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New Year.

Ix the dark midnight
Old Year must die ;

{n the dark midnight
New Year draws nigh.

Bells in tho steeples,
Far off and near,

Cry with glad voices,

*¢ Welcome New Year.”

What does the New ™'
Bear in her hand ?
Sunshino is with her,
Leaf-buds expand ;
Snowdrops are waking,
Roses will bloom
Iarks will be singing,
Nightingales come.

cur

What will the New Year
Carry away?

Silently, swiftly,
Day follows day ;

‘ Each with its story

Elsewhere to tell,

Each with its sentence :
«“ Tl done, or well 1

Fair be the story
Told by each one !
Pleasant words spoken,
Kindly decds done;
Little lives bravely
Lived for the right
So will this New Year
Ever seem bright.

e -

T THE BOTTOM.

:k o long, long ride on a
summer day we came to & crest over-
looking the handsome town of West-
chester.  On the summit was a log
house, snug and ucat, a corn patch
on one side, a garden of common
flowers on the other, tho front over-
looking the lovely sweep of the
valley and the long descent of the
turnpikee. By the door in the
shadow of tho house sat a young
coloured man in a home-made chair;

he had a book in his hand and ut his feet lny n dog. | thy bottle to him and makest him drunken also.’

He rose as wo drew near.

“Here 15 & pail of water, sir, fresh from the | it, sir? Looks as if the man who made his neigh
Will you have adrink,sir? Shall I water j bour drunken would have it said to him that he

spring :

THE SNOWFALL.

—RE—
ALL night the snow came down, all night,
Silent and soft and silvery white ;

Ganttiyv robing in spotless folds

Town and tower and treeless wolds ;

On homes of the living, and gravés of the dead,
Whure each slecper lies in his narrow bed ;

On the city's roofs, on the marts of trado,

On the rustic hamlet and forest glade.

When the morn arose, all brignt and fair,

A wondrous vision glezmed through the air ;
The world, transfigured and glorified,

8hon 1 like the blessed and holy Bride—

The fair new earth, male free irom sin,

Al pure without and pure within,

Arrayed in robes of spotless white

For the Heavenly Bridegroom in glory dight.

— Hithrow.

That don't look niuch like everlasting fortune, does | drollery.

and people killed in it—all for drink.
And sir, in all my life I have never
seen these ‘¢everlastin’ fortunes’
they tell of made out of Jrink, stay
by families, father und son. Tt is
evil made and quick go and no bless
ing along with it.”

* And what do you do for a living,
Jerry 1”

“0, I raise all I eat. I make
my own clothes and shoes. I make
kitchen chairs to sell, and I have
regular places and times for going
to work, and I lay by an honest
penny for old age and have a penny
to give away. I have never scen
real want, sir, where there wasn’t
rum at the bottom of it some-
where.”

—_———————
SISTER DORA.

Ox the eleventh of October, 1886,
the first statue ever erected in Eng-
land to & woman other than a
sovereign was unveiled in the town
of Walsall, Staffordshire. The
statue is erected in the market-
place of the town where Sister
Dora Iaboured amongst the poor for
twelve years at the Cottage Hospi-
tal, which she founded after a
smallpox epidemic in 1868. As we
look into her kind, helpful face, we
are reminded of the words of her
loving biographer: “One of her
characteristics was an intense love
of amusement and of getting fun
out of everything, and this she con-
veyed in no mean degree to others
through the medium of her own
ready wit and originality of expres-
sion. Just before bedtime care her
own supper, vhen she would often
be very merry, and would relate her

many remarkable experiences with intense fun s.nd
Her keen sense of the ridiculous must
have preserved her from much weariness of spirits.
.- - Spending and being spent for others was a

the horse? May be the lady would hke o ginss of ‘shnll g0 away to everlastin’ punishment, as iny book  delight to her, and it scemed as if she could derive

wilk?"”
We said we preferred the water.

“I never drink noftin’ clse,” he snid, “but there , fér whatever you do or say this day.”
wa plenty of people nde by here aud ask for ale |
and wino or punch, and says to me, ‘Jerry, you | Perance man, Jerry 1”
could make yout fortune, your eveslastin fortune,
if you knew enough to keep some neat drinks.’ "

“*And what do you say to that, Jerry 1" we | havo scen & man maim his little child , I have seen
a man strike his old mother; I have scen a man | If he scems like a little old

01 I read them out of my book here; *Woe to , blow his brains out—all for drink. I have seen a tive as either a real old
him that giveth his neighbour drink, that puttest, house burned, a boat sunk, a stage over-turned ; be.

asked.

jreads. Every morning when I rises up I says to:no real happiness from anything which did not
| ng,-sclf, ‘Jerry, mind you have got to give an account involve sacrifice of herself in SOMEWAy or
, Commenting on this, some ono has sa
. fun ministered dGirectly to her religion
H - -
her own heari {resh and bouyant to liy
I have | grievous burduns from the hearts of o
gr

* And how do you come to be such a good tem

«O, sir! Iwas brought up in a tavern.
scen & man kill his neighbour, along of drink. I

A cHILD’s attractiveness is i

—~—Q
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PLEABANT HOURS.

The New Yeaxr Ledger

AY AMELIA X. BARR.

Isaid one yoeur ago,

** I wonder, if I truly kept
A list of days when life burut low,

Of days 1 siniled and days 1 wept,
11 good or bad would highest mount
When I mudo up the your's uccouut 1%

I took a ledger fair und fine,

¢ And now,” I 8aid, ** when days are glad,
I'll write with bright red ink tio line,

And write with black’when they are bad,
So that they’ll stand before my sight
As clear apart as day and mght.

* I will not heed the changing skies,
Nor if it shine, nor if it rain ;
But if there comes some sweet surprise,
Or friendship, love or honest guin,
Why, then it shall be understood
That day is written duwn ay good.

“QOr if to any one 1 love
A blessing meeta them on the the way,
Thut will to me a pleasure prove ;
So it shall be a happy day ;
Aud if some day I've cause to dread
Puss harmless by, 'l wnite it red.

*“ \When hauds and brain stand labour’s teat,
And I can do the thing T would,
Those days when | am at my best
Shall all be traced as very good.
And iu ‘red letter,’ too, '} write
Those rare, strong hours when :ight 18 might.

*“Whe. tirst ! mect 1n some grand book
A voble soul that touches mine,
And with this visiou 1 can look
‘Through some Gute Beantiful of time,
That such happiness will shed
That golden-lined will seem the red.

* Aud when pure, holy thoughts have power
To touch my heart and din my cyes,
And 1 in sowme diviner hour
Can hold sweet converss with the skies,
Ah! then my soul may safely write.
*‘Chis day hath been most good and bright.

What do 1 sec on looking back ?
A red-lined book before mu lics,
With here aud there a thread of black,
That like a shadow flies—
A shadow, it must be confesaed,
That often rose in tny owu breaat.

Ang I have found it good to note

The blessing that is mine cach day ;
For happiness is vainly sought

1o some dim futvre far away.
Just try my ledger fora jear,

Then look with grateful wonder beck,
And you will find, there 1s no tear,

The red days far exceed the black.

—

“RESOLUTION No. 13.”
BY MARJORIR 5. HENRY.

«e], Heesent Laxg WiLson, do solemnnly pro
mise’—take care, Tow: I can't write when you
shake so—*not to smoke, not to swear, net to— °

* But you never do any of those things, so whats
the good of putting them down,” suggested Tou,,
from his perch on the writing-table.

“That’s just it,” answered Merbert, “1 don't
know but ] might be tempted tins year; and
resolutions keep people se safe,” he added, giving a
final flourish to a capital S.

“If people keep the resolutions,” broke in u
t voice from the doorway. And Uncie
toward the boys, looking with an
at the eclaborate paper Herbert was
so carefully, “New Year's Resolu
t letters at the top, and * Resolution
' etc., all the way down the sheet

erybody ought to make
le Jack?” asked Her.

bert, a little surprised and disappointed at the look
in his uncle's faco, which was hardly the one of
commendation ho had expected to seo.

#] dont find fault with the regolutions, boys;
it is oursclves, not the resolutions, that fail. I
tried Herbert’s plan once, and since then I have
had far wore faith in the doing than in the re-
solving. Shall 1 tel) you about .it? It happened
long ago, when Porcy—your father—aud I were
Loys, and Alee—"

“That was little Uncle Alec?”

“Yes. He was only twelvo years old then, and
Porcy and 1 were little company for him, I fear;
we were too much taken up with our own sports
and amusements, that he, being naturally a timid
child, found little pleasure in, and after your grand-
mother’s death he spent most of his time in read-
ivg books far wo old for him, or in dreaming to
himself, curled up on the wide window-seats. Our
housekeeper was a kind-hearted woman, and did all
in her power to mmake us comfortable ; but 1 think
now what lonely times Alec must have often had,
accustomed as he bad always been to mother’s care.
Father was away from home very often, on his
‘court-week ’ trips, and we boys were left to the
care of Mrs. Mason and the servants. It was in
one of these times my story happened ; and, when
I tell it, Herbert will not wonder that I shook my
head at his long list of resolutions, remembering
as T wo when lgst 1 suw a paper like it.

“jt was the week after Christnas, and all the
festivities of the season were about over. Fathe
had gone to court in a town not far distant, and
we boys wera gathered round the fire one stormy
uight, expecting every moment to hear the sound
of his carringe-wheels on the drive, and to welcome
him home warmly atter his few days’ absence.

“The storm had been very severs in our part of
the country—-a warm rain, such as often comes
with a January thaw—and it had sent large blocks
of ice floating down the river, which roared and
rushed but a short distance below our home. We
boys hiad begged Mrs, Mason for a liberal supply of
nuts and apples that night; and Percy and 1 were
busy at a set of resolutions much like those Her-
bert bolds in his hand.  Alec lay in his usual place
on the hearth-rug.

s Jack, said he, looking up from his book, as a
ust of wind swept down the ch’~ney, and the rain
Leat against the window-panes, ‘oughtn’t father to
be here soon ¥’

“«Unless he can’t come by the town-bridge,’ i
answered. ¢ Colonel Strong called out as he passed
that it wasn’t safe to-night, so futher may have to
go by the mills. Go on, Percy. Resolution 13:
*To-be brave—'

«s Juck, oughn't some one go to warn fathert’
uvoke in Alec’s voice again.

* Percy laughed.

*¢Yes, baby,’ he unswerd, ‘I think we'll send
you to it on the bridge until father appears. Take
. lantern, Al, and a red flag.’

“'Then we turned again to our resolutions, but,
~umehow, the pen seemed to stop at the last one—
“T'o be brave;” and Percy snd I rambled »ff into o
many-sided argument as to what true bravery con-
sisted in. °

¢ Percy,’ said a low voice, again. Alec had risen
aow, and was standing by my side. ¢Won't you
go down to the bridge and wait for father? It
rains so dreadfully V'

“ Percy and 1 laughed again, and told Alec that
iather was able to take carc of himself.

“¢But, if he shouldn’t know1 Oh, Jack'—and
a tender hand was laid on my arm—*can’t you go$
I would, if I could.’

“For & moment I almost started for my rubber
coat and umbrella, but Percy's laugh, and the un-

pleasant roar of wind and rain outside, made me
shako off Alec’s hand with an impatient gesture.

“ ¢+ TFathor will probably uot even start from Say-
ville to night, and much good it would do, my
sittiug in this hurricane on that old bridge. Go
yourself, if you are so anxious;’ and wo turned to
sign our names, in legal style, to the paper before
us. I can yot seec the way the lotters in my name
looked, written directly under Resolution 13, ‘7o
be brave.’

¢ By-and-bye, Alec slipped away—as we supposed,
to bed—and not long. after, father’s voice sounded
in the hall.

“‘No, indeed I’ he laughed, in answer to our in-
quiries; ‘T did not try our bridge. They say it
will not stand until merning. I heard of it in
Sayville, and came by the upper road.’

“IWhen we told him of Alec’s determination to
warn him, he asked, tenderly :

“¢Where is my little man3 I must go assure
hun that I am safe.’

“Where was Alec, indeed! Not in his little
bed, nor in the house, though we searched in every
room, calling his name in anxious tones; but only
the howling wind answered when we paused to
listen for a reply.

*¢Could he himself have gone to the bridge?¥’
somo ono asked.

“ No, never ; our timid, shrinking Alec, to whom
even the dark rooms at bedtime were o trial. Buat
on to the bridge we went—father first, his face
white and anxious, the servants carrying lanterns,
and then Percy and I, in awed wonder.

“ The old bridge was yet standing, although the
timbers creaked and groaned as we passed over.
Fatier paused by a broken plank at the far end,
and the light of the flickering lantern fell on litk} )
Alec's face. BERD

«¢Qh, father,” ho cried, ‘the bridge—is not—
safe !’ and fell back, unconscious, in father’s loving
avns,

“ As we carried Alec home that night, I think
we all knew that there was another bridge his feet
would soon cross—a bridge that is always safe and
sure to his little ones.

“The old bridge stood the storm, but was ren-
dered so unsafe by the strain it had undergone that
it was taken down to make way for «. stone one.

“¢\What about the resolutions,’ di
Herbert?  Among the few treasures
fully kept, is a ycllow scrap of paper,
when tempted or troubled, I have read in faded
letters, written in » boyish hand, ‘Resolution
No. 13: To be brave! and not the words them.
selves have helped me, but the memory of the lesson
I learncd that night—that, whilo some resolve,
others arc doing the work. There, boys: there is a
moral. Can you find it?”

But Herbert only tore his resolutions into many
pieces, and said :

It must be in the heart, Uncle Jack; on the
paper will do no good. I understand.”

TOOLS OF INSEOCTS.

Tuzre is a little fly called a saw-fly, because it
has a saw to work with. The fly uses it to make
places whero the cggs will be safe.  'What is more
strange, it has a sort of homecanade glue which
fastens the eggs where they are laid.

There is a kind of bee which has a boring tool.
Its nest is made in old wood, and the borer cleans
out the nest ready for use. When all is ready, the
bee cuts out pieces of leaves to line the nest and to
maks the cells. These linings are cut.in ths shape

of the cells. You would be surprised to sec the
care taken to have every picce just the right size,
so that it will it. When they are fitted, they are
nicely fastened together and put into the nest.
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The Book of the Year.

OF all tho beauntiful fancies
That cluster about the year,
‘Liptocing over the threshold
When its earliest dawn is hero.

Tho best is the simpl 'egend
Of u book for you and me,

So fuir, that our guardinu angels
Desiro its lines to sco.

Tis full of the brighest pictures,
Of dream, und story, and rhyme;

And tho whole world-wide together
Turns only a page ut a time, -

Some of the leaves are duzaling

With the feather-lnkes of the snow ;
Soinc of them thiill to the music

Of the mertiest winds that blow.

Some of them keep the secrets
That make the roses sweet ;

Some of them sway anu rustle
With the golden heaps of wheat.

1 caunot begin to tell you
Of the lovely things to be,

In the wonderful year-book waiting
A gift for you and me,

And o thought, most strange nud solemnn,
Is borne upon my mind—

On every page a column
For ourselves we'll surely find.

Write what you mauy upon it,
F'he record thero will stay,
Till the books of time are opened
In the courts of the Judgment-day.

‘Then, should we not be careful
Lest the words our fingers writo,
Shall rise to shame our faces
\Vhen wo stand in the dear Lord's sight!

And should wo not remember
T'o dread no thoughts of blame,

If we sign cach page that we linish
With trust in the dear Lord’s name?

THE STORY OF A CHRISTMAS DIME.

It was the evening of the Christmas festival.

¥ The church had been crowded with a happy throng

of children, who had sung their sweet carols,
received their presents, and dropped their dime
offerings with willing hearts into the contribution-

! box as it went its rounds, that they might send the
# glad story of the Babe of Bethlehem to those dark

lands where the little children had never heard of
Jesus and his love.

Now the church was empty, and the happy chil-
dren had gone home to dream of Christmas joys.
Only the old sexton remained in the church, and
one after another he extinguished the lights until

they were all out, und he had to grope his way |

along the aisle by the dim light of the lantern he
carried.

He sat down in a chair to vest before he should
lock the great oaken door and go homoward, and
while he rested his eyes fell upon n contribution.
box.

“A goodly offering,” ho murmured, as he lifted
it and felt its weight.

The silver coins rattled together as he put the
box down again, but surely that was not the sound
that the old man heard. Tar, far away, so soft
that he could scarcely distinguish the sound, so
sweet that he fancied it must be angels singing,
came a chorus that swelled like the notes of a
mighty organ until he could hear the words:

“Glory to God in the highest, and on earth,
peace, goodwill to men.”

Ever tho chorus swelled and grow louder and
clearer until the old church itsclf was filled with
tho melody that swept like a wave along the arched
roof and lingered in the dim aisles.

 Pence, peace on earth, goodwill to men.”

Surely the voices were beside the old man, they
sounded so clexr and distinet, and he lookad about
him, but he was ulone in the dimly-lighted chuveh.

“ Goodwill to men,”

Tho chorus grew fuint again and died away,
then all was silence.

“ What could that music linve been 1” asked the
old sexton, wonderingly.

“That was the song of the Christmas Dimes,”
said a silvery, sweet voice so near to him that the
old man started. A beam from the luntern fell
upon a silver dimo that had fallen from the con-
tribution-box and dropped unseen upon the carpet.

A bright little fuco scemed to smile up at the
old man from tho coin.

“ Yes, that is the song of the Christmas Dimes,”
it. repeated.  * The good tidings of great joy which
we ave going to carry to all people. Won't you
put me in the box with the others, so that I can
join in the chorus? DMy little master would grieve
if he could see me lying here.”

“Who was your little inaster 3" asked thesexton,
curiously, as he picked the hittle coin up and paused
to listen to its answer before he restored it to the
contribution-box.

“ My waster was a poor, little, rngged newsboy,
who never heard the story of Jesus but once. He
wandered into the Snbbath-school to listen to the
singing one Sabbath, a few weeks ago, and a kind
Indy sat down by him and told him of the dear
Saviour who had died for him. His little heart
Loverflowed with love for Jesus as he heard the
story of his suflering and crucl death upon the
cross, and he longed to do something for him to
prove his love. He heard the superintendent tell-
ing the clnldren about the Christmas dime oflering,
and he resolved to bring his Christmas gift to the
Saviour too, though he was only u poor, homeless
little boy. Every penny that he could possibly lay
aside he gladly saved toward his dime offering, aund
he often made his scanty meals even scantier that
he might save more. Rumning across the street
amonyg the carringes and omnibuses that rattled
along, his foot slipped and he fell under a horse’s
hoof. His poor, senseless body was taken up and
carried to a hospital, where he was cared for by
kind hands. His first thought was of his dime,
and his greatest gricf was that now he would not
be able to carn enough to complete the sum by
Christmas, but » friend gave him some money for
oranges, so he gladly went without the juicy fruit,
which would have been so grateful to his parched
lips, that he might add the pennies to those he had
already saved.

“The doctor gave him a bright, new silver dime
for the copper pennies, and poor, little Dan’s eyes
were brighter than my shining face when he clasped
me in his little hot haud and said, joyously :

«+This is all for my Christmas present to Jesus.
Won't you take it to chiwrch for me, doctor, and
give it to send out to missionaries ¥’ .

“ And so the good doctor brought me, and he
did not notice that I slipped from his fingers before
1 was safely in the contribution-box. Then he
went home to tell little Dan of the beautiful ser-
vices and the sweet singing. Hark, the song is
beginning again! All the Christwas Dimes from
every part of this Christian land are lending their
voices to the glad chorns.”

-And as the old sexton dropped the bright dime
into the contribution-box the sweet song echoed
again, “Glory to God in the highest, on earth
peace, goodwill to men.”

When it died away again the old sexton took up
his lantern and went homeward, and as: the echo
of the sweot song still rang in his cars he wished

that all the deav little children who had brought
their silver dimes to Jesus for a Christmas offering
could hear the sweet chorus too, the same that the
heavenly host had sung to the listening shepherds
on Judea's starlit plains:

“ Glory to God in the highest. peace on carth,
goodwill to men.”

A LETTER FROM PORT SIMPSON.

Dear Youxa Friryns,—As some of you have
been very kind to our little folks in the lleme, I
want to write a letter just for yomselves, to thank
you. Some time ago I said 1 wished some of the
children of their Sunday-schools at home would save
a little of our candy-money and send my girls and
boys a few boot-laces, us we had so much trouble to
keep them supplied. Shortly after 1 reccived a
letter from a lady who wrote that she told her chil
dren about our Home, and what I wished our white
boys and girls to do to help us.  Soon after her
little boy Jimmie brought her five cents, saying it
was for laces. A few days passed, and Jimmio
again brought five cents, and as that would buy one
dozen, his mother added another ten cents to get
second. On arriving at the store where the laces
were to be bought, she told the man who kept it
of little Jimumic's self-denial, and he kindly gave one
dozen to be added to the parcel; so 1 received a
nice little bundle of laces shortly after. T do not
know the ldy's name, or I would have written her
to let her know how pleased I was with Jimmie's
unselfishness. I hope she will see this letter, so she
can tell her little boy 1 received the laces. Then a
little girl away oft' in Nova Scotin suved all her
cents for some time in order to send a bundle of
laces. T do not know her nawme, but Jesus does,
aud he will bless her for openly denying herself for
his sake. Siuce that time [ have received several
little parcels of boot:laces, and although I do not
know the girls or boys who have sent them, 1 feel
very glad that they love our poor psople enough to
deny themselves to do them good, aud my heart is
often encouraged by thinking of the dear children
fur away who aro so willing to help me in my work.
I know God will bless them. for he notices the least
thing we do for his sake. Then 1 want to thank
the friends of the New Brighton Sunday-school for
sending us a beautiful leaf cluster; the bright pic-
tutes have been a sourvce of great pleasure to our
girls. T would have written to thank them, but
could not find out the name of the minister or any-
one connected with the school.  Since I came to the
Home, three years ago, many kind friends have sent
us useful parcels, and cards, and papers, which have
helped us und given the children, both in the Home
and village, great pleasure. 1 take this opportunity
of letting them know their kindness is fully appre-
citted, and that all they send is put to a good use.
Then it 1s not the gifts simply that we think of, but
tho kind interest and thoughtfulness which prompts
the gift. That is what cheers and encourages us,
making us fecl that we are not alone in our work,
but that many, in our dear homes so far awgy, ave
thinking of us and doing all they canto help us. I
hope the dear boys and girls of our Sunday-schools
will earnestly pray for our Howme and Sunday-school
here.  We are hoping God will send us a revival
this winter, and that many of our children will be
gathered into the fold of the Good Shepherd, We
have class-meetings for the Loys and girls through
the week, and on Sunday the elder girls of the vil-
lage gather at the Howe, and we have a meeting
for themn with our elder girls. Weare praying that
God may bless all our efforts and save these young
souls, and we want you to pray for us, too.

Your friend,
Acxgs Xyienr.

4 >
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PLEASANT HOURS.

January.
SOPHIR L. SCHENCK.

A NEw year smiling comes. It scems that we

But yesterday the last one tutned to greets
Swiftly the munths passed by, und silently

We marked it fade, and felt that soncthing sweet
Way drifting from us; and we softly sighed
As the yaar, latedy now, grew pale and died

O January * first of this new year,
\What scenes are hulden i thy coming hours?
We greet thee with a mingled joy and fear,
Kuuwing thou hust fn as both thorus and flowers
And as we blindly meet cach new born day,
We ask for guidance o or the unteed way,

Welcame, New Year ! Faith inds cach heart be strong,
For God will order all that comes with thee.

To him we leave i, glad to march atong,
Feeling that what is best alone will bo.

And as we anward pass, kind wishes fall,

That this may prove & happy yoar for all,

PERIODICALS:

YER YRAR--PUSTAGK VREER,

QUR

The best, the cheajiest, the meat entertanung, the most popular

20
20

Christinh Guantian, weekly
Mithodist Magacine, s pp ., wmonthiy,attustrated Coooiieeeen.
Mcthodist Mazaciio and Guardian toacther oovvieaionnens
The Wosleran, Haitfay, weokldy P
Sandas -Selid Ranner, 32 pp . Mo, monthly.. ..
Baean leat Quarterhy, 16 pp, 3vo ce t cietseeeacesessessare
Quarterly Review Sepvice. 83 the vear, 24c. adozen; $2 per 100;
et quaricr, v w doz. S0 per 100,
Home and Scason, Bpp, 4to., ¢ rtuightly, single coples..
Lessthan 20 copresd.. ... .. ...
Qrer 20 copren . P
Pleasant Hours, » pp., 410, tortmghtly, singlecoples ..o ooo
Ans than g copies AN
Over 20 Copies .
Sunbeam, fortunthtiy, less than 20 copices..
20 coples and upwands .. o0 L
Happy Iraoe, fortoghitiy, s than 20 copies..
200 pies and itpwandy ..
Bereuts Ll tuonthly, I topues per

Address WILLIAM HRIGGS,
Methudist 1. & and PubMshing House,
3 & S King 8t Kast, Toronte.
Juesus,
Wesleyan Book Roon,
Habfax, N ¢

oo~w
ge8e¢

ERTanREtELE

month .

C. WV, Coarks,
o Bleury Stree$,
Montreal.

Pleasant Hours:
A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
Rev. W. H. WITHROW, 0.D., Editor.

TORONTO, JANUARY 5, 1889,

THE RECORD CLOSED.

Avomuer year has closed, with its record of
events, sorrows and joys, reverses and successes,
wrongs and rights, and what has been still exists s
an indelible entry in the book of Time. The act
of a moment produces the consequences of an
eternity, and the word lightly spoken, or the deed
unthinkingly done, has effcets extending through
all time. Our deeds are not for n day, but forever,
and, though in real possession of the present, we
are inseparably connected with the past and future
by silent irfluences working throughout eternity.
The shadow of a life-time may be the result of a
slight error of judgment or indiscretion, and, in »
moment of unthinking folly, a person may piant
thorns in his dying pillow. ‘There is no escaping
from the consequences of our conduct, and the
reflection of the past light and shade brightens or
clouds the aspect of the present.

«¢ Improve minc hours, the space is bricf,
While in the glags the sand grains shiver,
And measure less the joy or grief
When thon and Time shall part forever.”

At such halting ; "aees in o lifs time, though the
occasion is one generally observed with rejoicings,
there are not wanting wmaterials for serious amud
saddening thought, and mcmiory mure often strikc.
a minor chord of sorrow than an exultant one of
joy  The thought of iriends with whom we sur-
rounded the festive board at similar seasons, who

enjyy the blessings of life any less because there are

PAUL AND BARNABAS AT LYSTRA

have since passed that *“bourne from which no:
traveller returns,” takes possession of the mind,
and a sense of incompleteness is felt at their
absence from our gatherings.

To the great majority of the people, however, !
New Year's day has nothing to do with gloomy’
reflections and unavailing regrets.  Tho season is,
welcomed with pleasure, and if there are thousands
to whom the d.y brings no relief from corroding !
care, those who i rejuice are not in the mood to

>u many whost misery is intensified by contiast
with the joys and pleasures of others -8 8. Teacher.

THIS YEAR.

Our new year—this precious new year—what
will you do with it! God has given you the begin-
ning of it, and let us hope that you will live to sce
the end of it. Like ull other gifts of God, it is
bestowed for a wise purpose. It is not Lo be tritled
away in idleness or in sport, but it is to be im-
proved to the greatust profit.

They wmake a great mistake who suppose that the
right improvement of life is necessarily a dull and
dreary business ; that in order to do this they must |
give up all enjovment, and be solemn and gloomy ;
aever play, but always work or study ; never have
“q good time,” as you young folks cali your periods
of amusement,

This is all a serious mistake. The people who |
serve God best are ever those who enjoy life most.
Take up your little commonplace duties cheerfully ;
ofler every morning all your occupations, both work
and play, to Ged : then each day will be a step to-
ward heaven, making of this promising young 1689
a truly happy New Yenr.—dAngelus.

Queer People, with Wings and Stings, and Their
Queer Capers.  Illustrated by Parmer Cox.
Hubbard Brothers, Philadelphia,  Price 70 cents.
We wrote a short time ago of Palmer Cox’s in-

imitable book on * Qucer People, with Paws and
Claws.” This is another of the same sort, as full
of innocent fun aud humour. - just the thing for the
holidays at Christinas and all the year round. The
thymes are very amusing, but the drawings of the
strangely huwman’expression of the creatures por-
trayed will give no end of innocent delight to young
people, from seven to seventy.

j beautiful to look upon.

PAUL AND BARNABAS AT LYSTRA.

Axp there sat a certain man at Lystra, impotent
in his feet, being a cripplo from his mother's womb,
who never had walked: The same heard Paul
speak : who steadfastly beholding him, and perceiv-
ing tha. he had fuith to be healed, said with a lond
voice, Stand upright on thy feet. And he leaped
and walked.  And when the people sa  what Paul
had done, they lifted up their voices, saying in the
speech of Lycaonia, The gods are come down to us
in the likeness of men.  And they called Barnabas
Juprter, and Paul, Mercurius, because he was the
chief sperker.  Then the priest of Jupiter, which
was before their city, brought oxen and garlands
unto the gates, and would have done sacrifice with
the peopte. Which when the apostles, Barnabas
and Paul heard of, they vent their clothes, and ran
in among the people, erying out, and saying, Sivs,
why do ye these things? We also are men of like
passions with you, and preach unto you that ye
should turn from these vanities unto the living God,
which made heaven, and earth, and the sea, and all
things that are therein.  Who in times past suffered
all nations to walk in their own ways. Neverthe-
less he left not himself without witness, in that he
did good, and gave us rain from heaven, and fruit.
ful seasons, filling our hearts with food and gladness,
And with these sayings scarce restrained they
the people, that they had not done sacrifice unto
them. Acts xiv. 8-18.

BORN FROM ABOVE.

Sucn is the alternative translation of the * born
again” of the third chapter of John. The change
is 50 great and thorough that ouly a new birth can
fitly image it—from being an heir of hell, to be
made a child of God.

On this winter morning the snow is lying thick

and soft around and over the landscape. It fell
yesterday ; it is very purc and very white. But it

may become soiled. Day by day impurities will
gather in and upon the snow. It is no longer
It becomes filthy, Can it
ever be cleansed, made white and pure again?
Not by washing it, nor by sweeping or dusting,
It can only be made pure again by being melted,
and exhaled, and rising as invisible mist into the
upper air, and gathered into clouds, and softly sent
dowa again pure ¢.ace more—*“ born from above !”
So is the soul, beneath the power of God, drawn
upward, purified, and born sgain, or from above.

I
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THE RAZOR BILL.

We are standing on the seaside, and turning
back to the waves wo look up to a rocky clilt rising
in front of us rising to the height of five or six hun-
dred feet. Lonely is it? Oh no, it is a peopled
1 city, or rather it is a vast house tenanted Ly living
creatures to the very attics. Only the tenants are
not men and women, but birds.

Yes, the houso belongs to bivds, at least there they
are, and story after story, ledge above ledge, is
occupied by a diflerent race, and they keep thew-
selves to themselves, never visiting or interfering
3 with their fellow-lodgers above or below them.

As we look ngain at the towering cliff, we sec a
row of black spots on every tier, which we know are
4 tho heads of sitting birds. Some are called Guille-
 mots, some Razor Bills, some by other names, but
& the strange thing is that not only does each species
| Leep to the same ledge, but that each separate bird
B knowsits own mate. To us they all look alike, but
B tiie birds are wiser than we think. The *“foolish »
B Guillemot (as its name is) is not so very foolish
Bafter all, isit?

d  There is no pretenco of nest building, that is left
o tho denizens of the woods. A slight hollow
%cooped out is all they want, and sometimes there
3s not even this, the single egg is laid simply on the
$helf of rock and there the mother tends it.

".. In duetimo, if all goes well, tho little downy crea-
.fure appears, and then what is to be done next?
Nothing but the mother's wing protects it on that
cky ledge, if she leaves it for a minuto it will be
over. It will not beable to fly for many a day yet ;
4nd though it could swim if only on tho sea, what

of that, when the gea lies five or six hun-
dred feet below ; so that now we can
come back to the question with which
we began.  Iow are we to get them
down?

We may ask the question, but the
sea-bird does not. She has no neced,
for all arrangemente are made, and
there's o carriage ready for the journey,
soft and pillowy, as the most tender
nestling could desire. Perhaps in her

talk, reassuring and comforting with
her offspriug,

Then it mounts on her back and
down, down they go, mother and child,
to the surface of the waiting deep below nor to
the surface only. Tho razor bill, another species,
are divers, so that there is yet a deeper depth to
which they can descend.  Most likely diving as
well of swimming counwes natural to these infants,
they never go back to their birth-place on the rock,
the waters are now their home till another season
or two, when they have turned from downy chicks
into full pluinaged birds, and have become in their
turn parents ar.d protectors.

Volcanoes and Earthquakes. By Samvsr KNek.
LaNp, AN, M.D. fllustrated. Boston : D.
Lothrop Company. Toronto : Williamn Briggs.
Prico $2.50.

Few subjects are more interesting and mysteri-
ous than the phenomena of carthquakes and
volcanoes, and their origin. In this handsome
volume Dr. Kneeland tells about all that i3 known
on the subject, witheut going into disputed theories.
It gives o popular account of their nature, causes,
effects and geographical distribution from personal
observation in the Hawaiian and Philippine Islands,
Japan, Iceland, the Mediterrancan Basin, Spain
and the United States. From personal fumiliarity
with some of the places described we can testify to
the accuracy of the description given. The book
combines in & remarkable degree fascinating, inter-
esting and scientific instruction. Huge lake of
fire, Maun Joa ; the great geysers and jokulus of
Iceland, thestrange attractions of Vesuvius, Altna
and Stromboli: the phenvisens of fiacture, up-
heaval and subsidence are succinctly, and yet fully,
treated. There are a number of graphic illustra-
tions.

own language she has a iittle motherly ]

Grandma’s Mistake,

BY MARGARXT JOHNSON,

‘“ Poor grandma ! I do hate to tell her,

Aod yet it does scemn very quoer,

She's lived 8o mnuch longer than I have,
And I—why I've known it & year!

Even Alico begins to look doubtful,
And she is so babyish, too,

And mamma slyly laughs at the nonsense,
But graudina belioves it is true,

“I did it all up in brown paper,

And laid it just thero by her plate s

Sho put on her glasses so slowly,
I thought that I nover could wait.

But when she had opeued the bundle,

¢ My paticnce 1 she said, ‘how complete

A dear littlo box for my knitting—

Now, isn't old Sunta Claus sweet ?’

“To think that the funny old fellow,

Should notice I needed just this,

If ho should come in here this morning,
I think I should give him a kiss!*

She never once looked at me, never ;
Of course I had nothing to say,

But I was so mortified, truly,
I just had to run right away,

¢ Poor grandma | I do hate to tell her !
But some day, of course, she’ll find out,
And then sho will laugh to remember,
What once she was puzzled about.
But as for that beautiful work box,
She laid with such care on the ahelf,
How can she think Santa Claus brought it?
I made the thing for her myself.”

-~

THE MUSICIAN AND THE INVENTOR.

Ever since Saul was svothed by the charms of
David’s harp, anccdotes have abounded concerning
the influence of wusic upon human beings. Ole
Bull, the famous violinist, and John Ericsson, the
great inventor, were warm friends in early hfeo;
but they drifted apart, and did not come together
again until a thme when Bull was giving concerts in
New York city. ‘Chen he sought his boyhood
friend, and begged him to attend the concerts.
But the inventor, busy with his machines, said he ;
:ad no time to waste. -

“If you do not come,” replied the musician, * I
shall bring my violin here, and play in your shop.”

To which ho reccived the gruff reply, “If yon
bring the thing here I shall smash it.”

True to his word, however, he took his violin
apart, making it appear in bad condition, and,
earrying it to Eriesson’s shop, asked him about the
scientific and acoustic properties in the grain of
certain woods. The inventor became interested,
exawmined the construction of the instrument, and

watched Bull put the parts together. When the
strings were replaced he began to play. ‘The work-

men, charmed, dropped their tools. When the
music ceased, Ericsson exclaimed, “Go on! go
on! I never knew until now what there was lack-
ing in my life.”

A THOUGHT FOR THE NEW YEAR.

Tiis new year is a call to new thoughts, new
words, new deeds. Hero is & thought that may be
now to some of you: The Lord Jesus has work to
be done in the great field of the world. Ho looks
to the boys and girls of this generation to do it for
him, On you will depend what will be done in the
next fifty years in foreign lands. Are you getting
ready to do it? Mueb is beforo you. Begin now.
Many of our grandest missionaries have said that
the call care lo thewm when they were very young.
Before they were twelve, many have been impressed
by the glorious work of taking the gospel to the
dark heathen lands, and so were ready to o when
the right time came. J
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A New Year Thought.
Tuk glad and Lright New Year,
Brings a book with pages white,
And spreads it open to our view,
Aud buds us each to wiite
A record true and faithful,
O the days as they go by §
And this hie 11 enter on s file,
For vast eternity.

Qh ! atart not back in teiror,
Nor think to say him ** Nay,”
For all your life, unconsciously,
You've bean wiiting every day.
Has your record heen a fuie one.
Of kind word, and thought, and deed,
Of an ever active hand and heart,
To answer sortow's need ?

Hay the widow and the orphan
Gone weeping ftom your door,
Or turned to bless you with a siile

For giving of your store ¥
Have you listened to the message
Of your Saviour, kind and true,
** Do ever unto others
As youd have them doto you *”

H not, the page is darkened
With Mat, aud mark, and Wlaee,
And the angels look with pity,
On the record of the year. .
And in the day of veckoning,
\When heaven and earth shalt fade,
Your eyes shall gaze with tervor
On the history you have made.

FACING THE NEW YEAR.

Mus. Aver woke on New Year's Day with a
Tt was o dark, drizaling morning.  She had
neuralgia in her right eye. Baby had sereamed
with colic half the night. Her husband had not
given her n word of sympathy or kinduess, thongh
she knew he was awake.  He had been moody and
ill.tempered for days.  Jane, the girl of all worl,
had given warning the night before.  Worst of all,
Robert, her eldest son, had not come home until
midnight. e had fallen in with some idle fellows
of late, and it was, she thought, owing to this com-
panionship that his standing at college was so low,

She went down stas, her soul feebly staggering
under this burden of woes, and opened the win-
dows.

“ Jn oy afthction, 1 ealled unto the l.ord, " she
repeated, looking into the murky sky.

Suddenly, & gust of sense and comrvage swept
through her hke n fresh wind,  Affheted ! Why,
(fod was behind all these petty worries, just as the
sun wis back of this drenching rain,  Had she v
faith at all? Was she to go with o whine and
Jamentation to meet the New Year?
it, also.

She stitfened herself, body and soul.  With the
teacs still on her cheeks, and the choking in her
throat, she began to sing a gay little catch, of
which she was fond, and ran to her roomn again to
put on a fresh collar and a pretty cravat.  She had
twenty things to do before breakiast; hut she sang
on while she was about them. 1t was a foolish
little song, yet, out of it, a singular comrage and
life stole into her heart.

«With prayer and thanksgiving—and thanks.
giving—make known your requests unto God,” she
remembered.  She passed through the kitchen,
stopping to wish Jane a Happy New Year, with a
joke. The wish and the song and the joke fell into
Jane's Trish heart like a blazing rocket into a dark

groan,

God was in

place. .

She chuckled as she stirred the potatocs. The
work at the Ayres’ wasn’t so heavy after all, and
herself had a pleasant way with her, and there was
the prisints now and then. In two months she
would have enough past her to send for her sistor,

an- an’ its likely Tim Flaherty would be erossin'
about that time,

June brought in the breakfast, with ved checks
and a broad smile, There was no more talk of
warning from her.

Al Ayre, lying awake in hed, was tempted to
wish the worning would never dawn,  He was
close-mouthed, undemonsteative man, who shut his
troubles down out of sight. But the weight of

them just wow was wore than he couid bear.
Things were going wrong nt the works. Iivery

He
times,
him in

duy he discovered mistakes and petty frauds.
was  growing old - he was behind  the
Younger manufacturers were supplanting
the market.  Sharper eyes than his were needed
to watch the men aud the books. As far as his
business was concerned, he was in a miserable blind
alley, from which he saw no exit.

But the hurt which was sorest was no matter of
business.  Robert was low i his Greek class, and
stll lower in Latin - He was growing reckless,
vunning  with low companions.  What he had
hoped from that boy ' For himself he had no am-
bition—but for Robert! lle was to be a great
lawyer, like his grandfather.  But here he was,
going to the dogs ~ut nincteen !

For days Mr. Ayre had borne his misery in geim,
ill-humoured silence.  But now, in his stern despair,
he felt he had been silent too long. lle would
speak in a way which Robert would vemember to
his dying day.  Ile got up, resolving, as he pulled
on his boots, that the boy should either turn over a
new leaf that day, or leave the house,

“IF he is set on gommig to ruin, it shall not be
ander my rvoof! Tl not palter with him!" he
thought, his jaws ~ot and pale. 'l disown him.”

Just then a clicery song ring through the house,
It was the very spirit of good sense and courage.
Poor Hetty ! She had been sick all night, and
worried with that erying child, and there she was,
facing the new year with w song! “And T be-
haved like a brute to her,” thought Mr. Ayre.

He was very fond of his wife.  As he stood
shaving himself he listened to lier song, and his lips
trembled alittle. Hetty used to sing Rob to sleep
with that ditty when he was a baby.  What a0 big
fellow he was! There never
wag anything wean or sucaking about Rob--a
headlong, aflectionate, foolish lad.

He Distened as he brandished the razor, holding
connsel with himself in the glass,  There could be
no doubt that Hetty had twice his courage wo face
disaster. Tt was her faith, perbaps.  As he laid
down the razor, he nodded to himself, almost with
w swile. 1 veckon 1 was too hird on the boy.
1’1 give him another chance.”

He heard Rob's step on the stairs, and opened
the door, waiting.

Rab had wakened with an aching head.  Defeat
at school, the foul talk of his last night's comrades,
his first drink of whisky —all tore at the poor
boy’s brain. 1le vose sullen, and veady for fight.
His father and mother would both attack him, no
doubt. e was tired of lecturine.  He would cut
loose, and carn his own bread, like a true man.

J: st then his mother’s voice reached his ears.
Tt was full of tenderness and cheerful hope. Tt
was that old song she used to be always singing.
He listened with a forced scowl, But presently
his face softened. Things insensibly began to ook
brighter. Tt was impossible that life had reached
so terrible a crisis. There wag the savoury smell
of breakfast coming up, and the children laughing,
and his mother singing gaily. Ife came down the
stairs with a sudden throbbing at his heart.

Big in every way.

Could he go back, and begin all over againt e
bad been an innocent boy a year ago. 1f father

would only hear reason for a minuto—

His father locked out of his door.

“ Rob, my son,” he ealled, pleasantly.

“ Yes, dad,” the boy nuswered, stopping eagetly.

“Come in; 1 want to huve n minute’s talk with
you. You were out late lnst night.  You aro often
out late.”

Robert Inoked him straight in the eyes.

“Yes, father; I've been in bad company. I
know it.  I'm ashamed of mysclf.”

* Your mother does not give you up,” said Mr.
Ayve, ivritably,  “Sho has frith in you. 1 don’t
sco how she can begin the New Year with a song.
Between you, and the trouble at the works, T feel
as if my reaton was going.”

“What is wrong at the works?” said Rob,
anxiously. “8it down, futher! Don't give e up.
Have o little fuith in me.  With God's help, I'll
start afresh.  Don’t give me up !

Mr. Ayre looked sharply into the boy's face. 1t
was honesi-—~it Love the wmavk of no bad passion,
Perhuaps he had not understood Rob—perhaps he
had made some mistake in managing him,

“Why do you waste your time, and my money,
Robert? You are doing no good in your studies”—

“Father,” said Rob boldly, *“I'll tell you the
truth. T hate books! I nevershall be a scholar,
Let me go to work.  Put me in the factory to Jearn
the business. That is what I have wanted all wmy
life. T don't care how hard the work is”—-

Mr. Ayre's countenance changed as if a cloud
had vanished, and the whole fiace of the earth had
lightened.  Here was the answer to the riddle! Of
course, the boy was meant for business! Cool,
shrewd, honest, wide-awake.  Why had he been so
blind?

“ We must talk it over, Robert.
it over.”

His voice fairly trembled with excitement.
shut the door.

Mr. Ayro was called half-a-dozen times in vain
to breakfast, e enme at last with Robert. The
two men had bright, pleased faces,

*“ Well, mother!” cried Mr. Ayre, “Rob and I
have a grand scheme.  He is to be my vight-hand
man 1 the works. Confidential clerk until he
learns the business, and then junior partner. What
do you say to that? I declare T feel as if a woun-.
tain had been lifted from my back 1”

Rob was standing behind his mother. e pulled
ek her head and kissed her.  She said nothing,
but the happy tears rained down her cheeks.

“I'm gommg to begin all over again,” he whis.
pered.

“Thank God! I kuew it would all come right.”

“ Breakfast ! Breakfast!” cried Mr. Ayre, set
ting to work vigorously, while the children dium
med on their platters.  But Rob stood by his
wother, gently stroking her hand.

* Dear old mammy!” he said, “that was a good
song of yours this morning.”

“Yes, Hetty,” said her husband, “ your voico is
as sweet as ever; but your heart scemed to be
singing to-day, and to good purpose.”—Congrega-
tionalist

We must talk

He

“Now, my son, said a kind mother to her little
hoy, ‘“be tidy ; fold up your night-gown again; I
must have it done neatly.” That little boy has
grown up to be a man. A friend said to him one
day: “ How is it that you get through so much
work as you do?"”  Method, method,” was the
reply.  “1 am now reaping the irnits of my
mother’s lesson—*¢ Be tidy.””

I1as it never occurred to us, when surrounded
by sorrows, that they miny bLe sent to us only for
our instruction—ns we darken the cages of birds
when we wish to teach them to sing?

-—
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8afoly Homae.
BY KMILY ALICE MAUDR,

Poon and mean were the clothes he wors,
As he atood alono at the school.-house door,
f And heard the children sing :
3 Loud and clear their voices rang,
# Sweet were the words the children sang
In praiso of Christ the King.

“Who is Chriat 7" thought the orphan boy ;
.  Why do thoy secem so full of joy
). When einging unto him?
: How I should like to learn that song 1
: I wonder if it would talke mo long 1”
And his eyes with tears woro dim.

Again it is Sunday morniug bright,

The birds sang loud in their delight,
The children ave singing too ;

Amongst them stands the ornhen boy,

His heart is filled with n wondrous joy—
A joy a0 strange and uew,

For as he stood at tho school-horse door,
Despito tho ragged clothes he wore,

He heard a lady say :
* Poor little boy, you may como inside ;
For such as you the Saviour died.”

So ho went to . .00l that day,

And heard thie blessed story twld,
(New to him was the story old)
Of Jesus' wondrous love,
And when he said in his childish way :
*I'll begin to serve Christ to-dny,”
That vow was heard above,

Ere dawned another Sabbath day,
The orphan boy a-dymg lay,
Yet full of joy was he:
And lying on his wretched bed,
T have no fear of death," he said,
*“Yor Jesus died for me.”

And when tho children sang their song

About the glorious blood-washed throng,
White-robed und undetiled,

His spirit passed from carth away,

To dwell with Jesus Christ for aye,
Thrice happy orphan child,

THE EIGHT APPRENTICES.

A¥ old man in Massachusetts, cighty-seven years
of age, recently told a temperance worker the story
gof his boyhood’s days. He was appreaticed to o
good man—a deacon in a Baptist Church. Thero
were eight apprentices who worked for this one
fmaster.  When they had been industrious, and the
work had gone well through the week, the deacon
Yused to give them a treat on Saturdny night. They
must go and wash and dress themselves, and then
Jgo down to the kitchen, and scat themselves on the
settle round the roow.

Then the deacon would say to his wife :

«Well, mother, they have been pretty good boys
this week, and now they may all have some whisky
panch.’

So she would prepare the punch, putting in sugur
and milk and spices, and making it as palatable us
possible, and then he would give it to the boys to
drink. ‘That deacon, doubtless, thought he was
doing the boys a kindness; but, “Of those eight
boys,” said the old man, “seven are in drunkards’
graves.” R

« How did you escape?” inquired the friend to
whom he was teling the story.

“ By using my common sense.  When the weather
was cold in the winter, tho deacon’s wife was accus-
Lomed to come and bring us down a pail of punch
bo the shop, and give us some to drink. I noticed
bhat « little while after I had taken that punch,
| began to feel tived, the hammer was heavy, and
he work went harder.  \When I found how it was,
[ said to her one day—calling her ‘mother,’ as wo
all did :

“ ¢Sy, mother, would you just as soon give me
toffee to drink instead of punch’

“tNo,’ said she, ‘1 would not. I do not want
to go and make coflee just for ono person.’

“CWell, will you do it if 1 will give you ten conts
s week extra?’

“She consented on those terms. And so I let
alone the punch and took the coffec; and I found
that, on drinking the coflee, 1 did not feel so0 ex-
hausted as I did after drinking the punch.”

‘Thus thero was opened a way of eseape; and
while soven of the eight apprentices had gone down
to drunkerds’ graves, this man still lives, at the age
of ecighty-seven, hale and henlthy.

“NOT AT HOME.

Mus. Inoris bud engaged a parlouranaid from
chavitable institution. She was young and had
uever been in service before, but was highly recom-
mended by the matvon as active, cleanly and good-
tempered. She was also truthful, which Mprs.
Inglis thought a very good thing.

In a few days after the servant had entered on
her duties, u knock was heard at the street door one
afternoon when the lady was busy.

“ Not ut home, Mary,” she ealled softly over the
banisters.

The girl hesitated and came up the stairs quickly,
as if sho had not understood.

“Say I am not at home,” repeated the mistress.
“I cannot say that,” was the quict reply.

The lady's eyes flashed, but sho tried to speak
calmly,

“DMary, you must not question my orders. I
cannot see visitors now. They nced not know
whether I am at home or not.”

“But God knows you are, ma’am,” resurned the
girl.

“8how them in,” was the lady’s hasty decision, as
she des »nded to the drawing-room.

The visitor proved to be au old acquaintance, to
whom the whole difference between mistress and
maid was freely told.

“Y shall certainly dismiss the girl,” said her mis-
tress,

“ And if you do 1 shall certainly tako her,” said
the visitor. A girl that fears to do wrong because
God sees her is the very one 1 desire to have.”

The truthful maid did not sufler by the exchange ;
a better home was provided for her.

Children remember the text: “Thou God seest
me.” ‘Try and refer every event of life to him ; do
all as in his sight; then you will be safe and happy.

*IF I COULD ONLY SEE MOTHER!"

“Jr 1 could only see my mother

Again and again was that yearning cry repeated.

“If I could only sce my mother !”

The vessel rocked ; and the waters, chagudl by a
fresh wind, ~layed musically against the sides of
the ship, The .ailor—a second mate, quite youth-
ful—lay in his narrow bed, his eyes glazing, his
limbs stiffening, his breath fading. It was not
pleasant to die thus—in this shaking, plunging
ship; but he scemed not to mind bodily discomfort.
His eyes looked fur away; and ever and anon
broke forth that grieving cry :

«“If T could only sec my mother!”

An old sailor sat by, & Bible in his hand, from
which he was reading. He bent over the yorng
man, and asked him why he was so anxious to se:
his mother, whom he had so wilfully left.

“Oh, that's the reason!” he cried, in anguish.
“I’ve nearly broken her heart, and I can’t die in
peace. She was a good mother .to me—obh, so
good a mother! She bore everything from her
wild boy. And once she said to me: ‘My son,
whet. you come to die, you will remember this !’

“Qh, if 1 could see mother !’

4

Ho never saw his mother. He died with the
yearning upon his lips, as many a ono has died who
slighted the mother who loved him.

Boys! be good to your mother.—Selected.

-

FREDERICK THE NOBLE.

In 1869 the late Emperor Frederick was present
at the opening of the Suez Canal, and afterward
journeyed through Palestine. His diary of the
trip indicates that he—the great, brave soldier and
far-seeing politician—wag a pious Christian of the
evangelical school. Upon viewing Jerusalem from
the “ount of Olives, ho wrote :—

“Only now could I imagine the beauty with
which the Bible connects the name of the holy and
exquisito town; only now I could think how the
Saviour let his eyes rest with sadness on theso
fields and ™ldings, when br accused the inhabit-
ants of not recognizing at th.e right time what was
necessary for their peace. Ivery stranger ought
to go first on to the Mount of Olives, at the time
when thoe sun is yoing down, and then remain o
moment at the ancient trees of Gothsemane—it is
not impossible th-.. they were contemporaries of
the Saviour, as f.o olive tree grows very slowly
and becomes exceedingly old.

“ All my life T shall never forget this first even-
ing in Jerusalem, when I watched the sun set from
the Mount of Olives, when at the same: time that
great stillness of nature set in which at every
othier spot has something solemn ahout it. Here
the mind could turn away from earth and give
itsclf up undisturbed to the thoughts which move
every Christian’s soul on looking back at the great
work of redemption, which had on this spot its
most sublime beginning. The reading of favourite
passages in the Gespels in such a place is divine
service in itself.”

Of his visit to the Church of the Holy Sepul-
chre he wrote :—

“The thought of my wife and children alone gave
me courage, and I thought of them in quiet, hoart-
felt prayer. The whole ground of Jerusalem
scemed to me so consccrated that it is immaterial
to me how much or how little historical likelihood
may spo  for the genuineness of the spots belong-
ing to this Chureh.”

At lebron he remarked in reference to the
Mosque over the alleged graves of Abraham, Jacob
aud Joseph :—

“Only two cork oaks arc shown as contempor-
aries of those patriarchs, and are not far from the
spot of the former grove of Mamreh. On looking
at the spot, the name of which I had so often
heard, I was reminded vividly of my Bible lessons
in my childhood, which were conducted by my first
and highly esteemed master, Godet. How dearly I
should have liked to see him accompany me to the
Prowised Land.”

The affectionate nature of the good Prince was
manifested by many such entries as the following,
written on the Nile :—

“On awaking my first thoughts were with m
wife, I have never spent this day (21st birthday
of the Empress Frederick) separate from her since
we were engaged or married, and to-day it became
especially difficuit for me to accustom myself to
the thought that T must spend still several wecks
away from my family.  Apart from such a feeling
of homesickness, it was not to be denied that the
thought of floating on the Nilo has .omething
pleasing.” :

How incalculable #ie loss of Germany and the
world by the premature death of a monarch ani-
mated by profound piety, gifted with singular
wisdom, trained to statesmanship, determined upon
liberal administration, chivalrous to the enemices he
had to encounter in battle, grateful to his instruc.
tors, kind to ull, and tenderly aflectionate to those
who depended on him for love.—Globe.
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PLEASANT HOURS.

A .
_LESSON NOTES.
FIRSTE QUAKTER.
SEUDIES IN THUE GosSPLL OF MARK.
AD 27 ) LESsON L {dan, 13
A CSAIARH IS T BTEY BN
Muk, )21 30
Gopprs bonr
Ar Lis custom wax, he went
ayhnge gue on tie Sabbatliday .
Ovarine.
1. Ta the Sunagogne, v 2198,
2 I the House, s 24
T 97 A D
Yraer. - Capetnaun,
Eavernasarioss e oo
in Gy Jdewssh town an o

The place
fened 5t

for the rehaous worshup of revhing ciun
tatton, wnd Jostie ien in the Serptwmes,
Hicdooroy Sinpdy s st g T e
unelia puadt O posseased wath adovil g
demomneal possession was o matter of
comtmon hehief, and apparently ot freguont
expetience m those tinus, fo e saon uv—
Perbaps this means todrne them back to
the world ot lost spaate. Hald torn him
That means, had cqticad - paor victim to
suffer & paroxssm of pain.

Tracnines oty Lissos,
© Where i this lesson do we fiml

Ao evanple e atton iz paibshie \\urnhir"

20 An exuple i teaching God’s ward ”

3 A evaupte m bonging trcods to Jesas®

Pur Lsson Cyrrentsy,

1. What creat «hange now occs in the
life of Jesus” He monesd from Nazaeth to
Capernaany, 20 How alid he beam his Iife
m Capernanm®  As lus custom was, ote.
% Who tecogmzed i as the Son of God ¥
Aun entl gt 3, How did he shiow lus
power as the Sonof tiod > He cast out the
demen. 50 Wihat was the offeet upon the
populice®  They sl s fame thiouzh
Coasslie,

Ve BINAL Stauksfion.
o Chust,

UATE s QUiSTIONS,
2 How may dou dovade that daty ¥
Tuto two patts. What we have to be.
Cliess: and what we have to do,
3 Who i< the great Teac o of addigion®
Josns Chnst, the Son of Giad, our Re
deemcr.

The authority

LINSON 11
HPALING OF THI LEFER,
Muark 135 15 Metnory verses, 40, 41
CorLpks IEXT.

Avsoon as e el spoken, immchately
the leprosy sleparted from him, and lie was
cleansed.  Mark 1. 42,

OrTLINg,
L Praying, v. 35, 2 Peaching, v. 36 34,
3. UHealing, v. 40 45,
Tive, 97 ALD,
Prack. -Gablee and towns about Caper-
nanin.
Earasarions =1 solitary place- Some
place adjacent, and amonyg the bills; this
was his ficquent custom.  Came 1 gorth
- Both out ut Capernaum,® and ont from
God to guoa-b the Gospel to all.
leper A von sk with the discase ealled
teprosy, very conunog, very loathsome, awmld
very deadly,  Me waseloansed  was cureld,
Ogler for thy cioandng- “Lhe cevemony for the
_cleansing of the leper isdescribed in Lev, 14
TracHIsGS oF THE Lissos,

Where in thix lescon are we tight—

1. How and when to pray *

2. How to call upon Chast?

3. How we should obey Cluist ¥

Tue Lrssos Caticinsy,

1. Where did Jesus go on the morning
. after the sabbath® T a salitary place to
pray. 2. Who found lan an his sohitude®
Simon, Andrew, Jawes, and John, 3. How
did he answer their wish that he would
return to Capernanm?  Let us go into tue
next towns, 4. \What peenliae prayer did
the leper make to him on this teury If
thou wilt thou canst make me Jdean, 5.
When Jesus unswered, 1 will,” what
happened® ¢ Axsoon as he hiel spoken,”
ete.

Doerrisat, Svacrsiios. —The ®od-man

CATECHISM QUESTIONS,

4. What do you call s religion”

Christianity.

5. Are there any other religions in the
world?

There is only one Divine

A.Doav. jJan. 20

Teacher, and

|

Memoty vetses 3, 20,

ito the !
fauke 4 16,

whae the dews acemblod vn the Sabbath
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Osg or NEIFRots Cizs oX uitooss on
BaLruooniva,

|PREMIUM BOOKS FOR 1889, '

i The followmyg tat of salwable hooks is
Jolleted 1o any subsetiber to the Vagesine,
obl o new, at the prices anuesal, postage

Cpad e -

Hostsr Jons Seantinase, Cloth, 266
pages For 35 cents. 1Retal price 100,

Parn Miceer's Drnesios, Cloth, 292
pages. Fot 85cent« tRetal price, $1LO0
2 FPhe above works e by the Reve o

dackson Wray, whose wrttings ate well

known m Canada,

Tuwroven e Dakk Coxnminear,
M. sStanley. Clath, 312 pages.
cugravings,  For 40 cents. « Retail price
S1.00.

Prssgon's LECTURES AND NERMONS,
Eleventhedition. 373 pages,  Wath steel
portrait.  For 50 cents. (Retail priee,
SLO0.

STRANGE Tarws pnost Hewvenr L, Fst
Serics. By Jobu Aslmoth. Cleth, 46
pages.  For 30 cents. (Ranal price,
S1.00.)

'The Methodist Magazine

FOR 1880.
Volumes saix. and xxxeg 1,200 pages, with
230 Fine Fogravings,
$2.00 A YEAR; $1.c0 FOR 81X MONTHS,

GUARDIAN or WESLEYAN and
MAGAZInZE together $3.50.

W H. Withrow, .0, E.R.S C., Editor.

£ SPECIAL TERMS TO SCHOOLS. Sonie
schoaly bav e takaon 10 Copics tocireulate instead
of Libraries, 13 beitg fresher, and more attrae:
tive. Send for Special Rates.

By Honry

[llustrated Aritcles..

The most conspicuouns feature of the year
will be « series of articles by the Rev. John
Rond, M.A., and others, on

THE LANDS OF THE BIBLE,
illustiated by over 168 fine engravings, many
of them from original pimtographs made for
the great Publishing House of Cassell & Co.,
lmnﬁun. They will give graphio illustra.
tions of Jerusalem, and the holy places
withim and without the city; of Bethany,
Bethlehem, Hebron, Beersheba, Gaza, Ash-
dod, Tyre, Sidon, Sama, the Jordan
Valley, Ging, Shechem,  Nazarveth, Nain,
Tabor, Tiberiy, the Sen of Gablee, the

tic Paunsula, ete, ete. Tt will illustrate
Oriental Nife--ita social, religions and domes-
tie customs, cte,

Another series will potteay the Avchitee
ture, cte., of -

ANCIENT AND MODERN ECYPT,
with graphicillustiationsof Arab Life. Also
an account of recent travel in
CYPRUS, CRETE, EPHESUS, ATHENS,

ud other places in the Levant connceted
ith the history of St Paul,

These series of articles will bo of special
value to every Minister, Sunday-school
Teacher, and Bible Student, and will nlone
he worth the price of the Maguzne,

Many |

Lebanon Ravge, Damascus, Petra, the Sina-

““HERE AND THERE IN EUROPE,"

with many tine engravings of Rome, Mot
ence, Comn, Granada, Cordova, cote,, ote,
‘“THE CERMAN FATHERLAND”

will have cuts of Beadhm, Diesden,  the
Moselle, Hambarg, Mussen, Nutembang
(quaintest city in Fatope), Pragug, ote,

P FLEMISH PICTURES
Wil athusteate: Antwerp, Mechling Ghent,

Bruges, ete. :

|
, -
. OTHER ILLUSTRATED ARTICLES.

CPaies Duesise 100 Bamisries o1 158,
PMoNareiies oF Movare Arnos
y Howe ke s Howgoasn,

Tur Sarr Mines oF Atsna. .
Lotk Sertci ot Lay Bioassey.

OUs ik Ly Py, and

Recrst ProcREss IN Bresos Avias
Tk Wospues or e Yosewrre, and

CPre Swevrvave Reve HughJobnston, B D

Banrooss axp Barntoosisag,
CMissiox Lien axp Lagotie v Ciiag,
L Swass Prerenes,

Ox 11 Yovamounisy,

, Bast INonax Prerenes,
And many others,

- Other Articles.
Amaong the other articles wall be contrihu-
tions from the leadimg witer < of the Moth

aldist Chureh, both «t home and abroad,
The follonang ate alteady wrer mged for,

t Tk Mison Poes oF Mernomss,
I Sevies, By Reve s Willtan,
CTHE ITINERANCY AND THE STATIONING Cow-
MITTFR N oUR MiTnomsy By the Rev,
i e Caman,
[ T Usenvenened Crasses,
CousT Tostors Rencios,
E. Al Stlord, DD,
Ty Docrisg or Histortes, Proaiess,

Secotd

and
By the Rev.

‘mnl Tus Mogar Freeoon or Max, 1y
Mof. Goldwin Sunth,
Recorntertons o Forovro  Mevnonisy,

By the Hon., Senatar Macdonald,
AN Uspriazot s Ciyv, By the Rev, AL
\\.. .\-lullsnll.

By 4. Maedonald Oaley.

Lt s o Bvsoe Aavnea, By B, baned

Cluk
P 1IN GS FROVM SIARESEE AR, NIX Studics,
© by the Rev, S0, Dann,

Tity Dok Gankeny, By Rev, Do Moore,
EsviroNvuesT axd Rentcros, By the Rev,
Jo Meliean, Phy, D,
The Coasser Istasos.

S, Blackstock.
IMPRess1oss oF A RECEST VISIT To GREAT

Brirais, By the Rev. Dr. Stewaat,
Scertrrrnan Housess, By Bishop J. P

Newman,

Contributions way also be expected from
Rev, Chancellor Burwash, Rev, Prof. Shaw,
Prof. A. P, Colcman, Rev. Prof. Wallace,
and others.

By the Rev. WV,

REPRINT ARTICLES,

A sclection of the most impottant articles
of the British Press will be presented, as
Tux Barrie of Bener. By the Right

Hon. W, E. Gladstone.
Tue lagror Trarrie,

Farrar,

Isptax Misstoss, By Rev. Win., Arthur,
And other articles by the foremust living
writers.

SERIAL AND SHORT STORIES.

The use of a smaller but still clear and
logible type will permit a larger develop-
ment of this attaetive departinent of the
Magazue, These stories will be of high-
class literary ment and pronounced religions
i teaching.  Among those of the yeur will be
CDuaxy Muner's Downy, axn

Tue Euorer's Wire, By *“Saxe Holm,”
JusaTnan YEADON'S JUSIIFICATION, AND
Tur Fuiis’s S By Mes, AL E. Barr,
T CoNFESSIONS 0F AN AvTHOR. By the

Rev. E. P. Roe.

Tatrs oF Meraobiss s ThE Brack Cots.

TRY.

And many other attractive features,

By Avchdeacon

1

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
PueprLisngn,
78 & 80 K1xc St. East, TunosTo,

NVineent’s Select Motes on die Internations

Tae Caxunas Cunorey oF e Cor, o M
§ oy s Owan Paper

CBaitish Wakiman

‘ (.‘lli‘h.ln:n's Friend. .....

SUNDAY-SCHOOL
LESSOM HELP

FOR 1889.
PELOUBET'S SELECT NOTES

Svo, cloth, Price Q1L.25.
QUESTION BOOKS, In Three Grades.

Price, cach, 20c g, or 170 cach by the doz.

ALSO,

NN Lessons,

With MAPS, ILLUSTRATIONS, ete.
Svo, cloth, net, 1,25,
QUESTION BOOKS, In Three Grades.

Each 20¢. 17e. cach by dozen,

Monday Club Sermons on the
S. S. Lessons,

12mo, cloth, 81.25.

br. Pentecasts Commentary on the 8.
lessoms for 1889,

350 pages, 12mo. Invalunable for teachers
Paper covers, 50c. 5 cloth hound, $1.

Adviser oo, ceee
Bubwland oL
Band of Hopwe

il
British Waorkwontan e e
Canadian Mmanae oPaper) .., .
Cassell's Magnzine
Chambers's Jow 1l
Chatterbon oo iiiiiiiveinnnn
(Cloth Gily)

" (Clothy.......... e
“ Giley .. L L
Childier's Treasury . ...
Child’s Cotmpanion
Chitfa Own ... L
Cottager and Artisan
Family Friend ... 0L, eees
“ (Cloth)

" Bilyy .. ...,
Friemlly Visitor ..., ...,
.. Clothy ...
" (#3113
Girl's Own Paper . .
" Gilt)....... .
Good Words
Iufante® Maguzine
" Cloth)
" (Gilt)
Leisme How . oo L,
" (161114 RN el
“ tHalf Calfy ...,
Little Folks .. ..
" (Cloth Gilt) ...,
Little Wide Awake. ..
. (Cloth Gilty ... ...
Our Little Menand Women .,
Prize .... ... .
Quiver . ... ..
Routledyge's Boys' Annwat ...
RoutJedge’s Girls' Annual
Sunday
Sunday at Home
" WGilty  ......... ..
" (Half Calfy ...,
Sunday Magazine ............. cees
The Pausy (by Pansy} ......... ves
Worthington's Mumual (Boards) .. ..
“ {Cloth) ... ..
Young Englaml. .. ... ....... Ceien

R e DWW N =IO 0O =+ o .

2

PuBLISHER,
78 & 80 Kixc St. East, ToroNTO.

mly one trie veligion : It there haveo been THE ““ROUND ABOUT ENCLAND" . ere e
many false tcaahbcrs and there are many | Papers will be continued, with many beauti- , C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que. C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que.
false religions.  fulillutrations.  Also I S, F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.S. l S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N. 8.
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