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OUR PET PIGEONS.

o HAThoy— or girl either
“Who doeg ngot love
"geons 7 Happy is the

1°f{ Who has his pigeon-

litt), Where he raises his
bec: broods of pets, who
will i?e 80 tame that they
a 1ghtupon his shoulder
dP°0 grain from his

1o tal. How proud he is

See b his friends out to

wp his fan-tails struttin,

a8 l:'“ down, as prou
sore. Y With their  tails

]g:e%d out like a peacock.

till tl:OWs up his pouters

worlq ey look, for all the
mep lll_ie worthy alder-
hisn' igh up in the air
ron.t“mblers can be seen
aoni 8 Over and over
tﬁ‘ﬂn 88 they fall toward
th:' ground.  They catch
evep (2lance again, how-
fa before they fall too
re. 30d soar off again to

Pga.t their gymnastic
th ling.  How happy
b:se gentle pigeons must
da¥ing 8o high in_ the
d:tr alr, and looking
whWn upon the village

Anedre 18 their home.

how faithfyl they are
: AlWays returning to

:teu- own loft. Yet egven
988 faithful pigeons, like

'::::‘ 8ood boys, may fall

long bad company. = Un-

they shun the com-
mOf thtise ¢ coaxers,”
&re lead away by

g:?m % some treacherous

th'ghbmlr’s loft, where

u:iy ay be secretly killed
or ade up into a stew
eon pie.

all Ut the most useful of

ing o® the faithful ¢ hom-

bhg Pigeons, which,
of JEh carried hundreds
8 away, when once

o free will circle around
;t":gh? bwice, then fiy
3 and swif ome
Agin, v

We read over and over
xt‘iin in history, how great
by have been besieged
ln’ hostile armies for many
pf.’m’" 80 that when peo&

were starving an
m“:{ to give them to their
Sruel foes, news of relief
“ho b,“!}, brought n;l _b}y"

ing eons, whic
been t.agle%x out of the
fore the siege be-

city

A little piece of -

Per would be found

Mtened to the pigeon’s neck, on which
® poor Btarvedppgeople would read that
4 friend] army was coming to their
» and that if they would hold out focll‘

8 short while longer, they would be save
::3 have plenty to eat once m
) ul people must have
:a'“d for the faithful pigeon th

news,

[

returned to the lanterns

there remains nothing for

the crew to do except to

clean the ship and to go

on watch until sundown,

when the lamps are lighted

and the lanterns hoisted.
The crew is divided into
the captain’s watch and
the mate’s watch of five
each. Twice between
spring and winter each

watch goes ashore two
- months, so that each mem-
ber of the crew is aboard

thelight-ship eight months
in the year. It is not be-
lieved that they could
stand the life longer than
this. In fact, many men
throw up their work as
soon as they can get
ashore. Three members
of the ‘South Sheal”
crew have, however, seen
unusually long terms, of
Bervice—twenty-one, sine-

teen, and seventeen years
respectively ; and others
have served on her a re-

their bunks and dress, breakfast,. being
served at twenty minutes past six.
half-past seven the lamps are removed
from the lanterns, and are taken below to
be cleaned and filled.
this duty can be perfurumed in about two
hours ; but if the vessel is rolling and
pitehing, the task may be prolonged an
When the lamps have been

LIFE ON A LIGHT-SHIP.
BY GUSTAV KOBBE.

ork on a light-ship 18
Xft :mrise the watch lowe}rs
% 6 a. m:, the captaln oI the
he doorway leading from
th deck, and shouts,
tumble out of

Tn smooth weather

in t
mate stnn'ds in
the cabin into th

hour or two.
s All hands!” The men

markably long time when
the desolate character of
the service is considered.
This is probably due to
the fact that the dangers
of this exposed station
warn off all but those in-
ured to the hardships of
a seafaring life.

The pay aboard the
““South Shoal” is some-
what higher than on other
lightships. The captain
receives $1,000, the mate
$700, and the crew $600.
These sums may not seem
large ; but it must be
borne in mind that even
the prodigal son would
have found it im ible
to make away with his
patrimony on the ‘South
Shoal ” light-ship, especi-
ally as the Government
furnishes all supplies.
Opportunities for extrav-
agance ~e absolutely
wanting. Jccasionally a
member of the crew may
remark in a sadly jocose
tonethat he isgoing around
the corner to order-a case
of wine, or to be measured
for a dress suit; but there
is no corner.

TaE whiskey trafficshel-
ters itself under the pro-
tection of law ; and yet it
is the most lawless busi-
ness in which men ever
engaged. Tt has absolutely no respect for
the statutes of the land, and none for
its oath to obey them. Whenever it dares

to do so it sells its death-dealing fluid

minors ; it keeps open its doors—in fron

or rear— on the Lord’s Day ; and it “emntis”
gambling-table annoxes. To reason with
it is an impossibility. There is nothing to

" do but to crush it.
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PLEASANT HOURS,

Only One Mother.

You have only one mother, my boy,
Whose heart you can gladden with joy,
Or cause it to ache
Till ready to bregk—
So cherish that mother, my boy.

You have only one mother who will .

Stick to you through good and through ill,
And love yon, although
The world is your foe—

So care for that love ever still.

You have only one mother to pray

That in the good path you may stay ;
Who for yor won’t spare
Self-sacrifice rare—

So worship the mogher alway.

You have only one mother to make
home ever sweet, for your sake,
Who toils day and night
For you with delight—
To help her all pains ever take.

You have only one mother to miss
hen she has departed from this;
So love and revere
That mother while here 3 i
me you won’t know her dear kiss.
You kave only one mother—just now ;
‘emembor that always, my son,
None can or will do
What she has for you.
What bave you for her ever done?

—New York Evangelist.
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Pleasant Hours.

A PAPER vOR OUR YOUNG FOLK
Ror. W. . WIHROW, D9, Editor.
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PRIENDLY APPRECIATION,
_ Tgx Toronto Week, the leading literary
Journal of Canada, speaks in the following
kmdly terms of oy connectional Magazine,
Y € Suppress, however, the flattering adjec-
tives &I}ﬁl‘led {0 its editor ;
The

ethodist Mugazine is one which we
always take

up with interest and put down
With  reluctance, The Methodist body
ateful to Dr. Withrow,
wonthly literary feast
for them, and for many
¢ ithin the pages of thig
SHent and instructive periodical.  The
author of “The Catacombs ” continues hig
Series (;f}‘descripnive Papers on the subject,
a ‘l y s »
Plags n gpc an teach us.” Mrs. H. I,

excel] st

" excellent illustrated paper on
the date Bishop Crowther.

The Rev. Dr.

Wart writes with his usyal thoughtful-
~ess aad vigour under the canti

1 to Christ.” The Rev. J. L. Daw-

son dls,c,‘mﬁes “The Value of Entive Prohi-

bition, “The Life Crujse

and the serials,
of Captain Begg Adams,” and ¢ The Squire
are well sustained by

of Sandal Side,”

T  respective agthors, Juliz McNair
nght, and Amelia E Barr.  Well-
selested articles ang appropriate poems,
reviews, editorials, otc., complete an
a Ve and finely illustrated ‘Damber.

A SAD PICTURE.

A PROMINENT business man in B
had two sons, handsome, manly little fel-
lows, three and five years of age. One day
after starting for his place of business, thig
Mmah was seen to return hurriedly to the
home, which he entered and at once went
up stairs to the room where these two boys
were \supposed to be innocently playing.
Upon entering the room the father de-
manded the cigar which he had seen
his five-year-old boy smoking at the win-
dow. With a ready falschood the child
sought to cover his act; but examination
of a box of cigars left there by this futher,
not only one, but several cigars were found
%o be on fire, having caught from the lighted

one thrust recklessly into the box by the
detected young smoker.

Fourteen years later friends were called
to the hedside of this son. Thin as a
skeleton—with yellow skin—deep purple
rings under the sunken eyes, lips parched
and black, no food had passed lis lips for
days, no food could ever again reach the
stomach, which was so drawn and puckered
and rigid, that a common wash-board re-
sembled it most, so stated the attending
physician. But the most terrible trouble
was the throat, completely closed to food.

Listen he speaks: ““Oh | mother, mother,
I am willing to die, if by my death Charlie
can besaved. Tell him to come to me, Oh!
Charlie, brother!”
hand with a death grip, ‘‘promise me to
quit cigarette smoking ; look at me. I
can’t stop now, I will be dead in a short
time, but you can save yourself. Wil
you promise me, Chartie?”

Charlie’s fingers grew cold, while his
entire frame shook with convulsive weep-
ing. “lcan’t! I can’t stop now,” was the
stifled agonizing cry of this slave—only six-
teen years of age.

A few days and Charlie's only brother
was deafl. The father, home from hig
business, the aged grandfather in his easy
chair, and Charlie sat in the darkened rooms
all through the civilized waiting days before
the interment of the household—the eldest
born.  Where did these mourning ones
turn for consolation 2 To the Lord, who
gives and takes away ! No, no, the air was
blue and heavy with tobacco smoke. The
dead boy was laid in the churchyard, and
all sorrow was soon drowned in fumes of
the pipe, cigar, and cigarette.

" It would seem ag though a civilized—say
nothing of a Christian—man, having at
heart the welfare of hig only remaining
boy, with the awful eXperience just past
through from the effects of nicotine poison
on the system of his eldest, born, ‘would
have made every effort to save the other

son. Only a befogged intellect, a heart
with the wash-board ridges-—bruta,lized,
hardened by thig mighty agent, tobacco
poison—could have so transformed the

father and given us this sad picture. Sad,
but true. And it ig by no means an igo.

Wh—in many homes,
might be found its counterpart. Mother's
hearts heavy, eyes tear dimmed, and all
because the husband and father is, by ex-
ample—for most boys have the ambition to
*“be like papa when | grow up’’-- blighting
the pure clean life of their boy. Fathers,
can you read this handwriting on the
wall "7 Bdys, dare you ‘“take the risk of
becoming like Charlie’s brother " Yes,

even like Charlie, who owned to the slavish
chains of tobacco.

W
LITTLE SAILOR JEM.

“How is it T don’t heur
words 7 asked an *“ old salf” of a boy on
board a man-of-war as they were sitting
together up on the rigging,

** Oh, because I don
orders,” answered the

¢ Captain’s orders 1" cried the sailor ; ¢
didn’t know he gave any.”

“He did,” said Jem ; “and T keep them
safely right here,” puttiug his hand op his
breast. * Here they be,” said J em, slowly
and distinetly : < Byt I say unto you,
Swear not at all ; neithor by heaven ; forit
is God’s throne : nop by the earth ; for it i8
his footstool ; neither by Jerusalem ; for it
Is the city of the great King. Neither
shalt thou swear by thy head, because thou
canst not make one hair white or black.
But let your communication be, Yeos, yea ;

you speak bad

't forget my Captain’s
boy, brightly.

catching his brother’s

Nay, nay: for whatsoever is more than
these cometh of evil.’”

* Them’s from the good old log book, I
see,” said the sailor, ““ which I don’t know
much about these days.”

“Then T'm afraid you've Jost _your
reckoning, sir,” said J em, ‘“‘and are drifting
on to the breakers.”

*‘ What then ?” asked the old man,

“You'll be wrecked,” answered Jem,
“wrecked forever.”

The old sailor had been wrecked, He
knew what it was to be in a ship breaking
up and going t
He knew what it was to be lashed to a spar,
half naked, hungry, cold, benum cd,
tempest-tossed. He had heard the shrieks
of the perishing. Yes ; he well knew what
being wrecked was,

** Wrecked forever,” said. the old sailor
slowly ; ““that’s a long time, boy.”

“Yes, sir,” said Jem ; ‘it is s0.”

Jem looked wistfully at him, and the old
man turned away his head. “That wreck-
ing forever is a bad business,” said he.

*“Yes, sir,” said Jem, ¢“it is 50.”

*“And is there no way of escape ?” asked
the old man.

* Our minister who used
Bethel said the Admiralty of heaven hag
got out a lifeboat for poor souls. 'That life-
boat is Jesus Christ, Tt was launched on
Calvary, and has been around picking up
poor souls lost in the storiny waters of sin
ever since ; and he used to tell us, ‘Stretch
out your arms to get in; and pray, Lord,
save me, or I perish.’”

“And does he ?” asked the man,

“I know about myself,” said the boy,
humbly. T wag going down, and cried to
the Lord. He had mercy on e, and took
me in ; and I have shi oped with him ever
since. He is a good éaptain, the Captain
of our salvation, sir. Won't you ship,
too ?”

*“I should be a poor hand for that craft,”
said the old man, feelingly.

‘“ Besides saving you, he’ll fit you for his
service,” said Jem.  “There’s no difficulty
on that account. He is good—very good.”

“Thank ye, boy, a thousand tines,” said
the old man, with a tear on his weather-
beaten cheek. “ I'm afraid we old sinners
are too water-logged and sin-soaked o be
worth saving ; but you young ones jump
into the life-boat, before it is too late, and

ship for the port of heaven. 1t is & blessed
chance.”

to preach at the

—_———e

GOD'S HELP IN SCHOOL.

‘“ AUNTIE, were you ev

copy in written examinations when you

went to school 1 asked Phoebe Magie, a
bright young girl in her teens.

“Yes, often, my dear, and I am sorry 1

ever yielded, for it didn’'t do me a bit of
good.”

*“O auntie, do tell m
members,”

“ Well, in my last years of school life, I
remember very well one of my teachers tell-
ing our class that we must have copied
in our examination or we couldn’t -have
reached his classes.

“Of course we were all indignant, though
we knew it to be true in some cases.

“I made up my mind then and there, I
bever would copy in his class for examina-
tions. It was well that 1 did, for of all

the hard examinations I had gone through,
those were the hardost,

*“1 remember often and
would hand in my baper and say I couldn’t
answer any of the questions, but then
would come the thought of my rank, N ot
to write meant cross, That would never
do; so I would sit and think until my

thoughts seemed to have taken wings and
flown away.

“Just as I
thought flashed i

er tempted to

© one of your re-

often thinking I

was about to despair a
nto my mind : Ask God to
help you. I did ask him to help nie answer
the questions and to keep me from the
temptation of copying.

“As I finished praying T paused, then
read the questions over slowly, and it 1 ever
had known anything about the subject,
they seemed much easier to answer. T felg
80 relieved and glad when I had finished
that T had accomplished my own work
Instead of copying someone else’s, and
besides, realizing as never before, that I
had & friend who would help me at all
times.

‘* Pheebe, dear, if y

¢ ou would only stop
and think about the question instead &f

0 pieces on & wintry coast.-

——

giving it a harried glance and saying, 2}:'
{ don’t know it,’ angd then trying the next
you would get along so much hetter. s

Just think how ready your tefwherur
to'help you with some ifficulty in {10 ;
lessons. " How much more ready is Gol”ng
we ask him with the same faith and fee ; i
that we know it will be gnswered and

lained !

P He does answer us. T remember Of*ﬁﬁ
after that time 1 asked him to help me W ry
ny different lessons, which appeared Ve
hard to me then.

“He did help me,

and I only regret
now that 1

0
didn’t tell my schoolinates. izr
that their lessons might have been eas
tog.

d
“Tell your friends, Phawbe dear, "‘x:;
try my way and help in your times

way, o ye ur
temptation “in the examinations of ¥O
school life.”

- e
THE CANDLE FIBH.

OF course, whenover it is night {wgglf
must have some sort of a light to 'Seee‘e?‘
Among us lamps, gas, and so on, are us
But what do You suppose _{)'U“pk\},\v By~
where there is nothing of this kind ! i
in some places they yse one thing, in ¢ )'w’?
another. In Alaska, says Our Liflle { "w'i
and other far away lands to the “Q*_'f‘_” ’i»
they have to do isto set & can(.ue-ﬁ’l:hi'
fire, and they have a good clear light, wai
will last more than sn hour. .

The candle-fish is about ten inches Wg;
and somewhat the shape of owr ﬂj"n ﬁ‘?
smelt, It is very fat, and just the &mlilf in
make a lawp of. " The natives fasten it 3 s
a rude kind of candie-stick made “Cf Sfmﬁb
of white oak, and set it on fire. Fhey lig®
it at the head, and it burns steadily @i
down to the very tail. o Light

Of all the queer ways of m@km{é P the
to read or sew by, I ghink this 48 .
queerest. Nature seems to @l'&).\’ld“!,”'i‘nt’he
everything needcd by the people ia b }3,
place where they live. The candle-fis 4
80 oily that it cannot he preserved, eved e
alecohol. The nights at the far W‘t‘b%
very long, and if it were not for this ‘ﬁﬁu;
the people would be most of their WHe *
entire darkness,

s

PROHIBITED PHRASES.

Tre faculty of Wellesly College h‘:w
promulgated a list of words, phrases, ‘c g
expressions to be avoided by the‘.gu‘lr
legians and it migh‘t:1 be fstugliled with pr
by many girls outside of co ege. ]

Yo 1 ggegs s0,” for I suppose or bh,m.k 80
“Fix things,” for arrange i.hmgﬂol"g:l;y o
things. The use of * ride ” m’f’l Bayiph|
interchangeably. “Real good” or - 5“‘ i
nice,” for very good or really sice. whats
have studied some,” for studied gome
or ‘‘I have not studied sny,” fori,,‘;q.
studied at all. *“Try an. experiment, foF
make an experiment. 4 Had rathet,
would rather, and *had betber;" for ¥
better. ¢ Right away,” for immed f
now. ““Well posted,” for weil glf
“Try and do,” for try to do. *ft 1"0“#‘
good enough,” for it looks well ’woﬂlﬁl& i
‘‘does it look good emough§” for o's,”
look well enouglh? * Somehody olp

for somebody’s else.

HOW TO MAKE LIFE HAPPY.
Tags time ; it is no use to fume %’;&‘M
or do as the angr housekeeper who F
got hold of tohé, v):'rong key, and.pu'shos
and rattles it about the loek m;ta:l -
are broken and the door remains Fies
opened. The chief secrot of comfort
in not suffering triflas to vex us & Jeas-
cultivating our undergrowth of small ple
ures. . ot
Try to regard present vexationsas ¥
will a month hence. . us
Since we cannot get what we Jike, dot
like what we can got. o i8
It is not riches, it is ot poverty, ¥
human nature that is the trouble, o
The world is like alooking-glass. La %
at it and it laughs back ; €rown at it and
frowns back, dis
Angry thoughts canker the anind and

Pose it to the worst temper in the wordd—
ne

that of fixed malice and revenge. It is whilé X

In this temper that most men
criminals. Therefore if you would eso

the criminal’s gad fate, try to avoid
thoughts and words,



PRRASANT KOUBS.,

18

———

O,
. & A Modern Prodigal,
er 1y »Y
your L
I‘l’;“g Mrs. Julia McNair Wright.
ey Author ofg“ The Captain's Barg«u‘n;s” “ Fra
) \] ” oy
feon ‘Ilt:{p:;r ”pag':’” . é‘lw Story of Rasmus,
with
o OHAPTER L
et THR SXNTENCE PRONOUNCED.
sier Tax trial -vas ended.  Mid-afternoon had
pwsed. The jury by their foromau had
and returned their verdict. The judgoe, with
o slow emphaais, pronounced the sentence—
ou uoy yoars in the penitentinry.” Stand-
g, his eyes fixed upun the judge, the
prisoner, mas Stanliope, heard.
During the weeks of Lis imprisonment
the ominous red flush had fuded from his
yple face, his big figure had lost its tremulous-
by ness, hig eyes their wavering lurid light.
il Exorcised for the time of his demon
du druskenness by the firm hand of the law,
hy, cluthed and in his right mind, he heard his
s doom, which every one of his fellow towns
nes, men, standing in the Ladbury court-room,
all received a4 -just and ieritod,
on Tho shéiiff appiroached to lead away the
ich privoner. Thet Thomas Stduhope, for the
lirst time during the trial, spoke : *‘Judye,
g, | want to say something.” As tho judge
der did not veply, ahd the sheriff laid hix haud
s to ou his atm, Stanhope cried out in an agony
i of entreaty; ‘“Judge! Harry Noble! lct
ins me speak 17
ght 1t sy -have becn among the dreams of
Ay, 11urry Noble's early ambition that Le should
reach the bench, dne of the youngest
ght judges in the country, but nuthuy find
the foreshadowed to him that almobt his first
05t oflicial act must be to pronounce so hard a
the ssutence on a-companion of his- boyhood,
L s or that a prisoner at the bar should ¢ntreat
i him as ** Harry Noble.”
are The words were as a spell to cofijuro
#h, with, Swifter than light, memory earried
Cin him hack to those early days when a youny
student from the Latin-achool, or from
college, he came to thiv, his pative
place, grected by ndue with more enthuai-
Jll astic devotion than by Thomis Stanfiope,
are a lithe little lad, who‘i:dkod f1p to hin as
ol toa demi-god. On what fishing or Knting
o excursions had thidé faithful henchman
ofit arried his mlﬁ gun! How had he
bailt the fire for their noon-day bivouuc,
and listened: with admiring awe to Lis tales
50: -3 of college JiMe 1
AT) This visidi of the pest was itistantancous;
':i the judf Beat UiShend, the'prisoner swopt
m one look aboiit the thronged ocodrt-room
ar and spokb:
o 02 . 1 doi’t-find "zultmtb my sentence,
o judge, itis juist, X have heard all that the
fo witnessgg omid, X know them; they &re not
] men tolis, No doubt they told thé truth,
oL and if <hiey did bell the truthi, all I can say
‘z is the saistance diould have been for life;
ks B 2™ not it $5°bo Free 1"
pes At thise wobds a little stir, a deepdrawn
i breath, pied through the court-room,
. and then a profound silence, as the prisoner
% tent.Y on. .
**You knowd me; you knew my fsinil
befofe Ind, st B Fou-rwe werb a8 good
| family and creditable as any in Ladbury.
Who would have thought when I was a
boly little boy playing in these streets, that I,
hes Thomas Stanbiope, wdald becomé & -House-
héi breaker; that I would break into my
oth neighbour’s house, plander his goods, fire
us- on him with intent to kill—as far as I had
bisd ny intent .t ali, for I did not know what
. in 1 was doing?. I bave no_ recollection of
K- what I did. * ‘Tt:was ot T, but the devil to

which I have given room. I aw like that

Fos man I used to read about in the Bible,
. ercceding fierce and_living among the
= tombre, none cvould bind, ever with

chains, #bd the devils in him were legion.
lle, a8 I recollect, fornd Some One to aast
out his devils ; T never did. T have wanved
to niomllhnohatadmyadf, I have
cursed wmy folly, I have tried, I have vowed
on my knses, but wherever I went thore
the demwom was free. I maw it, I smelled
it, L alwiys fell before it. You know me—
I have been more demon than man. The
law, Judge, gives mo only ong safe, place—
A praon Becmuse a prison is the only
place the law lc? free and clear of that
whishey' deéll. T:sell you, mew that I sz
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sober and haye been sober for weeks, I had

rathor spend all the rest of my days a
risoner, but in poancssion of mywelf, than
ree and in ion of a dewon !

‘* But I didn't get up to speak about my-
solf, I have & word to say about-.them—
my family—up on the mountain thore—
M{smyund the cluldeen. You thak I do
not care for them. I havo acted as if 1did
not. I have ncglocted them, abused them,
robbod thewm, left them to starve—thoy
would not have a roof vver their heads to-
day, if I ocould have sither sold or mort-

sed that place up there ! No une knows

stter than I do how bud Y've been to
them—u demon instead of husband and
father, but—1 do care for them when 1
am in my right mind. Now 1 am going

away, furover I suppose, and what T want )}

to say w—don't hate and dcsl)iso Merey
and the children, Give them a fair chance,
as 1 never did. Don't bo hard on them
Leenuso Thowas Stanhope is a miserable
drunkard, housobreaker, felon! There's
roud stutfl i thoss children, they take after
Merey, and the Stanhopes that were my
forebears.  Forget that those children
belony to Thumas Stanhope, the convict—
remember that they are good old Deacon
Stanhupo’s grandchildren! Thoy are well
off, rid of me, but oh, neighbours—you 1
played with as s boy—lend a hand to
Meroy and the cluldrent”

He turned, and stepped from the
prisoner's box beside the sheriff. The
crowd in the court-rvom openly wiped their
eyca, and blew sonorous blasts through
their noses. Ono and another, as the con-
vict came dewn the aisle, held out a hand
to clasp his, or touched bim on the shoulder,
saying, “Bear up,” *It uught have been
worse,” “‘You might have killed Andrews.”
“Don’t fret for the folks,” **They’ll get
on,” ** We'll do well by them."

At the court-house door the prisoner for
the finst time liftod his oyes. Towering
above Ladbury was the mountain, now, in
the carly spring, covered with a red and
purple mist of the budding maple and
turch.  There on one of tho lovel reaches
wias the home he had destroyed—were
Murcy and the childreu! There on that
mouutain he had spent his boyish holidsys
in innocent sport. O Nature! mother
Nature, why had he wandered from thy
side? O hard and shameful years, down
which he had come, recreant to every duty
and overy vow, since on that mountain one
sutimer evening, long ago, he bad asked
Mercy to be his wife ! ge gave obne deep
sb.  The sheriff looked keenly at him as
he led him into the corridor where was the
ccll, where only he had had opportunity to
comsd to himself.
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Perhaps it was as well that the prisoner
could not see what was enacting up on the
-mouritain. His heart was full, his burden
like Cuin's was already grester than he
could'bear. True, like Cain, he had made
his own burden, but, oh, sirs, that does cot
mike it the lighter !

Up on the mountain was s house, with
three rooms below, and two under the eaves
in the attic. It had been built with a good
old-fazhjoned honest workmanship, whi
-caused it still 1o stand squarely erect with
a solid roof aud level floors, h:lgh Yyoars
of shameful neglect, There been a
porch once, looking toward the town and
the sunzet; it had been torn away. Most
of the fente pickets had been also ussu for
firewood. When on winter nights a woman
hears her children cry with cold, she may
tnnke a TAid, in their behalf, on her own
fence pickets or front porch, although by
natare s thrifty honsewife. The windowsof
:ll;is hne.asc were mly broken. - Some of tbe

1 nes been pasted up, some
cmpts wpacen fad boen flled with shiogle
or pasteboard.

Ardumd the house certain apple, cherry,
and pear trees, which had survived the
g‘enem} misfortunes of the place, were

king into a flourish of white and pink
‘bloom. Paint was wanting to tho house,
and weeds contendod with the grass in the
yard. Dock and plaintain striving with
anaidod bave about tho same fortunes
as ovil habits warring with native goud
instincts unassisted in a soul. Tu this
fallen world tho weed, vegetable and wonl,
has much the better chiance.

This liuise on tho monntain J. 1
unighabited ; the door swung open, the

indoWws were turtainless, not a henclucked

and scratched, not a bes boomed in the
“4E. Jonding & caretul sar fn th
till, le [ ul var in the epri

stillncea of 3:‘0 mountain side, now nmns
then a sound might be caught as coming
from behind & broken-down 1 at sowme
distance from the house, aud a littls higher
up. Following this hint of life wo pass
bulund the barn, and there, in a little yard
with an unused water-trough fed by s bill-
sido spring, & yard bars and desolate, and
i)aruy rurrounded by a broken-down rail
t;nce, we ﬁrﬁd f:l)lur c] il)(;lmni’l On the on:;l
of the t , idly plashi 1o water with
her hmmiu Loupt.ia, h:f perplexed and
melancholy face belying the name given by
anovor-sanguine mother. Letitia is twelve.
neatly combed, clean, and patched, and
harcfouted, her uncovered feet and anklos
over trying to hide thomselves under her
woefully short and scanty skirta. Perched
on tho fonce is Samuol, aged six. Samuel
of old, we are informned, had a new coat
overy year. This Samuel, though his
mother's will was good enough, had never
had a new coat. At preeent its place was
supplied by a shirt-waist with only one
sleeve and rent down tho back, and a pai
of trousers with very little material left in
either knees or seat. Samuel's head, above
this assemblage of showed the brow
of a philosopher and the smile of a saint.

Accommodated on a little box for a ston]
was Patty—abbreviated from Patience—
who had spent three years in this wicked
world, loored frightened nearly out of her
wits, and had found already ample oppor-
tunity for the exercise of the quality sug-
gested by her name.

These three children were gravely look-
ing at an exhibition. The exhibitor was
their eldest brother, age thirteen—Achilles,
called Kill for short. Nature had sent two
more children to oocupy the place between
Leutua and Samuel, but fate had proved
too hard for them, and two little graves
without stones were now all that suggested
their oxistence ; thus Achilles was robbed
of two more admiring spectators of his
exhibition. He was walking around on
one leg and one arm, and ing the
other leg and arm aloft, like the antennm
of an insect.

Suddenly he stopped to r=st and besought
Letitia to look down the road and see if
anything was coming. Iwtitia Jooked and
repo the road vacaut as far as she
eoultll)o soe it " 4 .

“Don't you «' ey'ro done
ago?” dommdedp.z;tilla, ‘“He dxdo?g
and they know he did it. They won't lot
him off, will they? If I see himn coming
up thle”mnd I'll run, and never, never come

“Am‘lmlun mother!” said Letitia re-

“No, I can't leave mother. I my,
Letitia, they won't let him out, will they ?
They can’t! Why they ought to give himn
a lifer] If I was Judge Noble I'd shut
him up in the jug for life, 50 I would 1"

“0 Kill, don't!"” said Letitia. ‘‘Ho's
your father.”

““And I wish he wasn't my father! I
don't want such a father! What kind of a
father hashe been? Did he cver give us
clothes or preeents or good things? Didn’t
ho awear and rage and kick aund cuff?
Didu’'t he bunt us out of the house up into
the mountain, night after night? 1 say,
Tish, bow often did mother and we all hido
here in the barn freezing last winter, while
he was Tipping and tearing and breaking
things in the house? Do you want to try
that again? 1 don't.”

“*Maybe he'd be good—now ho's been to
jail,” vouchsafed the philosophic Sar uel.

“Maybe he dn't,” retorted the
wrathful Achilles, *“he don’t know how to
be good. He'd need more'n six weeks in
jail to settle him.”

I think mother’d feel awful if he went
to the penitentiary,” Letitia,
with wosnanly instinct.

““Mother wouldn’t be so foolish,” de-
clared her brother. ¢ What good does he
do mother? Hasnt he szid he'd kill us
all?7 Won't he do it sumotame?  If Judge
Noble lets him off, 1 s.an to go down

there and tell him we'll all Le wurdered up
here, and it will be his fault. 1 say, what
grod did he cver do mothert Didu't he

~ 11 .ery niee thinshe over had1 Don't
he tale away all she carnx? Woulds. 't s
Bace » aae pasace o Ber Lic if Le was gene
for goml: If he ounes back 1iiget a b

rope tho finst time hcgeududdmnk,mﬁ

I'll pull him ous here to the barm, and tie
him hand and foot, and keep him here tied
{orever.”

‘“He'd holler," said Samual, the practioal.

“1'd gag him a0 ho couldn’t. 1'd give
him a blanket, and I'd feed him—nome."

‘“Heo won't come back Folks say he's
sure of the penitentiary,” said Lotitia, in a
dull, despairing tono.

“If thoynl only keop him there &} I

row to bo a man," said Achilles, **it would
all right. I'll be strong and big ae he

is, and 1'd see to it that ho bBohaves. He
shouldn’t hurt a hair of any oneof us. I'd
take cure of you all. You should have
shoes, Tish; I'd buy you breeches, Samuel.”

* It must be nwi’ul to bu 1n the peniten.
tiary, though,” said Letitia, with a woman's
relontings,

‘* Not balf so awful as he deserves,” said
her brother stoutly. ** Didn't he break up
our bedstead, and secll our cow, and give
our pig to the saloon man, and carry off all
the hons to trado for rumn ; and he sold m
steer that I earned my own self and
care of, and was going to buy us clothes
and a blanket with him, and he sold kim
for rumn, and came home and turned ue all
out. He ought to go to the penitentiary
forever ; he suld my steer!”

Now this steer was the Patroclus of the
modern Achillea. Letitia wan silent, evi-
dently not fully approving ; Samuel looked
like a pitying angel ; the exhubition failed
to attract, and Achilles sought for anally.
Little Patience had sat silent, to ber he
appealed. ““You don't want father to
ocome, do you, Patty 1"

Patience lifted up her voice and 'xn

“Never mind,” said Achilles, ‘‘he ‘t
ocome, he shall go to jail, He shan't scare
you any more, Patty 1"

ienco canght her breath and
relapsed into her ustal silence, the strained
ears of the childron caught the sound of
a horse's feet coming up the road. The
horseman, a rough mountaincer, did not
see the four anxious child-faces 1
around the corner of the old barn. *‘Hi
there* Mis’ ;\.u}l;hopo Hle uhml:tcd atlho nder,
ato by the erazy stile that gave
emgrnucg to the yard. **Hullu! the house!"
There was no answer. Not that the house
was empty. Within, in that desclation
which should have been a happy home, sat
Mercy Stanhope, rocking herself to and
fro 1n wordless anguish, her old blue check
apron flung over her head. A ripple of
wind through the house whisked forth one
corner of the apron, and waved it as a Sag
of distress. The man on horscback, sran-
ing his neck to look in at the om door,
saw the flattering rag; from t ‘:x
oorner he divined Mercy within
¢ Hullo there, Mis’ Stanhiope 1" he howled.
“Trial's over, an' your man's got few
years!”

Ten years fell the knell on Mercy Stan-
hope's heart. Sho need not tremble now
at his home-coming. She need not cower
under fear of a manisc with murder ia his
soul. Ten yecars, ten years of silence, of
calm, of safoty—at what a price! Ten
yoars in tle penitentiary, ten yoars a
pnisoner! The woman and the wife in her
forgot her wrongs, thought only of Ris
shame, Ins misery, his doom. Ten years!
the playmate of her childbood, the lover of
her yowd, the husbend of ber choice—tan
yoars in the itentiary ] Mercy rocked
to and fro, and wrung her hands, and wept
aloud.

The delegation at the bern corner heard
the news. Achilles caught up Patty and
hu"zod'llicr. _

‘*He'll never scare you n, Puty.
No more father, no more fnﬁr for you,
Patty. Do you hear, Saingel? Ten yoars!
We've got our chance! 11! bea man whem
he comes back, big enough to stand up for
you.” And the four barefooted ones
rushed of to congratulate mother. Bat
Letitia’s stops wero slowest—she dimly
gucssed that ocongratulations were mot im

order.
(%0 be eontinued.)

Is it not strange that beautiful tutle boge
and girls will uso 80 much slsuy, and so
many rvugh, unchaste cxpressions, whils
our language contains so many nice, refined
words§ Alse, that jarcnts, while very
c.mfulss to h-mthcxr cluldren use their
fuet and hands, frequently teglect seeing
W the we of the unrwly member, the
soogee 3
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PLEASANT HOURS,.

King ARAsUERUS AND QUrrN Esmiixr,

KING AHASUERUS AND QUEEN
ESTHER.

Trosx who enjoy reading thrilling stories
oan nover find one in all the thousands of
books printed in modern times that will
surpess in interest the old Bible story of
the beautiful Jowess, Queon Esther, who
mved the life of her uncle, Mordecai, and
the lives of all her people, and exposed the
jealous and wicked plotting of the too am-
Liﬁous Haman. Our imaginations carry
us_back to the strange custums and scenes
of Persia of that period so many ages ago,
and we seo tho magnificenco of Shushan,
the palace, and picture to ourselves Qucen
Eather in all her loveliness.

In our cut we seo King Ahasuerus and
Queen Esther scated on their throne. The
King's cup-bearer knecls beforo him bear-
ing In his hands the King's golden cup.
This cut illustrates the Sunday-school
Jessons we have been having.

LESSON NOTES.
S8ECOND QUARTER.

@& TESTAMENT TRACHINGS.

B.0. 1000.] LESSON VIIL
AQAINSY INYEMPERANCK.
Prov. 23. 20-38) [Memory verses, 29-32.
Goroax Taxy.

Wine ia & mecker, stroog drink e raging:
aad whosoever is deceived thereby is not
wise.—Frev. 30 1.

Oowrors,

1. The wees of wins, v. 29, 30.
£ YThe warning against wine, v. 31-35.

Trxx.—Abens B. QL 1000.
Rxrravations.

* Who bath wee "—Thero were drankards
in Selomoa’s time, and their vico had the
samo efiects a3 the samo vice has to-day.
* Serrow''—Nothiog else brings into the
world as much sorrow and as many conten-
tions as atreog drink. * Wounds without

?ﬁf—m ia likely unintelli-
Xt -
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‘;eully to harm others, and to be thus harmed
by others.  *“ Redness of eyes”—Bloodshot,
from drink. ** Mixed wine”—The oricntal
uations drank their wine mixed with water,
and often with aromatic spices to make it
stronger.  ** Moveth itself "—With sparkle
and bead.  “* Biteth like a serpent”—In the
want, misery, loss of character and of reputa-
tion which it brings here, and in eternal death
hereafter. *‘Strange women "—The wicked-
est passions aro excited by strong drink.
‘‘ Perverse things "—The vilo utterances of
an intoxicated man. * Licth down ”—This
describea the sickness which follows drinking
*¢ Stricken me ""—An allusion to the stupidit

of intoxication. *I will seek it"—\\’ilY seez
once more the cup which brings him sach
evil. The appetite for liquor Lecomes a
master passion.

Pracricat TracBixas.

What aro here shown—
1. As tho danger from strong drink ?
2. As the safety from strong drink ?
3. As the evidence of the power of habit?

Tur LyssoN Catecuiss.

1. Who hath woe, sorrow, and contentions?
** They that tarry long at the wine.” 2
Against what ave we cautioned ? ** Looki
upon wine to drink it.” 3. What does wine
doin the end? ** Biteth like a t” 4
What do men do when filled with wine?
* Utwr perverse things.” 5. What is the
natural result of once drinking? ** A desire
to drink again.” 6. \What does the Golden
Text say ? *“ Wine is » mocker,” ete.

DocrrixaL StaoesTioN.—The power of evil
habit,

Catxcrisu Quxsrioxs.

What is the catechism?

A book which teaches by question and an-
awer, according to the ancient method of the
ghristim Church.—Luke 1. 4; Proverbs 22,

, 21,

What does the Catochism teach?

The main doctrines and daties of religion,
sct in order, and proved by texts of Scrip-
ture.

*“Yes, indeed,” said little Amy’s aunt,
** you shall como to the country and see us
mulk the cows.” ** What's that, auntie?”
** Why that's how we get milk for our
coffoe at breakfast.” *“Ob,” said Amy,
knowingly, ‘‘we do i with a can-opener.”

What a Boy Oan Do.
Trzax are some of the things that a boy

cando:
He can whistle s0 loud, the air turns blue;
Ho can make all sounds of beast or bird,
And a thousand noises never heard.

He can crow of cackle, or he can cluck

An we!l as a rooster, hen, or duck ;

He can bark lik’ a dog, he can low liken cow ;
And a cat {taelf can't beat his *‘meow.”

He hale sounds that are niffled, striped, and
ain ;

He cgn thunder by as a railway train,

Stop at the stations a breath, and then

Apply the steam, and be off again.

He haa all his powers in such command
#e can turn right into a full brass band,
With all the instruments ever played,
As he makee of himself a street parade.

You can tell that a boy is very ill

If he's wide awake and keeping still ;

But earth would be—God bless their noise §—
A dull old place if there were no boys.

‘WHAT ONE BOY DID IN ONE YEAR.

He begged the office of sexton in the
little Western church, and earned seventy-
five cents a weck.

He picked one hundred quarts of fruit
for a neighbour.

He bought and sold eleven dozen chick-
ens, and cleared five dollars on them.

When he could get no other work, a
neighbour's wood pile was always ready, at
& dollara cord for sawing and splitting. He
earned thirteen dollars and seventy-five
centa on his wood piles.

For doing chores, cleaning yards, doing
errands, etc., he reccived ten dollars.

For milking cows, taking care of horses,
etc., forneighbours, twenty dollars.

Atthe eng of the year this fourteen-year-
old boy had earned a little more than one
hundred dollars, and never missed a day at
school. It wasa busy year, yet play-hours
were scattered all along ; swimming, fish-
ing, hunting, skating and coasting, each
found ita n}ﬁm The old adage proved
true in his case, ‘*Where thore’s a will
there’s a way.” He never missed a job;
when other boys were idle he was busy,
and the best of all that I can tell you
about him is this, he was a King's son.

AN ANRT FUNERAL.

A LADY gives this account of some ants
which she saw in Sydney. Having killed
a number of soldier ants, she returned in
a half hour to the sgot where she hagd left
their dead bodies, and in reference to what
she then observed she says :

‘1 saw a large number of ants surround-
ing the dead onocs, and determined to watch
their proceedings closely. I followed four
or five that started from the rest toward a
hillock a short distance off, in which was
an ant’s nest. This they entered, and in
about five minutes they reappeared, fol-
lowed by others.

** All fell into rank, walking regularly and
alowly, two by two, until they arrived at
the spot whero lay the dead bodies of the
soldier ants. Ina few minutes two of the
ants advanced and took up the dead body

0% of one of their comrades ; then two others,

and 80 on until all were ready to march.

*‘ First walked two ants boaru& a body,
then two without a burden, then two
others with another dead ant, and so on
until the line extended to about forty Slim;
caard, [Hhowed by . Tremctes b
on ollow an
about two hundred ants.

¢‘Occasionally the two lu..cn antsstop
and laying down the dead ant, it was taken
up by the two walking unburdened behind
them, and thus by occssionally relieving
each other, they arrived at a sandy point
near the sea.

““The body of ants now commenced dig-
ging with their jaws a number of holes
the ground, into each of whicha dead ant
was laid. They now Iabourcd on until they
had fillod up the ants’ graves.  This did
not quite finish the .remarkablo circum-
stances attending their funcral.

¢ Six orseven of the ants had attempted
to run off without performing their share of.
iggi These were caught and
broght back, when they wero at once

the digging.

YOUNG EBONY'S ESSAY ON OORK.

Corx am de bark of & tres. It makes
no noise. De bark dat comes from a dog
docs. Cork had a lary time of it before
bottles were bothought of. Corkdon’t like
bottles. It won't go into one without a
deal of pressin’.

Cork am used to stop holes in casks. It
mnakes a bungling job of it.

Legs aro sometimes made of cork, but
doy hab no feelin’. So I guess people who
will do wrong and hab no care for other
pooplo have tgeir hearts made of cork, toc.

Many a man couldn't have kep' his head
above water but for cork. It am a handy
thing to have sbout.

Hats are made of oork, but cork-screws
are made of somethin' else. So there’s

nothing in & name. Some old gentleman
wholived a long way back said It's
true, tvo. A bath-bun zam not to wash

with ; an’ sponge-cake am msde by leavin'
all de sponge out.

Dis am all T know about cork ; only X
should like to say dare ought to be soms
of it livin' in every house, 'cos it am de
only cure for a bottle dat won't keep ite
mouth shut.

BURNING AND SHINING LIGHTS,

Mz, Moopy tells us of a blind
sitting by the sidewalk on a dark
with a bright lantern by his side ; whereas
a passer-by was so pusxled that he had to
turn back with, ¢ ¢t in the world do
you keep a lantern buming for? You
can't see 1"

41 keep it 80 that folks won't stumble
over mo,” was the reply. We should keep
our lights burning brightly for others’ aake,
as well as for the sake of being ‘‘in the
light” ourselves.

E %

Soldier;s of Liberty

Ewiny P. WEeaver.

Author of ** My Lady Nel,” ** The Rabbi's
Son,” etc.

- Price 50 Cents.

This is.a new story by a Toronto lady,
which we bave just published and placed
upon the market. It is a thrilling story of
the bravestruggle of the Netherlanders againet
their implacable and cruel foes, the Spaa-
iards. Its lerson of trust in God cannot bat
be impressed upon the reader. We reoomm-
mend it to be placed in every school lbrary.
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upon the spos.”



