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[FUR THE PICTORIAL TIMES.]
THE GUARDIAN ANGEL.

Iu still Jone hoturs when the shades are fall-
ling, -

Or when my soul is listless or in pain,
1 sing some low refain,
Some simple rong in woendliss tones reealling
Forgotien things, the phant msof the past,
Forever from me cast,

Aud ns | sing, my thoughts are coming, grow-

o

ling,

Like the recurreut music of my song,
Dwelling ou nothing long

While in my heart 1 note the ebb and owing !
Of subtle fevlings—uow o stinging wrief, .

Aud then a'sweet yelict,

I do not guide these currents of emotion,

1 do but mark their movements as they roll
Within my dreaming soul ;

Like a loue ship adrift aoud the ceman,

My passive mind obeys the thvthmic tlow
Of billows Ingh and low,

One moment a fuir object greets my vision,
Aud my wild strimng eves ae filled with
{tears ;
Oue mowent sudden fears

Of some grim spectre wovk e with derision, ! §€ . . Vi
HiF youdo, you're oft the track. My friend
; herey as well as mysef, can tuke a little

But soon 1 lpmse juto a quicting seuse
Of hunmible pentence.

1t is a middle state of languid dreamings,
And sharp dread memories of our sin,
“ullowedd Iy bopwes serene
A border land of futul arctic gleamings
Betwixt the dazzing glare of hght,
Aud shadows of the might,

I often thought it is the solemn hour,

Aud with uphfted Tods,
Upon our hends exteuds lns gentle power,
Aud in our hearts, o'ershsowed by lis wings,
Murmus delicious thangs.

We know not oft Low near the heavenly

Those Angel pinions waft our wenry soul,
’ How ueas the invisible goal
Aud glimpees of the brows of the Immortals
We stund, 1 those still wowunts when we
. [only seem
In a quivscent dreaw.

O uuseen powers ! To your holy keeping
I here comnut my idle shifung mind,
' As vagrant us the wind,
Andoll my tnhoughts beneath your pinions
{ sleping,
My joy will thus be chastened and wy puin
Be turned 1o juy aguin,

JUHN LESPERANCE.

Me. LEMOINE'S IRULLISE,

—

It was & clear bright morning in Feb- ;

ruary, and three men were gathered
within a well-stocked country store in
southern Louisiuna

The prop:ietor, A-rien Dolin, was
well known and liked in the neighbor-
h:od, and his choice articles were pro-
nounce:l far nbove the average, e peci-
ally his liguors, of whicl le cluimed to
be quite a judge.

On this particular morning he was en-
gnged in sunpling some line brandy,
which he had purchinsed for one of his
best customers, a wenlthy old French
gentleman who resi ied on a pluntation
in the village.

Franci Lemnine, the overseer of the

lnntation, was sitting in the shop nwait-
ing Bolin's leisure, as was also Henri
Cramer, nn old man, who often strayed

“when | gave itto you!

fie eltogether as an encourn

.
into the store to have a chat with his

frivnd Bolio,

“ Now, Mr. Lenwine,” said Bolio,
“you'll please to taste this brandy for
yoursell, and see if you can’t warrant it
for the old gentleman: here's a glass—
pour ofl for yourself, and you, neighhor

Crumer, come ad give your opinion of |

it. See it now,” he added, as e hebl it
up; “see. Cramer, how line, se« how

celearit is! It's from the best vintage in
* Franeo”

“ Ah, yes, we know, friend Bolia."”

Ssaid Mr. Cramer. gazing atie wirth great
Csatisfuct on: ¥itas the pure thing ha!
“hat old French bhrandy.
¢like ity syl

“ llere, drink it, then,” said Bulio,
_smiling, * ivwill brighten you up, neigh-

There is none

Lior,”
The old man to 'k the glass and after

" having partuken of its contents put it

down with a gesture of delight and the

“ewmphatie word:

s Deljcious ! !
“Hal! | knewit!" said Bolio, with

Youwsay? Why, man, you haven't pour-
ed out any! The gl is as drv as

* I Know,” saidd Lemoine, shortly, % 1
don'tintemd to taste it.”

“ Pshaw, man! that’s nonsense: do
vou think | want to make you drunk ?

- Why, it you ever had been in the habit

of drinkmg I wouldn t have offered you
any. | don’t count- nance such things.

. But yor've always been a” sober fellow,

an | this—why 1 only want you to take

ialittie,”?

& Well, there’s many gond people who
never have drank, and who absiain trom
gement to
others,” said Mr. Ciuner; < perhaps Me
Lemoine acts on that motive.”

# 1 don't deserve a place in that
ss, " suidd Lemoine, gravely.

P Nay, triemd Lemoing, - saill Bolio,

severaly, ~do you blame nsas drinkers,

without u-ing it immoderately., You
see¢, Lemoine, the harm is not in the
stufl’itself, it’» in the abuse of it. All
things in mo:lertion, man, 1 say.”
“You re right, as regards yourself,”
said Lemoinve, gravely, ¢ but as for me
it is a different thing | have abused it,

) . - therefore. | will not touch it again.”?
In which our Guandian Angel near us stands, | hit again

“Ah!ah, yes—certain 3, said Bolio,

. thoughtfully, his fuce expressing his

surprise at  Lemoine's
nient,

¢ 1 uppose, * said Lemoine. alter a

acknowledy:

! pause, “that you are astonished to hear
[ portals

tue plead guilty to the ehnrge of intemn

i perance, {or as you have known me for
cuwenty years you have never heard of

me taking tiquor of any kind.”

“You speak truly,” said the two men
together.

“Previous to my coming here,” said
Lemoine :ighing, 1 hwd no such record,
but quite a different one,”

“Al! al ! ejaculated Bolio, as if cu-
rious of hearing wore, but unwi ling to
question him.

“] will tell it to yon. my friends,” »aid
Lemoine, -it wny only a little thing
urged me to amend my ways, the art-
less words of a little child.”

The two men drew up their chairs
and taking out their pipes settled
themselves to listen to their neighbor’s
narrative.

“Twentv years ago,” began Mr Le-
moine, ¥l i led a very ditterent posi-
tion in the world fromn that which I now
oce +py.

*1 was owner of a vast and product-
ive cotton p untation, and blessed wirh
u sweet, loving wile, anmd o Leautiful
little givl, bue alas! cursed with the
evil habit of intemperance that was to
drag me down in the wor d, blight the
happiness of iy fuwmily, wud peril my
own sonl.

“Little Ly listle my wordly goorls be-
gan to grow le-s, my cureless expendit-
wes ano careless manazement brought
their own fruit, snd one cold winter dny
saw my little fumily ho:neless and desti-
tute

% At the Grst renlization of our con-

dition, my heart repented and 1 deter-
mined  to hegna new life and to put
aside  the habits that had been my
ruin.

“The old smile erept hack to my poor
wile's tace, nnd I mysell’” began to look
forward to a life of happiness, but my
o« resolutions were only built upon
sy for 1 el put my trust in oy own
strength mnd failed to invoke God's help
in the straggle. v

“Again [ oyielded to the evil habit,
and the nusery again came to my
voung wife's heart.  The smiie of hope
that  had come bark to her fair  face
upn my temporary reformation, faded

paway into the settled anguish of hope-

less woe. My little laugling givl of

Veight yours. grew  old and  careworn |
ceven e childhood, the wmerry  laugn

ceased  at my caming, and the child
that had onee vun gleefully forward to

wroet me, shrank away  from me afraid

of my strangely n tered appearance,
“fsaw it all alterward though I saw

H tit not then, but  afterward. memory
gratified look ; * but Lemoine, what do |

brought Lack the seene with eruel dis-
tinetnes , searing wmy brainwith the vi-
vid pictures.”

For a while Mr, Lemomme paused as
il overcome, and his two sympathetie
listeners wiped a tear from themsel-
ves,

“ 1 remember,” continned Mr. le-
moing, * how day Ly day my younyg
wife's face beeane more pulid and wan,
and her step more joyless and sad. 1
remewbered how her eyes that had
been wont to we eome me with raptu-
rous glanee, woulld shrink fron meet-
ing mine as if foaring to read therein
the trath she dreaded. And her hand
wou d tremble as she lal e in, her
hand that had been p'aced =0 trastfully
in mine at the altar rail.  Oh, feiend-
how it alt eame back when I beheld her
white face in the cofline Then | felt
the wret chedness 1 had made for her,
the doom 1 had laid upon her Lfe.

%t was on asummer day when they
buried her, Al! gladly would I have
endured any tort .10 to repoiv the pain
[ hadd inflicted upan my wife, hut 1 knew
the strongest wishes of love were
powerless to bring back to life her
whose heart 1 hud so mercilessly
broken.

i 3o, not with repentance bnt misery
in wy heart, [ watked out to her grave
which was situnteild in 2 conntry ceme-
tery. ajrining the hotel which we culled
‘home.’ :

“ 1t was the evening after the funeral
anrl 1 felt very glonmy, unconcerned as
to y child, and reckless of the pust
and future.

“The twilight was filling as I neared
the lonely spot in which my wife was
buried. A tall tree standing at the
head of the grave partly hud it from my
view as L npproached, und it waus only
when [ stood beside the newly made
mound that I discovered 1 was not
alone. Kneeling, weeping beside the
wrave was iy little girl, wrieving with
an inten-ity few children feel save
thase whom adverse cirewmstances
force jrematurely into the stern sor.
rows of life.

» Unconscious of my approach the
little one sobhied on, amd between the
puau es of her childish prayer 1 caught
the half articulnted wonls:

¢ 0h mamma, mamma, pray for
papa that ke won't get that way any
more.’ :

% The few words had told it all, told
how deeply that fear had sunk into the
child s hewrt, and I felt keenly the
-luune those little lips had mvolunta-
rily hen. edd upon y head. A drewud
lest perhaps she should be taken from
e, and a stronger feeling of | arental
love strged within my hearte L crept
up 10 her,

“ Hush, * T snid, # don’t ery so much
but let us ask God to help me keep my
good resolution, and there, friends, be-
side that grave with my little angels
Itondd clus. ed in mine I promised God
never to yield to intemperance, and
that is why [ avoid even tasting of what
might lead meto tempiation,

“ You aro right, Lemoime,” said Bolio

carnestly, * amld yon have had your re-
waurd 3w happicer faced young woman
than your daughter would be hard to
lint.’

# And with Tleaven's help U'll never
bring n shitdow to her sweet face, but
aly, i1 had only bro wght the joy to her
mothers heart belore she died !

EGLANTINE,

>~ o -

Carrary Avorenrs W, GREELY.

Lieut. Greely is the newly appointed
Superintendent o' the Mercorvlogical
Burean, Washington. lis scientitic
fiune rests on his Arvetic explorutions
in the illfated “'votens’ . ’

o

IMPROVED TEXT.

The accompanying engraving illus
trates a tent, which is the invention of
Mr. Merritt 1% MeKoon, of El Cajon,
San Diego Ca., California.  As the door-
way is placed at the centre of one side,
the trunks or cots can be placed cross.
wise of the tent, and near the ends and
end poles, therchy econamizing room
in the centre of the tent, where it is
most desired. This middle rrom can be
occupicd by table, chest, chairs, ote.
The half-diamond  shaped ends form
valuable * stow way? places, or they
can be eortnined to firm separate
apartments when necessary, Tho cen-
tre or point seam on each end is rope-
bound and brass linkell over end pole
iron spikes st the top of the tent, whie
the lower end of this vope is left loose
for abo it 20 inches heyoinnl -the tent,
to becket over ten pin tightly or loose-
Iy at will, as dry or wet weather requi-

res. 'Thisanchors the tent firmly and
solivly, and insures its standing dorin
tlie most severe gale. The angular roof-
ing or awning over the doorway i« of
groat value 5 us either one or both
of the door flups can be attached to
thesides of the uwning at pleasure,so as
to ob«iruct the entrance ol sun, rain.or
windl when desired, a most agreenble
shelter is provided. The tent presents
a neat and most nttractive appearance,
and is as well adapted for lawn or sea
shore usc as for actual hard camping ser-
vice.

———p e

I7 is nstonishing how much scorn, in-
dignation ancl conte.upt a woman can
put into two worss. ' you do not be-
lieve it just listen while she sp-uks of
someo ono she dislikes us “that man.”



