PLEASANT HOURS.

Fathor and Daughtar.

With gradual gleam the day was dawn-
Ing,
Some lingering stars were soen,
When swung the garden gate behind

us—
He fitty, I fifteen,

Tle high-topped chaise and old ray
pony
Stood walting in the lune;
ldly my father swayed the whip-lash,
Lightly he held the rein.

The stars went softly back to heaven,

The night-fogs rolled away,
The rims of gold and crowns of crimson
Along the hill-tops lay.

That morn the flelds, they surely never
So fair an aspect wore ;

And never from the purple clover
Such perfume rose before.

O’ar the hllls and low romantic valleys
And the flowery by-roads through,

1 sang my simple songs familiar,
That he might sing them, too.

Our souls lay open to all pleasure,
No shadow came between ,

Two childrer busy with the!r leisure—
He fifty, I fifteen.

AS on my couch in languor, lonely,
1 weave beguiling rhyme,
Comes back with strangely sweet re-
membrance,
That far-removed time.

The slow-paced years have brought sad ;
changes,
That morn and this between ;
And now, on earth, my years are fifty,
And his in heaven, fifteen.
—Atlantic Monthly.

NEMO

R
The Wonderful Door.

LY THE ACTHON OF « CURLISTIES OLD
ORGAN.”

CHAPTER XII.—Continued.

In the dead of night, wit: the greatest
sécrecy, the bables had been changed; a
little white coffic was made for the body
of the gardener's child, and it was taken
to Enrland with those of poor Mr. Nakley
and his young wlfe, and was buried with
them at Everton in the family vault,

The gardener, who was a thoroughly
dishonest man, had been dismissed from
his situation for robbing his master, and
e was quite willing to undertake the
charge of the caild, when he heard how
large a sum would be paid to him as
hush-money. He and his wife, there-
fore, with the great bribe in thelr
pockets, left the place immediately, tak-
ing the poor little baby with them. Be-
fore they left, Mark asked +what name
was to be given to the child: and his '
master safd, “ Nemo: for that meant no-
body., and he was to be nobody now.”
Whether he sald this in jest, or whether
he really meant the chila to have the
name, Mark did not knmow, but he re-
peated what his master had said to the
gardener’s wife, the night before she left
the town. He did not ask her where
she was golng, nor did he care to know. -
But before she set off he gave her some
clothes for the child, which the poor
dead mother had prepared for it.

Not long after this, Mr. Oakley’s father,
the old Master of Everton, died, and Mr.
Gilbert Prescot went to take possession
of his ill-gotten astate. Mark had left
his service some time before, for he was
now a man of means, with a yearly in-
come so0 large that he could afford to live
like a gentleman.

But his prosperity did not last long.
The fatal day came round, and the Lribe
was pald a second time: but only a
month afterwards AMr. Gillbert Prescot
was struck dead by lightuing, and wert
to give in his guilty account to God. .
Mark was now left with the burden of a .
fearful secret resting on him, and with
no possibility of any further gain from
it He travelled about Europe for a
time; he went to the foreign gaming-
tables, in order, it possidle, tv inci .ase
his hoard, but instead of inzreasing it
he lost everything, and returned penni-
less and beggared to England. He was
miseradle and in despair.

He took another situatiev robbed his
master of some jewels, flec n the night,
and had been in hiding ever since, an
outcast and a2 homeless wanderer. His
conscience had been very uneasy, yet to
the end he had hankered after the money
bo had lost. He aad haunted Everton,
with the idea of revealing his secret to .

!
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the present owner, in the hopo of ob- '

taining from him a “ribo to hold hls
tongue; but the more he hung about the
place, the more he Ulecame couvinced
that those In possesslon were far toc
honourable to entertain the idea of dis-
honesty; he felt persuaded that if ho told
them the story, they would make it pub-
lie at once.

Whilast he was wandering abtout in this

miserable atate, one night, on the lonely |

tnoors, he had seen their caravan stand-
ing by the heather. lLooking in, and
hoping to tind shelter till morning, ho

+

had heard the name Nemo, and had scen -
tho ittle boy. so like his father that ho .

had felt convinced that he was Indeed
tho sume child. Yet what course to
teke he 2id nct know—he could not re-
solve; all he could determine was that
he would not lose sight of the child—ho
would discover how and where he could
oe found If he wanted him.

Ho loft the .

dog, which he had called Nemo after the -
child, and he left the ring. which be had .

taken from the poor dead father's Gnger,
and which tore the initlal's of Nemo's
grandmother, to whom it had belonged.
He thought that by this mecans he would
be able to discover Nemo, even I{ he
should lose sight of him for a time. He
also followed him to the town, and found
out where he was living, and at length
he determined to get possess.on of him—
to get him entirely in his own hands;
and then, after extracting from luim a
promise of reward, he intended to ste
him righted and put into possession of
Everton.

But fliness bad come on, and death
was near; and now Abel must do what
he had meant to do. He must at once,
without any delay, fetch the clergyinan
and a magistrate, that he might teil his
tale to them, and might kand over to
them letters from his master, Mr. Gilbert
Prescot, and other papers in his pos-
sesston, which would establish Nemo's
clain before any judge in the land.

The clergyman and magistrate were !
the woods Iu spring

accordingly summoned, and heard che
whole stery; and when they had read
the papers, they assured the dylng man
that they would have no difficulty in ob-
taining for the child his lawful rights
and possessions,

When they had gone, Mark turned
over wearily on his plilow, and called
for Nemo.

* Knock again, Nemo,” he whispered.
* Knock again.”

Ang little Nemo knelt by his side, and
prayed—

“Oh, lord, open to him! he does
want to come inside; forgive him all his
sin, for Jesus Christ’s sake. Oh, do not
turn Lim away ! let him enter now.”

And even as Nemo prayed the soul of
the strange man passed away.

That afternoon Abdbel and Nemo were
driven back in the high cart to the town,
and put down at Amos’ aoor. The dug.
which bad lain by his dead master’s side
till the cart was about to start, followed
them at Nemo's call, and went up with
them to Amos® attic.

It was a glad surprise for the old man
when they came in together, Abel and
Nemo hand in hand, and the dog bound-
ing in front of them. Amos was re-
Joiced that Abel was better, and his jor
at seefug the child again was more than
words can say. But when, after telling
Nemo's strabge story, Abel went on to
say, ** There's another thing, Amos and
Nemo, tbat 1 want you to know, and it
is this. I've been a long time about it,
but I've got up to the door at last., and
I've knocked, and I believe he has let me
in
old map fairly broka down.

“I've prayed for it for years,” he safd,
between his sobs of joy, **and it's come
at last.”

And Nemo put his arms round Abel's
neck, and whispered—

“I am so glad, Abel! Now we shall
always be together—you and me !

It was not long before Nemo's clalm
was satisfactorily proved before the pro-
per authorities. The clergyman and
magistrate who bhad received the dying
man'’s testimoay undertock the whole
business, and greatly relicved poor little
Abei's mind by doing se.

When the Charlesworths, the family
who were {n possession ot Everton, heard

and honouradbly. They made no at-

Then, when he heard this, the -

!
l

Abel had loved him when o one clao’
loved him, he was his own dear father,
and he would never, never feranke him.
Hut Abel was decldedly on the other
ride, and he was firmy as a rock fn his

opinlen.  Nemo must go to Everton; he
must bde trained, and cducated, and
brought up to the position which ho

would have to fill He must forget his
vid surroundings, and begin nn entliely
now life. Still Nemo wept and sobbad,
and declared he could never leave his
foster-tather.

But kind Mrs. Charlesworth, when sheo
nheard of the chlld’'s trouble, saw w way
out of the difficulty. There aas a lttle
cottage in a plantation not far from the
Hall, which was empty. She woull fit
It up and furnish it, and make f{t com-
fortable for the Mitle man, and Mr
Chartesworth promised to employ him
as caretaker and overlovker of numbers
ol young pheasants and partridges,
which were reared year by yezr in that
plantation, in order to keep the different
woods on the estate supplled with game.

Then Nemo was satisfied. Abel would
be near him, he could see¢ him every
day, and many times in the daay; and his
foster-father, instead o?! having to toil
round the country with his baskets alone,
would have gleagant and casy work to
do, and would live in comfort and plenty
And when it was further arranged that
Iather Amos should be driven in an
easy carrlage to Everton, and should Hve
with Abel, that the dwarf might have a
companion with bim In the long even-
Ings, and might have a friend to whom
he could always speak, Nemo's heart was °
full of Jove and gratitude to 3{rs. Charles- '
worth, who had so tenderly considered
his trouble. The dog was to live in the
cottage with Abel, so that he would not
now be parted from any of his old
friends.

It was a very happy childhood which
Nemo spent at Everton. He and the
Mitle pink girl became the best of
frlends. Hand in hand they went to
to gather blue
hyacinths ané¢ yellow primroses for
Father Amos; together they wandered,
in summer, down the shady avenue. or
played by the margin of the lake; slde
by side they sat in the village church
on Sunday, and peeped at Abel from the
squire’s pew; thelr lessons, their games,
their very thoughts, they shared with
each other.

No one was mcre kind to Nemo, or
more anxious to help the boy to become
all that the master of Everton ought to
be, than was Arnold Charlesworth, the
one who would have inherited the pro-
perty it Nemo bad not been found.
Arnold was a true servant of Jesus
Christ, and no thought of disappointment
or jealousy was harboured for a mo-
ment in his generous heart.

So time went on. and Nemo, who Lad
been called after his father's name of
John, grew up a fine and healthy boy.
It was a great trial to Eisle, to Abel, and
to Amos, and to the whole famiily at the
Hall, when it was settled that it was
titne he was sent to school; but the holl-

! days were glad times to which they

could look forward, and the boy did wel
and rose rapidly in the school, and
showed that he had great power for
learning, ard brought home prize after
prize, which he exhibited with great de-
light to bhis kind friends at Everton.
Poor Abel would turn these prizes over
and over, and would say again and
again, ** Well, I never! And this is my
little Nemo, is it 7

¥rom school he went to college. and
di¢ =0 well there that all who loved him
had good reason to be proud of him.
And thus the years have rolled on, and
now the time is rapidly drawing near
when Nemo will be of age. and when
Everton will pass entirely into his own
hands. afr. and Mrs. Charlesworth are
very firm on this subfect, and will not
hear of any alteration in the original
plan; they are quite decided in thelr
opinfon that {t will be rigbt for them to
leave Everton so soon as Nemo shall be
able to i)} the master's place himself.

But the village gossips say—at lecast,
80 I have been told--that one at least
of the good family—as they call the

f Charlesworths— will, if she leaves Ever-
ton for a time snon be back there ucain
what had happened, they behaved nobly ,

tempt to contest Neimno's claim: but they |
offered cither to leave Fverlon at once,

and give 3t up to the rightful heir, or,
if Nemo's advisers approved, they woald
rent the estate until he was of age and
able to look after it himself. In *he
meantime, if this second proposal was
accepted, they offered the child a home
at Everton, and tkey promised to educate

There is a whisper in the village— and
Abel Grey is sald to have started 31—
that Miss Elsle will alwave have her
home in the old mansion and that

~ brighter and gladder days are coming for
" Everton than huve ever been seen there

him and train him ag if he were a chlld -

of the family.

When these two offers were laid by
the lawyer before Abel, Nemo at drst
strongly objected to the second one. He
could never leave Abel, he satd, mever.

before. Se will Nemo be Nobodsy no
longer, but be the centre of a home of
love and joy

And when thig little 1if¢ is over with
its cares and its pleasures 1ts sorrows
and its joys. its partings and its meet-
ings, there lies beyond a home of gloiv
for them, and for all those who have
come to Cbrist the door They wiil
pass inside ths gate, and the gate will
close behind them.

There, safe from sorrow, sate from sfa.
With Chriat eternally shut in.*
ther will pass the long eternity of ful
uess of joy,
THE

BEDS.

A heap or dry leaves or twigs constl-
tuted man's firat bad, and a quantity of
loose wool, enclosed botweon two skins,
his first mattress. Such, in fact, was
the origin of that indispensable article
of furniture called bed, in which man
passes half his existence. Whother made
of stone, as In the East, or of plastor or
of oak, walnut, ebony, mahogany or rose-
wood, as amongst the moro civiiited or
refined western nations, or more or losy
elegantly worked iron, as is the modorn
taste, beda have always beon of much
the anme form. supplying tho means of
the repose which can only be obdtalned In
the horizontal position. ‘The hiatory of
beds becomes Intereating during the nix-
teenth century.  They hald previously
been monrumental and severe, but under
Francis L. they became olegant, Hght and
richer, and {n place sf oak or walnut.
auch woods as maple, palissandre, citron
and ebony came into fashion, and wore
adcrned with mother of pearl and such
preclous  stones as tho lapis-lazull
Under louls XIV,, beds resumed thcir
monumental aspect, becoming heavy
again, though deprived of none of their

RXD,

ornamentation. The style changed un-
der the Regency. Beds then had hesd-
bcards padded like sofa backs. and
covered with rich damask. Light-

coloured chintz on velvet curtains or
dan.asked silk used to hang round the
couch from the plume-bedecked canopy.
During the relgn of Louis XVi., beds
underwent a conslderable transformatlin.
The hangings romained the aame, but the
ved {itselt was ornamented with gar-
lands and carving., and retained fts
catchet of original elegance. The wood-
work., however, was of ordinary white
waod, painted gray. picked out with
blue—a smple but tasteful mixtare of
colour. The revolution of 1789 effectod
noteworthy changes in most things, and
amongst others in furniture in general
and beds {n particular. No ornamenta-
tion, no carving, no inlaying with pre-
cious stones, no chintzea, tapestry or
silk. Cotton replaced them. Demo-
cratic America inundated Europe with
its cheap calicoes, which hausew!ves
found advantagcous substitutes for tinen
and silks. The wood-work of beds was
then of walnut, but mahogany, imported
in large quauntities from the New World,
soon took the place of the latter. la
stil) later times the style of the bed has
partaken somewhat of every f{ashion, and
all sorts of wood—walnut, nak, palls.
sandre, mahogany, cherry. citron and
rose—are emprloyed, while jroa is begin-
ning to oust the softer substance from
public favour.

CIGARETTE SMOKING.—A BOY'B
UNTIMELY DEATH.

Tobacco-smoking, llke oplum-smoking.
is an unnatural vice, as well as a filthy
habit. It cannot evea be sald in its de-
fence, ag In the case of NHauor-drinkiag.
that it is a mere abuse of a naturai ap-
petite; for, at the best, it is an {ngonious
mechanical contrivance for Intredicing a
poison into the system, and damaging
the powess of the brafa. 7t I8 wholly
an acquired habdit, and its increasing pre-
valence is mainly due to tle monkayish
love of imitation on the jart of little
folks who have seen larger ‘olks indulge
in ft.

Its most perilous form {s foupd tn
cigarette-smoking by those who are attll
in physical immaturity. Now and then
an §llustration of its pernicious infiuence
stands out n startllng prominence; but
it is the great swcep of its evil, rather
than fts particular instances of destruc-
tive power, that fg8 cause for profoundest
alarm and sorrov.

Just at present the nowspapers aro
telling of » 1ad, of sixtern years, who
died in St. Joreph’'s Hospital, Brooklyn,
as a victim of this vice. He " was =
chorister o one of the Brooklyn
churches.”” He ip said to have been, in
the main, * an exemplary lad ~ —his omiy
marked fault Iying 1n his cigarette-
smoking. When brought to the hospital,
his very flagers were jaundiced with tae
tobacco smoke he had taken !nto bis
system. His suflerings were cxcruclat-
fag. Just befcre ho dled, he saild, pitl-
fully : “ I wish that ali boys who smoko
clgarettes could zeo me now.”

These warning worlds could be wel!
repeated. by parents and teachers, to
bovs whom they know to be in danger
of a similar ruizs; and they willi have
added force when spoken by one who
says : “ And my examplo shall no longer
be given In favour of this vice."—8. 8.
Times,



