PLEASANT HOURS.

Little by Little.
B Mot in s Yoaking river pouring
B Yall: the summer rain,
B8 3at with & spiinkie, patier, tinkle,
I Onroof and hill and plain. . :
i by drop—bow. the gréen leayos grdw
] g:; b; drop—how-the falrbuds blosgm\

S The snows that cover the bare earth over
B Yo wrap her wintor sloep,
§ My hither, thlther, feather Ly feather,
Until they lid knos-deep.
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|88 ke by fiske guards tha bulb from harm
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B Flake Ly flake is the wheat Lopt svarm.

B The orchard gladdens tho eyes and reddens
[ With apples «ll its trees;

8 But uot in a'minute was drawn within it

B Tho sweets of sun and breezo ;
2 The biack scod first, then tho teader shoot,
B The trunk, tho blossom, and now tho fruit.

B8 Nerer wero ssven-loaguo-boots given
¥ Bxcopt in the faity:tale,
B Not can wishing hurty the speed, or carry
& Ono over peak and dale.
g Step by atep, in shine and sbade,
ji Is the long rosd travelled, tho Journoy made.

Sceond by second time is reckonsl,
As winged 2o they as bees,
8§ Too swift for counting, yet. soon amounting
.3 To years and centuries.
: ' Every tick of the.clock seya ono !
And all it can da for the world is done.

Smll however the trus endeavour,
Great may {td cutcome be,
XA burden lightened ; a lono life brightened ;
Aslave to sin set fress
{® Thesick and the sorrowing visited,
* The naked ‘clothed and the.bungry fed.
Mzns, Crana Dorr Bares.

WBSLEY’S ESUA.PB TROM
BURNING.
A Joun Wxsrey was. born June 17,
1703, at Epworth, a town in Lincoln-

1
(
’ R chire, of which. his father was réctor, |
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will of b wood falling in her bed-
mozn, sbemse& izer iz&her who
to s fovad the srhols houseine blxse. - Bif:

8! Tn the hirry sud - confpsion, John,
4 ¥ho-was sleepmz mnxﬂrnwfwgo‘e*
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f_; snd his mother was the daughter of |

8 tho Rev. Dr.. Aunnesley. ‘This woman
: was o model -of mdustry and quiet.
i 'management; there is no donbt that’
iflf ber sons. owed much of their stréngth.
i of nind, tacty zmdv.good sense to her
@ cxample and . training. /She was.the
(€| mother of nineteen children; the tec-
Bl tors stipend was not' Jarge xiof -was it
? regularly paid, so-that Mre. Wq!ey
%! wis obliged to practice the strictest
ai economy.
Bi Tho nation at that time was sunkin
R depravity and ignorancs to an extent
di that we can.hardly realize; and the

%! their vicoand meklmness. The rector
B made manv ‘enémies. by his nnspanng

|-und Rilling the animdlsaboay tha‘faxm

118 the ond famous in Methodmﬁhuwry
%| o account of Jolin ‘Wesley’s escape.

{681 ding his wife and daughters hasten:
d- [} down staioshé rashed up 2o the nursery

where five litils-ones were mlecping.

#! Teople of -Epworth.were notorious for-

repboofs of thomlmcké&neas, and thpy
! lost no- oppoMxmty—bﬂ sliowing' their-
ELpite. Not -satisfied with wounding:

E{they twice set' fite 45 the: honse. ~Tho:
| fist timb was-in theday, and the:fire:
§! as soon put-out. -The tecond: tine:

On the Oth of Febnunry, 1709, bis-
8 1 sister Heftxe was dwekened by:pieces.

ten. As scon ax ho wns missed, the

‘| rector ran back into the house, but

founid to his disinuy that the stairs
weore burnt, and as thoro wore no fire
escapes in those days, ho gave up his

boy for lost; so, kneoling down, com- }.

mentled his soul to God.

John Wesloy writes: ¢ romember
all the circumstances as well as though
it wero yestorday. Becing the room
very light, I called the maid to take
me up. But none answering, I put
my head out of the curtains and saw
streaks of fire on the top of the room.
I got up and ran to the door, but could
go no farther, all boyond it was ina
blaza; I-then climbed upon a chest
which stood mear the window. One
in the yard saw me and purposed run-
'ning to geta ladder; another answered
“There will not be time; but I huve
thought of anotber plan. Herol I
will fix myself agninst the wall ; lift a
light man, and set bim upon my
shoulders’ They did s0, and he tock
me:out of the window. Just then the
roof fell in, but it fell inward, or we
had-all been crushed at once.

*When thoy brought me into the
house whero my father was, he cried
out, *Come, neighbours, let us kneel
down; let us give thanks'to God : he
Jas given me all iy eight ¢hildren; let
the houss go, I am rich enough.’”

Kir, Wesley never forgot -this inci.
dsnt in hizcarly lifs; and years after
ward, whon a picture was made tepre-
sénting the scene, ho wrote on the
margin the words, #Is not this a brand
plucked from the burning?”

A WORD TO THE BOYS.

Xy we avo to have drunkedds in the
future, some.of then afe to come from
the boys t6 whom L:am writing ; and
T-ask you.again if you want.to-b one
ofthem? No! of dourse you don't.

'Well, X have & plan for you that is
just a8 auro to ssva. yoiz from such s
fate: as-tho sun is- O rise: to-morrow
morning. It -pever failed'; it never
will fail; and 1 think it-worth know-
ing. Never touch liqror in-any form.
That is -the plan, and it iz not only

worth. knowing, hut it.is worth put--

ting inito practica.
LEknow you dan’t dribk now, sand it
seeme to-me w8 if you ncvar mobld.

Bat your }mptanon will come,and it |
:will: probably comp in-this way:: ¥ou
will find’ yourself, semctime, with a-

number-of oompamons, and they will
‘have & bottle of wine od thy table

They =ill drink and offer it to you.'
They will rogard: it 5 & manly prag-|
tice, and very likely they will look .

upon you as a wilksop if you doen’t

mdulga with them. Then what wxll;

sop dot” Eh, what will you do?

Wil yan say, “No, no; noneof that-
stuff:for mel I know atrick worth-
Balé & doken of that1® or will you:
tako thé glass with- your commpnsense:

protesting and your onscisnce
the whols dranghe bitter and s fesling

£kt you have damaged yonrself,.and’

theu,go an. thfut hot be:d \aml &

skulking soul that at once beging to
make apologics for itself, and will
keep doing eo all its life? Boys, do
not botome drunkarda—Dr. Holland
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MIORAEL THE UPRIGHT.

Mogz than two hundrod years ago
thers lived in Holland o littlo boy
named Michael. His parents wero
poor, and wished to bring him up to
somo trade; but Michael's heart was
set upon being a sailor, and nothing
clse would do. 8o he was allowed to
have his own way, and his fathor got
him a berth in a vesgel about to aail
for Dorocco, on the coast of Africa

‘It belonged to & merchant who was in

the habit of carrying out bales of cloth
to sell to the natives of that place,

As ho went himself in the ship, he
had full opportunity of testing the
character of his now “hand”; and be
Yery zoon fcund he was something
worth having. Not only was he quick
to learn his duties but what wes far
wotter, he was a boy to be trusted.
Whatever he had to do he did it in the
best way he could, whether anyone
was looking at him ormnot. *“Thisis
tho boy I want,” thought the merchant,
‘and Michael rose rapidly, His indue
try, patience, and straightforwardness
wore known and hoaoured by all,

At last, one day, the merchant fell
sick, and could not go with tho vessel,
which was laden ready to eail for
Moroco. What could ho dot He

knew of only one person to whom he

could entrust his cargo, and ha sent
for Mickacl and told kim that -he must
go in hia master'’s stead. Alichael was
young and the responsibility was great,
but it was hix daty and he did not
flinch from 5. The nlnp sailed with
NMichaé) in charge, and in due time hs
might bave been sten arrangipg his

1 lothin the market-place at Moroceo. -

Now the city was governed by & des-
pot called the Bey, and xo despotic was
he that ke conld do what beliked with
the lives of hispeopls without anybody

to. callhim to-account. On this very-}.
{ morning he came into.the market, and

after inspéoting the various pieces of

cloth in Michas's kecping, fixed on ane |
Jand-asked the: prics. Michoel named

it. The Bey oﬂ'ere& balf the o

1 nsimed.

“Nay,* said Michael; T ask no
moréthen it is worth ; my master.ex-

pects that prics snd ¥ em anly his ger-.

sant  Thaveno powér-to-take loax

. The-Bey's face grow.dark with anger,

amd the bystanders trembled, for they
know it wea certain deatl to oppose

the-wishes of the crizel governor, ¥}
will.give you till to-morrow to think-

sboyt it,” he-cried,.and: walked away.
Michasl put back the cloth, and be-

gun camly to wait ox kis chstomers.

31 amr-in Gods hands,® bo ssid, when

those.around him begged him to give]
“¥s who is kot |

in and save his lifa. >
Sroo in swall things, how shall k6 bo

#rusin-great! X my wuasterlozesonc|
peony through me, I am siet a laithfol
Bd?an_t-” : .

The morrow came. The Bey ap
pearod as before, only that deiides his
other servants the publio executionsr
followed bohind him. He asked the
samo question and he got the rame
answer. Take my life if you will”
added tho bravae Micbae). “but I shall
dio with & cloar conscience, and as*a
‘true servant of sy nnster.”

It was an swfol moment. Every-
bodyexpectied to hearthe order, “Strike
offhis head,” and in a moment {t would
have been done.  But it was not done.
The faco of the Bey suddenly changed.

“Thou art a noblo soul,” he cried,
and swore his favourite oath, YWould
that X had such a sorvant as thou art |
Givo mo thy hand, Christian, thou
shalt bemy friend. T will muke of the
cloth a robe of honour a8 a memorial of
thy fidclity ;” and tho Boy threw a
purse of gold upon tho table, took up
the cloth and departed.

And t 5 young man who was thug
faithful over & fow things did not go
unrewarded. We do not loso sight of
him there. He roso stop by step till
ho becamo an admira), and he fought
the battles of his country as nobly as
he sold his master's cloth, and thename
of Michael Ruytor, known at that timo
over the world, is still honoured and re
membered in his native country.

And the thingabout him which they
love Deat ia this, that in the very fare
of death hedared do what was right.—
Temperance Record.

DOING AND BEING.

A youxa girl had been trying to do
zomething: very good,.and had not suc-
ceeded very well.  Her friend hearing
her complaipt, said :

“God gives us many things todo;
but don’t you think he gives us tome

thing to-be, just az well 1”

4 Q, dear! tell meabout desing,” said
Marion, looking wp. I will think
about Beixg, if yot will help me.”

Her friend .answered :

“Ged says:

* Be kindly affecticnate oas to an-
otlier,

“Ba ye also patient.

“ Bs ye thankful,

“ Eo yenot conformed o this world.
* Ba yo therefors perfoct,

* Ba courteous.

4’&1'
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'+ Be not wize in your own conceit.
« Be not overcomo of evil”

Marion listened, but made no reply
Twilight grow into darkness.

The tea-bell sonnded, bringing Mar

1-s0s thst doing grows out of being.”
without doing what'he commands, It

patient or unselfish or hpmble or juet
ar-watchfal”
1 think it is,” returned 2anon

P

T is o faithfal saying, and worthy

£aws into thg world to-save sinnees,
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ion to her foet. In the Srelight Eliza.
betk: could see that she was very serious. -
T} have a better dey tomorrow
“We cannot bo what Qod loves ‘

s eaxier to do-with @ rusl. than to bo |

of all acceptation, that Cbhrist Jesnsy '
4&
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