PLEASANT HOURS.

A Dark Career.
BY OLIVER HERFORD.

{ ALL it misfortune, crime, or what

You will —his presence was a blot

Where all was bright and fair—

A blot that told its darksome tale

And lefg itg mark, a blighting trail,
Behind him everywhere,

He steod by the Atlantic’s shore,
And erossed the azure main,

And even the gea, £o blne before,

Aly)out his wake grew dark and Lore
The semblance of a stain.

0 Fuglish sotl he scarcely more
Chan paused his breath to gain;
But on that fair historic shore
ere seemed to gather, as before,
A darkness in his train.

:Ithrough sunny France, across the live
0 Germany, and up the Khine
To Switaerland he came ;
hen o'er the snowy Alpine height,
o leave a stain as hlack as night
On Italy’s fair name.

From Italy he crossed the blue,
Aud hurried on as if he knew
is journey’s end he neared.
On Durkest Africa he threw
‘.shfide of even darker hue,
i1l 10 the sands of Timbuctoo
18 record disappeared.

Only an inkstand’s overflow,

0 })Umblebee ! remains to show
The source of your mishap;

But though you've flown my ken beyond
he foot-nofes of your tour de monde
Still decorate my map.

—S8t. Nicholas.

—_—

[n Prison and Out.

By the duthor of «The Man Trap”

Cuaprgyg XX.—BrAackeTT's REVENGE.

IT was five years since David Fell had first
Srossed the fatal threshold of the jail. e
ad yraduated in criwe ; and, being neither &
blockhead nor a Jout, he had developed skill
ough to transgress the laws, and yet evade
.he Penalty. The untrained ability of an Eng-
]lsh artisan, and the shrewd tact of an LO_“d‘m
1'.“1’ had grown iuto the cunning and business-
1k§ adroitness of a confirmed criminal. The
Police knew him well Dy sight or report ; but

e h“d.hpt out of .their hands for the last two

years, jn spite of much suspicion and many

atbreadth escapes fromn conviction. He was
lngcredit to the brotherhood which had been
Theed upon him,—the brotherhbood of thieves.
iaore Was no disgrace for him now, except the
8grace of being found out.
lackett had drifted back to Lis old quarters
et Roger's time wag up on board the Cleo-
flra, and he was no longer liable to be called
Upon tg pay half-a-crown a week for h}s.’méln.
whance. David had gone with him ; for there
w‘};‘:j 3 lingering faithfulness in -his nature
Ich attracted him to the only fellow-man
he 0" 1ad not turned his back upon him wb;ﬂ
nldwme out of jail. They had taken Buclid's
enea e, which afforded good facilities for
ing P® from a hot pursuit along the neighboi‘-
mg Yoofs. . For a little while David had felt
ournful . or, as Blackett called it, mopish
!a:nt finding himself ba-k again in the self-
md;spot where he had taken care of Re}ss,
life elped his mother in her dire straggle for
off }‘gmt bresently the slight impression wor(oi
snd f Sakett made much of him. hayrshueh
ared alike, and lived tog'ethep as thoug:
Y were father and son. if
he Was a merry thought to Blackett, that,
the magistrate had filched Roger from hll}l]l,
wag Jad thrust David iato his hamds who
8 38 worth twice as much as Roger. He ha
Pitit gng energy and brains. The clear-
f::hded sense of the honest carpenter, his
ang °F, muddled neither by dpink nor ignor-
h g ad. descended to Davidina lr\ea.?urg
8¢ set him far above the puor, idle, terrifie
B{)&gi:’ ‘i’h" had always cowered away fI‘OlI)“
‘Evc ett.s savagery. He dared not be
alm&ge with David, and his respect for him
‘“ldo't amounted to affection. He was uneuﬁ’
& wo D¥ious when David was long absent, &l;
eeco_n,e was ulways ready for him when he
I8 appearance in the garret. .
Cay, lackety said nothiny to %nvid of.bhe dis-
Uy dﬁry,he had mad. of tuclid’s dwgllmg-ph;:e
dis¥he fack tht | . .a shared it. Corefully
s bobuyi ] the taverus in the neigh-

" entered the (l
front

f Mrs. Linnett’s shop, to pick up
gﬁl:'ri}::)foo(llgation he could concerning fuclid
or his own son Roger. 1t was not loug before
some sailors, coming in from a long voya,ge(i
foll into the trap he had laid for them, an
talked of the heaps of money left with Mrs.
Linnett, and the numerous sea-chests, filled
valuable goods, which she took care of for

$ amei.
abi{eggbesre‘:vas gone to sea again, and Capt. Up-
john had teken Victoria to visit his people at
Portsmouth : o noone was left in the house
but Bess and the two old people. It was &
rare chance if only he could get David to sexge
it. 'There wounld be Fuclid’s hoards into % e
bareain ; for Blackett had never ceased to be-
liev—é,h‘e was & Imiger, who had pntolrl mou?;
secreted in holes and carnets, if they (,Oll; (t
only make hjm reveal his hiding-places. 'bl;
would Da.vi(lf doit? Thﬁ';re was an irresistible
fascination to Blackett in the thoug}lx{t: Ufh?:
last fulfiiling hiﬁ Llllj_rea_ts, and wreaking hi
fuclid.
veﬂ%ﬁf{ﬁ?ﬁ?' hg muttered contemptuously,
« and Bess and al(;l«,} woman ! I could almost
age ‘em mysell o )
msi-xll:gset,craf "Yly to work upon D&V‘ld’s llxma%‘d-
pation, descrti‘.{bing the sea-chests m.ft* e ;)) d
woman’s room, and- their contents, asif he f,
them ; and the hoards of the miser, who
sfae“ied bax;k-nows stitehed into the lining of
g?;:vaistcoast, over which he wore a ragged
old blouse. He dared not tﬁ“ Du.v'}‘(}l 2:1:, ::;n:
" miser, .nor mention bess.
:(Ef::hse;)gzl:iili,l Iiln David’s heart, and Blackett

knletw lle;:d been a slack time of late, and all
their ill-gotten gains were gone. There v\ir:.z lnt:
longer money to spend at the t&verz}xj, wt ts
many attractions, at the corner of the stree i
d the garret was & miserable place to spen
aln whole iday in. David was weary of having
::::hing to do, and there seemed no};leﬂlsl;)x;;ct’o
him why he should not enter into Blackett’s
50};:‘“‘::'8 a dark night when Blacl.(etbla.nd
David, having matured their well-laid . plans,
d uiet street, and surveyed the
of the house they were about to bresilk
‘nto. The street-lamps made it clear enough.
On e side stood a high warehouse, empty
Onl (:llosed for the night, unless there s'hould
g?};ome watchman in it, of whom there \yns
ign: on the other was an unoccupie

e ?I'g house, with the bills ¢ To let” grown
o mign the windows. There was no light to
ienow in any casement in the short street;

. le who work hard go to bed early. }['0
o peosre ljttle yard at the hack of Mrs. Lin-
o ";O house, it was necessary to turn down a
oW assa,uga beyoud the unocenpied tene-
narrowpd to climb over a wall, in wh.wh
men aus no door. Bat there was no diffi-
ity ';Vitloing this, even for Blackett ; and
cnlty1l was over it in an justant. It wla.s
gxzv(]l(ense darkness of a CI(;"df; mglh'l?’v}?mjv;])l:

3 i loom o e hig

o:f:s&igti’rgnﬁlefl which created the only
sur

erplexity-

’ 3 e black hole,” mntte;ed

) ‘Ib i fi:l:eléi:ietll; afterwards stx}mb]mg

David ;b";kebv the iron hundle of whlqh rat-

O ? '31 ' He stoud perfectly still and

tlec, (iuss?'lwhilst Blackett grasped the top

n;ot‘g:nweall ‘with both hands, ready for instant
of |

flight. ) { to be heard in the
: a0t & SOUNC
But there wa.étshneorbof o paildings on each

in ei
}1.01158, Zrll about thew there was a dea.d. lmsh%
Bldﬁ- ken by wuy of the nunerous noises 0
unbro .

il wi ich the streets were full
life and thl t;,:at},‘dx.m 'As David's eyes greﬁ
tlhmug}?‘)usyt‘omed to the obscurity, the (la,lr
more M'cu e‘di.mly vigible over_htsad, cub b}'r the
gky becdz'l’ine of the surronndinyg roofs. Fgm
t!lwk Ouvient dwelling-place, left standllu%b.e-
tlm:ﬁ a&:o more madern and much loftier

weeln . )

ildings, looked as if it Was pinched in and
‘Bﬁgged between them

ith i half-timber
,with ita old 1

ioh-pitched roof, _wlth %

walls, and Jow }:ie; gz)grmgr window in it. He

.y in the gloom, as he stood

the shadow of

i sign of moving

et fglf‘r:indy : tl%ere was noth-

i to be afreid of. Im.three minutes he and
in,

. But he felt
Blackett oould be #afo AWy " ihe still

i of the little, quiet house.
wilrtg guly an old man and old
1f they made any noise and re-
1d Blackett do,—Blackett,
when his blood dwyas
f thoughts seemed crowding
i :q brain, a8 he paused, with hlsfe%:;:
shrough 1'% % to catch any token 0

it oud

breathless and motionless 10

wall, lis
t:‘iihin. He was nob

reluctance to

pess and tranqd

ler A i
‘n&iizﬂ;g:(lll :Iirring (,’f t’:’es OldA fg}l]l;.mlf S:‘,:;
xas only for @ few minutes. tos and then

imed four quar
. "}lt"ll\e spot WaS a8 d
it ever o(ngld k:i. i
« We're nob goIng ¥
W’?}lxi ahispered to Blackett;,d
knl?ew,'l‘he‘y are old folks, you sald.
sake.

» - T -
‘em. Blackest, lsuguing
hu‘r‘txo' w0 t” wnsweped : .

nees ab han egolate at this
) any hurt, you
em A for luck’s

We'll pot

within himself in the darkness. He wouldlike
to be even with old Fuelill and puy off the
grudge he had owed bhimn these many years.
There was bound to be a scuflie, though there
was no danger for himself or David in it. Two
strong, active men would find it mere play to
overpower Euclid and Mrs, Linvett ; and Bess
would not. count for much. What would
David do if he found out that Bess was in it ?
If he could, he would silence her first, before
David knew who she was.

But though there was no light to be seen,
and no movement to be heard, in the dark
little. house before them, there was a quiet,
noiseless stirring within, which would have
frightened them away, or hurried them on in
the execution of their project, if they had bt
known it. Mrs. Linnett was a light sleeper;
and she had been broad awuke when David
stumbled over the bucket, and she heard the
clatter as londly as he did. Her bedroom was
the one whose window overlooked the yard;
and she had drawn aside the curtain a very
little, and peeped cautiously into the gloom.
Blackett’s figure, with his’ hands upon the
wall, ready to leap back, from the inner side
of it, was quite visible, even in the dark
night.  Would it “safe to increase the
alarm of the thieves by showing herself? She
was afraid to do that, lest it should fail. Her
room was crowded with seamen’s chests, piled
one upon another, seven or eight of them,
left in her keeping by old shipmates, who had

_trusted their possessions confidently to her

care. She stepped quietly back to the bed,
and woke up Bess, who was sleeping the deep,
unbroken sleep of girihood.

¢ Hush, Bess! bush!” she whispered, lay-
ing her hand oo her mouth. **There’s robbers
in the yard! Get up quietly, and slip out

at the front, lass, and run for your life to the -

police. It’s for me and Euclid, and the
mates away at sea. It's nigh upon one o’clock
in th’ night; and we might all be murdered
before anybody "ud hear us shout for help.”

So, whilst David was listening and watch-
ing in the yard, Bess was rapidly getting on
some clothing; and, as Dluckett began to
remove the pane through which he could
unfasten the Eituhen-wiudn'.v, she was creep-
ing Jdownstairs, from step to step, with
stealthy and noiseless feet, She heard the
quiet grating of the tool Blickett was using.
and her teeth chattered with fright. But she
stole by unseen into the little shop beyond ;
and letting down the old-fashioned wooden
bar, and turning the key cautiously, = e
opened the door, closed it after her, and fled
swiftly down the deserted street.

There was so little difficulty in opening the
kitchen-window, that, in a few minutes,
Blackett and David were both inside, eud
now lighted the small lantern they had brought
with them. They moved about as quietly as
they could, though they had no fear of the
consequences of arousing the inmates, whom
they could easily gag and bind if ueed be,
But there was still no sign or sound of waking
in the house. Mrs. Linnett, indeed, wus
standing within her room, with her door ajar,
hearkening, and peering down the staircase,
and wondering, as she trembled with dread,
how long Bess would be; but they could not
know she was watching for them until they
went upstairs.

And now fly, Bess! fly! If you meet any
belated wayfarer in the street, or see the light
of any watcher in a window, give the alarm
quicl{ly. Give way to no terror that might
hinder you. Every minute is worth more
than you can count. Ruu swiftly—for old
Euclid, fast asleep after the day’s toil; for
Mrs. Linnett, shivering with helpless fright ;
for the mates at sea, and for Roger, whose
goods are in danger. And yet, Boss, if yon
did but know who it is that has broken iuto
your quiet honse as & thief and a robber, you
would fly back more swiftly than you are
running for help; and with your arms about
his neck, as when you were little children
together, and your voice pleading in his ear,
you might save him even now at the last
moment !

{To be continued.)

SOME SMALL PRINCESSES I HAVE
KNOWN.

BY FANNIE ROPER FRUDOE,

Wuen I first saw Queen Victoria of
England, she was a blooming young wife
and mother, surromded by lier charming
family of well-trained boys and girls, who
looked very much like any other retiped,
cultured Christian family.

The- Queen is the granddanghter of
George IIL., and the only child of the
Duke of Kent, who died when the lhittle
princess was eight months old. At the
time she succeeded to the throne, in 1837,
she was a gentle, graceful girl of eighteen,
rosy and fair, with blue eyes, and soft,
blonde hair.

Young people generally think that the
children of kings and queens have a very
eusy time, doing pretty much as they
please, and never being obliged to work
or study unless they choose, while they
feast every day on dainties, and need
only to. express a desire for it to be
granted at once. Now, the very reverse
of this is true. The children of royal
families are placed under tutors and govern-
esses long before and long after our boys
and girls are sent to school ; they have to
study many things that are not considered
necessary for other children; are constantly
subjected to the strigtest discipline; and
in the matter of eating and drinking they
live far more simply than the majority of
children of well-to-do families in private
life.

The little Princess Victoria was trained

by her mother with admirable care and
"prudence. She was taught to seek health

by exercise and temperance, and from her
childhood to cultivate a brave, self-reliant
spirit, even in ber amusements of riding,
boating, and dri* 'ug in her own little phee-
ton ‘that was drawn by goats, and, as she
grewsolder, by a pair of Shetland ponies.

‘T ‘have often ‘seen Queen Victoria's own
children enjoying theniselves in the same
way, at thé'Isle of Wight ; sometimes pick-
ing up stones and shells on the beach, or
playing at” hide-and-seek about the old
castle of Carisbrooke, where the gentle
Princess Elizabeth, daughter of King
Charles I., died in captivity, and Queen
Victoria had erected to her memory in the
village church a besutiful marble monu-
ment.

The royal children were often accom-
panied in their rustic sports by the Queen
or Prince Albert; and these wise parents
early instructed their young family to be
unselfish towards each other, considerate
towards dependents, and economical in the
use of their spending money, that they
might enjoy the luxury of being charitable,
each from his own private purse.

On these virtues, this exemp'ary mother
was her children’s best teacher ; and to the
personal i terest shown her pople in times
of sorrow or joy is Aou’.tiess due the loving
lcyalty of her subjects durin+ her gracious
reign of more chan fifty years.

I nouced the many oceasions found by
even ordinary people to speak well of
their Quee.s, and I ga&rd everywhere little
incidents told of h.r gentle and womanly
ministries.

One v a0 is now an accomplished artist,
relates of himself that, when an uncultured
lad in the Highlands, he one day saw the
Queen and several of her chilaren passing
on their ponies, and madc a sketch of thom,
withrut knowing who they were. The
Queen, who is herself quite an artist, asked
to look at the boy's drawing, and after
giance, said:

** Why, that is my portrait, and very like
me .00.”

*‘ Thanks, madame,” replicd the blush-
ing lad. *“1f you like it, will you secept
it!” )

“With pleasure,” was the IDCLTY AUSWEr ;
‘““and since you give me one portrait of
myself, T will give yon another.”

Then handing the lad a sovereign, she
cantered away with her littla family ; and
it was only after looking curiously at the
golden coin that the boy-artist knew for
the first time who his royal customer was.

>

THE CHURCH VERSUS THE
SALOON.

THERE is many a sick woman 1 this
country to-day, with lips parched with
fever, to whoni the taste of fruit would be
delicious, healing medicine, but she can’t
have it because the sioney that should be
hers has gone to the saloon ; but no saloon
keeper’s wife needs to go without fruit.
Many a pitiful little voice in this country
to-night will ery for milk that it cannot
have because its futher is a drunkard, and
a pauper in consequence ; but no saloon- .
keeper's child nced be without milk.
Down on your knees, you men who love
your country—you Christian men—and
pray God to save us from ourselves, No;
rather up—up from your lknees. Catch
step with the Yon of Giod ; plait a scourge
of Christian ballots and lash from the tem-
Fle of liberty the last money-changer, and
eb us stand up for righteousney, and lek
the prieats lpad or leava  Johw G Weallsy.



