
The Broken .'Pledge. Give me the hitten this minute « Don't fret, mother, thin-8 may,
(B.v Florence Moore, tn 1 Illu-strated he roared, cracking his, whip. be better soon,' said litle Nan, soft-

The noise frightened Nan, caus- 1Y.Temperance Monthly.1)
CHAPTER I. ing lier to bet fall ber pinafor,,-, and CHAPTER IL

Little Naials father was a drunk-- the kitten to maLze good its escape. - F or some time àf ter Nàn5s--àëêi,-

aTd., He had not always been so. But Mr. Slater raised bis whip to den, Mr. Slater kept sober. He was

Nan cou Id remeraller, when he was strike the tiny creature, and know- shocked at having caused hie little

pleasant and bright, how she would ing the blow meant death, Nan ran daughter suffering.

climb on bis knee while he said, forward to protiLct it. ded But by degrees, as winter drew,

'What ain I to bring you from. mar- Alas ! the cruel lash descen on, and wet days prevented outdoor
on ber ti'y wrist, and the blood work, the old craving returned, Ënd,ket next time 1 go And Nan flowed in a crimson stream. Mrsl he drank bard, though he was nev-would reply, 1 A white rabbit, Slater, busy in the dairy, came run- er harz-, now to little Nan.plea8e, father.1 niug fast, as she lieard Nan'a His wife grew paler and thinnert

And father had been more than moans. and haC_ it not been for Nan, would
true to bis promise, bringing back 1 WÉat have you done-, Robert ?l bave lost heart altogether.
the lovelieet pair of bunnies that she inquired, sternly, a-s she . laid One day Nan came running in
could be seen. 1 Nau on the sofa. from. schaol, saying ý-

Then Nan would be up early, 1111- It wu accidental-I declare; he 1 Mother, m. 1 ay I join the Band of
ing ber basket with dandelion for Ilope
her pets, coming in to breakfast 1 Whatever'a that?" inquired Mm
with roses on ber cheeks. Slatý-r. Leading a quiet lite, she

Af ter ber basin of bread and milli knew little of the good agencies ex-
had been despatched, mother would isting in the world.
start ber for school, and father 1 Itla 00 nice, mother. les a
would wave bis hand from, Dobbin, ciety for boys and igirls--they sign
au he rede away to the crops. the pledge not to, take any drink.

AU was -ehanged, now-moth«. Mr. Pratt sayé If," sigu: now, we
never sang over ber dairy woýki *heu
and Ametime> on market daýY NOn we grow up.:, Once a montlýwe, Ure
had $sen tears in ber êyes. M»Ut for, utho

Nan guessed why mother cried ers and mothers and fri-éndý;, and
then. Father was often wry late songe and recitations. Mr. Pratt
home; she had been woke up more WRnts me to say " Mary had a Ilttle
than once by bis step, and heazing lamb." , Do let me join, mother.1
him use loud strange words d0wh- said, sharAefacedly. d- wouldnt 'NVhat's that elbout " 3fary and

have hurt a haïr 'of ber bead.' ber little lamb eald Mr. Sisten
Othèr day% too, he was cross and ffleh waterý quick; ilve stopped coming in for tea.

surly, and the laborers grew idlet the bleediug, but shels faint.' He Was in good temper, no wheu
and the farm looked neglected. But Mî. 81ater had relapsed into Nin renewed her reqtWjtý he Wdde

One memorable day, Mr. glater semi-intoxication, no the mother 1 Yes, Nancy, you may join, thongh
entered the house ohoutingliorse- had to run ýherseff for the cold I cault promis' e to 90> but rIl takp
whip in hand. Nan was. fondling spring water, which soon revIved a ticket for mothW
%a kitten -on the-heârth,ý which ber little Nan. -Waa thanked her father, bitt
mottellind given her leave to keép. The mother took the little hand, theré was ý à UttW'doiid -où b

1,Whif brute are you wasting and a few bot tears dropped ob the brow. EftS: !neg".fêt1im to
good food, on t4erý6 eiiclktàed Mr. cruel wound. accompany her..
islatero imgrily. Dont crye Mother,' whispered 'And Mr. Blgter. Mlt half sony ho
"(.illitie kitten, father, that has Nan; c it dûesnt hurt nowl had, declined, wheri 4eztweek he

gU io hômel'ised 'Oh, this drink sobbed Mrtý. saw Nau and bermoe« reà4y 4qý
T, hro* it out of dSii, ùr itayý- Blatere 1 Nan this drink is break- start, He thouRht Non ýWked vel

il, fKùc it in the-brüok?ý, ïng My heart.1 pretty in ber sùn&v tràé'k ', W â:
éPoor motherý' ffÉd Nan, tender- buneh Of cbrpmtbema" pinaed

ft la bad fur you. How 1 wish in it. She was a fragile little thingp t
father would, give it up Il and his wife delleate.

ýbt 91, b4 lnù&ýwt Cjffl J,
iq" lie wûýld, but the drink Fancy those two being Wimel.

It ail b,-- out into. the world tû beg th*
qnite big Wý&v9frY, të for rearing bread--and thel might be evelongt

î"d tréat Mo Drink ý--WaS CLg MW beau au
dredWcua- well as emptyiing Ilià pý t-raise qeeý*
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