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PLEASAN

T HOURS.

The ravenous beasts, disappointed of
their prey, sped away, yelping with
rage, to the forest, and during the night
their long-drawn howls were borne fit-
fully upon the wind.

After light refreshment—for be had
lost all relish for food—Lawrence went
to bed, to start up often through the
night under the glare of those terrible
eyes, and to renew the horror he had
undergone.

In the morning, returning with a

.number of the men to look for the
money, he found the feet, tail, muzale,
and scalp of the wolf in the midst of &
pateh of gory snow ; also the skull and
part of the larger bones, but gnawed
and splitin order to get at the marrow.
They found, also, some distance back,
the straps and buckles of the money

-bags, and the silver coins scattered on

_the ground and partially covered by

the snow.

The Drinking House Over the Way.
A TRUR INCIDENT.

THE room waa 80 cold, ao cheerless and bare,

With its rickety table and one broken chair,

And its curtainless window with hardly a
pane

To keep out the smow, the wind and the
rain.

A cradle stood empty, pushed up to the
wall,

And somehow that seemed the saddest of
all;

In the old rusty stove the fire was dead,

There was snow on the floor at the foot of
the bed.

And there all alone a pale woman was lying,

You need not look twice to see she was
dying ;

Dying of want, of hunger and cold,

Shall I tell you her story—the story she
told?

¢ No, ma’am, I'm no better, my cough is so:
bad ;
It's wearing me out though, and that makes.
me glad,
For it's wearisome living when one’s all
alone,
And heavea, they tell me, is just like a home,

¢Yes, ma’am, I've s husband, he’s some- |

where about,

I haped he’d come in *fore the fire went out ;.|

But I guess he has gone where he's likely to
. stay,
I mean to the drinking-house over the way.

It was not so always; I hope yon won't:
think

Too hard of him, lady, it's cnly the. drink.,

I know he'a kind-hearted, for oh, how be
oried

died.

7 “You see he togk sudden and grew very,

bad, .

'And we had 5o doctor—my poor little lad,

For his father had gone—never meaning to
stay

Iam sure—to the dnnhnxhom over the:
way,

“&ndwhnhomhmk‘mfuhtbe;
night,

And I wes so tired, and sick with the:
fright

1 Of staying so long with my baby alone,

And it cutting my heart with ite- pitifal
{IDO&N.

“ He was cross with the drink, poor fellow, 1.
know

I8 wens thas, net his baby, that bothered him
0}

-

But he swore at tho child as pt.nting it lty,
And went back to the drinking-houge over
the way.

“I heard the gate slam, and my heart seemed
to freeze

Like icé in my bosom, and there o my
knees

By the side of the cradle, all shivering I
stayed ;

I wanted my mother, I cried and I prayed.

“ The clock it struck two ’fore my baby was
still,

And my thoughts they went.back to the
home on the hill,

Where my happy girlhood had spent its
short day,

Far, far from that drinking-house over the
way.

*“Couléd I be that girl? I, the heart-broken
wife

There watching alone, while that dear little
life

Was going so fast, that I bad to bend low

To hear if he breathed, 'twas so faint and so
slow.,

““Yes, it was easy his dying, he just grew

more white,

And his eyes opened wider to look for the
light

As his father came m, ‘twas just break of
day-—

Came in from the dnnkmg'house over the
way.

*¢Yes, ma’am, he was sober, at least mestly,
I think,

He often stayed that way to wear off the
drink, .

And I know he wus sorry for what he had;

done,

For he set . great store by our first little
son.

‘“And straight did he come to the cradle-
bed, where

Our baby lay dead, so pretty and fair;

I wondered that I could have wished him to-
stay,

When there was a drinking-house over the.
way.

“He stood quite awhile, did not under-
stand,

You see, ma’am, till he touched the little
cold hand ;

. Oh, then came the tears, and he shook like.

a leaf,

And said, 'twas the drinking had made all
the grief.

““The neighbours were kind, and the
minister came,

And he talked of my seeing the baby again,.

And of the bright angels—I wondered if:
they

Could see into that drinking-house over the
way.

‘ And. I thought when. my- baby wes. put in:
the

_ And the man with the spade was, shaping
For our poor little baby the morning iti|

the mound,
If somebody only would help me to save -
My husband, who stood by my side t the:
grave. -

“ If only it were not so handy, the diink !

The men that make laws, ma’am; sure.
didn’t think

Of the hearts that wauld hreak, of the-.seuls:
they would alay,

When they licensed that drinking-house:
over the way.

“I've been sick ever since, it cannot he.
long ;

Be pitiful, lady, to him when I'm gone ;

He wants to do right, but you never would
think

How. weak & man grows when he's: fond.of

*And it's sempting Him berv, aod 1t empt

ing biztheve ; -

Four places I've counted in this very
square,

Where men can get whiskey by night and
by day,

Not to reckon the drinking-house over the
way.

““There’s a verse in the Bible the minister
read :

No drunkard shall enter in haaven, it ssid,

And he is my husband, and I love him so,

And where I am going I want he ahould go.

““ Qur baby and I will both want him there;

Don’t you thiek the dear Jesus will hear to
my prayer?

And pleage, when I'm gone, ukwmeomt.o
pray

For him ‘t the drinking-house over the
way.”

Mgs. Nn'mra, in the Uniou Supnal

CURING A BTIIVG! BOY.
JimMy was the stingiest Little boy
you ever knew. He couldn’t bear to
give away a cent, nor & bite of an
apple, nor a crumb of & eandy.
He couldn’t even bear to lend his |
sled or his knife, or his hoop or skates.

great deal about i& Bu# ke couldn’t
see any vesson why he should give
away what he wanted hirself.

“If I didn’t want it,” he would say,

“p'raps I would give it away; but
why should I give it away when I
want it myself $”
b ¢« Because it is nice to be generous,”
said his mother, “ and think about the
happiness of other people. It makes
you feel better and happier yourself.
Tf you give your sled to little ragged
‘Johnny, who never had ome im his |
life; you will feel a thousand times |
better watching his enjoyment of it
‘than you would if you had kept it
yourself.”

“«Well,” said Jimmy, “I'll try it.”
The sled was sent off. Jimmy looked
on as if he were taking a dose of
rhubarb. “ How soon shall I feel
better ” he asked, by-and-by. «I
don't feel as well as when ¥ had the

better $"

“but if you should keep on giving
.something away you would feel better
all the sooner.” ,

Then ke gave away a kits, and
-thought he didn’t feel quite a» weil ai
before. He gave away & silver- piese
that be:had meant to spend for taffy.

Then he mid: “T dowt like this
giving away things; it. don’t agvee
with me. I don’t feel any better. I

'| like being stingy best.”

Just then ragged Johnny came- up
the. street, dragging the sled; looking
-aa: proud a8 w prinoe; and ssking one
.of the boys to take a slide with him.
-Jimmy began to smile as-he watched
him and. said: “You might give
Johnny my old overcoat; he's littler
than I am, and he doesn’t seem to have
one:; I think—I guess—I know I'm
beginning to feel” ever so much better.
I'm giad I gave Johnny the sled. T’
give awny something else.”

And Jimmy hos h-tﬁnhn‘ better |
ever-simon-dhaat howss

All his fricnds. were wvery sorry he |
twas so stingy, snd talked %o him a |

sled. Are you sure I shell feel

“Certainly,” answered hisy mother; |

BOUND ASLEEP.

Ir was Sancho Panza that said)
“God blees the man that invente
sleep.” But One who knew far mort
than Sancho bas said, * He giveth hij
beloved sleep.” Bleep is #ne of the
best gifts that Ged has gjven to th
creatures he has made. Under it§
blessed influence their tired bodies not
only rest, but gather new strengt
and vigour for the wakeful hours tha
follow.  If we are deprived of sleep
for any great length of time the mind]
beconies unbalanced, the bodily frame
breaks down, and death ensues. And]

yet how little’ we appreciate thes ;

common mercies wpon which our ve f
life and bappmass ‘depend, simply be-}
cause, like air smd light and water}
they are so cummon to us all. And]
how far-reaching and universal tha¥
fatherly care which embraces wit,h"
xts scope, not only man, but every

living creature he has made. What|
more perfoet than the love and pro-
tection thet emvitons its sleeping
hours? As we close our eyes in sleepy’
our last lingering thought should be

of him at whose gentle touch we shall]

awaken, refreshed and strengt‘hened,v
to renewed life.
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INTERESTING TO ALL.
Liea® moves 186,000 miles per.
second. One firkin of butter weighs;
fifty-six pounds. A hand (horse

measure) is four inches. Rapid rivers
flow seven miles per hour. Moderate:

. winds blow seven miles per hour. The
first use of a lecomotive in this country

was in 1829. The first almanac was
printed by George von Purbach in
1460. The first steam engine waé
brought from England in 1753. Until,

1776 cotton-spinning was done by

the hand spinning-wheel. The first
-printing-press in the United States,
 was introduced in 1639. Two hundred]
and nine feet om each side make af

i

square acre within an ineh.—Selected. §

A Bostos policeman found a little §

newsboy one evening, in the recernt}
cold term, 80 nearly frezen that be §
[ wasd almest stupid, bus still trymgw’

Lsay i o fainé voice: ‘Evening

1*  He wap taken. to the police-

station and found to bs without stock-

ings. Through tive ole in kis boots|

the smow had- come in; amd on it could

be seen the prints of hin little bare’

feet.  The
made & #ubseription: at onos and got

kind-heartsd patrolmen |

him a warmr overcoat: and: & pair of |

rOOoms;

crying out, on & oold, windy night,

“ Evening papers, all: about the:great |
‘'robbery {” we osm rewrember that-they

probably come from' homes off poverty

and are: bravely working te: Nelp.sup- |
port mother- aud: bm&m m& m |

MMwu’ﬂn tull.

Wl

‘boots. They also visited his:-home and
‘found that his mother; who was a:
widow, had six small children besides §
the newsboy, all’ lving: in two small J
When we' hear' the  newsboys §




