to do.”

“ Perhaps you will change your mind
about him.”

‘:'Perhaps T shall, but I don't thisk
50,

Three days later the buslness man sald
to his wife: “About that hoy you re-
member I mentioned three or four days
ago. Well, he is the best-boy that ever
entered the store.”

“How did you find that out 2

*In the easlést way in the world, 'The
first morning after he began work he

very falthfully an
tically the oxact dutles assigned, which
he had been 8o careful to have explained
to him, When he had finished he cams

to me and xaid, * Mr. H,, I have finished
ali that work. Now, what can'I do-?*.

mind, all mind, shall live and
move the monarch of tho world. Glorl-
ous ¢ensummation! Hall,_tall of fury!
Relgn of reason, all hail ¢

And when the .wictory ahall be com-
plete—when there shall be ~<ither aslave
nor a druckard on earth—how groud the
title of that land which may truly clalm
to be the birthplace and the cradie of
both those revolutlons that shall have
ended In that victory!

Gray Coat snd Blue Eyes.
BY M, WINCHESTER ADAMS.
“ Jack F&t;gt has helped me, I knew he

WOl
Sall a squirre! with coat of gray;
“ He has opened the burrs, the little nuts'

turs,
In n most astonishing way.”

And while he talked a wonderful breeze,
Scattered nuts on every -stde;
And he-sald : “ Very soon, perhaps by

noon,
My wister’s store 1 can safely hide”

He worked away, this littie Gray Coat;
As happy as happy could k2,

Till he hid for his store a quart or more
In a hole at the foot of a tree,

He had covered them up with leaves ot
wa,

rown,
‘When some children, out nutting; too,
Came bounding along, with shout an

with song, .
Swinging their baskets bright and new.

And-one Jittle Blue Eyes found the nuts
Lfttle Gray Coat had stored away,
“ And she took them all, the large and
the small,”
1 think I hear somebody say.

Ah ! no, she didn’t, she Ieft them there,
TFor my-little Blue Eyes was L
Now, which do you say, out nutting that

Was 3h'e happlest one in the'wood ?

* Be noble ! and the nobleness that liss *
In other me;;, sleeping, }:’:t n:;é-,dud,
Wil = msajest: meet thine

s Ny ~Lowsll




