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The Open Door-

Wiraiy a town of Holland, once,
A widow dwelt, 'tis said,

8o poor, alas ! her children asked
One night in vain for bread.

But this poor woman loved the Lord,
And knew that he was good ;

So, with her little ones around,
She prayed to him for food.

When prayer was done, the eldest child,
A boy of eight years old,

Said softly, *“ In the Holy Book,

- Dear mother, we are told
How God, with food by ra.ve(lils”
Supplied his prophet’s need.

“ Ye[s),!?’ answergd a};w, «but that, my s00,
_ Was long ago, indeed.”

bl‘O“g}lt’

“ But, mother, God may do again \
What he has done before;
And so, to let the bird fly in,
I will unclose the door.”
Then little Dirk, in simple fai.th,
Threw open the door full wide,
So that the radiance of their lamp
TFell on the path outside.

Ere long t,he'burgnma.ster passed,
And, noticing the light,

Paused to inquire why thus the door
Was open so at night.

“ My little Dirk has done it, sif,
The widow, smiling, said, .
*“That ravens might fly in and bring

My hungry children bread.”

«“Indeed!” the burgomaster cried,
“Then here’s a raven, lad ;

Come to my home, and you shall’.seo
Where bread may soon be had.

N Along the street to his own house
ickly led the boy,

Alies:el:tclln{i:\ back withyfood that filled

His humble home with joy.

The supper ended, little Dirk
Went to the open door, ”
Looked up, a.ndza,id, ¢« We thank thee Lord,
Then shut it fast once more.
Tor, though nb bird had entered in,
He knew that God on high ;
Had hearkened to his mother’s prayer,
And sent this full supply-
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Dear Dr. Wrrniow,——During the time o;::i
charge of the school at Port Simpson, I‘ ANT
thought of writing a letter for the PLt-Ast’he
Hours, 4nd now that I am leaving I send you =
following, hoping it will interest the many young
Beopls who read your paper: P
 When 1 eﬁtet-y:éd upon my duties as tem?:ft’»fﬁfl’;
Oetober last, I found that a great many ot
thildren were just returning from the 'dlﬁé;fe‘ir
ﬁsﬁing stations where they had been with :m
Patents during the summer months: The & the
dance steadily increased until November, Whe“‘ﬁ'it
tegistor showed & roll of one hundred #md T
hames, .

Toa stranger entering a large schoot of I‘ﬁd;:i;
bbYS and girls, the faces all seem alike, but he 8 d
Beging to distinguish them. Like the boys &%
gitls at home, some are clever, some are dul. Bome
ike one thing, some another.
Others are lazy. They soon beco .
tjhéif teacher, and they are delighted when
Pleased with their efforts to learn. . rave

A good many learn very quickly. Tl?ey h?. a
8ood memoties, and they learn the meanings ’mt
Spellings of long words as quickly as the clgvt;?fl’?sr
Uy o girl at home. Littls Winnie, only ‘U
Years of age, can recite the Ten Command

me attached to
YHe i

I

{ guage,

| wood %

Some are jpdustrious,

PLEASANT HOURS.

It pleases them to hear the teacher talk their lan-
but they have many a laugh at his first
attempts. On the other hand, if you laugh at thgm
when they try to talk English, they are so shy the_ay
won’t speak at all. They read and write \Y(*ll in
English, but they are very timid about speaking it.
Th(;y love to sing. They will sing hymn after
hymn without seewning to grow tired. The sch?ol
is always opened with singing, prayer and a Scrip-
ture lesson, and closed with singing and prayer.
YLiike all children, they are fond of stories. They
listen very attentively to Bible stories, a.m? more
especially to those about the Sa.viour‘who died for
them. They also love to hear stories about the
little boys and girls where the teacher comes from,
about those little ones so far away whq send them
books and papers with such nice pictures and
stories, and who save their pennies to spread the
Gospel. . .

You will be glad to hear that the.se little children
very geldom quarrel or get cross vivn‘;h- one :imother.
Qome of them are very neat and tidy in tl::en- dress.
The girls wear shawls and handkerchiefs mste.:ad of
coats and hats. It pleases them very rr'mch if the
teacher will only allow them to wear their han.dker-
1, especially when visitors are in, as

iefg in schoo
chiefs In their heads before

they do not like to uncover
strangers.
Then on
school.
Each teacher has .
Jesson and recite verses just as you do.

During the winter menths the cold winds and

s come, and then we need a fire, but we have
storny to come with Dbig horses and sleighs and
no men eat loads of wood and pile it up in the shed
bring g}‘; ve. Now, how do you think we get our
as you ;‘ he’ men and big boys go away out on the
and they cut down big trees and

ntain-side, )
mott These they make-into a

slide them into the water.

d th ' /
?fb’szg and the wind and the tide bring them
1g ¥

home. They tie up their raft to-th? Jand so that
-the tide has gone out again it lies dry on the
Wher}l1 Then they set to work with saws and axes
Zzillcc\.lt it up, and the boys and girls * pack ’.’ it up
lse school-house on their backs. ) Thex enjoy the
ft?mt but they must hurry, for the tide will be ba'ck
Y - a few hours, and if they have not carried
G :he men have cut it will be taken away
When it is all “packed” and piled
e shed they are tired, but it pleases
they have done something useful.
It is pleasing to see how

away =1l
out to sed.
nicely M th
them to know

time goes on.
fhhtz t:;’s and girls are trying to learn and to make
e

. fives - seful and happy.
their fives u;o:seuqirls live in the “ Home.” There
Twentyt:ainédom be useful. They make their
they are o5, do the cooking, baking, cleaning,
own dress oning, scrubbing, and all the other littlo
wn.shmgj hll‘t ha\;e to be done in and around a
things 02 Besides this, they receive Scripture
hmseho.ld' -1, hymns and verses, and I am sure you
rnmyknow that the older girls hu\\;e ;{,
: own. They meet every Wed-
Bi?le-class of,: }i‘:ut:heir class~rogm, where they read
nesday even; aScripw"e with singing and prayer.
and stu‘dy: t leot all work and lessons here. These
Bt rt s 1115 Jike fun and a holiday as well as you
boys and gIr the warm days are here and the
do. So when comes from behind the mountains,
heautiful s‘un icnic on the beach. Their teachers
they g0 fm':h[;hem. Sometimes they walk a mile
go atong wi Long Beach, where they play about
half €0 ds or climb the hills in the wood to
moss and snlmon-berries until they
Then they have tea, singing and

will be glad

and &

on the white san
Jook for flowers
ave tired out.

Sunday aftermoon we have our Sabbath-
The children all join heartily in the singing.
a class, and they talk about the

en if there is a good wind they put up a_

prayers, after which they go home feeling just as
you do after you have had that long ramble in the
fields.

Once this suniner we went in a big canoce. Some
of you never saw a big canoe, did yon1 Well, they
are hewn out of large cedar trees. A good one will
carry easily thirty men. We were twenty-eight in
all.  With Sarah for a captait and Hannah and
Betsey and Jane and about a dozen others paddling,
away we went over the bay to the white heach
beyond. We had a delightful time, and we all came
home refreshed with new vigour for our work.

It is encouraging to know that a number of
these children have given their hearts to Jesus and
are trying to live Christian lives. It is a blessed
thought that wherever the Gospel goes the people
are lifted up and the children made happy. Though
you may not be called to leave home as a missionary
you can help the work by saving your pennies for
the iwissionary box, and the little you do in the
name of Jesus will not lose its reward.

The Waning Year.
BY REV. A. B, RUSSELL,

THE year has passed its middle life,
Its locks are getting thin,

For it has reached the mystic bound,
Where sombre days begin,

The little birds which sang so sieet
Are hushed to silence now ;

They’ve left their nests which enipty éwing
Upon the yielding bough.

On every tree we see the march
Of the relentless thief,

Which steals the beanty June bestowed,
And leaves the yeHow leaf.

October wears a mottled coat,
Xovember sheds a tear ;

And winds which sweep the hill and plain
Will rock the waning year.

Thus year by year, with breathless haste,
" 8wift time speeds nimbly by ;
The ages creep, the centuries walk,
While years take wings and fly.

We look around, and lo ! we sce
Our kin bowed down with grief ;
Springtime and summer are no more,

Life’s in the yellow leaf.

We raise ovr eyes and look aloft
Above the din of strife,

To Hith who tides his loved ones v'er,
To an eternal life.

Then let old Time speed on the wing,
Roll round the hastening year,

Till God shall take his ransomed fiome,
And dry the falling tear.

THE LITTLE CHAP'S HYMN.

TaEe following testimony was given by a working-
man, and it may cheer those who labour among the
young :

“T've heard tell how teachers don’t see much
fruit of their trouble. 1 think the lady that
teaches our little chap would like to know what
good he has done me with one of his hymns. T'd
an ankious load. I was carrying it on my mind
day and night, never thinking about the Lord who
could have given me rest; but I became so worried
that one night I lay tossing about and couldn’t .get
a bit of sleep. Our little boy was il}, and he woke
up vestless, too. But what does he do in the dark
but break out into singing; and it seemed like a
message right into my heart. It was only a child’s
hymn, learned ammong the infants; but it was just
what I wanted. My little chap sung on about him
I had forgotten, and then and there I was able to

gather up my trouble every bit, and I took it to my
Father.”




