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PLEASANT HOURS.

A WORD FOR THE BOYS,

QA‘ URT one word of advice, my lively young
¥} frivnd,

«And one word ps you know is not two.s
Down a ternible path your footstops now tead,
For wluskey wils beat the best fellow, depend,

And the drcam of to-day, life's to-morrow

mav end ,
Believo e, ‘tis fuarfully true, my young
fricud,

Belteve wo "us feartully true,

I know how the tempter assails you, dear
oy,
Alas ! ncune knows bettor than 11
But the gold of the wite cup turns roon to
alloy,
Aud wor follows quick in the fuorprnts of
Joy,
For the pain of to-morrew will rack and
! aunoy ;
The tempter’s best vow 15 & lie my dear boy,
Beliovo me, each vow is & lie.

I know that the boys whom you meet, my
dear Jad,
Are hale, guod compauians each vne,
With mavy an impulse that's not ot the bad,
And they join in the mirth with an . estasy
taad,

But the bright sun of hopo (O "tis terribly
~adY)

Often «ots cre the day is lagan, my Jdear lad,

Often sets ere the day is begun.

I have known. several ““boys” in my tiwe,
Jear young mau,
And royal good fellows wero they,
With br;\m which God meant in His infinite
a

plan,
Fur the noblest of deeds; but they fell as

they ran,
Anltle Lopes which we clierisked, no longer
we ¢8D
But fond hearts will mourn as they may,
dear young man,
Fond hearts aro breaking to.day,

Ah? then, for the sake of tho mother, desr

boy,
Who Jeves you as mothers will do,
Ferswear, while you may, the wine cup's
alloy ;
Do paught that fond heart to dwsturd or

aunoy ;
Eacircle her faco with tho halo of joy,
And life will be fatrer for yon, my émr boy,
All hfe wall be tarer for you.
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THE KING AND THE CHIL-
DREN.

Tue greatest men have the greatest
respect for children. President Gar-
field gaid : “ I feel a profounder rover-
ence for a boy than for a man. I
never met a ragged boy in the street
without feeling that I owe him a salute,
for I know not what possibilities may
be buttoned up under his coat.”

Kings lock upon the children with
a great deal of interest, for the children
will soon become men and women, the
aubjects of the kiogdom, the strength
and gupport of the king. If the chil-
dren are not healthy, strong and in-
t-lligent, he cannot have a great and
flourighing kingdom. If the children
do not lovo and respect the king, when
they hecome older they will refase to
obey his laws and caues him much
trouble.

In some countrics the Iings have
made schools for the children where
they may be educated and thus becomo
more useful and happy. Sometimes
they visit theso scheols and speak to
the children. IYn the picturc on the
first page is the king of Prussia, visit
ing some little childron in a village
school. They were greatly pleased to
sco their king, and cgpecially to have
him visit them, spesk to them, and
ask them questions, The children
were very polito and answered the
king's queations brightly and promptly.
The king took an orange from a plate
and holding it in his hand asked them
to what kingdom it belonged. One
bright little gir] quickiy replied: “To
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the vegetable kingdom.” Then the
king teok o gold coin from bis pocket
and agked to what kingdom it be-
longed.  The little girl answered again
promptly : **U'o tho mineral kingdom.”
*And to what kingdom do I belong ¢
nsked the king, The littlo girl did not
like to suy : *“'T'o the animal kingdom;”
but just then a now thought came into
ber wind, and looking up with her
oycs flasbing with Lrightness sho said :
“To God's kingdow, sire.” The king
wii greatly moved. A tear atood in
his eye, Ile placed hig hand on the
child’s head and raid, very tenderly,
“Qod graut that I way be accounted
worthy of that kingdow."”

Jesus iy King of the heavenly king-
dom.  Thers was never 50 good 2 kg
ag Jesus.  Thore was never a king who
50 much loved tho children. When
hero among men he too visited the
children and spoke to them., He took
tbom up in Lkis arme, laid bis hands on
their heads, and blesced them. And
whilo thus talking to them and bless.
ing them ho said: «“ Of such is the
Fingdom of heaver.” The children all
kelong to King Jesus, nud thoy should
love him dearly and bulieve all that he
hus said unto them in his word and ke
careful to obey him and pleago him in
all things.
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SISTER WYNNIE,
BY WILLIS BOYD ALLEN,

“T wish,” said Wynnie, “I could
be a Sister of Churity.”

Heor teacher smiled. Miss Chan-
ning had a way of smiling that wus
very pleasant, us if she were laughing,
not at you, but with you.

“ Why do you wish that, Wyinn~1"

‘Wynnie Sherwood hesitated. She
was shy about speaking of theso Jhings.

 Becanse—because, ma’'am, they
take care of sick people in hoepitals,
and—that’s what Ho did in Palestine.”

Mies Channing stroked the brown
curls softly.

““ And I want to do something that
He did,” conclnded the little girl, look-
ing up into her teacher’s face,

*But He wasn't a Sister of Charity,
dear.”

*“ Ho couldn’t be—"

“No; so Ho did what He could
ficd to do, that was right and kind
and loving, just as He was.”

Wynnie pondered a momont. I
didn't think of that,” ghe said slowly.
«J guess I see what you mean, Miss
Channing.”

“Yes ; it isn’t wearing o black bon-
net and veil, nor even being a nay,
that makes the gontle sisters 5o loved
by the sick. It is the kindness and
devotion and true heart that is beneath
it all. And you can have all that
under your little poke boanet and
curls, as woll as they—if you only
waypt to do your Father’s will.”

¢ X seo, ma’arw. Good-by.”

¢ Oue moment, dear. Just find the
jast verse of the twelfth chapter of
Mattbow and read it. That's tho kind
of Sister you _can bo if you wish.”

‘Wynnie read the verse to herself
twice, looked up brigbtly, kissod her
teachor, and ran away through the
city atrects to her comfortsble home in
the South End.
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It was July. Tho Nantucket boats
were crowdod with people hurrying to
the cottages and hotele along tho beach,
Business-men took off their coate and
wiped their flushed brows, as they dis-
cussed thoe * hot wave"” in their offices,

Blegantly-drercod young girls in ham.
mocks aud on shady plazzas out of
town fannod themsolves, sipped iced
lomonades, and complained bitterly of
their gutlerings from the heat. ‘The
Sherwaeods were staying in the city a
little later than usual this year, but
were packing for Nahant.

{n the poorer quarters of Baston tho
blazing sunlight poured duwn uatil
tho brick fronws of tho warchouses und
tenements fairly seemed to quiver aund
awvim in tha dizzy eddies o hot air
‘The pavements burned tho bare feet of
the babies that toddied over them.
Liquor-deale1s, portly and criwson-
faced, leaned sguinst tho sides of their
doorways witihout moving, as thuy
waited for customers—very much as
cortuin well-fod ingects hang motionless
in the centre of their wobs on a hot
summer-day.

In asmall room ncar the top of o
building ot far from the Albany
Dopot a thin, haggard-faced woman
moved languidly to and fro, now pana-
ing to adjust the rags hanging in the
window to keep out the sun, now bend-
ing over a stove en which some kind
of broth wa3 simmering, The air wasg
heavy with foul odors, but she didn't
notice them ; for she was used to that.
Besides, sho way thinking entirely of a
narrow little bed in the farthest corner
of the room, and the bit of human life
panting upon it. *Meg,” said the
woman, coming up to the bed, «will
yez be wantin’ gomethin’ to ste, thin$”

‘The wee child shook her head and
moved her parched lipa slightly. The
woman seemed to understand her, and
held 8 mug of water for her to drink,
In the fow minutes the water had
stood in tho room it had grown warm,
and the sick child was unrefreshed.
Her mother sighed heavily and hope-
lessly as sho turned, drooping, to the
ho! stove again.

Pant, pant, paunt; then an uncasy
struggle, and » dry, choking cough
that would have told the story to au
experienced ear in a'moment,

The worst part of it wag the terrible
longline:s ; for when the neighbours
knew that little Meg Sullivan had
diphtheris, they did whay they could,
at a distance—- but, having children of
their own to think of, kept away from
the room.

Hotter and hotter !

“Yt's just horrid!” complained the
protty gicls, in their gauzy muslins, as
they idly awung back and forth on the
thudowy piszzas with their ewayiog
vines.

«Water !” moaned Meg Sullivan,
tossing aside for the hundredth time
the hot bod-clothes, and gasping for
breath.

As her mother held tho mug to her
lips once more, there was a knock at
the door.

“Don't come—kaps out therel”
called poor Mrs. Sullivan shrilly.
¢ There's dipthary here 1

The door opened, and in walked
Wiynoie, sweet and freeh-looking in
her cool dress.

The child and the woman looked at
hor a moment cagerly, as if ske wore a
little spring of sparkling water in a
desert. Then the latter found her
voico again.

“ Yer—yer muatn’'t come hero,
maam,” shu said, putting her two
hands out to kecp her away from the
bed. “Shure youwll ketch it if you
corne—"

Wynnio laid down a littlo hand-

satchol and calmly walkod up to thel

bed, on tho edgo of which sho sat
down, taking Meg's hot hand botween
hor own.

¢ Y beard thoro was sickness here,”
ghe said in her nico, lady-like way.
“Some people I know in tho next
blood told me. They didn’t know it
was diphtherin, but 1 .don't mind.
Docs your head acho, deur?” And
stooping, she kimsed the child's foro-
head.

* ok ok ok k¥

“ What's all that red stuff in the
street for 3" asked the grocer's boy of
Mis. Sherwood’s second girl,

«Jt'g tan, Bill. Don't you know,
Miss Wynnio is sick with—sh-b, don't
toil I—diphthoria, Thoy don’t think
she'll gat well.”

“ How'd sho got it?"

#Down in tho North End some-
where, callin’ on poor folks. There
was a littlo Irish girl sick with it, and
Miss Wynnie—God bless her !—-went
straight into the voom, The other
gir]l died next day, and Miss Wynnie
was down about a weck later.”

The breeze, springing up at sunset,
moved the curtaing softly to and fro
in the window of the chamber whero
tho little Sister of Charity lay. In
the next room Mrs. Sherwood was
resting upon a bed, her faco buried in
her hands. Her husband paced back
and forth, setting his lips tight to-
gethor and clenching his hands.

By Wynnio's bedside sat the doctor,
quietly bat gravely watching every
flicker of change in his little patient’s
face. Miss Channingstood near by,

Presently Wynnio turned her head
fecbly on the pillow, and beckoned to
her teacher.

The doctor gtarted, looked clogely at
the child's face, rose, and entered the
room whore her father and mother
wero waiting,

“Miss Channieg,” whispored
Wynnio, with much effort, *“I meant
—to—do—right.”

“Yes, darling,"” said the other; ““and
He loves you for it.”

¢J— thought — of — tho — lepers,”
said Wynnio again. ¢ And I wanted
—to—be—a Sister.”

Then she was atill,

The doctor re-entered tho room, fol-
lowed quickly by Mr. Shorwcod and
hig wife. They all threo stood beside
the bed in silence.

It was the doctor who spoke first.
“ Do you see,” be said quietly, ¢ that
bit of moisturc on her forechead. That's
the sign X've been locking for. She
will live,”

And she did.

Her namo has not been changed,
and she wears no gown of black, but
her teacher and one or two others have
a specislly tender namn for her; itis
« Sigter Wynoie.”
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A Touci1rastory is told of a Chincse
lepor who was baptized. The diseaso
had robbed him of his fingors and toes,
but his intellect remaioned very bright.
Rolplees a8 ho was, ho wished to mari-
feet in eomo practical way his love and
gratitudo to Ohrist, and his ingenuity
suggosted something, he might do.
Noticing the misgionsry’s desk had
hocome unsteady and rickoly and not
being able to grasp any tools in his |
bands, he put a knife botween his
teeth, and in that manner carved & |
beautiful littlo rest for the Bible.— .
Wesleyan,




