PLEASANT HOURS.

‘Without Money.

Ir doesn’t cost money as many suppose,
To have a good time on the earth,

The best of its pleasures are free unto those
Who know how to value their worth.

The sweetest of music the birds to us sing,
The loveliest i »wers grow wild,

The finest of drink gushes ont of the spring
All free to man, woman and child.

No money can purchase, no artist can paint
Such pictures as nature supplies
Forever, all over, to sinner a‘ml saint
Who use to advantage their eyes.

Kiod words and glad looks, smiles cheery and
brave )
Cost nothing—no, nothing at all,
And yet all the wealth Munte Cristo could
Bave
Can make no such pleasure befall.

It doesn’l cost money to have a good time,
And that is the rea-on, alas!
¥Why many who might have enjoyment sub-
lime
Their lives in such misery pass.

It doesn't cost money to have a good time;
The world’s best enjoyments are free; .
But those who find pleasure in folly and

crime
Will not with these true words agree.
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A TALK TO BUSINESS BOYS.

Tur first year of a boy’s business life is
a critical one. He comes, perhaps, from a
country home, certainly from a school-life,
well hedged about aud protected by cave-
ful parents and tencht_'r_s. H.e has.hve.d
heretofore under conditions 1n whm}} it
was easier to go right than wrong, and it is
indeed a change when he takes life into
his own hands and plunges mtq a gyent
city’s business current whose 1‘:L1111ﬁ.cat}()ns
encircle the world, and bewm»:s one little
atom in its vast force. Then it is he gets
his first practical experience of life and
gains his fivst real knowledge of men and
things. Then, too, he })egms to find out
what metal he himself is made of, i to
shape his life’s course ; and as he gives it
an upward or a downward curve, so it is
apt to continue. . . .

A boy’s first position n a commercial
house is usually at the foot of t!ne' ]aflde}' ;
his duties are plain, his place Is insignifi-
cant, and his salary is small. He is ex-
pected to familiarize himself w1t_11 th'e
business, and as he beconpcs more intelli-
gent in regard to it he is :_ul\':\uced to a
more responsible place. His first duty,
then, is to his work. He must cultivate
day by day habits of fidelity, accuracy,
neatness, and despatch, and these quali-
tiea will tall in his favour as Surely 4s the

world revolves. Though he may work
unnoticed and uncommended for monthsa,
such conduct always meets its reward.

T once knew a boy who was a clerk in a
large mercantile house which employed, as
entry clerks, shipping clerks, Duyers,
bookkeepers, and salesmen, eighty young
men, besides a small army of porters,
packers, and truckmen; and this boy of
seventeen felt that amid such a crowd he
was lost to notice, and that any efforts he
might make woull be quite unregarded.
Nevertheless he did his duty ; every morn-
ing at eight o'clock he was promptly in his
place, and every power that he possessed
was brought to bear upon his work.  After
he had been with the firm a year he had
occasion to ask them for the favour of a
week’s leave of absence during the busy
8eason.

**That,” was the response, ‘‘is an un-
usual request, and one which it is sume-
what inconvenient for us to grant ; but to
show you that we appreciate the efforts
you have made since you have been with
us, we take pleasure in civing you the
leave of absence for which you ask.”

‘I dilu’t think,” said the boy, when he
came home that nicht and related his suc-
cess, ‘“that they knew a thing about me,
but it seems they have watched me ever
gince 1 have been with them.”

They bad indeed watched him, and had
selected L for advancement ; for shortly
after he was promoted to a position of
trust with an appropriate increase of salary.

It must be so, sooner or later, for there
is always a dewmand for excellent work.
A boy who means to build up for himself a
successful business will find it a long and
difticul* task, even ifehe brings to bear his
best efforts both of body and of mind ; but
he who thinks to win without doing his
very best will find himself a loser in the
Tace. .

There is no position in life more honour-
able than that of a successful business wman,
and there are few more influential, 1t ig
the judgment and advice of business men
that guide affairs <~f_n'\lm|3;11 mmportanee,
The wost wonderful inventions of the aue
are but servants to do their bidding. 1t ig
no wonder that they are called “ Railyoad
Kings” and ‘* Merchant Princes,” whey
we see the power they possess. How
necessary, then, that the boys who ape
growing up to take the |laces of those men
who now direct our commerce
factures, should be nobl

. . e-hearted, honour-
able, and inteliigent men, yot amassing
wealth for its own sake or for the selfish

pleasures which it brings, but to bestow it
in a wise philanthropy for the comfort
b

welfare, and advancement of thejr fellow-
11¢LY,

and many-

“THY NEIGHBOUR AS THYSELF.”

BY PANSY.

It was midsummer, but a wild, dark’

night ; the fiercest storm of the season wag
raging, aud it was the season of 1881,
which some of us remember us a very
stormy one.  Kate Shelley, who lived nog
far away from the Honey Creek railroad
bridge, was looking out of her window at
the storm. Tt had come up suddenly, but
was 80 severe that the creek liad over-
flowed its banks and earried away lumber,
and carts, aud everything within its reach.
Moreover, the Des Moines River was
rising rapidly.  What water could not
do, wind was accomplishing. The house
rocked as if it might be blown

away, as a
barn had already gone.

Kate, watching from her window, and
wondering fearfully what woul
next, saw the headlight of
making its rapid way acr
bridge. She thought wha
it was to be Journeying, and felt glad that
none dear to lier were on the tmi; Sud-
denly the light disappeared,  The .1'0:11' of
the wind was sa great thag she heard no
sound, but tlere was ouly one way to
account for the disappearance of ytl t
'llelmdhght: the bridge must be gonlt?'
dr]:ll)]pet(l;ein(ta(’;ttllll.i ()t]l;ill‘ll ?f Cars must have

g asm !
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them ? No _neighbours
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their own family ; and wmother and ;1itt}
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she do in the night and th
rain ?

e
nstairs
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Then at the manient came another ter.
rible thought ; she ‘glanced at the clock 4
the night express was nenrly due if the
trainmen  were not warned, they, too,
would try to cross the bridge. What if
her father were on the train ¢ Kate knew
as well as if anybody had told Ler, that if
any dear to her were travelling homeward
that night, she would warn them of the
danger, even though she gave bher life in
doing it.  Bhe knew, also, certain old
words that had power over her—¢Thy
neighbour as thyself.” The voice that
spoke these words was the voice of her
Leader.

Thought works rapidly. In much less
time than 1 have taken to tell abous her,
Kate Shelley was in the outer kitchen,
filling an old lantern.  Then, with a
waterproof wrapped about her, she made
her way with all speed to the water's edge.
I mean that she tried to do so; bt the
water seemed to bhave no edge; it
flowed over all paths and roads. There
was no way but to try to seramble up the
slippery blutt to the track. The sides were
lined with underbrush, which tore not
only her eclothes, but hoar 1'uzsh; never
mind, she must get to the top.

Aud she did. Yes, it wus as she had
surmised ; part of the Lridee  was gone,
On the broken fragments of it that re-
mained she crawled vut, to tle very lasg
tie, aml swung her lautern, and shouted
alwove the wind. 1t was inky dirk he
but a voice answered hior from the depth
She lewrned thet it was g freight traiy that
h:ul. dropped  into the clinsin, the
engineer was the only one  whe hivd
escaped with his life. " If, Lad ernwled
o some of the broken tiylers of the
bridee, und Z“i(l he conld hold o if hélp
came soon ; but Liow W
expros 0w could they save the
L will save it,” said Kate ; and, turn-
!\lv\l?(‘\"Seherg-‘lz\‘]\:’}({d back over the broken

8¢, reached the track, and fought her
way through the gale towards the station
a mile distant. Very soon she came to
the high trestle bridge over the Des
Moines River. Five hundred feet of this
must Le crossed Lefore she could hope to
warn the train.  What if she were too
late, and the train should come thundering
down upon her when she was in the
widdle of the trestle? No, she must not
think such thoughts. *Thy ncizhbour
as thyself,”— those  were her marching
orders.

She stepped bravely on the structure,
and at that moment came a gale of wind
that nearly took her oft her feet. She
struggled ‘with it, and saved herself ; hug
the feeble light in the old lantern could
not stand its force, and went out,
her in utter dwrkness. Matches, if she
had had any, would have been worse than
useless in the wind. There was nothing
for it but to go forward, lighted only by
thp blinding  flashes  that showed her
glimpses of the boiling water beneath
She tossed her uscless lantern iuto th(.z
water, and, dropping on her knees, heoan
her terrible erawl over the fivehundred
feet of trestlework.

Was that the roar of the ‘train? No, it
was the roar of the wind ; it swayed f;er
from side to side )

a8 she erept on. Now
shie had reached the middle ; the lalt.

ning’s flash revealed it to her. . Hury |
She must save the train. No, she cm;)id.
not hurry 3 she must move carefully, and
ln'»ld herself from the (:lut(-hinrr‘;\'i{ml
Was the train coming t Sl (-:ﬁld m't
tell; she mnst ot thinl ’
was simply to crawl on,

low,

luwing

CAU st ap Tast she felt the ground!
Springing to her feet, N

l 4 she flew, rather
than v, the fow rods

were the station lun
there in time,
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peril, and ¢y
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Just in thme, ne more.
ngth only to shout out the

) es only to see that a mess-
enger with a red lantern ran .in hot.h
down the road ;

seuseless at the feet of the-dazed men that

bl not yot realized the peril through
which she had come,

She did but do her duty, you think 7 Do

aste

you remember that thatis all there-is: for -
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ut think that perhaps the sweetest
thouglit that brave Kate Shoelley had that
night, and afterward, was of Une that
would e able (o say to her, *“Well done,

good and faithfyl servant.”
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TOBACCO AND LIQUOR ARITE:
METIC,

“Bov at head of the class, what are we
paying for liquor s a nation 1

4 FH00,000,000 annually.”

* Btep to the blackbourd, m
take a rule and mensure
How thick is it 1”

:: Nearly an cighth of

Well, sir, how man

pile in an ineh.”

* Boetween eight and nine.”

“Give it the henclit of the doubt and
cll it nine. How many inches would it
require to pile up these $900,000,000.”

100,000,000 inches,” ’

“ How many feet would that bet”

S8, 005,08,

*How many rody is that 1" .

50,050 rody.” :

“How many wiles is that 7"

CLLHTS miles,”

“Miles of what 7?

1578 wiles of silver dollars, laid down,
packed closely togetlier, our national liquor
bill woulid wake.”

Now add the $600,000,000 we are paying
for tobaceo annually, to the liquor miles of
silver dollars, which is two-thirds as much,
or 1,052, und we have 2,63?\ "“1‘";5 of silver

oo Jked closely together, for our na.
dollars packed closely tobacco bill. Let .
these samoe silver dollars be laid flat touch-
ing edge to edge and they would make a
continuous ring round the carth,

Reader, if you need facts about this ques-  ~
tion, nail that to a post and read it occasion-
ally. It would tuke a small army of men
with scoop shovels to throw away money as
fast as we are wasting it for
tobacco. —Am. Hax.
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The Lesson of the Birds.

Wiart do the birds when the winter nearveth,

And dead leaves drop downward, and every
bough is bave,

And t,h_u pools are ice-crusted, and he who
listens heareth

.
The rustle

t of the snow-wings in the upper
air?

Oh 1 the birds they are brave ; their fine per-
. vasive senges
Discern the distant warmth and balm be-
youd the frost and sting ;
The old ones tell the young one
ferences,
And the young ones learn the lesson, and
trust in the spring,

s in secret con-

In the tlose-pine coverts they crowd for pro-
tection—

The befe behind who cling to home and will
not southward go,

They know the hardy berry-Lods, and need
no direction

To seelk out drinking-basins in the half-
melted snow,

When the sunshine warms the world, the
birds rehearse their singing ;
Low trills and twitters break the quiet of
the woods,

And while spring is yet a l'my way off, they ~
see her, and come winging,
Blue-hird and thrush and volin, in joyous
brotherhoods.

Teach us your lesson, dear birds, of bright en-
durance
To face the cold, and face the gloom, and
Lravely wait and sing,
And trust the lLove that never fails, in confi-
dent assurance

That out of winter’s deepest drifts shall
bloom the spring !
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TrE saloon paralyzes law and holds with
an ifon grip ita sdministrators. Stamypit out.



