PLEASANT HOURS.
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t}ley leave ust What will you do for
the fair, Jenny ? Just think of those
Poor lepers on the Pacific!”

Gretchen had no place to go, when
she turned from Mrs. KEberly’s door.
She knew that the boarding-house to

Which she had been taken on landing.

Would not receive her, now that she
Was ill, and as she thought dying
She wandered, however, through the
8treet for an hour, trying to find it,
and fainted as she reached the door.
She was promptly sent by the woman
| Who kept the house to a hospital.

During the next two weeks, while
Rose was planning tableaux and con-
certs for the lepers on the other side
| of the world, the girl who had waited
behind her chair lay in the extremity
of suffering in a public ward.

The fever left her, and she recovered
tonsciousness one warm day, when the
8pring sunshine lay across her bed.
She was silent a long time, looking at
her thin, white hands which she was
ot strong enough to raise to her head.

When the nurse came to her on her
Younds, she motioned to her to bend
Over her.

“I haf been long sick ¥”

“Two weeks.”

“How soon can I work again?”

“ Well, now, you poor girl, you
Mustn’t trouble your head about work.
You just set your mind to getting well
—that’s all you’ve got to do.”

Gretchen caught her gown with her
Weak fingers.

“T haf not money to go home. I
Wyst earn money to go. 1 must die
8 my home. I cannot die here—
alone”—locking wildly about. It is
Bot my home !”

The nurse, who was a fat, kindly
Woman, cast an appealing glance to
®me one behind the head-board,
“ You must explain to her.”

A pleasant face, which Gretchen
dimly remembered, bent over her.

“Iam Jenny Ward. I was afraid
You had no friends. The cook at Mrs.
Eberly’s told me about Pastor Gradner,
and how you wanted to see him. So
I found him, and he and I searched
for you till we found you here, and—
here he is !”

There was the grey head and the
beﬂignant face, every look of which
Wag a blessing! She lifted her hands,
and burst into tears. ‘

“Now, my child,” said the old
fa'ther, soothing her in his own tongue,
“be calm, I have good news to tell
You. The doctor says you will not
die.  Your lungs are sound. You
Deed but to go to the pure air of the

k est, and you will be a strong, merry
8irl again. _

“Be silent. I have more to tell
Jou. A colony has come from Dron-
thal to go to Minnesota; I am at its
‘ead. Your father and mother, Jus-
Yine and the baby are all there. They
ve a new home in that life-giving
&Ir, and among the great, sunny wheat-
elds, ready for you. As soon as you
8re able to travel, we will go.”

n Happiness is a strong medicine. In

a few days Gretchen and the good
prstor slarted for the Tar .West.,
Jenny Ward went to the station to
bid them good-by, and as the train
rolled away they looked back at hf%r
homely, kindly face, and prayed in
their hearts- for God's blessing on her.
— Yowuth's Companion.
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Touch Not, Taste Not, Handle Not.
« Look not upon the wine
When it is red.”
1t sparkles to destroy ;
Its power is dread.'
Taste not the rosy wine;
Thy lips were given
To speak of hope and love,
Of Christ and heaven.
Let thy hands handle not
The accursed bowl ;
It holds a poisoned draught
To kill the soul.
A sweeter cup is ours—
Water so bright ;
God’s precious gift to man,
Sparkling with light.
Mgs. E. J. RicHMOND.
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«THE QUICKEST WAY.”

Mrg. Brown wanted a boy. Charlie
Jones wanted the place. H.e was told
to put a screw in the gate-h:nge.

«Qh, yes, 1 can do that!” And he
seized & hammer and gave the screw
two or three hard whacks. )

«Stop ! stop! that is not t’{le way.

«That is the quickest way.

« But the quickest way is not always
the right way. 1 want no b?,y who
puts in screws with a hammer.

There are a great many boys who
drive screws with a hammer, and &
great many places that do not want
them for that reason. T}{ere are
Charlies and Marys who will l,f,aa:m
their lessons the quickest way " In-
stead of the right way. 'And in every-
thing, whether it is running an errand,
sewing a seam, Or, a8 they be(fome
older, doing more impf)rtant things,
they are not content with t.he slower
but surer WAy of one ?a.txent turn
after another. They skim over the
Jesson, and then try to make up
brilliant answers in class,.or double
the thread and take one stitch where
there should be three, or dash oﬂ: be-
fore they half understand Wh‘at 1t. is

they say 18 gomg

out or how what / ‘
" No boy or girl who drives

ymer can succeed.—

to sound.
screws with a han
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G00D WORDS FOR OUR.. ZBOYSj

Br gentle, boys. It is hlgl:‘ gms'e
to have it said of one of you, he 1,s:
as gentle as a woman to h1§ m?; er.
1t is out of fashion to th}nk i -yt(:u
;onore mother, and make little sister
ct;y whenever she comes near yo:,
that people will think you belonng
the upper stratum of socxetyl. boy,g
member that, as # ntxlle!,n eg:;nte ¥

e-men (gentlemen). '

mall;: f:'z:llv, hoys(.b A frank, straight-

forward manner always gains friend
jave committed a fault, step

ou | ‘ ‘

gr{v'\rd and confess 1t Concealed

‘ ‘ sooner or
always found out sooner

faults are alway o o

later. Never do anything

afterward may cause a blush of shame
to come to your face.

Be courteous, boys. It is just as
easy to acquire a genteel, courteous
manner as an ungracious, don’t-care
style, and it will help you materially
if you have to make your own way
through life.  Other things being
equal, the boy who knows the use of
“] beg your pardon” and “I thank
you” will be chosen for a position,
three to one, in preference to a boy to
whom such sentences are strange.

Be prompt, boys. It is far better
to be ahead of than behind time.
Business men don’t like tardiness.
They realize that time is valuable.
Five minutes every morning amounts
to half an hour at the end of the week.
Many things can be done in half an
hour. Besides, disastrous results often
follow lack of punctuality.

Be thorough, boys. Black the heels
as well as the toes of your shoes, and
be sure that both shine. Pull out
the roots of the weeds in the flower-
beds. Don’t break them off' and leave
them to spring up again when the
first shower comes. Understand your
lessons. Don’t think that all that is
necessary is to get through a recitation
and receive a good mark.

Be Christians, boys. Don’t go

‘through life without making sure of

one of the mansions Christ has gone
to prepare for his children. ~What a
terrible thing it would be to have the
“pearly gate” closed against you, and
to hear the awful words, “I never
knew you!”

A RULE THAT WORKS BOTH
WAYS.

Be kind, gentle, and true, and
always do to others as you would have
them do to you. Have you never
noticed how much happier and beloved
some children are than others? There
are some people you always like to be
with, Decause they are happy them-
selves and you share their spirit.
There are others whom you always
prefer to avoid. They seem to have
no friends, and you know no person
can be happy without friends. But
you cannot expect to receive affection
unless you also give it. Others are
not likely to love you if you do not
love them. If your companions do
not love you it is most certainly your
own fault. They caunot help loving
you if you are kind and friendly. It
is not beauty, it is not wealth that
secures true friends. Your own heart
must glow with kindness. For ex-
ample, you go to school on a cold,
winter morning, and find the stove
surrounded with boys. One of them
steps back, and says pleasantly, “Why,
John, old fellow, you look cold ; here,
take my place.” Will you not think
more kindly of him? Begin to act
upon this principle when a child, con-
tinue it through life, and you will

never lack for friends.  Which of
your companions have the most
friends? Il venture they are the

ones that are kind-hearted and true,
The Bible says, “ A man that hath

friends must show himself friendly.”
—FE. T L.

A Child's Tear.
* MY home—yes, it's bright and clean, sir,
And I'll tell how it came to pass ;
It wasn’t my work or doing at all—
It's all due to that little lass.

‘I was going straight down to hell, sir,
And all through the curse of the drink ;

How I treated poor Mary, my wife, sir,
God knows I can’t bear to think.

““I didn’t know as I loved her
Till the wild dark night she died,
When I found her lying so cold and still,
And that new-born child by her side.

“ The little lass, she has grown, air—
Last June she was eight years old ;

And what she has been to me, sir,
Can never on earth be told.

‘““When a kid, there was no one to mind
her
But a woman as lived next door;
And she being given to drink, too,
Let her full one day on the floor.

‘“ And ever since, the poor creatur’
Has been lame with a crooked knee ;
So I'd often lift her up in my arms
To take her about with me,

‘“ For I really loved the poor mite, sir,
And her sweet little eyes of blue
Was as blue and as bright as her mother’s
wor,
And they looked me through and through,

*“ One night I was off to the ¢ public’—
I'd been drinking already—'twas late,
And I took little May to carry her,
But I couldn’t walk quite straight.

‘¢ Oh, daddy, don’t go !’ she whispered,
But I quickened my drunken pacs,

And I said, ¢ Not another word, young un,
Or I'll give you a slap in the face.’

‘1 was brutal, sir—I know i;
But the devil was in me then,

And when he gets hold of us with the drink
We are only brutes—not men.

‘“ And the little lass, she wor quies,

But I felt a hot tear fall ;
And it seemed to burn right into my hand,

Though she wiped it off with her shawl.
‘¢ Straight into my soul is entered—

It melted my hardened heart .
So I said, ‘I'll go home, lassie.’

That night I made & new start,
** Now, every morning and evening,

I kneel, and with heart sincere
I bless my God for saving a seul

By the touch of a little ene’s tear.”

T. Tmormevrn Suona

A PERSIAN FABLE

THR young folks of Persia, when
they ask for s story—for young folks
are alike the world over in their love
for stories—sometimes hear the follow-
ing fable. What do you think they
are meant to learn from it !

A gourd wound itself around a lofty
palm, and in a few weeks climbed tn
its very top. “ How old mayest thou
be!” asked the new-comer. “ About
a hundred years,” was the answer.
“A bhundred years, and no taller!
Only look! I have grown as tall as
you in fewer days than you can count
years.” “I know that well,” replied
the palm. “Every summer of my
life a gourd has climbed up around me
as proud as thou art and as short-lived
as thou wilt be.”




