PLEASANT HOURS.

U

“Of Such is the Kingdom.”
. BY T.
Tuewinter's wind was whistling,and the snow
~was drifting by,
And the garret windows rattled and creaked
. 8o dismally 3
Tired and worn and weary, watching the
v Jlong, long day,
lying ler needle deftly, a poor widow sat
S‘f\\"lllg AWAY,
Her bmu_tifui face was o'ershadowed by never-
| ceasing care,
For hov Intle one lay dying - the darling she
il eonld spave.
From her work she scemed to falter, hier eyes
5 with tears were dim, '
With God she held commaunion, and was
praying now to him.

COCKBURN,

From the little cot beside her came a stifled,

. mowrnfolsigh s

The widowed moiher bent and kissed her
child so tenderly ;

And in answer to her query, why hig eyes
were filled woth teaes,

In accents sweet he answered, *I've been
dreaming, mother dear.

Tdreawmt a herald an. . -1me in spotlessrobes
of white, .

And suid, * Thou hast ' belicved in Jesus,
Lehold him in his might;’

Aud_the sky it seemed to- openzand I saw
before me there -

The Kiny in all hix glary

and- hostsiof angcls
}?Qudrous fair. e :

e

“Thex. rose the song trinmphant, ’ﬁ'ﬂi&g hea-
(.o vens glittering ha l, . 3
© Al hadl, thepower.of Jesus’ nameé
o Jprosteate fadl;)
And o, the joy that flled my,
. heard theKing exelnim,
Phou hast foved Jesus, little one,
. thoushils e er refgn)’
The throne secmed ablaze with glory, heaven
partook of its shintuyg Hght,
And § henrd him praise the angels that had
- fou hit the noble fi ht,
[hen the herald angel be koned me toward
that heavenly land,
And, ac | awaoke, T was prasing, mother, we
might enter hand in hand,”

;
with  him

When night had spert its darkness and gave
plice tn bright r day, -
All wa peace and quict in the room where
the sutforer lay,
A ueighbour in daily visit-—God's ministering
_oancel went, - :
With angious min and stealthy step, to the
garret of the tenement. .
fhere lay. the eluld and wmother, clasped in
N fond embrace, '
But nstewd of care and sorrow. joy and peace
P were on ench face,
rom cold and want and bunger, their souls
had taken flight,
with the cventide had Il{LSSC(l from
darkness into light.

And

e Sl

THE WILLING CAPIIVE.
BY MAY KVANS.
le‘If"“WB.s a sultry summer n,f_ternonn, not &
l~d was stirring, cven the birds seemed to
Ve retived to Lheir nests Lo takea map,  Ab
leastso little Jack and Bessie Warren thonght,
A8 they s.t on one of the big hranches of the
’ i\lll apple-tree.  This treeDw;m a favourite
it of the children’s, and many a happy
hour way spent there ; Bessie with her doll,
and Jack with his favourite story-book,
! “Yes,” Jack had said, 1 think they
ave, for douw’t big foiks take naps in the
:wat“"l‘n(mn, and perhaps birds do the same.
hey made a pretty picture, those two little
“hildren —gix-year-old Bessie, with her red
‘“‘Gss, white p'inufnru and big wunhonnet 3 and
Jick, who was nine, with his dark, curly
hour an | vosy cheeks. i
“1 think it is nice to think that birdies
l‘:,"k” naps,” said little sist r, after a pause,
Hor they really must get tired ying about
and singing all day.,”
= “Yes,” ﬂ.gwml‘ Jack.
Phus they chatted and played on in the old
tree, until the sun began to sink towards the
west when Jack exclaimed, ** Why, Bessie, it
Hst v}"' past tive o'clock ; let’s hurry home.”
“Yes,” suid Lessie, **or we will be late for
Supper.” }
‘“Let me help you down then,” satd Jack,
who was a perfeet little gentleman, jumping
‘l.”w" and holiting out his hand to Bessie,
who took it and dropped lightly to the
ground, ,
“There wa are, safe and sound,” said Jack,
l}“b{“g mernly. - .
“What s that ! % exclaimed the little girl

i p .
1 ! & moment, just as they were preparing for
iuine, g

<71 think sa too.”

1
iy

“ What?” said Jack.

 Why, that sound.”

¢« What sound » 7 persisted her brother.

« Listen,” said Bessie.  Both listened in-
tently, aml in a minute they heard a sharp,
twitiering sound, as of a bird in distress,

« 1 believe itis a bivd,” said Jack, * let us
see if we can find where itis.”

They looked around, but could sce nothing.

At lust Bessie said, *“1 believe it is quite
near us now, do you hear ity

He i, and hastening forward saw a sight
which iilied his kind heart with pity, and
brousht the tears to Bessic’s eyes.

It was a poor little bird with its foot canght
in some string which was tangled tn o Lranch.
Tt was flapping its wings and trying to get
free, but in valm

“(an’t you get it out, Jack 77 said Dessie,
who bLid great faith in her Lrother's powers.

“Yegs, [ think [ can, but what weuld | put
itin? queried Jack.

¢ \We have an old cage at home, haven’t

asked Bessie, **shall [ goforit? »

we?”
ik

«Oh yes. only don’t be long.

Off ran Bossig, while Jack tried to think of
some way of freeing the poor little bird, with-
out hurting it any more, and had just sue-
cecded, and was holiting it tenderly in his
Leunds when Bessie returned, all out of breath
from running so fast.

¢ Here it1s, here it is,” she said, ¢« found
it in the shed, and what a sarprise it will be
for mother!”

She set the cage on the ground, and under
Jack's instructions put some soft grass and
moss on the bottom, then Jack laid the little
bird garef. Ly on it

© Now, I think it is tine to go home,” said
Jack.

They went as quickly as possible on account
of the hird.

Mrs, \Warrven had just sat down for a few
minutes’ rest after a busy day, waiting for
her husbanil to return from his work, when
Jossie came running in breathless and excited,
a httle ahead of Jack.

¢« Mother, mother, see what Jack has got,”
she cried all ina breath.

Mrg, \Warren was a good deal surprised at
this, aml got up to see what it all meant,
when Jack cune inand laid the cage on the
table, where he surveyed it with an anxious

eye. . e
¢« \Vhere dil you get it, sonny ? anulred
Lis mother. i

« Foand it, mother,” and Jack told all
abont it, ending up with a request to keep it

o Well, I don't know about that,” sai(ll Mrs.,
Warren. ) S
« But its poor little leg is hurt, mother,
said Jack and Bessie, both together.

«\Vell, | guess you can keep it and nurse
it well,” said their mother, with a smile.

The childiren thanked her, and then bound
up the bird's foot with soft linen. J_au:l;
gave it some crunt led bread a.nd.f_l. little
water, which it ate gratefully and with ap-
parent relish. :

Just then, Mr.
course the story h

Warren came in, and of
ad to be told to him alxo.

o1 i a wild cacary.” he said, in answer
to a question from J:u:k‘; “and,” he added,
¢ it has evidently Leen in that state for sume
time.” ) ) )

Jack and Bessie expressed their feelings in
ohs and ahsof sympathy and regret. i

They all sat Jown to tea then, and immedi-

ely afte
{tl]t)éebtwo went to look at their pet, who seeme;
go weak and languid as to be scarcely able to
hold up its poor little head. However, n &
dayor two it bevan to recover from the effects
of its exhaustion and exposure, and _beca,m’e
very tame. It would eat from the children’s
hands, and was appavently as fond of theni as
: were of it.
Lhi\)n'\;, indeed, poor Bessie began to dread
the time when it must he set free, for mother
and father both aglwed that it would be eruel
a wild bird in a cage.
v li(lejﬁlpy l:\n anxious discussion had Ji?,ck and
PBessie abont what wenld become of it wh.en
it was set at liberty, and Bessie often s.id,
] wonder if it has any mother or futhe‘x“ to
go to? » and Jack would answer, Of
course,’ 80 Bessie was C()ll\folltet‘. )

At last the much (1[‘&’&5(1(‘(] time arrived, a‘r}d
very unwillingly Bessie gthmtted that | 1p‘
{as they had named the l)m.ln was nulon‘gm
an invalid, so going out into the garden,
Jack held the cage in bis hand, '\\'nhk.lns
finger on the latch of the door, Bessic looking

i ast-filling eyes. .
OllJ‘:L;tl:]()f[:ellctl th% dl)lOl‘. and birdie ﬂewla,wz.my
to the branch of a tree near by, cvidently re-
]m‘c‘x&%(;:;_;,tiel’lbfi!)itg- good-bye,” murmured
Resste, amil as they went slowly b:\ckf touthe
hounse they tried .hﬂrd to be hra,\"e, or they
felt the loss of their pet very sore y.

Mother symp:\t-hvzeri with them,
all she could to com

and said

fort them.

¢ this important business was over,

They could not bear to look at the emply>

cage, 80 they put it on theshelf out of sight.

They found it hard work to go 10 slecp that
pight, being so full of the thought of where
their litde foundling was now, and if it had
found a nice nest to sleep in.

When the children woke up next morning
they did not hasten so eayerly downstairs
as usual, knowing that they would not be
welcomed by a cheerful chirp from their pet

bird, But a delightful surprise awaited
them !
Upon entering the kitchen their mother

met them with o smile. * There is an old
friend of yours at the door who is waiting t@
see you,” she said.  The children stared ok
each other, wondering who it could possibly
be !

“«Come and see 1" said their mother, open-
‘ing the door, and they could scarcely believe
their eyes ! .

There, hopping around on the ground, was
their little Pip, who, as soon as it saw them,
flew up and alighted on Bessie’s shoulder,
c¢hirping round into her face as much as to
say, ‘“Is breakfast ready? I'm hungry.”

No words can express the delight of the
children. Jack flew for the cage, and putting
fresh water and seed in the little vessels, and
a lump of sugar for a treat, he hung it in its

- old place and left the door open, so that the

bird could see it.

" He held Pip up as high as he conld, and it

* flew in, und begau eating its breakfast, while

Bessie ran for a

fresh bunch of chickweed
for dessert. :

So interested were the children that Mrs. i

Warren contd _scarcely induce them to come
to their own breakfast, and their father and
mother hardly recognized in them the same
solemn litile couple of the previous evening.
By their parents’ advice, they left the cage
door open so that the bird could go in and out
fre-ly, but they had the pleasure and satisfac-
tion of seeing that by their kindness they hud
comypletely won the confidence of the little
stranger, and that as the winter season drew
near it became more and more tame, so that
when they brought the cage in for the winter,
lirtle Pip was once more their ** Willing
Captive.”
Hamilton, Ont.

DO YOU MEAN IT, BOYS?
_BY J. MERVIN HULL.

THERE are two incidents connected with
one of -the playmates of my boyhood days
which T remember very clemly.  The first
occurred -during our early school-days.

1t was Friday afternoon, when our
division was called upon to *‘speak pieces,”
and as the teacher spoke his name, John
stepped lightly upon the platform. T can
see every feature of his face as well as if 1
had his photograph before me.  His fresh,
boyish cheeks were flushed with the excite-
ment of facing the pupils, his form was
erect, and his dark eyes Hashed as he Legun
to recite, in a ciear musical voice, N. P.
Willis’ fine poem, ** A Spell of Madness.”
I can see again the untraimed but earnest
gestures with which he emphasized the
solemn warning of the last verse .’

¢ Then dash the brimming cup aside,
And spill its purple wine;
Take not its maduess to thy lips,
Let not its curse be thine.
"Tis red and rich  but grief and woe
Lie hid those purple depths below.”

The speaker and poem impressed me so
much that the scone became fixed in my
memory, to be sadly recalled in later years.

While we were still boys, John went
with his parents to live in another State,
and it was, perhaps, fifteen years before I
saw bhim again. :

While on a journey, I stepped from a
train at a railroad junction, and the first
person I saw was John. 1 recognized him
instantly, and yet e was fearfully changed.
His youthful form was distended to the
unhealthy fulness of the beer drinker ; his
cheeks looked putly and unwholesome, and
his dull, watery eyes sought the ground
when 1 gave him an old-time greeting as 1
hurried along to catch my train.  The sad
story of his downward career was plainly
written upon him from head to foot, and as
the train bore me swiftly away, I remem-
bered our hoyhood days, and 1 wished that
John had not forgotten the poem that he
recited so well. )

Perhaps this sketch will be read by many
boys whao are learning just such pieces to

- dangers of alechol,

speak.  Thousands of you are gachered
into tempersnee organizations, where you
march to telperance music, carry Lem}‘}el'—
ance bauners, sihy temperance Songs, speak
temperance picces, wind are taught the
Boys, do you mean it ?
Ave you in earnest about these things, or
do they become s mere routine of excreises
which yon mean to cast off hy-and.-lye?
If you are in earnest about these things,
they will become a wall of protection to
keep the tempter from you By-aud-tye;
but if’ you are careless and forgetful, wiil it
be strange if some follow 1n the footsteps

of poor John ?

ON BEING PLEASANT.

8ays Mr. Thackeray about that nice
boy, Clive Newcume, ‘1 don’t know that
Clive was especially brilliant, but he was
pleasant.”

Oceasionally we meet people to whom it
seems to come natural to be pleasant ;
such are as welcome wherever they go as
flowers in May, and the most charming
thing about them is that they help to
make other people pleasant too, Their
pleasantness is contagious.

Thé other morning we were in the midst
of a three days’ rain. The fire smoked,
the dining-room was chilly, and when we
assembled for breakfust, papalooked rather
grim and mamma tired, for the baby had
been restless all nicht. Toly was plainly
inclined to fretfulness, and DBridget was
undeniably cross, when Juck came in with
the breakfast rolls from the baker's... He
had taken off his rubber coat and boots in
the entry, and he came in rosy and smiling.

*“Here's the paper, sir,” said-he to his
father w:th such a cheerful tone.that his
father's brow relaxed, and he said, ‘¢ Ah,
Jack, thank you,” quite pleasantly.

Ilis mother looked up at him smiling,
and he just touched her cheek gently as
he passed.

“The top of the morning to you, Polly-
wog,” he said to hia little siater, and de-
livered the rolls to Bridget with a ‘ Here
you are, Bridget. -Aren’t you sorry you
didn’t go to get them yourself this beauti-
ful day ?” Coe

He gave the fire a poke and opened a
damper. The smoke ceased, and preseptly
the coals began to glow; and five midutes
after Jack came in we had gathered around
the table and were eating our oatmeal as
cheerily as possible.  This seems very
simple in the telling, and Jack never knew
he had done anything at all, but he had in
fact changed the whole moral atmosphere
of the room and had started a gloomy day
pleasantly for five people.

“Ile is always s0,” said his mother
when I spoke to her about it afterwards,
+¢ just 8o sunny and kind and ready all the
time. I suppose there are more brilliant
boys in the world than mine, but none
with a kinder heart or a sweeter temper ;
I am sure of that.”

And I thought, ** Why isn’t such a dis-
gositiun worth cultivating? Isn’t it one’s
uty to be pleasant, just as well as to be
honest or truthful, or industrious or gener-
ous? And yet, whileare therea g« od many
honest, truthful, industrious, and generous
souls in the world, and people who are un-
selfish too after a fashion, a person who is
habitually pleasant is rather a rarity. 1
suppose the reason is because it is such
hard work to act pleasant when one feels
Ccross.

People whose dispositions are naturally
irritable or unhappy think it is no use try-
ing to be otherwise ; but that is a mistake.
Anyone can be pleasant who wants to.  1If
one will patiently and perseveringly try to
keep always pleasant, after a while .one
will get in the habit of smiling instead of
frowning, of looking bright instead of
surly, and of giving a kind word instead of
a cross one. And if some of the boys who
read this should chance to be of the kind
who only act pleasant when they feel like
it, I wish they would think of what I'say,
and try and see if I am not right. And
the beauty of it is, as 1 said before, that
pleasantness is catching, and before long
they may find themselves in the midst of a
circle full of bright and happy people,.
where everyone is as good-natured and
contented as they are.



