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PLEASANT HOURS.

What Children May Do.

CuiLones, you mny work for Jesrs,
God hag given you a place

In somno portioh of his vineyard,
And will give sustaining

He hias Lidden you **Go labour,”
And has promised o roward ;

Even joy aud lifo oternal
In the kingdom of your Lord,

Chillren, 704 tnay pruy to Josus,
In your closet, and at homo;
In the village, {n thoe city,

Or whcerever you tnay roam.
Pray that God may send tho Splris
Into somo poor sinner’s hedrt,

And that ju his soul's salvation
You may bear aomo humble part.

Children, you may sing for Jeaus,
Oh, how precious ia his love ;

Praise him for his boundleay blossings
Ever coming from abave.

Sing how Jesus diod to save you,
How your sin and guilt he bore,

How his blood hath sealed your pardon
Sing for Jesus evermore.

Children, you may live for Jesus,
Ho who died that you might live;
Ol thea all your ransomed powars
Cheerful to his servics give.
Thus for Josus you may labour,
And for Jesus sing and pray 3
Cousccrato your life to Jesus;
Love and serve him every day.

HE WAS ONLY A NEWSBOY.
THE PATHMETIC BTORY OF A DRAVE-
HBEARTED LAD,

It wos a very small funeral pro-
cession that wended its way slowly
from the King's County Hospital to
tha Holy Cross Cemotery at Flatbush,
T.aere wero no handsome carviages,
no long string of hacks, only the
hearso containing o small, plain coffin,
followed by a solitary coach. But
the mourning was just as sincere as
at the laigest and most imposing
funeral. And it was not confined

to the four boys who accompaniced.

the body of their dearest friend to its
Inst resting place. A hundred hearts
were touched by grief. A hundred
faces wera wet with tears.

«It's only & newsboy,” said o
policemon. True, only a newsboy, a
waif from tho streots of the great city.
But no philanthropist was ever kinder,
no friend more true, no soldier braver
than littlo Jos Flanigan. Every news-
boy about the offices of New York's
great journals knew and loved him.
All owed him a debt of gratitude for
the muny good deads he hed done in
his humble way.

Little Joe first sppeared on the
etroots of New York two years ago.
He was small and alight, with great
brown eyes and pinched lips that
always wore o smile. "Where hie came
from nobody knew and fe'~ cared.
His parents, he said, were dcad and he
hed no friends. It was a hard life.
Up st four o'clock in the worning
after sleeping in o dry goods box or
ju an alley, be worked steadily ti till Iate
at night. Ho was misused at first.
Big boys stalo his papers or crowded
him out of a Warin place at night, but
he never complained. The tears
would swell up in his eyos, but were
quickly brushed away and & new start

-1 where he said he onco lived.

bravely made. Buch conduet won
him fricnds, and after o while no one
dared to play tricks dpon little Joo
Ilis friends ho remembered, and his
enemices ho forgave  Some days he
hnd especially good luck., Kind-
hearted people pitied the little fcllow
and bought papers whether they
wanted them or not.  But hoe was too
generous to save mmoney cnough even
for a night's lodging. Every boy who
“got stuck ” knew that he was sure to
get enough to buy a supper as long as
Joo had a penny.

But hard work and exposure began
to tell on his weak constitution. He
kopt growing thinner and thinnes, till
there was scavcely an ounco of flesh on
his littlo body. Tho skin of his face
was drawn closer and closer.
pleasant look never faded awny. He
was uncomplaining to the last. He
awoke one morning after working hard
selling *“oxtras” to figd himself too
weak to move. He tried his best to
get upon his fect, but it was a vain
attempt. The vital force was gone.

“\Whore is little Joe?”

him since the previousnight. Finally
he was found in o secluded corner and
a good-natured hackman was persuaded
to take him to the hospital in Flatbush,
Every
day one of tho boys went to sée him.
On Saturday, a newsboy who had
abused him at first and learned to love
him afterwards, found him sitting up
in his cot, his little blue-veined hand
stretchied out upon the coverlet.

“Y was afraid you wasn't coming,
Jerry,” he said with some difficulty ;
“and I wanted to see you once more
so much. I guess it will be the Jast
time, Jerry, for 1 feel awful weak
to-day. Now, Jerry, when I die 1
—ant you to be good for my sake.
‘Lell the boys.”

Buthis message never was completed.
Little Joe was dead. His sleap was
calm and beautiful. The trouble and
excitement on his wan face had disap-
peared. But the expression was still
there. Even in deathhe smiled.

It was sad news that Jerry bore
biack to his fnends onthat day. They
feared that the cnd was near and were
waiting for him with anxious hearts.
\When they saw his tear-stained face
they knew that little Joo was dead.
Not a-word was said. They felt as if
they wero in the presence of death
itself. Their hearts were too full to
speak.

That night o hundred boys met in
front of the City Hall They felt
that they must oxpress their sense of
loss in some way, but how they did
not know, Finally, in accordahce
with thesuggestion of one of the larger
boys, they passed a resolution which
read as follows:

Retolved, that we all liked Littlo Joo wha

was tho best newsboy in New York. Every-
body s sorry he bas dled,

A oollection was takon up to send
delegates to tho funeral, and the same’
hackman who bore little Joé to the

But the |’

was the
universal inquiry. Nobody had seeu’

hospital, again kindly offered the use
of his carriago, Onthecoflin was aplate,
purchased by the boys, whose language
wus expressive from its very simplicity.
This was the inscription:

LitTie Jog,

Tho best Nowsf»oy in New York.
i WE ALL LIKED HIM,

Ceseossecnsene

Thoere wore no services, bus each boy
sent o flower to bo pluced upon the
coffin of his fricnd. After all, what
did it matter that little Joe was dead.

He was only » newsboy.

This is not a fanoy sketch, Every
word of the above story is truo.—XNew
York Herald.

READING BOOKS.

“Do you call that a big Inkef"
usked o half-witted lad, “Why I can
pour all its water into this basket, and
yet have room for two more lakes.”
“Of course, you can,” was tho reply;
“tho water would leak out as fast as
it was poured in.” That is tho way
with some realders; they pour into
their mind a great amount of reading,
but it soon leaks out. For a short
time .they may remember what they
read, but after o while they can
recall little more than the title. of the
book. Such reading profits them little
more thar. does the water the basket
throughs which it runs. To be able to
read with profit, we must know what
and how to read.

Seclect your books; select such as
ate wotthy of cafeful resding; select
those that present what you need to
kngw, and in such a way that you can
understand and remewber ; select those
suited to you rather than to some one
clse. You may judge by whiat others
say of the books, and by the titles and
table of contents and introduction.
If; after beginning 1o read, you find
the book hardly worth finishing, stop
reading ; rather lose the time already.
spent than waste more for-the sike
of finishing what you havebegun, You
ars not readmg to get -through, but-to
get pood. Having the nghb kind of

book, make a business of reading it.

Givo your attention to that as a work:
that must be well done. Begin at the
beginning ; read slowly. It ianot the
last page you are after, but the. good
the book bas-in it; get that and all of
it, if possible. If you do-not under-
stdnd & chapter-or paragraph, read it

over ‘lowly, ‘stopping ‘to think now]

and then. When it is underatood

then try to fix it in the memory..|

Havo it so fixed that yos will'not , only
femember, but be sble to tell it to
others or act on-the lessons yourself.
Do not skip unless you are’ reading
for somespecial object,  Read every-

‘thing carcfully;, and stop to think of.

‘the ‘writer's meaning. If ho does not

teach what you believe, consider why.
This. ay be & slow way-
of reading, but by.it ‘you ‘will become.
tastor of the book, and will be better;{t
rapudtk:nl! you had read s -doven |rd

you differ.

finished, fix tho wholo in your mind oy

books hastily. Y hen tho book
thinking how you would tell 1t tof
others, and what you aro to do novl§
that you have those now facts and
leasons.

GAMES IN ANOCIENT GREECE,
Ir ia curious to find that the play.§
things which pleased the boys and§
girls of to-day are nearly ‘the same o
those that wero in use among the little
Greek children three thousand yean
ag6. The boys and girls of Greece @i
enjoyed their dolls and hoops and j§
gomes of top and “‘blind-man’s buff” §
as well as those in American homes {§
In fact, if we could go back to the
streots of ancient Athensin the days
of Socrates, we should find tho young!
folks engaged in tho samo gawes and 3§
romps, in many cases, as are popular §
among the youths of the modern §
cities.
Tho first toy given o & Greek baby i
es it lay in its mother’s lnp s a(f
rattle; when it was large enough to.
play on the floor it was given a bnll of
variegated  colours to roll about. Asig
the child grew older little carts orf
miniature waggons wers the next
playthings. These toys wero bought »
at a great fair which was held in one
of the famous cities of thut country, and |i§
which was attended by every citizen
of Greecs at least once in his life.
Boys then, as now, loved o spin a |J
top with a ¢ord 6r to whip it along |§
with & thong. This lattér game, asi¥
%6 are told by oite of the Greek poets,
was played in 0peén spicer "n the [}
stréets : ’

* Whers throe ways mest, there boys with
tops are found,

That ply tho lash and urge. them round and
round.” ‘

The hoop, too, was ell known. to |}
the Grecintt schoolboys; only little
Herodotus:and Alcibiades used to roli'{§
bronze ones which. had tiny rings or |3
bells to innke: a jingling-noise as they |i
-were rolled along,

¢« Blind-inan’s bufl” wes a favounbe N
‘amusement, only it was-called *Poly-|R
phénius and Ulysses.” A boy with |§
his éyes eovered by a-bandage moved |H
about and spread forth his hands, |8
crying, “Bewars!” He -répresented [§
Polyphemus, who had his one eye put. |}
out by Ulysses, whilé the other boys |}
played flie parts. 6F Ulysses, .and his:
‘totnpanions trying to-get out-of -the
¢ave. , 3

In one of their games & number of:{§
lads stooped down, with their ‘hands-|§
testing on-¢heii- knees, in o row, the,
Tast. springing-ovet the 'backs of -all:
the others; and then stood first ‘in tho: |
row, just as the ‘boys do now in the:|§
game-of “leap-frog A gatne ealled |R
4 geapbida® congisted of paksing & tope- |8
‘through & hole 4t the top of & pole. ¥
Two 1ads took hold.of the fope, ooie | |
on eachiide, and hé was wihner ¥ho |3
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