PLEASANT HOURS.

i NELLY'S DARK DAYS

By the Author of * Lost in London.”
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! DRAD AND ALIVE AGAIN.

v It was spring-time again - twelve mouths since
his wife had died.  ‘Yhe hedgerows were swent
with primroses and violets, whoso fresh fragrance
was full of sorrowful memories to Rodney. ‘The
years, which had changed him so muceh, had hardly

- tonched the face of the country.  Bvery step of

the road was familiar and dear to pim.  Here were

tho nut-bushes, whers he and his brothers hand come
nutting i the autumn, when he was » boy ; they
were fringed and tasselled with yellow catking now,

On the other side of the hedge lay the corn-ields,

where they had all gone gleaning together in the

havvest, as happy a tine as any in the whole year

Yonder was the bank where the violets grew

thickest, and where he had been used to seek the

first-scented biossom for Ellen, before they were
married.  ‘The wouden bridge over the shallow

I] brook, whose water rippled round pebbles as bright

as wems, where he hat paddled barefoot when he
was young—Hharefoot like little Nelly, ouly it had

-been sport to him ; the willow teces dipping down

into the st am the cottage-roofs ; but, above all,

the thatched roof of lus own cottage home; all
seemed to him like another world, compared with
the nowsy, busthng, tewpting streets of Liverpool,
where, in those parts to which he had sunk, there
were none but sordid siehts awd sounds of misery.

Oh! if Neily had only lived u youny hfo like hisown!
dle reached the garden gate, and leaned against

it, locking down the lung, struight, nercow walk
which led to the door. It stood open, and the sun

was shining brightly into the hoase, lizhting up for
him the old, polished onk dresser, with the shelves

above, well filled with plates and dishes. A
lavender and rosemiuy bush grew close up to the

[ doorsill, and the bees were humming busily about

them, He coulil hear also the murmur of voices ; the
prattle of a child’s vuico talking gaily within, out
of his.sight. Once he saw Beasio cross the kitchen
to the little pantry, but she did not glance his way,
through the open door: and he lingured outside,
sgarcely knowing how he should make himself
knowia to his mother, who believed he was dead.

Slie camd to the door at lnst—a neat old wotnan,
C“with n snow-white frill round her face, Jooking out
- through her horn spectacles upon her sunny gar-
F-den ; and Rodney, leaning over the gte, stretched
out hi§ hamls towiards her, unable to speak a word,
excopt- the low, muruared cry, *“Mother ! wother 1
which reached bier ears, though they had grown dull
of hearing years ago. )

For a minute or two old Mrs.. Rodney stood still,
anzing intently.at.the motionless figure leaning over
her wicket, and then, aliost in a voice of terror,
she called out loudly, “ Bessie.” And in aninstant
Bessie was at her side, in the doorway, with her
quick, sharp eyes fustened upon him.

* Bessie ! cried Radney, in a louder voice than
before, “I1 was not drowned, as you thought T was,
I've been almost dead in the infirmary, bue T dida't
die. I've come howme now, a changed inan, it you
and wother will tako me in?

Would they take him inf. They conld hardly
hasten to the wicket fast enough, the old womnu,
with her short, uunsteady steps, hanging on to
Bessie’s arm to prevent-hey from being the first to
welcome her son.  She thiew her arms round his
neck, and pressed maiy motherly kisses upon his
hageard face, crying, “ My boy | my boy !” while
Bessio clasped his hand in both her hands, fondling
and kissing it as if it was fimpossible to express her
great nud unexpected glndoess. It seensed to Rod-
ney ag if they were making too much of him, and
forgiving him too freely.  They ought at least to

-hang back a little fiom such a sinner as he.

“Mother,”-he said sadly, “You know all about
my poor little Nelly.”

“Yes, yes, my son,” she answered, X know it

all; but now you've come homo safe and soand,
after we thought you were dead, wo cannot remem-
-lrer all that: Nelly forget it-long ago.”
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AL eried Roduey, with o hieavy sigh.

“ Nelly's bappier thon ever she was m her life,
snid Bossin, *nnd she 1] bo happier now It wav
ool chianze for her 1o bo took away from thore
duty srrects, whete everybody about her was got-
ting drank.  Nhe was novee so well ol as now.”

1 hoow it,” answered Rodney.

*And though the pain was very bal,™ continnad
Besste, sootlunaldy, “she's forgnten at b by now
Blie's never in any pain, and shes angzing
happy as an angel all day long 1 woubdnu fret
ahout thatif T was you. Weve forgot it and now
you've come home agmn, thaugh | wnsg sure and
positive sou werve depwned 1 osabd <o beforo the
coroner  nnd Mr. Rudney, please, 1 followed you to
tho grave.”

Buessie burst” into an hystevieal tit of lnughter

antd sobbing, which she could Lardly conquer, and
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‘she ran back alonz the garden-path, leaving Rodney

and his mother to follow o b.u\\‘l} His mother
was hanging fundly on Jus arm ! and before he eu
tered the cottage he paused and litted his old hat
from his head.

“Please God,” he said, earnestly, “ Tl be o
different man to what 've ever beeu ;) and uay tn
at Inst bring me 1o where wmy poor wife and attle
Nelly are gone ! ”

“Iather!” cried a sweet, childish voice mside
the cottage, a voico he had neser thought to hear
again in this world ; “whete is father, Bessie?”

How he crossed the thieshold, and pasad into
sight of his child, ho could nover tl But thee
was Nelly before his eyes, hes wan, small fuc- un
changed, save for n faint tinge of colour in her
cheeks, and a happy light in hereyes. Rhe was by
ing on a little couch Leneath the lattico-window,
adoll beside hor, and a cup of violetson the window-
sill ; peaceful and happy, with a childish paticnee
and sweetness in her face. Her arms were stretehed
out to him, and her features hegan to quiver with
engerness as he stvod awesstrichen and motioniess,
Bessie drew him to hor side, nnd he fell down on
his kvoees, with Ins aray head vpon the pillow,
while she laid her arm about his neck. e had no
voice to tell them what he had thought duning

thesa terrible months, and. with. what « sho.-k of.

rapture it came over hila to find that his httle
Nelly was still living.

“Come,” said Bessie, in & tone of comforting,
“Jon’t take on so, plence, Mr. Rodney. We never
thought as Nelly would pall tuough at all; and
she’s not in any pain : are you, darling 17

“No,” answered Nelly, pressing her arm closer
abont him ; “are you come home to stay, daddy §”

Still Roduey could not speak, for his thioat seemed
dried up and choked. The child’s voice grew plain-
tive nnd wistful.

“Oh! father.” she said, “you're not going to get
drunk any more, and make Granny, aud Bessie, and
me ull poor and misernble ngain? You've come
back to be good, aren't you, father?”

“God help me!” sobbed Rodney.

“\We're all so happy now,” continued Nelly plead-
ingly ; * Bessie gocs out to work, aud Granny and
me arc alone all day, and at nights we sing, aud 1
learning to read, and so is Bessic.  Aud if you'l
only be good, it'll be nicer than ever.  You didn't
mean to hurt me, T know ; never, did you?”

He could not hold up his head yct, or answer her
in any way, except by his reiterated ery, “ God
help me!”

# 8ee, I've got a doll again,” said Nelly in a gaver
tone, to cheer ldm; *it's all my own, ard it keeps
mé company all day and night teo. The dactar says
1 shall nevér walk and run about like other children,
but I don’t mind that. I don’t wmind auything,
now you’re come howe, if you'll only be good, and
never get drunk, and wake us all poor and ragyed
again. [ shouldn’t like to sce puor Granny like
nother was. You'llnever do that, will you father1”

«“ Hush, Nelly!” said Bessie, as she saw Rodoey
shaking with his sebs, *““hush! Father's come
home to work, and get money for jou: and we
shall alt be happier than ever now.  If God wasa't
going to help him to be good, uow he's trying him
self, be'd have et him be drowued dn the river, and

not brought him back here, to be » plagee o us.

‘There, Mr. Rodney, please get up, and sit dowa on

this chair beside of little Nelly.”
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Roduey diod as shn tohd o, and sat still for a
!tinu'. houdug Nelly's sinall hand Lghtly in lnsown
He could searidy becticove that ot was wot nll ndevam.

In the long, sunny afterneon, with the bees hum
ming nt the Jdoor anl the seent of lavender and
vosemary wif ed in opon every breath of the fresh
sprivg e, Roduey todd them all that had hap rved
to Dty and the great change that had pasacd over
him in the workhouw, and his iterview with dMr
Radford the evernng before,  Then Bessie velnted
to him the lustory of then hives

“Mr Roduey,® <he sadd, * when Jittle Nelly
enmne flying dow i them ateps all ina flnme, T met hee
Just at the bottom, nnel 14 o big clonk on nr waa lent
me by w wounn 1 was friends with, and T wrapped
it all round her, and quonched the fire.  Then n
womnn ns wng in the ceawd shouted, *Take hor to
the Children’s Ho-pital  They 1! do well by her, 1f
she isn't dead.’  Aud I cried out, *Ol! sho s
dead?  And then e and sme nther women car
ried her to tho hogpital, and at st they anid sho
was dead, and then said shed be sure- to die. 8o [
hind to lenve her there, and | camo back to toll you,
and you was gone, and Mrs Sinpson she said she'd
sten you g e ] g off i the dark, and it 'ud be n
good niddnnes af xon never enme back.  And it was
thiee diys af*er they found son-ebody 1 the river
and T w s certionat was von, ared 1 folluwed you to
the churchy vd, me and bolisdy else at atl. And
then I went to the ho pital, and they said thers
was o hittde spark of hope but 1f Nelly hved sha'd
never be gl tor anvrhing And [ <aid, ¢ Never
vou mind  Youumde her hive, and PR take onre of
her after.” Aod then 1 cawe down here, walked
every foot of the wav. and told Mrs. Rodney, and
she sawd, ¢ Bess o s sonn ns that dear chitd is well
enough, her und vou shalt have a home with e’
R0 us snou as Nelly could come we moved down to
this place. aud 1's been hko hieaven to us— hasn't
it, Nelly 17

“ Yeg,” answered the ehild with a quiet smile

¢ But now you're come home as well,” continuad

Bessie, blithely, < it'il be better than ever. 1t was
bad to think of you being diawned. and nover heen
the grod man vou anckr tn hase been  T'moglad
vou've seen Mr. Radiond; and glad you’ve made
iim a promise like me  Aund oh' ['m so glad
you're going to be good and kind again at last,
[ always knew youd hue tlint, if it lindnt been for
drink.”

Tonyg after tho others huud gone to bed, and were
sleeping soundly and peacefully under the thitched
roof, Rodney sat up by the cottage fire, brooding
over his past life and that which iny befors b,
with many enrnest prayers for hght, and strengih,
and help. One thing was certan whatever aother
people might do who had never fallen captives to
drunkenuess, he must never touch the accursed
thing again.  He triembled to thnk of the snares
that would he laid to entrap, and with what wary
and watchful stops he must trend among them.  Ha
could not walk down the village street, or greet
any one of his former friends, whio had believed biwn
dead, without bemng invited, urged and tewnpted to
drink. He could not seek work whers he should
meet with fellow-workmen who would not mock at
the pledge he had taken.  Ho could not even sit
amony sume rehgous prople who would not despine
lnm somewhat for his weakness Whatever he did,
wherever s went, in town or eountry, ho would ba
forced 1to contact with dnunking custons, which
would ussail him feom without ; while within therp
would ever be a treacherous foe ready to betray

hun,  No other sin met with 50 caustaut a tempta-
tion. Yet, on the other hand, hers was hin Jittle

clisld restered to him from the dend; here his
mother, 30 long Woken spirited for him, and with so
few days left which ho could maka bappy ; and
here wus DBessie, constant and fuithful, true to the
prowises sho made, his helper aud example.  Could
he plunge them again into the depths from which
God hand delivered them?l Rodney opened his
mother's old Bible, with the large print which his
own dim eyes necded now, and turning over pago
i after page hie found at last the promise he was
. searching for, nnd sct an indellible mark against it
to luok at m after years: @ My grace is sutficient for
theo ; for my strength is made perfect in weakness.”
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