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PLEASANT HOURS.

B o L A S s

Purpomely a little above the top of the tree,
and #s the shot rang out, a many-voiced
Yell from the jungle proved the wisdom of
ovefy precaution,

ere they came ; a large troop of sav-
ges, probably the picked warriors of a rov-
Ing tribe, brandishing their lances and
'hOOp}ng in chorus in anticipation of an
sasy victory.

“Holdon! Don’t fire till they come a
bit nearer,” shouted the doctor ; “*let them
cross that ridge of sand first? Here they
tome! Aim well! Now then!”

Get your rifles ready ! ” yelled Fred,
When the smoke of the howitzer had rolled
away, but there was no need of a second
shot. If the earth had opened to swallow
thﬁm the charging savages could not have
vanished more suddenly, and as the echoes
of the. explosion rolled along the hills, the
Tushot their stampede could beheard break-
“\g‘ through the jungle in all directions.

‘ That settled them,” laughed Fred; 1
:;g'b think some of them will ever stop gal-

ng,”
. “Yes, they are gone,” said the doctor ;

but they will come back as soon as they
%n get help, you can make your market
on that. Look over yonder, though,” he
&dded', pointing to the east; ‘‘there’s the
Morning dawning, and before that sun sets
¥e can be out of sight of this coast. It
would take an army to work these mines,
And they would have to waste a ton of

for every ounce of gold.”

——

OUR PERIODICALS:

PER YEAR-—POSTAGE FRER

m“’“ best, the cheapest, the moxt entertaining, the
o8t popular,

C!"'il"h't_l\ Guardian, weekly .....,...c.ooeeemners $2 00
M:g‘Od{St Magazine, 104 pp., monthly, illustrated 2 00
nodist Magazine and Guardian together.. ..

3 50

¥"§“‘"e. Guardian and Onward togetiier ...... 4 00
Bundgy tleyan, Halitax, weckly.......o...oeeus 50
g &v-8ehool Banner, 52 pp. 8vo., monthly .. 0 60
ard, § Pp. 4to., weekly, under 5 copies ...... 060
Plegggp e, COPIE8 &1 0Ver . e 0 50
*ant Hours, 4 pp., 4to., weekly, single copies 0 30
Less than 20 copies.. .........ooeeneens 025

Over 20 copies

Sunt  COPies .. ... ... o 024

beam, fortnightly, less than 10 copies 015

Hia, 10 copies and upwards .......... 012

PPy Daye, fortuightly, less than 10 copie: 015

Heren ]10 copies and upwards ............ . 012

Qoar " Lewf, monthly, 106 copies per month ..., 6 50
terly Review Service. By the year, 24c. &

dozen ; $2 per 100; per guarter, 6c. a
Qozeu; 50c. per 100.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Methodiat Book and Publighing House, Toronto.
C. W, Coarpa,

8. F. Husrms,
3 Rleury Street, Wesleyan Book Room,
Montreal. Halifax, N.S.

Pleasant Hours:

APAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK
Rev. W. H. WITHROW, D.D., Editor.

TORONTO, APRIL 28, 1894.

e

GROWTH OF THE KINGDOM.

BY RRV. T.

L

I MUST take you to a scene in the land of
alestine, A poor man has come out of
}ylfmder village to sow his seed on these
ills.  You see no farms, nor fields, nor
hedges, like we have in Canada, but only
patches of cultivated ground scattered over
; ® open country. The man is in great
rouble, for he had very bad crops last
year, and the wheat especially was nearly
all spoilt by the blight and mildew. It is
Winter time now, and his family are begin-
Mng to feel the searcity of food. The poor
children have had nothing but barley bread
go eat for a long time, and lately thére has
cen very little of that; aud now he is
obliged to take away some of the scanty
8tock of corn for seed. It is like tuking
the bread out of the children’s m ruths, and
yet he can’t help it.  If he doesu’t sow the
elds next year there will be no crop at
all.  No wonder he is very careful with it :
he looks about anxiously, to put every
andful into the best eround - every grain
And so the man goes

it is precious.
forth, « bearing precious seed.”  But he
sowsin faith. He knows that (iod has prom-
1sed bl‘nt “aslong as the earth remaineth
Eeed-tlme'and harvest shail not fail ;” an(i

bia work is rough and his lot is

B. BISHOP.

though

hard, and he is sowing now in trouble and
sorrow, he looks forward to the time when
the summer shall return again, and the
harvest shall come, and this seed shall
bring forth a hundred-fold, He is sowing
in tears now, but some day he will reap in
oy.

! And now I must show you another
picture. One Sunday afternoon a teacher
is on her way to the school. Fora long
time she has taught the girls in her class
without much result, and some of them are
gtill very giddy and thoughtless. DBut
lately she has had a little encouragement :
Ellen seemed a little more earnest last
Sunday, and Martha said—when she met
her in the week—that she was really try-
ing to love the Saviour. She has been
praying very earnestly for them all to-day.
The lesson is a beautiful one, and she has
worked hard to prepare it, and now she
goes to the class full of hope that this after-
noon a déep impression will be made. But,
somehow, all seems to go wrong. Some of
the girls do not come at all, and others
come late and disturb the class very much.
Ellen is absent, and it is said she has gone
for a walk instead. Martha is come, but
is not nearly so attentive as she was last
Sunday. and some of the rest whisper and
make her laugh. The teacher tries very
hard and speaks very earnestly, but it is of
no use. The girls are indifterent and care-
less, and she goes home nearly heart-
broken ; and she sits down in her own
room, and the tears come into her eycs as
she opens her Bible for consolation. But
presently she finds the words, “ He that,
goeth forth and weepeth, bearing precious
seed, shall doubtless come aguin rejoicing,
bringing his sheaves with hini.” Yes, sheis
sowing in tears ; and her heart is cheered
by this precious prowise, for she believes
that some day she will reap.

THE SEED.

All sowing is a work of faith. Here is a
child in the garden putting a little round
black thing into the ground. What can it
be? She tells me it will some dav come np
and be a beautiful flower. What! that
little mite ¢ It is not like a flower in the
least ; it has no beautiful colours, and is
not at all the shape of a flower. And then
it is so small, it will surely be lost in the
earth, and you could never find it again.
If you were to put in a ruby, now, or an
emerald, or some other brilliant precious
stone, you might expect it to turn into a
splendid flower. But that tiny black speck,
not so big as a pin's lead ! isn’t it quite
absurd to suppose it will ever come to
anything?

Ah! but it is seed. The ruby and the
emerald are only stones—they are dead
things, and can never grow ; but the seed
is alive.

Several thousand years ago some Egyp-
tian kings were buried in those costly and
wonderful tombs of theirs, the Pyramids,
and, wrapped up with their bodies, there
were some seeds put into the coffins. Some
of these were grains of wheat—wheat such
as Pharaoh saw in his dreams, and Joseph
gathered into barns—and there they slept,
as comfortably as could be, till the other
day the cofling were opened and several of
the mummies were brought to England,
and then these wheat corus were found. So
some of them were planted in the earth,
and sure enough a few months after they
grew up, and those little seeds produced
fine large ears of corn !  During all those

thousand years, you see, they had not died.
No: there is life in seed.

THE LOST LOCKET.
BY A. L. NOBLE.

Or all the jolly boys in London, Dick
Tibbitts was about the jolliest. He laughed
enough to grow fat, but he careered about
80 that he danced any possible fat off,
There may be some food has to go along
with the fun that makes fat, and Dick
dined anywhere and anyhow. He sold
matehes in swnmer and swept crossings in
muddy weather. He joked with all the
cab-drivers, was always diving under their
horses’ heels to stop busses for nervous old
women, or twitching old men’s coat-tails—

old men who would st

and still in the ve
best places to be killed, and then be so a.?j

tonished, when they were jerked into safet
by Dick, who moved livelier than the lice)j
Dick got lots of mud and dirt on tace,

.

hands, and legs, but he had a warm little
heart. He never envied other boys their
fine clothes, or homes, or carriages—nothing
but their mothers. He remembered his
own, a good woman ; beaten, abused, and
beart-broken, by his drunken father. One
November day, the streets were very dirty ;
all the morning there had been a yellow
fog, making the air so thick that every-
thing looked as dim as if seen through cof-
fee-coloured glass. Toward night it cleared,
and people were out enjoying the change.
Dick’s little old broom whisked this side
and that. He swept a path for everybody,
whether he was paid or not ; his black eyes
shining at a joke or a penny indifferently.
At last a very sweet lady came along, with
two of the daintiest little girls that Dick
ever saw. One was like the big wax doll
in the bazaar window down the street.
The other fixed her blue eyes first on her
new shoes then on the mud. . Dick never
waited to consider his movements long.
One who lives in the middle of a London
street cannot ; he would not live long if he
were given to meditation. .

The first thing the mother saw was Dick
scampering across the slimy pavement with
Polly in his arms. She was almost as big
as her bearer; but he got her over without
a stain on her dainty feet, and was back for
Miss Bessie, who thought, it gre.t sport to
“ride on a shimney-weep,” as she said.

The mother laughed too, and gave Dick
a shining new sixpence.

They turned down a near street, and
Dick went back to the post where he had
left his broom. Right by it, almost hidden
under the dirty twigs, was a lovely gold
locket off one child's neck. Dick first
thought it money or some wonderful great
coin, but when he touched the edge it
opened, showing a likeness of the mother.

Poor little Dick, gazing at it, he thought
not that it was gold, only that this child
could have a picture just like its own dear
mother! He had none of his, and never
could have. He turned, tucked his old
broom under his arm, and rushed after the
children. They were getting into a cab.
Dick got near enough to see the number and
keep it in sight, but not to stop the driver
until he had given little Dick’s legs a sorry
chase. At last they halted at a large, nice
house in Dorset Square, and Dick returned
the locket. He was going away, but the
lady took him into the kitchen. There he
was warmed, and given such a dinner,
that he told the cook he was ¢ burstin’ off
all his buttons, and must be skewered with
wooden pins, if she had ’em to spare.”
The little girls wanted to look at him ; their
mother talked to him. The cook finally
discovered she needed him to scour knives,
run for the *‘ wegetables,” and wait on her.
Cooks rule sometimes ; this one did. She
had Dick washed, fed, and taught his
duties, so that in a week or two he was ag
brisk and helpful as need be. He found a
good home, and in years that followed,
good friends.

THE TROUELES THAT NEVER
COME.

Turirnumberislegion. Theyexistusually
inthemind. Peopleof livelyimnaginationsars
the most burdened bythem. He who is most
blessed with the faculty of looking ahead i&
also most tempted. The faculty of foreseeing
often leads him to foresee things that never
will take place. This is one of the great op-
portunities of the devil. At this vulnherablé
point he smites hard. With fear as 2 weapon
he acts the tyrant. How many of us can loog
back upon our imaginary troubles, as chil-
dren, after the darkness of the night, look
with contempt upon objects that in the
darkness appeared to them monsters. Fesr
of imaginary trouble is absurd. It is hard
enough to bear our actual burdens wher
they are laid upon us. We need all our
strength for the real burdens of life. A

cultivation of the habit of fear leads us-

often to imagine the real ills of life darker
than they are. Forehoding is absurd, too
because God is as able and as willing to
lead us in the future as in the past. %ltﬁ
this borrowing ill from to-morrow is bo
unseriptural and infidel. Jesus said: “Sufy
ficient unto the day is the evil thereqt.”
He gave us an object-lesson telling uaealt
we are of more account than the lillas ¢
the field and the fowls of the air. He told
us that God knew all about us even to the
minutest hair of our hsada, Thars is noth-

ipg next to siti  thit
liverance from sitiy moré than frot
otir religion will not save us from '
1i6t the right kind, and i8 worbhkﬂsi.u
o have learried to trust God, 80 17

blues cannot enter in to poison O“M '
we are p long way behind in leartiBe 7.

16880n of trist.—Christian Witnesd: .{

manikind “ﬁ -
flan from fosfly

The Boy About the Place
BY A. H. HUTCHINSON.

WHEN you hear a fearful racket,
ike a miniature cylone, el'y,
With some sounds so strange that, 81"
Their like was never known ;
While the nmiother listens calmly,
Even with a smiling face, “
Yon may know that it is nothing—
There’s a boy about the place !

When fy;pu'ﬁ_nd rough carved initiale
. On the papels of the door ; N
When you find his shirts and necktiéd
Scuttered all about the floor, s
Well-worn shoes and battered headges?
In the parlour find a place ;
Do not grumble—it is common
With a boy about the place !

When there's a famine in thé p{:ﬁoard,
~ And the mjlk-pail, too, runs dry,
And you can’t keep pies or cookies,
No matter how you try ;
When you vainly seek for apples
That have gone and left no trace,
Hard times is not the trouble—
"Tis the boy about the place !
When there are shavings on the carpet®
And chips upon the beds ;
When the mats are tossed in corners,
And the chairs stand on their heads.
While, if a tool is needed, you
All 'round the house must race; . =
You may know he’s making somethin®
Is the boy about the place !

When the house is full of sunshine,
On the darkest kind of day,

And you have to smile at seeing

Some freak of boyish play.
When the blue eyes, deep and lovings
, Are raised to meet your face,

You will say, I think, ¢ God bless

Bless our boy about the place !” 4
— Golden Do¥™
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ELEPHANTS AND AN omﬁéi”

TH1s story is given by an exchang® .

Mr. O’Sga, t%le well?’known war cofﬁ
pgndent, tells the following arﬁec‘:;’te ¢
adventure with a herd of elephant8: _iou.

‘A young friend asked mI; once 0 ’fqbﬁ
him some elephants, and 1 took hi® s‘i‘i
me, having first borrowed an 3Proﬁ"
filled it with oranges. This he was 10
while accompanying me in the stable;
the moment we reached the door thee
set up such a trumpeting—they h# scn;
the fruit—that he dropped the 8PTo",
its contents, and scuttled off like ®
rabbit. There were eight é]ephaﬂ':;'l f
whien I picked up the oranges I fou? :

R
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five and twenty. «
,l,“I_gVéikéd S:ieliberately along t’h:m .
Fiving one to each. When I got t0 ,
tremity of the harrow stable I turn® nt
was abput to begin the distributiol '
%henvl suddenly reflected that if eo
o, 7 in the row saw me give tWO
h siiccession to No. 8, he might M
fe/wa?dbeiﬁg cheated, and give me ':he
vith fds proboscis—that is where ® "4
hant falla short of the human beinf™"
wenit, o thé door and began as befor% ¥
4Thrice I went along the line, &lf:’ft’ :
%H&B Ind fix. I had otie orang® ory or.
 ad to et back to the door. E";i Pt
?hang, in the herd had his gree Y s
focused ofi that orange. wa o
&2 i’?’?miﬁ was worth go give it 0 any
o

thoth. .

“ &’h t, was I to do? 1 pnla

R ke d it up conspicuously, co2 ys mo‘

it, and sucked it myself. It W;’epwﬁ

amusing to notice the way those © pond®y

QUdgfﬁg eécﬁ other and shook thelf cod it
es, They thoroughly ente

)

us s]
te Humor df the thing.”

o et

j’l 3@ idhoax advertisitig for VS
Lt t wrohk ,v.ewellift'elad were cﬂ&‘e
of a competency sufficient to B%%

against excessive grief in case ©
oocurring to her companion.




