PLEASANT HOURS.
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Sy, N Was

he:lltn o t‘!mnotVV tlie only cause of his
Of o, VS failiy village,  Unele  Barum's
phys;lt'e bain, inlf{;‘ lie had sudden attacks
Ve ¢ e wanted to be near the

a1

Wllo . .

g f:{( of M;‘)"‘l%‘l ]l'uhcve him ; also, he

gy t Spo., lu e, Sacy's husband,
e bend hours of busy idleness

Post-o1 .

Th (mg(’gmer\wph' him.
gt ™ the bet{é?tlltl:t lived with Uncle
e, e?(ecutive;;\,ill' e liked her ; she had
s a ,]tlm’ was economical and
®F S brott "0“» excellent little house-
;‘l'dnners ): (.n.ld pleasing in appearance
Q()lﬁu»rbut ’ll\ymb;y saving m lier expendi-
g ang iy, 3’{ ,jgm(h‘d by good taste in
Illl)rlymlmt']luticb ]FJ of hor dress; cheerful
ot b an by y » Lietifia soon became, even
o 18 ol 1mm’\.lh:t,lmr had been, the apple
\’Vl{ ye i, she was the treasuve
Vl(‘vll he was gloomy she
a g"uw{u'm he wiw ill she made
Wragre hisf W invented little treats
> indylag appetite. She persuaded
W‘"‘H?pexfn- the gmnt'luxm‘ics of a
quiltug’ :l)v;trlll, bright afghan, «
o ) i’";mui Ippers. She read  his
2O fron when she came in from
the| Lthe ht'l)(_‘”!lg an crrand, she told
4 5000 blmcnlcnts of the day @ what
i, ;md,d\&::ft such and such people
e ::'{)illi_“' . m‘)/“\‘:‘]lc bits of news tloating

val; ity )

aliq Ohlym-lhl,ms to bring home to an
ws “)’011)1 person the life that cbbs
d them is a great gift which

g2, Peopl

) e q Yo -

ing € themsel\-e:h‘”lhl. cultivate.  Some
sy, d ga lerix;uﬂin going out and ohserv-
g, tevest, o)1 nto themselves all that

t'he:m" ““ic:q&n,d then coming home silent,
Uay '“‘:’s sharing vothing, while
8rq 1}11 n helyt ear them those who could
3phic yogrihUl touch with outer life by
; lit:F,d generous information.
T, dg woll t, ¢ guoted text which might
o ClI‘Cunlgt‘; apply to many people and
ri“(;;:l]cex ¢ ¢ Jarael is an empty
¢ Note illl_f‘”ﬂl fruit,_unmllilns:clf.”
& hag 111)';'L< Isracl is empty s, not
,““tlf}lt, but beeause his 18
such “" ’lf lf‘rll wan ()f”tlllc parable
“pihan ) Was ‘ch my” in all }us
o etit-,?;s'k other of ‘these selfish
O} ) H
"*gen OSch(?::pmg Uncle Barum's house,
foun 724 dajly comforting the old man’s
hep lifo }f71 1‘1"‘1ctnning dearer to him,
“nninwl ) and 1_1:L1)py, and was con-
Terh T the f,0 some little present or sur-
Posg: he ang M‘}“ly at the cottage. Sacy
t‘ﬂer:;n and ﬁl_l“*dge, won by her even dis-
o er mlxl’l steadfast kindness, soon
Ba!‘u en th & were pleasant enough to
m, Yy came over to see Uncle

Inat’?ctz,)’fit s truc

i« o,

llrdT 0 i((}lt Let

(N ene .
ey With

; hever suflered the old
s“c}lltlﬂ s paternity. o
afs a nice sort of girl 18
el T Can he acher in tlle])cnifm)tizu'y.”
Y ha‘OWarther bel)?r]ll'{l{”dx; of course, with
A, i\ d her.” 1 knew long
ﬁtubb W&mle(z{]ﬁ“ Stanliope would tm'nluutb,
Drige, orn.» o yoreys but Merey was always
ar‘Oun, recko, Tmnh_npc gots out of
itng » YU on a“lc will come hanging
&Qk' “Of & cconnt of Tetiting, Cousin
they” 20d thiy, ourse Merey will take him
gy dig bef 188 will go to the dogs just as

acy mPofore.  Mevey is i gy JUnt 8z
DIEa,q Y 'l()r‘lllme erey is just so foolish.

e-la e was carcful to say these
Wo, le ]Sarumbh out of Letitia's hearing.
nod hig (llulwm' resented  them; he
butgene. Lo v::\ ﬁ"}ty Tead with n little

er; Cousin S:L‘él}}\ulg how hie should

AN 3 -
weover ()l‘iz‘:ﬂiel‘, set in, Cousin Sacy
anq t‘)usin Titulvy and said :

e;lf‘ @ d illile;\’,v-l want you should come

o, NAve o ith us on Thankssiving.
Ran‘:*nd what‘!’jmp dinner.”

«om, will Letitia do?"” asked Uncle

¢

h, Yeti,:
hep a :tma 1 gaid Cousin Sacy, taken
Weoteq ek, for Madge had Aronuonsh
Hored even o Uncl ad strenuously
With Will com to Uncle Barum himself.
Wy hat hOttf in his old-fashioned clothes,
a‘? to h,we‘grflen faded overcont, and
Sai¢ ‘0 ¢ villige company,” Madge
m.d‘:"l\w)uld Madge put up with
L wh ) ‘)2 the convict's daughter?
to bi’il' course she can come if
11 pl‘elflg hor; but T thought
o oer to go out home for
oy She 2
N N,
oo
Ang

w8t

1
[‘h&nl? Wou
S8l

does ;

ey, and ,I’yes, yes, so she does,

an s 66 m going with her,” said
5 T yes, yes.”

~

(5} ’
¥ou won’t come to us, then? You

much  taken up with
s fanily, scens to me.”’

Tt is Merey's faily, Thowmas counts
out now,” said Unecle Barun crossly 3 ¢ but
it is true I'm fond of Mercy and her
children —nice children : atill 1 shan’t for-
get all 1 ]mnni.\‘ml you, Sacy, 80 don’t fret.”
This consoled Cousin Sacy, and after all
it was a rolief to have Cousin Titus go
somewhere clse for his TPhanksgiving.
Madge would like it better. Madge thought
Cousin Titus il dressed  and nucouth.
Unele Baram nodded and chuckled some
time after Sacy went away.

In the very midst of hix joyéul medita-
tions Achilles came 1. Achilles was haul-
ing corn to the station for Mr. Canfield ; he
had stopped for a minute or two. The day
was frosty, and he gat down by Uncle
Baran’s little open fire. The room was
sunny, and [etitia had some thrifty plants

in the window.
“ You look real comfortable bere,

Bavum,”’ said Achilles.

«Yes, yes; Letitia is a gond girl and
Leeps us very nice.  Achilles, we ave coms
ing out to spend Thanksgiving with you.”

“C\Why s, eried Achilles, *that is just

are gelting very
Thomas Stanhope”

Uncle

what [ stopped in to talk about. Mother
cent e to ask you to come. We have
all sununer. Patty

boen thinking about it
will contribute the turkey ; she found a
little half-downed turkey-chick in 2 rain
last spring. and hrought it to life, and Mrs.
Gardiner gave it to her. Ghe has raised it
with care, and it is a fine, fat bird; she is
going to have that for our dinner.  And

= .
Samuel has a store of maple sugar of his
of his own

own cooking, and pop-corn

raising, and nuts of his own picking, and
dried borries for sauce, which he picke
Our garden has given us plenty of

also.
potatoes, squash, onions, and cabbage ; 8O
can invite you

Unecle Baruny, we
Yo'l enjoy sceing our
and Patty’s new

you sce,
to quite a feast.
punltry and our pigs,
gheep.”’

tUTnele
he liked the

Barum observed Achilles closely 3
youbh’s hardy indepeudence,
and bluff honesty of bearing ; he had not
the geninl graciotsness of Philip Terhune.
Achilles had had the world to fight, and
with heavy odds against him ; there was a
of defiant colf-nssertion in the keen
of his gray eyes, the alertness of his
the set of his broad shoulders.
able to make a way

spice
glance
demeanour,
Jovidently he was oné
for himself ; stendfast, strong, his aim fixed,
the future ever before him, despising all
the hardness and roughness of the present
for the better days that should be.

In hard labour Achilles had now reached
d strength, brown and brawny,
looking as if his next birthday might rather
be his twenty-fourth, than his nineteenth.

«Youw've pushed yourselves on pretty
well since you got rid of your father,
Achilles,” said Unele Barum.

‘Achilles frowned. He did not like these
references to Iis parent, although he often
said to himsclf that e had no toleration at
all for his father. He replied roughly :

« Father had only one fault ; let him

1
alone.
¢ Tt was such

A1l his vivtues b

manly size an

a big fault that it gwallowed
and brought in all other
faults along with it 1 tell you, Achilles,
that drunkenness i a fault which makes all
other faults secm little alongside of it.”

«Tg's queer to me, then,” said Achilles,
cglyat folks that think that way of drinking,
don’t do all they can against it. 1’ve heard
you don’t vote for prohibition, or even for
local option.”

(1 don't believe in coercing  people.
You can’t wake people right unless they
want to be right. The Ford looks on the
heart.”

«But it 1s the
mischief to their
said Achilles, “and though
them right, you cai take away the chance
of their being wrong. A man may want to
burn my house over mie, but if he is shut
o close he can’t do it, my roof’s safe
Tu this country it is often
Junatic asylum, that can
born with

ontward act that does the
families and neighbours,”
you can’t make

up s
over my head.
only a prison or i
he safe for unlucky men who are
a eraze for strong drink.”

< gee,” said Unele 1
other, willing to

arwim, Cyou're all
Jet Thomas

like your m
Stanhope come back and ruin you all.”
“lfere’s oue that isn't,” said Achilles.

and Tish

cwell, T tell nother that you
and stay

will come carly on Thanksgiving
all day ?”

That was & plcus:mt Thanksgiving ab the

cottage on the mountain. Uncle Barum
opened his heart and sent out a barrel of
four and half a barrel of sugar as & preseut
to Mercy. Letitia had made a white apron
for Patience, and one for her mother, and
a necktie each for Achilles and Samuel.
Letitia had very little pocket-money ; it
ceurred to Uncle Barum that
a few pennies for her
own. Once in a while he gave her a
quarter ¢‘for a pocke’u-piece.” 1t was as
much as Letitia could do to fnd a nickel
for the contribution plate. But Letitia had
taken a leaf out of her mother's book ; she
devoted from nine to ten each evening to
knitling or crochet-work for Miss Henry's
little fancy-goods shop, and so, a dime at &
time, she had her small store to give
presents to her family. Samuel should not
be without his book at Christmas.

Jiver since Thomas Stanhope had been
in prison he had sent his wife a letter to
reach her on Thanksgiving Day. Mr.
Gardiner always went for the mail, and saw
that Mercy had her letter. Poor Mercy !
she knew that only violent hatred for
Thomas filled Uncle Barum’s soul, and
Achilles asserted only suspicion and an-
tagonism. They would have no confidence
in Thomas kind words, repentant moans,
promises of fusure well-doing, assertions of
the greab goodness the Lord had showa to
his soul. Dut Letitia could sympathize,
and she and Mercy went into the little bed-
room and read the letter and cried over it,
and then comforted each other, and said
how much better it was to be penitent,
God-fearing, and safe in a prison, than
sinning and using liberty only as an injury
to one's self and others.

Samuel also came to hear the letter.  As
for Pacty, she had forgotten all about her
father.  He had passed away with the dis-
comforts and terrors of her sickly infancey,
and now the robust, rosy child never gave
him a thought. She sat on Uncle Barum’s
knee and entertained him with accounts of
what they did in school and what they
played at recess.

Tt was Samuel who hrought a note of
d into the family peace that day.
after dinner that final
and pop-corn,
when that

searcely ever o
lhis niece might like

discor
They were having
course of nuts, maple sugar,
provided by Samuel’s industry,
himble-tongued ehild remarked :

< Thanksgiving is the day when I like
to eat my dinner, and don't feel thagsort
of mean and bad when I have anything
good ; because, you see, on Thanksgiving
they let father have a right good dinner.
They give him turkey and potatoes and
gravy, and pies.”

«They -always give him a long sight
Petter than he deserves,” said Uncle Barum
angrily. ‘1 don’t know what the world is
coming to, the way they pamper prisonors
and paupers. 1t is just putting a premium
on idleness and rascality, and that is all
there is about it.  If people are tuo loating
and shiftless to support themselves, they
are sent to the almshouse ; and the alins-
house must be a splendid cut-stone palace,
with an army of officers, bath-rooms, fine
grounds, where the lazy louts can live in
splendour. If a man robs and burns and
assaults his neighbours, breaks into their
gtores or houses at dead of night, fires on
em with intent to kill, he is sent toa peni-
tentiary where things can’t be good enough
for him. He must have his swell dinners
on Chiistmas, and Thanksgiving. He must
have his libvary, and his flowers from the
flower-misston, and as many fol-de-rols as
if he was a saint or a martyr. 1 don’t be-
liove in that. Honest people are taxed to
pamper idiots aud paupers and criminals.
Then they tell how penitent they are. and
they behave well because they can’t get a
chance to behave ill; and people tell how
they are reformed, and they are made
much of, and are pardoned out—to turn
Placklegs as soon as they get out. That is
the way with you, Mercy : you are well rid
of Thomas Stanhope ; if he came back he
would riot away all you have scraped to-
gether, he would abuse and wreck you all ;
Tat you don’t consider that.  You eryover:
to sce him. I never saw
Jiots as you all are! What
good did he ever do one of you! Not one
Wit of good. Dah! T don't believe in
gpoiled prisoners. [ think that they should
all be kept on bread and water, and hard
work cighteen hours in the day, and the
' killed them the safer their

and neighbours would be.”
much excited

him, you want
such a pack of 1

sooner
familics
Uncle Barum became very

as he spoke. He :

the fqu, and frig;hstf:gzg %])lqtbﬁ%’ was red in
burst into tears and cr atty so that she
the tab ars and crouclied down under

. .e. This incident stopped .
of [{ncle Barum'’s eloquence pped the tide

The family were silent. ’
was aged, M)c:rcy had ill»ttre:ltg&w}i?x Darum
He had been good to her in the o]dnt'once'
and to all of them of late. Samuel presle],l;ff’
spoke up, out of the depths of his eleveny
‘ear-old scholarship. )

¢ Unele Barum, you are like the man
named Draco, that I read about in my
teacher's history book. He thought that
everybody ought to have their head cut off
that did anything.”

This lame remark was accepted by Uncle
Barum with enthusiasm. “So they ought;
o they ought ; yes, yes, serve ‘e right.”

But the profound silence about the table
did not suit the irate old man. He pushe
back his chair and glared ab the Stanhope
famil{(.
¢ What would you do? Isay what would

ou do, Mercy, if that Thomas of yours was
et loose? Would you let him go to the
dogs alone, as fast as he could, as yoU
ought, or would you go to the dogs with
him 1"

«1 should try to keep him from goin
the dogs, uncle.” .

“You tried when you were first married,
didn’t you? Much you inade by it! ',I:TY
it again, would you! Say, would you?

«1 think I should give him a chanc®
uncle, to bring forth fruits meet for thg
repentance which he professes to 1eeh
said Mercy.

‘¢ Letitia, what
sense ?” :

<1 think my mother i right, U
Bagum.”

< Samuel, you speak
as idiotic?”

“T'd be just as good t
knew how,” cried Samuel.
every night to bless him, &
is in that, if T wouldn’t try to
myself 27

Patience being still under ;
weeping, was not called on for & vote 11
this family conclave. Uncle Barum turnee
to Achilles, seated at he table:

g to

do you say to such non-

ncle

your mind, are YoU
o him as ever 1
] ask Go
\d what sense
bless huit

the table

the head of the
his brow bowed, his face dark.

«Well, Achilles, you are the head of the
house, let us hear from you,” gaid th
inquisitor.

‘“The time has not come for t0 do "nyi
thing,” said Achilles looking uPs ‘and -
don’t see the sense in worrying my mothe?
by talking of what may never happen: ub
1 say one thing: mother has bad il the
beggary, and misery, and misuse that 19
ever going to come into her life. Forgiving
is not, forgetting, and if mother is too k11
hearted to protect herself and the childreds
Tl do it for her. Our home shall not bﬁ
made a den any more. No drunkard sh&
cross that door-sill ever ag&in-t' He
straightened himself and held out his arm,
manly and muscular, in his suit ©
homespun. «Thank God, I'ma man now
and a strong one, and God has set ™€ 3
protect this family from themse ves an
overy one else, and 80 T willl” 1

He pushed back his chair from the table
and went out to the bam. Merey wer
her bedroom to finish Ter crys
pulled Patty from under the table, 8
her to begin to wash the dishes.

<« Qumuel,” she said, do your
and learn not to talk so much.”

The Thanksgiving dinner was over.

Unele Barum went out to Achilles. he
boy's spirit pleased him. Achilles, he
said, 1 see you do not mean to allow yoU

father back here.”
“No, I dowt. T must protect ﬂé";
and T bhave no fa’f

mother and the kids,

in father’s penitence. He can’t behave:
«T1] tie to you any day,” said

miring uncle. ¢ You have good,

sense. I say, Achilles, T mean to gt

a colt that I have on my farm. You 8

have it in the spring.”

(To be continued.)
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THERE is not a gift so small that it jsnot
work of the Church

wanted to make the

complete ; there is not one so small but
that its hiding away leaves some life un-
blest ; there is not one 8o insignificant that
iv may not start a wave of influence which
shall roll on over the sea of human life un-
til it breaks on the shore of eternity.
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