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PLEASANT HOURS. 23
The woman tried to raise horsolf, but Quick na a flash thoe boy crept into thoe house had been shrowded in  gloom. Stokoe It, Brunle, it's ro saft T hope
tell back, saying, “1 can’t, Bennlo, boy, waggon, and moved the barrels, making Heart and briin of the childlees widow  mezer has ope, (oo, Then, ar Y tog
it s teo late” roons tor two to sit comfortably, then &ccmed rompletely gtunned. more  cheerfal than the others  rould
* Tuo iate, mother, why it's only noon; Hfting Nettfe up, he clim:bed n beside her, “Come In,” kaid # gad volce, fn answer DUPst Into zaug asnding n whe - volloy
1 Li«d just sold my last morning paper, re-arranging the barrels, maklng It im- to John's tap on the door, and with qutet  Of spurks up  tho chitiney the uweot

when the swell chap stops, pats e on
the head, and pushes the money into my
hand, and goes off before I could say
thanks ; take n sup of this tea, mother, it
wlll help you some.”

Aguin the woman tried to rise, but fell
Lack with amoan. ** It's too late, Bennle,
1 am golng away.”

* olny away, but you will tako Nettie
+nd me with you, mother.”

* No, Ben, you must take care of Nettie
Maybe God will help you. I wish I had
taught you. [ uséd to know when [ was
a xrl, But it seems so long ago: s0
lutig ago, 1 forget now, but they sald,
God was good.”

“Pon't worry, mother. I'll hunt for
God, and find him. He will bo sure to be
geod to Nettle, because she has such
prtty hair, everybodv likes her. But do
take a drink of this tea. Mother ! mother !
don't go to sleep till you have had some
of this lovely feast "

There was no answer this time, and the
little lad, thoroughly frightened, flew in-
fo the next room, where a wormman was
busily enguged at the wash tudb, and
begged her to come in and see his mother.

Hastily drying her hands, she followed
h.m, and bending over the mattress, rald,

* Your mother is dead, Ben, starved to
death, I reckon. She worked too hard
keepiog you youngsters decent. Dear
knowg what is to become of you both :
with your fine looks, I gueas you will be
put in an orphan asylum. It's for sich
like as you."”

‘The woman’s loud voice awoke the lit-
tle sleeper, and sitting up, she glanced
fiist at the still face of her mother, then
sceing Bens frightened look, ccmmenced
sobbing piteously, crying,

*“Take me, Bennie,
fwightened, I {a."

The lad took hor gently in his arms,
and scothed her, then showed her the
feast and told her to eat all she could.

The next few days were sad ones to
the children, though neither realized what
ft meant. The neighbours were kind in
their way, notifying the authorities, and
allowing Nettije to play in their rooms,
whilst Ben w~s selling his papers. At
night, the lad would hush the lonely child
to sleep, telling her not to fret, brother
Ben would take care of her.

And now it was Christrnas Eve. Ben
hurried home with 2 warm new bun and
a jarge or:nge for Nettie. He had done
a big day’s business. Not only hed he
sold all his papers. but two gentlemen had
employed him to hold their horses. one
giving bim a dime, the o*her a quarter.

The unselfish lad determined to take
Nettle out, after their frugal tea, show
her the bright store windows, and buy
her a pair of warm mitts with the quar-
ter. But just as they finished tea. heavy
steps were heard on the stairs, and with-
out ceremony, a tall man entered. saying,

“Well. roung uns. I guess you know
I'm the landlord, eh ? You must get out
of this, for I've rented the place. I'm
sorry for ye, but Y can't help it. I don’t
want to be hard on ye, seeing it's Christ-
mas time, 8o there’s s nickle for ve. Put
it {n your pocket, lad. You had better
agk them as knows, and get the gal put
in a gals' home. Thes're for 3ist sich as
her.”

Poor Ben stood like one dazed, listening
to the man's retrexting fontsteps.  All
thoughts of the store windows ~<anished
trom his raind. as he thought of the man's
word about * the girls’ home.” Could it
be poscible that they would take Nettie
from him ?

“No. for T npromised mother to find
God,” thourht the Jad.

“We had better start vow, before that
man tells anyone abont Nettie.”

Hastllv tying tte'r few things in o
bundle, ho wrapped the child up as warm-
ly as possible, and quietly carried her
downstairs.

The six o°clock bells were ringing:
crowds were husrying in all directions,
4 few flakes of light snow wero floating
dreamily in the air. But the children
notioed nothing, as they hurried along.
Somefimes Ben would take Nettie tn
his arme. But it was hard work for tb.
1ad, and he was thankfnl to put her down.
Pregently they turned into a quiet street
and zaw standing before an heatel. a
farmer’s waggon. flll~d with empty bar-
reln, c1@ently returning from market.

take mo; I'se

10 +f{b'es to beg secen

“Where Is we going ** asked the child.

* Hush, dear you musn't tnlk  We are
Roing to find God I promised mother 1
woeuld

* 18 he good, Bennto

‘Yos, 1 guess 80 ; mother knew him
long ago. ' gnueas he lives in the country,
cause {f he lived tn the city, we would
have scen him."

In a few minutes the unsuspecting far-
mer came out, and calling cheerfly to his
horseg, they started off at a gentle trot,
and the children curled snugly up, wero
soon fast asleep

For nearly two hours thev slept, the
horses continuing thetir steady trot. At
length Ben was awakened by the farmer
jumping down, stamping his feet, and
slapping his hands together. Then the
clang of a heavy gate, and the crunch,
crunch, of the snow under the man’s feet,
told Pen they were alone.

Peeping over the waggon. he saw a
large iron gate, which led into the
grounds surrounding a good sized house.
Hastily ge'ting down, he also passed
through the gateway The moon was
shining now. and the boy espled over in
a corner what lonked llke a tiny house.
Hastening across the unbroken snow, ho
pushed open the door, and looked in.
Then, with a quict laugh. he hurried back
to the waggon, and lifted the still sleep-
fng ¢ hild out, whispering zently,

*Oh. what fun a dear little house just
blg encugh for us two.”

He strurgled across the snow agaln
with his little burden, and placed her
gently on the rustic bench which ran
round the house. Hardly had he done s,
when he heard the hearty laugh of a
man, and pecping out, he Baw a floed of
light stream from the sids entrance of
the to's~. The farmer stepped into
view. saying.

* Well, good-night, and s merry Christ-
mas t» you all. I'll bring them apples
next week,” and down the pathway he
came, whistling merrily, and the houre
deor clns*d with 2 bang. )

*1 guess thom folks up there aro nice.’
though* the lad. or that man wouldn't
have come out eo happy. and wishing
them p merry Christmas. [ wonder--
mavbe it is—1 will ask before Nettle
wakes up hungrr.”

With one look to make quite sure that
she was fast asieep, the lad slipped quiet-
1y out, and hastened to the door the far-
mer had just left. Ben pulled the bell,
and heard it go clanging through the
house, his heart thumping so heavily,
that when Jobn, the iootman, opencd the
door, he could hardly ga3p out,

“ Please. slr, does God live here ?

“ Now, see here, young man, non¢ of
that nosenge. I1f vou want something to
cat, ask for it. My missis never turns
anyone away hungry from these doors,
but I don’t want any make-believing.”

* Please, sir, I promised mother to take
Nettie to God, and 1 thought he might
live here. so I just asked whilat she wvas
sleeping.”

“What in the world are you talking
about, and who is Nettie ?”

“ My sister, she is aslecp out there.”

“QOnt in the snow, do you mean ?”

“ No, in that little house down in the
corner. But please, sir, don't take her
awav from me. gnd put her in a ° Girls'
Home' She'd die like mother, and so
wonld 1

* In the summer house, vYou mean. See
here bhor, if you are lving to me, rn—ru
—never mind, but I will. Now come with
me.” and ‘ogether they crossed to the
summer house.

* }35ush.” said the lad, ~* don’t wake her,
she will be g0 hungry.”

“Well, I'm blest ! 1 do declare ™ sald
John, as he gazed from one to the other.
* Yon gtav here_  bay, till I go and speak
to missia®” Then he vanished, blowing
his nose like a trurnpet as he burried to
the house.

John had lived as footman to Mr=. Irwin
for many vears. He could remember the
Christmas time <when bricht lchts
flashed from every ronm. and iauchter
and music sremed to il avery corner of
the honge, But two years ago th» angel
of death had robded the house, not onlv
of the hushand and father. but also of
the voung life {nst hudding into beauts-
1l wotwanhood.  Since that time the

reverent steps the man entered the study.

No lght but that made by the firo was
burning, and as the flames played hido
and seck with each other, they cast welrd
shadows {n esery corner of the hand-
somely furntshed room.

** Please, ma‘am, ther is a 1ad here, ask-
ing for God. He's #o pale and snd look-
itng, and has halr like the child Jesus
himeself. ma'am.”

‘Well, John, feed them. 1 wish no
child to go hungry from this house”

* Please, ma'am, that's not all. Therv's
a Iittle girl. too, out in the siummer houwe,
fast aslecp. 1 don't know what to do with
them. It's 'most too late to turn them
adrift.”

“ A lttle gir), John, did you ray, out
in the summer house ' and for 2 moment
2 lonk of interest flaghed into the wo-
man's ingce

* Yea, ma'am. Won't you seo them, and
tell mo what to do

*Well, bring them {n. Really. 1 think
vou and Mary could attend to them with-
out troubling me : but I will see them.”

In a few moments both children were
standing In the warm hall, looking com-
plctely dazed. Never before had thev
seen such R’ place. As Mra, Irwin swept
down the stairway, Nettio's littlo hand
clutched Ben’s nervously.

What a picture it was, the beautiful
hall, with the two poorly clad children
standing hand in hand ; the stately lady
with her heavy crape dress, hanging in
sombre folds around her; the old footman,
his face vers red with blowing his nose
violently every few seconds ; and Mary,
th2 houseke: prr, in the back-ground, the
tears strealing down ‘her kind face.
which she wiped with the corner of her

apron. .
It was Nettie who first broke tho
silence.
“0Oh, Benale, I'se fwipghtened, TI'se
fwightencd. I want mozer.”

In au instant, like a tia-h of lightning
on a dark sultry night, Mrs. Irwin's face
1t up, the eves lost thelr steely. set ox-
pression, and the motherhood of the wo-
man burst forth.

“ 0Ot course you'te frightencd, dear
John, Mary, what do you mean. standing
there gazing at tege cold, hungry, little
ones. Take themm Mary, give them a
warm bath. Susan will help you Then
they must have a light supper. and be
put to bed.  Don't losea moment.” Then,
turnirg to John. her whole face alight
with ner:ous excitement, she said,

* What ume is it, John ?7

“ A little after nine, ma'em.”

“ The stores will be op+n 111} midnight.
Go and get a rcady-made ouifit for the
Iad, I can arrcnge for the little girl
There must b» toys. Von't forgrt a doll,
John. You may choore for the boy, and
candies.” The tears were shining in the
fine e-cs now, the first for many a month,
and John's voice was husky as he replied,

“ All right, ma'am. I will got them
things if 1 hove to get the folks out of
bed te wait on me. Please God, ~e will
have a merry Christmas.”

After the children were tucked snuply
up in bed. Mrs. Irwin opeped a large
chest, in which were treasured mary
things worn by her own child, and took
from it several warm dresseg and under-
garments, and as she knelt before that
chesti, the flood-gate of tvars opened, and
with softened heart she thanhed God for
sending something to flll her beart that
Christmas Eve.

Mrs, Irwin hurried downstairs when
she heard the horse and bug,s stup at the
door. and found John falr)y londed with
parcels, and the place all alight, for Mary,
with a womau s quick ' stinct, fcit that
her mistress would wish for no more
darkness,

Nothing was forgotten, and just as the
last artidle was placed anay for to-mor
row s surprise, the great hail clock struck
the midnicht hour, and mistress and ser-
vants exchanged kindly grectings as they
separated.

1t was o perfect Christmas Day, the
children were avake gnite carly. At «ight
o'clock they were neatly dr gs=ed, and sit-
ting in the housec-keewer’s private room
before a blazing log firc. Ben was very
quict, but the lad’s whole heart seemed
shining in his large eves, but Nette
chattered away Hke a magpie.

* Yook, Bennie, isn't my desg bHoot:*

childish volee  would ring out. fNlitng
overy corner uf the room with laaghter.

Prasently o rostle of skirtn nnd M
Irwin stood in the doorway Instinrtively
the children stood up gazing at her with
wido-open childtsh cyea.  Thon Nottie,
l!\'Ilh oulstrotched hands ran o her, say.
ng, )

*Dood morning, M, Dod, wo finded
you ; mozer told Bennie to."

“1 am not Cnd, Httle one, but it you
will, vou and Bren shall stny with me,
perhaps we aha!l ind God t gothep

The children™s oy ard wen'or was
shared by the whole hone hold, and if at
times Mre Irwin cnvpt anway to shed a
few sllent tears, they were not altogether
rad ones

As evening approached, and tha ebil-
dfnn were tired with plav, Mry lrwin took
Nettle o !er lap, »nd ald a kisdly hand
on Ren'a curly head as he rat on a atool
beside her, nnd told of his mother's
strugglo and death, of hia fear that Noettlo
would be taken from bim, of tho atolen
ride, and of find ng the summer house ;
and the laa endrd by sasing.

“1 do wish mother ¥naw

“T1 trusi, mv bov, th .t yon will grow
fnto an  earn 8, usaft.' m-.a, such as
mother weull have been very proud of,”
eaid Mra Irwin.

“ T will trr hard, ma'am. indeed T witl™

On the fallowing Tu a'a., Farmer
Jones came to the house with the apples,
and was told the story of th  sto'en ride,
The children ra™mn and sho k tands withg
him, ana the hig-hearted m:n had a sus-
plcious m t~ture in hie c¢yv~. as he de-
clared, " It was the best day's business
he had ever done.”

Toronto.

A BOY'S JDEA OF PRAYER.

A litile lad wae keeping his sheep on
Sunday morning. The hella were ringing
for 8 rviea at the church, any the peoplo
were goins over the sields when the litle
fellow began to think that he, too, would
ke to pray to God. But what conld he
8xy ? for he had never learned any
prayer. However, he knelt down and
commenced the alphabet, A, B, C, 1), anq
8y on to Z. A gentleman happening to
pass on the o'her side of the hedgo heard
the lad’s volre, and, looking through tra
buskes, eaw the Iittie fellow kneeollng with
folded hands and closed eyes, saying the
A, B.Cs.

** What are vou dolng. my lttle man
asked the gentleman kindly,

The little lad lroked up.

“ Please, air, [ was praying.”
ro: .13,"‘ what are you sajing vour letters

© Why, I don’t know any prayer, only 1
felt in my heart that 1 wanted God to
take care of me and help me to take caro
of the sheep, 8o I theught 1t I aaid a}l
knew, he wouid put It toxether and spoll
all that [ wanted.”

‘** Bless your heart my little man, he
will!  He wHl  When the heart speaks
right, the lips can’t ray wrong.™

The prayer that goen up to heaven must
ccme from thae hearst.

KEEP A CLEAN MOUTH, BOYS,

A distinguish-d autlor says. “I re-
solved when ! w. s a child never 1ty ysa g
word I could no: prnounce bLrfure my
mother.”  He hep: hos resulat..n, and
beame 2 pure-Nunled. Dows, Loikdured
genticu.an. i« ruie and exam.yln nre
worthy of iml*ation.

Boys readily learn a clasa of low, vulcar
expregalens, shicl are never heard in re-
gpectable cir i, The u must care of the
parcnts R0l e cely ue.ent ft. o?
€ 380, Mo e thinka of g.r.8 a3 pelng so
Wath 02 d w0 Lie peitl. Wa eannot
imaiin o Jeornt g1l LRag *ords she
wonli not utter before her father and
mother.,

Cuch vulparits 5 thoush® by rome boys
to be * smart,” “th. next th ng to swear-
fng. an! ' not ro wicked  tui 4. 18 a
habit wh.ch le.ds to profacity and fills
the win! wi'h evil rthoughts 1t wul-
parizoa and dacrad-s Wb aaol, and pre-
pares the way for many of the gross and
fearful s'ne wh'ch now eorrupt socfety.—
The Chrisitan.



