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PLEASANT HOURS.
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Our Leagzue.
ALLYN,

Weare a hanl of lilidron
With a feader goud and true,

Trying i our hamble way
A httle gnl)‘l to da

We mect each week together,
And loud our volces 1uire

‘T'o Christ our own 1tedeemer,
In juyous, thank{ul praise.

ny n. w.

Wo love our leaguo-work dearly.
Al try whate er we do,

To please our leader every time,
And to the work be true.

Vo are but young, yot * ¢ty soon
We shall be old and gray,

We nant to do a httlegood
While on tins earth wo stay.

Lok up; lift up * onr motto,
We prize it very dears
Wao'rs looking up in numbers,
Increusing overy year.
Wo will lift up the fallen
And lead them by the hand,
Till they are worthy members
Of this our Epworth band.

Why Christ loved little childeen !
Ho took them in bisarms,
Aud always tried to shicld them,
From every care and hurn,
We know our dear Redeemer
Is watching from ot ligh.
We children may bo like him
1f we will ouly try.
-=Emeorth Heruld.

OUR PERIODICALS:

PER YEAR-POSTAGE FREK

e Leat, thie cheapest, the most entertaining, the
st popular

Clysiatian Guardian, weeldy _. ... . iieeemvanns-
Neihrodit Magazine, 104 pp., nonthly, llustrated
Stethrodist Magazine and Guanlian together....
Magetine, Guaniian and Onward tigether ..
e Werleyan, Halifax, weekly .. ... ..o
Sundavachiool Rauner, £2 pp. dvo , wmonthly ..
O, ward, 8 pp. 4to., weelly, under 3 coples .. ... .
8 copiesand over ...... <o eesessea .
Viasant slours, 4 pp., {10, weells, single coples
Tems thau 20 coples
Orer 20 Opled cevvnnennnnncs
Synbeatn, forthightly, levs than 10 cop
10 copder and upwanit L ...oiiceeeee
Happy 1isys, 101tnightly, Jone than 10 coples ...
10 coples and uipwards .
Verean Jazt, monthly, Wl copien peronth ...,
Quartenly Review fervice. 13y the year, 24c. &
doten ; 2 per 100, per quarter, 6 &
aozens Hic. per 100,

WILLIAN BRIGGS,

vo0000R00OC~euNT
CRARNARYSREE]ESSE
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SAD LIFYE-PICTURES.

¢ I LovE every one but my mother:” It
was a little English girl ten years old who
rud that. Slic wasu't such a bad girl,
cither ; and she was not ““uad ™ at her
mothot for punishing her. as  illbred
Amencan cluldren somctuncs are.  But
her 1aother was %o crucl, Ada couldn’t love
her. Whese hier teachier told her she must
honour her mother she sud, ** Docs your
mother dank, and throw glasses at you?
Mino does.” This is a true story. Kind
friends have taken the cliild from her cruel
mother, and are teachung hier what it is to
love and to be loved.

1 have acen the picture of a five-year old
baby named Jun. His father was dead,
and lus mother worked vut.  When she
went. away 1n the morning she tied him to
a tablo leg, and scft lun therv all day.
When she camo hue at aught, tind or
drunk, aho drubbed Jum u.ﬁ. a stich or
picked him up by lns hiands and swung humn
around. Some Iadies found him out, and
had him put in & hospital. 3o wasthin and
xickly. His arms were out of juint aud tus

twisted ; and he was scared almost to
death when anyone spoke to him,  The
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nuise said it would prolably bo tho desth
of Inm to go back to Lusmothor, .

Thore are dozens of trug storics just 88
pitiful as these.  The visttars who seek aut
orphans and ill-used childien - cities for
the orplinn asylums and mision schools
find this same sort of misery and wicked
nesk every day, Itdovsnt take lony forbeer
aud 1um to mahe the best of mothers as
bad as Jin's or Adn’s; sud somo of the
drunken fathers ate worse yet.

‘Phero was  Alice, o pickpecket of ten,
whose fathor hnd beenin prison thirty-1wo
times, who was proud of her littlo hands.
“You see, they are so sinall 1 ean slip "em
into falks’ pockets,” she said.  And what
dues the cditor mean by telling you these
harmble thingst Can't he find prettier
stories to tell us? Judeed, ho can; but
these stories that aven’t pretty have to be
told They sometimes set people to dunk-
ing. And that is what we want you tothink
ahout.  What a great ditlerence there is
between your motherand these ! She loves
you, and you love hor. Every night you
pray to God to blexs hor. Iut do you ever
thank God for giving ber to yout A good
mothor is nbout the best blessing @ child
can have.  And we keep on mking God for
things, never stopping to thank him for
what he hng already given us. -Sunday-
School Advocate.

THE CHRISTIAN TEMPERANCE
WOMAN.

BY MRS. HELEN F. BROWN,

Ticrones teach us a great deal.  Fsther
Milinan wasaplain, every day sortof woman,
a dressmaker by trade, but so full of the
Jord's Jove that she gave one day cvery
week to his work, trying to win®souls for
Jesus.

She was walking up the street one even-
ing on her way to mecting when she saw
Henry Arms, a young man she well knew,
in a very sad plight at the door of a liquor
saloon.  He had been in to get a duuk,
but he had no noney to pay for it, and the
bar-tender had turned him out. He was
very angry, and doubled up his fist in a
threatening way, and said some wicked
words.

* Poor Henry 1" said Esther to herself,
as she drew near; ““he is drunk ; he has
Jost his head.” -

What n sad thing it is, dear children, to
losc one™s head. It isa dreadful thing to
lose a hand or leg or an eye; but toiqoe
one's head is the worst thing in the wosdldl.
It is a bad thing to haveafever, 6r moasles,
or small-pox ; but even with these diseases,
thou:&h we may suffer much, our heads niay
be clear. But to lose our reason, to-be
insane, crazy, not to kuow what we do-or
say, is the worst evil that cin befall us.
And yet that is just what strong drink docs
for us. It gocs right to the-head, and
causes dinease there, aid we lose our reason;
WO Are <razy.

Some people are afraid. of a2 man craxed
with drink ; some poopic would laugh at
him.  But not so with Miss Milman.  She
}ntic«l the young man, and longed to help
1m out. of his trouble.

She put her hand gently on his ann, and
sad :

** Henry, come along with me: come.”

Her gentle vorcereachied i ; he tumed,
looked at hier, and sutlered her to lead um
away. She had to steady Ins steps, and
hiold him up when he was ready to fall, but
shic managed to get hun along to a door
which stood open, 1nto which she went,
drawing Henry after her.  There she gave
him a scat.

They were in A mission wmeetmng, and as
they went i the persons gathered i the
hittle room were singng @

*\Wec have heard the joviul sound :
Jeaus saves ! Jesus raves !
Spreast the tidinus all around :
Jesus saves: Josus saves .

As the music fell upon the young man’s
carx, the Huly Spirit scemed to fasten the
wonds an lus heart, as **a nail in a sure
place.”  “Jesus saves ! Jesus saves. ™ they
repeated, and, I wish he'd swe me,”
muttered Henry.

Soon the speakor at the desh ruse and
ashad, “*Is there anyune hivre who wants
to be saved 7

**Yes, here is one,” spoke Miss Milman,

“Cwho has just come in. ITe beeds to be
saved, und 1do believe he wants to be,”

Henes staggered to his fect, nued held off
to the seat before him.

Yos, 1do,” I ~and, aud drapy od back,

They prayed for him.  Cue. tuo, three,
four offeved short prmyers that this poor
young man might be sved. Then 1 man
arose und said, **1 was just Iike that young
man unce, but Jesus saved me. Another
rose and said nearly the fune wounls. A
thind stood up and said, 1 was the worst
follow that over Ined, aud Josus saved me.”

Beforoe the meeting was out, Ienry had
prayud hitwelf, ** God by mereiful tomo
ginner!” new strength and couragoe ¢ame
into his heat, and ho rosolved. God help-
ing him, that he would let strong dvnk
ulone,  He was saved, and the bells of
heaven rang out a juyous peal, beeause this
pour lost suul had been found.

He weut home quite sobered, and Miss
Milman went with i, She would not
leave him till she saw him safely inhisown
house.  His poor wifo sat in her cheerless
room, with o sick baby in heravms, erying.

Henry opencd the door, and went up
close to hier, as he said @ .

“'-.lcsus saves, Mary, and he has saved
me.

“Ie is not crezy,” said Miss Milman.
<« He means it ; he has been to the mission,
and—-"'

“ Found Jesus, and T am never going to
drink any more,” interrupted Henry.

"Fhey cried together, and then they knelt
down and prayed together, and tho good
Christian tempernee woman went home,
thanking God that he had let her do this
precious work for him.

Little girls who read this we hopo will
grow up to he Christian temperpuce wonsen.
Christian temperance is the best Kind of
tewperance ; for it leads the poor drunkad
right to Jesus, who alone can truly save.
Let us all sing often and aloud, and let the
drunkard hear :

“\We have headd the joyfol sound ¢
Jesus anves ! Jesus saves?
Spread the tidings all around :
Jesus saves ! Jesus saves !

ONE BOY’'S WORK.

Six years ago a little boy, ten years old,
fell into the East River and barely escaped
drowning. This accident was followed by
a long illnesy, during which the little fel-
low, who was of a devout nuature, made a
vow to himself that, if his life was apared,
he.would spend it 1 the service of the
poor. For six years the boy has been
a%yipg out the pledge made at {hat time.

hat first appealed to him was the

nceds -of little bare-foot children, and’
thus was started The Sunny Hour, a'-

little monthly magazine, now in its-fifth
year, whoee gm)ﬁts were devoted to the
purchasing ot shocs and stockings. Tello
d’Apery, publisher and editor, ixat present.
at school at Chappagas; but -thr “his

pluck, perscverance, and sanctitiéd com--

gnoit sense his mission has grown surpiis-
ingly.

Hitherto his chief aim has been to pro-
vide shoes and stockings for barefoot chil-
dren by means of the profits of Ius little
paper; but as the work has become more
widely known, contributivns have coine in,
and un the 25th of Jannary the *“Perm.
nent Barefuot Misy™m ™ was opened at No.
39 West Twenty-fourth Street, a few Goors
from Sisth Avenue, New York city. Of
this house and his increased resvonsibality
the young cditor wrote in his January
issuc :

*The bascnuent. is even with the side-
walk, and yor lave tv go up steps to the
patlour fleor. Just how the arrangements
will be made about the oflices, cte., I can-
not say yet. The rentis £1,400 4 year, a
very large sum, but X could 1ot get a place
cheaper anywhere within the limits that I
hadset. 1 may be able to rent ouc of the
upper floors to reduce the expenses, or per-
haps the front bascinent.”

The nission nuw open permancntly will

iruvide more than shoes and clothing, as it
includes on its sccond flour a room for
gunes anda reading-roomn with bookshelves
which aro to be fillel ina few days by a
gentleman in Camnbridge, Mass,, and the
rwm opened on hus son’s birthday., A
large motto on thc wall of one of these
yooms reads ; “Christ is the ead of this

How e, tho Unyeen Guegt at overy Mea!
the Silent Listener to ovary Conversation.

On the parlour floor a young woman wh
woara the budge of thie King's Daughters, is
in nttendanco to recuive appheants for aid.
to investigate their eredentials, lotters from
pastur, priest, oe teacher, and to supply
thrce needs from the back room when
cloth, s, slioey, and stockings, ol and new
ard steed, A little olild, evidently one ot
Tello' s voteges, is at huud to wait on the
door and run. errands. A\ wonian eanvas
ser fur the paper is also employed.  Be
sides the distribution of shoes which goes
on all the year, it is Tello's custom to dis
trbute Christuans @fts Last Christias
season 1,200 tickets were given out toany
poor person who cune recommended by
some responsible person, and on Christnas
afternosn, from a large empty store on
Sixth Avenue, clotling, toys, dolls, stock-
ings, mittens, and 1,500 paies of shoes were
given away to needy children.

HAVING EYES BUT NO SIGHT.

A row miles out of Toronto is a tiée
having two trunks about cight feet apart.
united by an arch ten feet-from the ground
and from the upper side of this uniting
trunk three great stalhs grow, each with
broad branches and abundant foliage. It
is aremarkable growth, and worth journcy
ing somne distance to see.

Under the tree there is a path leading
from a farmliouse to the village post-oftice
Living in this farmlouse is a man who is
nearly fifty years old.  Since boyhood he
has been in the habit of going along that
path to the post-oftice and back again tike
or three titmes every week. He has, there
fore, passed close by that tree thousands
of times,

Two or three years ago a neighbour
pointed out to him the extraordinary for
mation of the tree. Looking at it in
amazement, he said that he had never
noticed it before. During forty years he
had been passing back and forth under the
branches of the tree, and yet had failed to
discover that there was anything peculiar
about it. This fact is more remarkable
than the trec.

This is a parable. Many thero are who
having eyes sce not and having ears hear
not. As they follow the path of life their
eyes are constantly downward. The leaves
of the healing trees of God's grace bow so
low they touch them as they pass, and yet
they are blind to all these.

Happy is he who, having found the
wonders of God's grace, ¥ith winning zeal
and skill points thezo out to those who have
never scen them.— Ymeg People’s Union.

| THE VALUE OF A TRADE.

ImeMENBELR yearsago, when I was avery
young roan, mecting John Roach, the great
ship-builder, in lis ship-yand at Chester,

Pennsylvania. I remncember, too, what he

"said then about the value of a trade to the

average bay.

YYoung 1uan,” he said, laying his great,
broad band on 1y shoulder, and Jookyng at
me earnestly with his Leen, stezlLloe Insh
cyes, ““next to a clear conscience, a2 tride
is as good a thing as any young man cun
have in this country. Yon can carry it with
you all your life long; you have to pay
neither rent nor taxes upon it, and it will
Telp you around a sharp corner when mest
other things will fail."”

I have never forgotten that utterance
from a man who started in life - sfter lan.l
ing in New York from Ircland. -asa helpes
to = machinist, who became the leading
ship-builder of his time, and who, up v

the hour that he was stricken with a fatal
illnesz, could take tho placs of any of Lis;

workmen, whether it wxs a-man driving
rivets, or an expert putling together the
most delicate parts of & steamshi, s
machinery.

Something very like what John Reeck
said, 1 heard another great man, who is
uow dead, say.  This war Peter Coopar 3
man of whom American boys cannot ku -
tov much, and whom they certainly cam &8
too much adinire.

“1f I had my way,” aaid the venerule
philanthropise, on the occasion fo whicl 1
tefer, *1 would givo «very boy a trale
Then I would have him'stick-to it, Tos- it
and begeod to it. If he does, it will be
gocd to him." :
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