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PLEASANT HOURS,

5.

3" policemtit’s lnmp turned full ugoh him, as
iWor closetl the door. 1o crindlet into his hole,
w down upon the straw ; but he could uot
For the Tnst threo eeks e had onjoyud the
- of & clenn bind, in o cell which ho had shared
B .uulforth, nid hig thoughts went ‘buck re-
Bl (o the jail.  As he tossed to and fro, the
of Dnuier cine ek hygain to his mind :
Mmihty ean crush you as I crush this
Whoe could tell but that he might do it
v nivht, while ho lay alone in the horrible
¢! He hnd novligue iden that death would
the last of him, but smniethiiid more terrible
B v, God hiid been counting tip bis sins,
Bt e them into o book, ever sinde ho was
B ol o was goilg to Judds Him for them.
B v wlitt a judge was, Well, he would
B 11 his sins as fast us he could, und he would
N read andl serite, if that would picify Ged.
iy wished he could get somewhere out of
- it for a little while, until e could make
BB more fit to meet Hisiful efe.
B Banner snid God toild alieays seb himn; and
i uot only sec the outside of hini, ithich
W8,uld sce, but lo could lodk ito his very
and search out all the wickedhess which was
there. He knew what he was thinking of
B woment.  ITow could he sleep if God’s oye
Sboking ut him through the black Uatkness?
i God would speak too, as ho spoke to Sanuiel
3~ was asleep.  How fearful it wolid be to
gBoil's voice in %o dead silence! )
o started up in a fever of affright, and stared
N8 blackness about him, till & myriad of little
@ of brightuess, which gave no light, seemed
ce before his eyes; atid his straining ear
B the distant rolling of wheels along the street
 passed the end of tie alley.  With a mut-
ath, and a quicker thuobbing of the heart
Wl thought that he had beeiv swearihg again,
B back upoti hig stridw bbd; and before he
vare of it he fell into an uneasy slumber,
was haunted by horvid drenms.

(Z'0 be contirtdléd.)

% THE HAVOC OF DRISK.

ik Brake, in an address before the New
(atholic Total Abstinence Ussioh, narrated
aing, illustrative of the awful havoe made
B drink i —

vioooh @ missigh, some years ago, in n

SN
4 AEewuring town in Fogluud. 1 was preaching
Sl ery evening; and a man came té e one

. after & sermon on this very subjeet of
He cune in, a fine man—u strap-
R lthy, intellectual looking man; but the
dmost burning in his head, and whs glassy.
Aie vl was furvowed with prematare wrinkles.
¢ was steel gray, though the nian as com-
-1y voung. He was dressed shabbily—
¢ o shoe to his feet, .Llh'ouﬁhk it s a wet
I cnme to me excitedly, after tle sermon.
i exeiteniehit had soitibthiig fir it. e told
history.,
1t kuow,” he said, ¢ that there is any hope
hut still, as I was listening to thé'sermon,
st speak to vou,  IE Tdoit’s spehl: to some
- et will bieak to-niglit.
aty years before, he had pinassed in trnde
the isand pounds, or one hundred thousand
He had married an Irish givl—dne of his
« ind creed—yding, Bcﬁuti?ﬁl, and accom-.
Ho had two Sons and one daighter—n
He told te, for 4 &ertain tithe every-
enton well. - . T

sy

my business began to neglect the.

frot, and lost her health,
paupers, sho sickened and died.
snid, ‘the day that she died. I sat by her bedside,
I was drunk when she was dying.’

‘¢ The sons 1—what became of them ¥’

“¢Well, he said, ‘they ave mere children. The
eldest of them is no more than eighteen—and they
are both transported ag robbers to Australia, )

“¢] sent the gitl to school, wherd she wis well
dducated.  She cume lhome to me when she was
sixteen years of nge—n biautiful woman. She
was the one consolation I had: bubt I was drunk
al).the tinte,

“¢Do you ask me about that girl? he said.
“Whitt beeame of her?  And, as if he was shot,
dowir he weit, with his heatl on tie floor. ¢ God
of heaven! Gotl of henven| Slic is on the strbst
to-night—a prostitute I’

“The monicht N 5aid that word he ran out, I

wertt after him. <Ol nol Oh, no! he said;
‘there id 1ib ntercy in hénven for me. I left my
child on tU§ street I
“ Ho wetit ateny, tursing God, to meet & drunk-
aid’s dettth.
“He hatl gent a bivkén-hearted wifo to thie
grdvd ; he sent hig twd shlls to perdition ; ho sent
his only daugltér to a licihg hell ; and then he
died, Blasphemiiid God.”—Nat. Fremperdnce Adut.

DON'T WRITE THERE!
* Dox't write all over your cléan slate, George,”
cried Mary, his elder sister, whd was prepaving to
give him his French dictation.
“Qh, it doesn’t nmtter; it will all rub out!”
answetred the boy.
“Dan’t write theve }” said a father to Hib son, Hs
he saw him writing with a diamond tjoti tlie
window pane.
“Why not, father?”
“ Becauso you can’t rub it oiit.?
Now, ntany boys and girls fancy that thieir (inys
are like clean slates; that whateici they write on
their hours and moments, by theit words and
adtions, can be rubbed ont.
That is a groat mistake. Did it never occur to
you that you are daily writing what will ilevir Fub
out? I fancy, if you really believed it you would
live very differently. The bther day ydi mude n
rude speech to your mother, It wrote itself upon
her loving hemt, and gave her wuch pain.  She
feels it thers now; and it hurts her whenever she
thiuks of 1t.  You can’t rub it out!
You wiluspered an evil thought in a school-
fellow's ear one duy. It wrote itself on his mind,
and led him to do a wicked action. It is writtéb
there now ; you can’t rub it out!
You told your friend a story you heatd alous
another girl at school ; she listened, helieved; and
treated the girl with tudeness and contempt.  Now
you wish you hud never ropeated that idle tittle-
tattle, which you feel sure 15 not really true; but
sou cannot undo your words; they are imprinted
on that friecnd’s memory. They won't rub out !
Oh, that falsehbod—how it has burnt its record:
into your life t—thut passionitty reproach you ance
used to the brother who lids now in the smiling
daisy-édvered church-yard, and which you would
give worlds to recall!—the ntter speech you gaid
to your bister; in scalding words. of angry scorn,
which she never can forget! They cannot be
rubbed.out ! .
When will you learn to vedse writing what can-
tiot Lo tubbed ont

lasy’ ho snid, *I had the misfdrtune to

begin to drink ; neglected my Uusiness—and then
“iMy wifo saw poverty coming, and began to

At last, when we wort
I was drunk,’ lio

kindness of hef Hart Hith prohiptd lick 5 issub

never tuly thitm out ! Tho blood of Jesus can blo
them out. Do you not long for him to do it
Heo will if you ask Hiifi to,

o

'"he Right Sort of Boy:
Hine's to the boy who's not affald
To do his share of work ; .
Who dover is by toil disshayed,
And never tries to shirk.

Thd bdy whose heart is bitive to meet
All lions in the way,

“’!lo's not discoritaged by deféaf,
But tries avtother day.

The bay who alwa$d titans to do
The very best heenft §

Who always kecpd thy right ih view,;
And aims to be a man.

Such bbys as these twill grote to bo
THe ten whostt h&ds will gnide

The fulure of our lirid ; arid wa
Shall sptaki thélF narmes withs pride.

All hodour to the boy who is

A midn at heart, I say ;
Witose logend on his shiold is this,—~
4 Riglit always wins the day.”

STEALING RIDES:

mtka a practice of catching on behind street eabs,
or omnibuses, ahd stealing a ride to their homes, or
as farin thdt direction us they safely can.  There
did thosé latfér boys who get on the railroad trains
and dodge the collectors, B¢ Who st the turnpikes
aiitl evdde the payment of tolls.  Tir our liearts we
despiso such actions, und feel that the boy who
tibes suth things degrades himself,

Are there sothe in the Clluteh who thiis demean
themsclves? We speak not of the poot. It us
muke every poor man feel that his small contribu-
tion to the expenscs of the Church is as lurge in
God’s §ight, and as highly estetmed; as the rich
mon's farger gift. But we arg thiltking of those
who have enough of this woild's goods for comfort-
able living, and yet they evade the paving of their
share in tlié support of the Gogpel. Whilo they
spend haif-n-crown a week on tobuteo, they promise
the stdwards, perhaps, sispence a week for the
Lord’s woik.  When the collection for foreign
missiohs, or etlucation for the ministry, 15 made,
they drop it & threepenny-picce.  When repaivs
are heciled on the church buildints, thes evade the
lenders, or (if they subscribe) ire cateful to be
very slow i paying.

Is it any Uttter to hang on thus at the rear of n
chureh, trying tb get the benedits of its worl. with-
out ayiitg, thitd to steal d ride o the tate eud of
a street vehicle?

A BABBAROUS ¥ASHION.
“Itis better tb be out 8f the oild thai out of
the fashion;” says a foolish proverh. When o
fashion is gootd and useful it nuly be well to follow
it, but thers aré some fashions Wilich are neither
good nor useful; and thétefote they ought not to
be sanctiontd -or fidopted by strisible peoplt. One
of tlio burbarous fashions is tho wearing of Uirds bu
hats and bonnets. THd ildtner of prefitring them

s druel; and theiefore kind-hearted girls and women

ought tb reftise to aid in cencouraging the fashion
which makes thé cruelty necessary.

# Lontlon paper §0ihs “timd nub ahhbunced thn
Quoen Victorin dbsighéd issuiiif i proclimatioh
cenisuritig this barbarous practice, as she strongly
disapproves of it. Wo hdlidlic tlid Quden f¥r the

Bo carcful ! All.your bad thoughts, words, and

such a detrde to her subjects.
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