PLEASANT HOURS.

¢ YOU'RE JUBT AS'BAD, RVERY ONE OF YOU |”
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' TAﬁmxe'?xigfgﬁ})ﬁrg;éaid it ;wsaiA mystery how

- the Reddeéyd Tived“far’the next three montlis, for
r 'Rodney was away for days together, only coming

v home now- and-then-daring- his sober intervals— |
- - but it was no mystery at all. The wondroys kind.
”» ness which.the poor show:.to'the podr wag.at, work.
v I for them. Mrs. Rodney -neéded- Jittte food ; and
y ; Nelly: was:-always: welcome: to -share, the stinted
¥ imeals in any house near at"hand: Every day at
¢ dusk:Bessie-came- in;snd Sfshe-hadbeen lucky in.
3 selling her flowers or friit’ in' the 'streets, she did

not fail to bring “some.Emall; cheap’ daipty with:
her to tempt the sitk wouinn’s.Appetite. So the
Fdeoth. .of the winter .passed .by,and {he spring
fdrew near, with its. Easter week, of; lioliday and
sladngssjl .y PRI S T f Pl ! Lo ;

~ It was the day béfore ‘Godd Lriday, when
Rodney was returning, with. lagiing “steps and 3
heayy heatt,-to his wretched home, after an pbsence.
of several days. = Every nefve in ‘his:body was.
jarcing,.and. gvery licb.achied. He cquld:scarcely
Jfclinib. the: nierow and steep staircase; and when
he reachied ~his'door lia wits obliged to lenn against
it, breathing havdly.after the iexprtion, 1% scemed
s ety silent “within—awfully still and gilent. He,
it, {MRistencd for Nelly's chatter,” or-her mother’s cough,
whichi'Rid soulided inoessintly-Tnhis-crrs-before he
;‘[d“!eﬂfl;:gl'\: $ bt ‘thed :nio"breath,or whisper
to be tieard! “Yet. the door yiélded readily .to. his
touch, and with faint and weary feet hecrossed the
threshold to find the room cmpty, -«

vo (MR It was his first impression that-it was enipty ;
ty . bng,iy}jgiih_é‘.]og!éed rolind again with:his. dim, red’
at |IEEEeyes, whose sight was failing, they fell upon one
e [ awfulioccupunt :of the- desolate rosmn.  Even that

i had crossed the floor, and laid his hand upon’the
R strange object resting upon the old bed—the poor,.
[ rough shell of a cotlin, which- the parish had pro-
vided Tor his “wife’s burial. Shé was not in it yet,
B but. lay-beyond it—in its shirdow ; her white; fixed.
Iace, very hollow.and rigid, at rest upon the pillow;.
and--her wasted, hauds: crossed upon- her breast..

XY a1

Thave been'in sowe other and happicr life, amd he

XK one he.could. not.discern. all..at once, not till he |

her for the grave, and a white ecap covered her
gray bair; while between her hauds. -on the
heart that would bLent no move—Bessie had
lnid o bunch of fresh spring violets,

Rodney sank down on his knees, with his
arms stretched over the coflin towards s dead
wife. Somo of thie deep, hurd lines hnd vanished
from her face, and an cxpression of rest and
peace had settled upon it, which made her look
more like the girl he had loved and wmarried
twenty years ago, How happy thoy had been
tien! And how truly ho bad loved her! If
any man had told him to what a wretched
end he would bring her, ho would have usked
indignantly : *Am 1 & dog, that I should do
this thing?”

The twilight ¢ame on as he knelt there, and
for » few minutes the white’ features looked
whiter and more ghustly before the darkness
hid. them from him, Then the night fell 1t
seemed nore terrible than erer now—this
stillness in the room which was not empty.
His wind wandered in bewilderment. Homust
get mething to drink, or he should go mad,

There -was«othing in the room of any value
—ha knew that; yct thero was ouve thing
might give hiui the means of gratifying his
quenchless drouth. He knew a man, serving
at the counter of one of the nenrest spirit-
vaults, who had a love for flowers; and thoro
was the bunoh of gweet violets withering in
‘the dead hands of his wife. For a minute or
two the miserable drunkard’s brain grew steady
and clear, and he shuddered at the thought of
thus:robbing the dead; but the better momunts
passed quickly away. The sceut of tha flowers
brought ‘back to his troubled mniemory the
lanes and hedgerows where he had rambled with
ber, under the showery and sunny skies of Apri),
to gather violets—so long ago that sureiy it must

wust have been another and a far better man
Stil), underneath the surface of these thoughts,

face and hands ; and his skin crept ut the thought
of touching, with his hot hand, the deathly chill of
the corpse: The flowers were. there ; hut how was
'ho to snutch them away from the frigil grasp
which held thewm.without feeling her fingers touch
his? But the paugs of his thirst. gathered force
from minute to. minute, until; overpowcred by them,
he stretched out his feverish and trembling hands
across the coffin and laid. them upon the dead hauds
of his wife. The.cold struck through him with an
icy, chill that he would never forget, but he would
not. now fail in his purpose. He loosed the violets
from her fingers, and rushed away from the place,
not daring %0 pause for an instgnt till he had reached
the gin-pulace.where he could sell them.

Rodney had not.left ‘the houso many minutes:
when Bessie Dingle entered it, shading with her
band a candle which she had borrowed from a
neighbour. She stepped softly across the room,
and Jooked down. with tearful eyes, upon her friend’s
corpse. The hands had been disturbed, and the
flowers were:.gone. Bessie started back for an
instant with terror, but guessing. instinctively
what had happened, and whither the miser:ublo man
had -gone,;she -drew- her shawl over her head and
-ran down the strect-in the direction he had taken.
She had fo: peep.into.thred or four gin-palaces

and slowly: draining the last few drops of the
dram -he had bought. Bessie did not pauso in
her hurried steps, and she threw herself half across
.the counter, speaking in.clear and eager tones:
“You don’t know where those villets come
from,” ;she cried, He’s taken em out of the hands
.of his poor, dead wife, where 1 put’em only this
afternoon, becauso she loved me:-so, and T thought
they’d be buried with her. 1 think she knows
what he’s done, I do. Her face is gone sadder—
ever so—since I saw .it. this afternoon ; for he's
stolea. the posy from her, I tell you, and she’s

cord.

before she found lim, lolling against the counter, |

“Doad 1" he exclauned.
n dead wotnan to e "
“Ayel” said D sie,
loving him to the vers last; and teding e, when
she could hardly spenk - ¢ Take care of him
And ho goes and robs ber aof 1
That's what y -

cary of him!’
only thing T could give hwe!
make of o man,"” sho continued, more and wawe
cagerly; “you give it drnk til) there 1.t a
brute beast as bad ; and he was a kisd man to
bogin with, I can tell you 1" :

“ Vs his own fault, my gir),” snid the man, . o
“1¥0 comes here of lus awa ac
We don't forve him to come”
“But you do all you cun to 'tice him i’
“Tf it wasn't standing here s
handy, and bright, nnd pleasant, ho wouldn’t comn |
cin. Thero's sometlnng wrong somewhero, or Me .
Rodney 'ud never Lo like that, or do such a thing
And when T was
a litlle girl he jumped into the river after me, and
saved my life.

“You're just as bad, overy one of you,” she
cricd, turning to the onlookers; “you take the
bread out of your cluldien’s wouths, aud thats us
bud as stealing vilets from your poor, dead wife
doesti’t do her-uny real harm § but you starve, mnl
pinch, and cheat little clnldren, and it harms thew
Nono of you have any cail tu

paaifying tone.

answered Bessio,

as that, I know.

every day they live,
throw stones at him.”
She thrust lier way through them, and was lead
ing Rodney to the door, when the num behind the
counter called to her to take away the flowers
“Do you think 1’d take ‘e from such u pluce as
thist No, no! keep ‘em and carry 'om howee,
and tell cverybody you sea what your customers

will do for drink. I'd sconer cut my fingas off

*xtrarght

100k at hing!

than touch them aguin”

The cournge her agitation had given her was
well-nigh spent. now, and she was glad to get

Roduey out of thoe place

“Hush!" sho smd, *hush)
you counldu’t halp it, and she loving you so to the -
‘If ho'd only pray

his purpose strengthened steadily to exchangy the . very Inst minute of hier life
And then, just be-

fresh, sweet flowers for one draught of the pmson | to Goud to help him,’ she said
which was destroying bim—he koew it—body and | fore she was going uway, she said, ‘Bessie, you
soul. But the darkness had grown so dense that take care of him and Nelliz’  And I'm going w do
he could not, with all the straining of lus be-!it, Mr. Rodney. You sived me onece, and T'm
-dimbid’ eyestrace- the white outline of the dead , going to tiy to save you now, if Godll only help
we. It shan't be for waut of praying to him, 1
Ob, if you'd only give it up now at
once, hefore you get worse and worse 1"
“]1 ean't be any worse,” moaned the drunkard
“Not much, way bg” said Bessie,
“You went and stole Nelly's doll for drink, and
mow you've stole the vilets, DBut you might be
dead, and that’s worse, Perhnaps, if you go ou ag
you are, you'll bo dead in & very little while.”
“ X wish 1 was dead,” ho groaned.
“Why!” exclaimed Dessie, in a tone of s
* And then you could never undo the
harm youve done to poor little Nells, that you
love 8o, I know, in spite of all.
think of Nelly, and think of God you wouldnt -
get drunk again, I'm sure.” :
“X never will again, Bessio!
again !” he repeated fervently.
aside as hie was about to turn into his own room .
“No,” she said, “you couldn't bear to stay n
thero nlone all night—it "ud Lo tao much fur y.u. ’
Mrs. Simpson, as is tkany care of Nelly, i loo -
you sit by her tire, and I'll go and stay in syeur
bouse. I'm not afeard «at all.
—you, and Nelly, and me. Wo're gomng to lury
her in the mornming, and I'd like to sit up with her
the last night of all.”
Before long, Rodney was seated by his neigh-
bour's fire in a silent snd very sorrowful mood,
with Nelly leaning agaiost him, her arm round his
neck, und her cheek pressed against his.
quite sober now, and his spint was filled with
bitter grief and a senso of iutolerable degradativn,
He loathed and abhorred himself ; cursed his own
sin; and the greed of the people who lived upon
it. If the owners of thess places of temptatian
could hear the deep, nnutterable curses breathed
against them, their souls would be ready to: dio
within them- for their own min, and the terrible

nssure you.

tonishment.

shane of it.

* Come straght from
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Don't go to say !
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I never will
Bessio drew him

S]IO loved us utl we i
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> iEEEThe néighbours<bad furnished their beat to. dress |lying dead ! 7 . (T'o be continued.)




