PLEASANT HOURS.
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His Yoko i{s Easy.

Cnrist nover asks of us stich busy labour
As leaves no time for resting at liis feet ;
The waiting attitude of expectation
Ho olttimes counts a gervice most complete.

Ho sometimea wante our ears--onr rapt
atteution,
That he suine sweetest se~ret may impart ;
*Tis always in the time of decpeat mtonco
'.\'lmtil heart finde deepest fellowship with
eart,

Wo sometimes wondet why our Lord has
placed us
\Vithin a apar o 80 nrerot, so obscure,
That nothing wo cail worlkk can find an
entrance ;
There's only room to safler~to endure.

Woell, God loves patience ; souls that dwell in
stillness,
Doing the little things ar reating quite,
May juat as perfectly fulfil their mission,

S

Bo just as useful iu the Father's sight,

As thay who gmrple with somo giant evil,
Glecring a path that every oye may seo ;
Our Savienp gares for Chigel ful neqmescence,

Rather than for a'busy ministry,

And'set ho does love service, where "tis given
By gratelul lovo that clothes itaelf in deed ;
Bat wgrk that's dono beneath the scourge of
oty
Bo sure to such he gives but little heed.

Then a;ck to please him, whateoc'er he bid
theo;
Whether to do, to suffer, to be still ;
'Twill mattor little by what path he led us,
If in it all we sought to do his will.

BAXTER'S SECOND NNINGS.

PROFESSOR DRUMAMOND.
CHAPTER L
BAXTER'S FIRSY INNINGS.

“3ax ™ 1" cried the umpire, and the
felders fell into their places The bowler
atepped back a pace and poised the ball in his
fingers. You naver 2aw power more clearly
written on any face—Iit was almost weird;
and his arm worked like a stecl spring. The
new batsman, on the other hand, was:only a
boy. His cricket jacket was painfully new,
and s0 wero his cap and wondrously varnished
bat. And tho expression on the great bowler's
face when the “manin ™ walked to tho wicket
was StraDge to see. .

This was Baxter’s firit gréat-match. I
suppose this.accounts for it that he did not
recognize the bowler; but to those of the

tators who did, tho casual way.in which
he handléd his' bat was really ominous.
*Does that greenhorn-know he’s playing o
mateh 2" growled ono of them. ¢ If ho doean’t
waka.op L1l back the first atraight tail-to
Guish ‘hi.  Thé aw’ hasn't even his pads
on.

At that moment the first-ball whizzed down
thoe pitch, and if it had been a hair’a breadth
more to the right it would have beent alt over
with the now batsman. The second ball
ecemed to the spectalors a bundred times
swifter than the Gest, but what cxactly
Lappened, no one ever quite -understood,
Whether the ball rosc on an incquality of the
gronnd, -or glanced off the top of the bat, is
not quite certain, but in any case the boy
missed’ when be struck at it, and it canght
Lim sideways on the head, and the next
moment he Iay motionlessacrors the pitch.

Whan hobecame conscions bofound himself
lying in the pavilion on & pilo of coats. *¢It
waa'a nITOW sbave,” he heard tho doctor say.
* Whatever made -the young idiot run into a
ball liko that 1™

“Ho did not know the bowling, doctor,”
sxid the captain, whbo wds hoiding up s
kead: *“it’s his first match. I hope tho
wound’s not serious §

¢ Just-missed the temple,” replicd the
docter. ‘‘If it had struck there be was a
dead msp—~sure. As itis, it may smart a bit,
but that may.beall” ’

“* Doctor,” whizpered tho patient, suddenly
opening- his oycs, *shall 1 bo better next
Satardsy?” .

“ Why. you young imbecile.”

** Because I wou!d liko a second inninga.”

*Innings 1" exclaimed the dostor, who
rretended to be a little gruff sometimes.
““You may get a ball— pethaps two; 1
shonld not'call that as inpinga™ *
“I¢'s about all I. deserve,” said the victim,

“We'it see,”
# Pethaps—=""

But hero the carrisge camo to carry the
disabled cricketer home,

whispered the captain.

fome think Baxter dreamed what is now to
ba told, for the Sunday which followed that
Saturday afternoon was very hot, and tho
boy lay in a dozy sort of state in tho xouth
budroom.  But some think tho captain, who
came 1nto 308 him while the others wero ot
chuagh, had something to do with it. The
captain was wob ouly the wmoat brilliant
criskoter fntho county, batthebest maninit,
and though be was z2idom known to talk like
this, Baxtor siways quoted the captain as il
the {ptorviow which follows was a real teport
of b Lie sald.

——

CHAPTFR.IIL

SWIFTB} AND THE STORY OF -THR CAPTAIN'S
SUILLING,

“Yzy, oy boy,” began tho csptain, sittin
down beaide his sofa, ** you made a focl v
yourwelf ; bus you did uot know. Someons
should bave put youup toit. If you will not
thik me bumptious, 1will tell you something
about that fellow's bowling.

! Thank you,” said the boy, “T belleve 1
could do better if I only kuew his form. He's
a regular demon.”

' I shall begin by telling you bis name," said
thocaptain, *'Itis Temptation”

**Tim who ?" said the boy.

“Tcmg’tation," repeated the captain,

¢ Oh {” eaid the boy, *“1 hopo you'ro not
golng to be religious, I thought we were
talking aboat games.”

* So we ate, ' replied the captain, cheerily.
““Wo aro talking-of ‘the gams of Life. Ycu
kuow you asked me.iast night if you were
going te live. If you are to live I had better
tell you something about the gamo. Lifo is
siinply 'a cricket match—with temptation as
Lowler. Ho's the fellow who takes nearly
cvery boy's wicket some timo or other. Bat

perhaps you caw't atand.this, Baxter. 1'U.

stop it.”

**No,” sald Baxter, *I'm as right ass
trivet, Pleasc go on. I know you won't
preach.” .

** Well,” continued the captain, ‘“stop me
if X bore you. . You sse.overy boy has thres
wickots® to defend. The firat is Daty, the
;cumsl’ Honour, the third Unaclishness.

“That looks mightily like preaching,”
interrupted Baxter. ‘*Sermon  with thres
heads : First, Daty. Second —-"

¢ No, my boy,I'm not in that lino—] am
going to tell you about tho bowling, 1 have
threo heads, but not these,”

““ What are thoy?”

“ Swifts, Slows, and Screws.”

“That's better. Excuso ms,” apologized
the boy. .

“Now hero is what I call a swift. Last
winter I was ordering some lemons for a
footkall match, at S——, the grocer™s. By
mistake I Jdropped somo. loose silver on the
floor, and the pieces went zcurrying all over
the place. Onepicce—a shilling— rolled over
to whero the message-boy was filling o basket,
and quick as lightuing he covered it with his
foot and began to back against the sogar-
barrels till iae had it safely stowed away.
Presently, after 1 bad gathered vp the seven
or cight other pieces and was completing my
purcaasc, he stooped down and pretended to
tic hws shoe. Then hiec whisked the com 1nto
his-pocket, whittled ‘Luls Hnitannis, and
went'on *1th his work. .

**Lsaid oothing, though 1 saw the wholo
grme. Thero stoou tue culpnt wan tus
middle.-stump— Hoovor—as clean bowled as I
ever saw it done. It was a downright ugly
theft, and but for one thing 1 shuuld have
exposed him there and then.  That onoe thing
was that the ball which took him was s swift.
Tho best of-boyssre sometimes-taken with
swits, It wasa swaft that bowled out Peter
when-the girl aprang that qucstion on him
thie night-'the cotk crowed. As anatter of
fact I found out that this boy was a fairly
uevent feilow, and a dunday-sciout schiotar,
1 waited two days to lot the thiog right itself
—for that often happens with ‘swift’
catastrophea. Then I waylaid the buy where

* For those who néver happen to bave seen
the great Koglish game, it may bo explained
that the Wickets aro thres aticks rather over
two feet high, pianted creét in the grovad
about » couplo of inches. or €0 apart. On
tho top of theee, joining-them locsely, are
poised two other hittle picoes, tho Bails. This
Iittle *“citadel” the batsman has to .defend
against tho bowl~, and if any part of it is
‘“destroyed™ by tho bell, he is ‘' out”
Every tims he hita the ball to a distance, he
runs to another ** citadel " some distancs off,
sad each *‘run” counts oxo in his fsvour.

I could talk to hun without erngseen. It was
vs | oxpected. The poor soul had spent the
twu most miserablo days of his bife, 1f ho had
had ten geconds to think whatho was Jdoin
fustead of tho tenth of a second he woui
never hnve done it. As for the shilling, this
l»enileut thief had bought twelve stamps with
t and was watching h‘f: chanze to post them
to my home,

‘‘How to play swifta?” tho captain went
on, *‘that's not eo easjly aaid. You see the
situation is something like this: A boy will
tell o sudden lie where he would have epoken
the truth if he had had a minute to conuder.
Well, this means that ho is really two Loys, &
good boy and a tad boy. Now, the bad boy

usually ou tho spot first. It takes a fow
secouds for tho other, as it were, to come up ;
and beforo he arcives the mischief is done.
The thing"to do therefore, s to hurry up the

good boy.
g ** But why should the bad boy turn up
rat?”

“You will understand it if we call them
the new boy and the old Loy. I suspect the
tho bad Loy has the start at birth. The new
buy is born later. The thing is to grow the
new Loy aud starve the old one till ho is too
thin aud broken down to do much harm. We
all hnow boys whocould not do a mean thing.
1t is no cflort to them notto do it; they have
80 nourished the better nature that jt would
bo impossiblo to do it. YWhat helps a
cricketer in playing swifta is laigely the sort
of phydical man heia. Al his muscles are 80
up to the matk, and his facaltiesso alive and
braced that ho can rise to anfthiu at &
moment’s'notice.  He plays a Lall by inatinect
rather thian by premeditation.” .

“You mean that swifts must be. prepared
for beforehand rather than whenthey come,’

* Pretty much. Tho -time to get realy a
ship for tho storm is not whesn tho hurricans
is on, but when the planks are being picked,
and tho bolts driven home in the dockyard,
Build a boy of sound timberand he'll weather
most things?

4+ Buat what if the awifts come atreight at

ﬁur head like that one yesterday,” suggeated .

xter,

¢ Ob,” said the captaip, ‘*it's almost too
igr.ominiond to 323 it, but when that happens
you had better %t out of the way. It may
look cowardly, but it is pot really. Thero
are temptations 30 awful that the strong thing
te do issimply tostepasideand lot them pass.
A lion won’t face a blaze, though any ignorant
baby.will. No, Baxter: some balls yon can
score off, and some you can ooly stand atill
and block ; some you can alip for thres, and
somo you cau drive over tho ropés for six.
But some—well, the Lest thing you can do is
simply to duck your head.”

“Pity we couldn't bs all over peds,”
tgfhod Baxter. ‘“Head- pads wouldn't-be

*¢ And forget to-put them on,” smiled the.

capfzin, -**-Yes, there aro lots of safe-guards
and we caonot put on too many, but un.

‘fortunately they doun't cover everything., I

like pads because they have a sort of defennive
fecl. You scem rather to look down cn them,
Baxter.”
* Yes,” said Baxter, rucfully, * becauseI'm
an ass.”
(7' b continued.)

THE QUEEN'S MEROY.

Qceex VICTORIA was not twenty years
of age when she :\sccnagd the thrune.
Comi g inte pussessivte of powner with o
heart fresh, tender, and puusoand wihall
het austinets indlived to mercy, 5o may be
sure that stio fuund many thiugs that tried
her strength of resviution to the atmost,

Ou a brght, beautiful moring, ihe
young Queoen was wnited upon at her
palace, at Windsor, by the Duke of
Wellington, who had brought from London
various papers requiricg her sign--ure to
render them operative.  One of them was
a sontence of court-martial pronounced
against o soldier of the line that he be
slivt dewl. The Queen lovhed upnn the
paper, and then upua tho sundruus beautien
that naturo had spread to her view.

*What has this man done?" sho asked.

The duko looked at the paper, and re-

licd . ** Ah, my royal inistreas, that man,

fear is incorrigible. He has deserted
threo ti(xlnw." h

“And can you not say anything in his
behsalf, my lord 3" &

Woellington shook his head.

<« Oh, think again, I pray you!"

Sceing that ber Majesty. was so deeply
moved, and feeling sure that alie would
not have the man shot in any eyent, he
finally cunfessed .that the man sas brave
and gallant, and really & good eoidies.

*“But,” he edded, *‘thmk of the
influsrce.”

¢ Iuflueuca ! " the Queen cried, her eycs
fiashing and hor bueom heaving with
omotion, **lot it be ours to wiokd influenoe.
I will try meroy in this man's caso; and 1
chargo you, your Gracs, to let mo know
the rosult, ‘A good soldier,’ you waid.
Oh! I'thank vou for that ! And you may
toll hun that your good ward saved him.”

Then she took the papor and wrote,
with 3 buld, firm hand—acroas the pago—
the bright, saving werd, ** Pardoned |

The duke was fond of telling i story ;
and he was willing, alw, to eoufesms that
tho piving of that ’;‘):por to tho pardoned
soldier gave him more jay than he
could have sxporienoed from &0 taldeg of
a city.

.

An Easter Legend.
Tuasre i{s an ancient legend,
It is both qualnt and old—
A legend of the lilles falr,
By old fulks Jorg noce told.

How at an carly dawslag,
Of that blcat Easter day,

Tho Loni’s disciples camoe to seo
The grave whesein he Iay;

But lo} their Lord had riseal”
Ard empty was the tomb )

Christ, all-triumpliant over death,
Hasd 20bbed 1t of 1ts gloom !

Amazrd, they stood etill doubting
. ntil one, going in,
The iinen napkin liftd up,
‘Where'that dear head been.

Wken straightway~—aaith the legend,
When biobt Sy ear e liMes far,
[ tws u
Most lovaly to hehold ] © !

There, where the Lozd's head restod,
Forth from lus glory Lright,

They blossomed in that holy spot,
Refloctipg heaven's own light.

8o bring we fair, swest, lilles,
Their hearts all pore within—

The radiang lilies, white as anow,
¢ Which zeither toil nor spin.”

THE DRUNKARDS OF THE
FUTURE

Amrxnxcz locturer was preaching
on_his favourite theme. *‘Now, boys,
whon I ask you a question, you must not

‘bo afrald to -spoak up and answor me.

When you look around and sce all these
fino hvuses, farms, and cattlo, do you ever
think who owna thom all now? Your
fsthers own them, do they not1®
“Yes, &ir,” shouted a hundred voicea.
o \Vl’:'ore will your fathess bo in twonty

years

““Dead,” shouted the boys.

“‘That's right. And who will own. this
property thon?”

**Us boys,” ehouted tho urchins.

“Right. Now tell me, did you averin
gving. ong tho street notico the drunkards
lvunging ervund (he publiv-house door,
waitag fut sueuno to ticat them i

“Yes, sir, luts of them.”

*“ Well, shere will thoy be in twenty
years frumaow 17 .

¢* Dead,” ezclaimod the

** And who will bo drunkards then 7%

¢« Us boys.”

Everybody was thunderstrnck. It
sounded Awfull Jt was awfol; but it was
true.

CLEVER REASONIRG

ThERe 13 a very clever small gird 10 Eng-
land who rezsons.out & great many thiogs
for horself, and wh- cannot be deceired,
asnany othor smail girls are, by things
that aro told them **for fun.” :

Having been told by one of her aunts
that the 1noon was 1mado of greon cheese,
she immodistely sought out ler grand.
father, to whom sho said, **Aunt J——
says the muun's mads of green cheose, bt
1 don't believo it.”

** And why not 1" asked hergrandfather,

*¢Becanso I'vo beens zeadin'in the Bible,
and it proves the meon ain't made of green
choese, boeanse the mnoan -was inade beforo.
the oW wis." — Harper's Young- People.




