PLEASANT HOURS.

NELLY'S DARK DAYS.

By the Author of * Lost in London."

CHAPTER 1L
LUCKED OUT

Tux figuro which staggered on hefore them had
onco been that of a tall, well built wman, strong and
upright, with a firm tread and u steady hand.
Bessie had kuown b in his better days, but such
us he was now—feeble and bent, with reddened eyves
and shaking hauds — Neily had never known him
otherwise. IRudney loved Nelly with all that was
left to him of 2 heavt. Tt was perhaps the last
link which bound him in nature to Gad nud lhis
fullowamen.  She was his latest born, und the only
child remnining to him; and though he liad lost
the sense of all other aflections, this one still glim-
wered and lived within him.  Such as he was now
le was sure of her love for him, for she could not
compare him with any better self in happier times,
The state to which he had reduced himself was the
only one.sho knew ; and the drunkard felt that
there was no reproach wingled with the littlechild’s
“kisses upon his pavched lips.

" Roduey floundered on through the nariow streots
Teating homewards, unconscious that he was fol-
Howed Ly the silent and noiseless grls, whose ill-
shod feet made no sound upun the slushy pavement.
His progress was slow sind uncertain ; but at
length he turned down a short passage, and paused,
with labouring breath, at the foot of a fhight of
stone steps leading to_the upper flut of the building
in which helived. Tt was to see him safe up this
perilous staircase that Bessie hud come so far out
of -her own' way. A fulse-step -here, or u giddy
FJurch, might be death to lutun. They ventured neaver
E£6 him Letween the dark and narféw walls as he
climbed up before theni-; -and as soon as he reached
the lunding, upon which several doors opened, their
liearts were at rest, now all danger was-over. e

Iis own, and then with an unexpected quickness
,and steadiness of hand, ‘he lifted the lateh and
b passad in, slamming the door belind him, and turn.
my the. key moisilyin the lock. Nelly sprang for-
> ward with a sudden cry.

“QOh! Bessie,” she cried, wringing her small
chands in distress, * whatever are 1'to do? When
g father’s like that I durstn’t let him sce me nor
B heir me, for mother says waybe he'd kill me. And
i mothei durstn’t stir Lo open the door or he'd neacly
& ill her. And its 50 cold out here, and all the
eighbours gone to bed, and it 'ud kill wme to stay

iaver are Tto do !t
K- It was too dark for Bessie to see, the-tervor upon.
Rlre child’s.wan face, but she could hear it in her

nd sliivering beside her.

frsid of him. He's a kind.:man;-and he'll. open:
he door for me, I kuow ; or else you shall come
hoine with me, Nelly, and X'll carcy you all the
; Hegh! Mr. Rodnoy, sir, please to opon the
again.”’

* She knocked sharply and decisively at the door,
nd called outina shrill voice, which made itself
eard- through, all the.din he awus. making inside.
#e was silent for a mowment, liswning, and Bessio
went on in-the same clear tones,

t “You've locked Nelly out, Mr. Roduey,. a8 has
n waiting and watching erec - so0. lang for you;
ud it’s bitter cold to-night, and she’s tived to death.
IPlease unfasten.the door and I'll Lring her in,”

' There was no sound for & minute or so- except
the holiow and suppressed coiigh of the other;
who wss ‘struggling to hush the noise she made,
lest it should arouso the drunken fuiy of her hus-
band. Then Rodney shouted with an oath that he
would:ziot-open the door again that night for-any.
one.

“I{'s. me; fatlier!” sobbed the child, *little
Neily, aud it's-snowing out here. You- didn’t. u

10 be %0 bad to me.- -Pleass tollet me in.” :

: . Bhe was'beating. mow' with both hands on the

aroped his way on from door to door until he gained-

1t of doors all night, wouldu't it, Bessie 7 What--

Bvaice; and she could fecl the little creature trembling.

c #tNever mind,” she said, soothingly,”“I'm not.

door, and crying aloud with cold and terror, while
lier mother’s low cough sounded faintly within ; but
sho dare not riss from her Led and open the door
for her little girl.

“ 1l teach you to come waiting and watching for
me,” cried Rodney, savagely ; ¢ get off from there,
and bo quiet, or I'll break every bone in your body.
Now, I've said it 1"

Nelly's hands dropped down, aud she crouched
upon the doorsill in silent agony; but Bessio
kunocked again hravely.

“Nover you mind, Mrs. Rodney,” she said, « 1l
tuke Nelly home with mo, and carry her overy inch
of the road. And, Mr. Rodney, sir, you'll hons sorry
as sorry can bo ns soon As you come to yourself.
Good night, now ; and don’t you fret.  Nelly's here,
up in my arms, safe und sound ; and I'll take care
of her” _ .

Ressie had lifted the clnld into her arms, but
still lingered in the hope that the door would open.
But it did not ; and turning away with a sorrow ful
and heavy hoart, and with Nelly sobbing herself
to sleep on hier bosom, she tnde her way toilsomely
along, under her burden, nud through the thicken.
ing snow, to her own poor lodging.

MORNING FEARS.

When Roduney awoke in the morning, he had a
vigue remembrancoe of the night before, which
made him raise his aching head, and look with
sharp prick of anxiety to sce if his little child was
in Led besido her mother.  His wife, who had been
lying awake all night, had now fallen into n pro-
found slumber, and her hollow face, with the skin
drawn tightly across it, and with a hectie flush
upon her cheeks, was turned toward lim ; but
Nelly was not there.  What was it he had done the
night before? Inhis dull and clouded mind there
was a dawning recollection of having heard little
hands beat against the door, und a piteous voice
el to him to open it. It was quite impossible
that the child could be concealed in the room, for
it ‘was very bare of furniture, and there was no
corngr in.its narrow space where she could hide.

‘Through the broken panes of the uncurtained
window he could see the snow lying thickly upon
the roofs; and he was himself benumbed by the
biting bLreath of the frost, which found its way, in
vime and fog, through the crazy casement. Could
it by any possibility have happened that he had

driven out his. little daughtér, Nelly, who did not-

shrink from kissingand fondling him yet, drunkurd
.as he wus, iuto the dendly cold of sucha winter’s
night 1 e crept quietly across the roow, and un-
locked the door, letting in a kéener draft of the
bitter wind as he openec it.  His wife moved rest-
lessly in her slecp, and bégan to cough a little, He
dreyw the door behind himn, and .stood looking down
‘over the Yailings which protected the gallery upon
which the houses opened, into the strect below,
The snow that had fallen during the durkness was
already, trodden and sullied by many footsteps ; but
whercver the- porthern wind had blown it had

| Jvifted -into every cranny-and crevice, in pure

~white streaks. A few boys werc snow-balling one
avother along the strect; but all the house doors,
which usually stood open, were closed, wud the
neighbours. were keeping within. If any of them
had been open he could have asked carclessly if
they knew where his Nelly could be; but ho did
not like to knock formally at any one of them. In
which of the houses at hand could he enquire for
her, without exposing himself to the anger aud con-
tempt of the inhubitants?

He could not 1nake up liis mind to enquire any-
where. He was afraid of almost any answer le

could. get. Mors than once he had bheaten his

littlo girl ; but they had made it up again, he dnd
Nelly, with many tears and kisses, and he knew
she had borne no malicein her heart against him.
But he hud never driven her out of her home be-
fove —a little creature, not eight years old, in the
wild, wintety night ; at midnight too, whea. every

.| other .ahelter would be elosed. Where could she
be at thismoment . What if she liad been frozeu-
‘to- death in- some corner where shie hind tried to

‘shield herself from the snowstorm?! He wandered
along the street, casting fearful glances down each

-caught the gleam of a haudful of five kindled in the

-mean to doit.

flight of cellar steps, where a child might creep for
refuge, until ho renched the wuler thoroughfares,
and the numerous gin-paluces in themn. .

But just now Rotdney’s licart was too full of his
missing child to feel the temptation strongly  Ho
fumbled mechanienlly in his pocket for any odd
pence that might be thers; but he was thinking
too much of Nelly to hava wmoru than s faint, in.
atinctive desire for the stimulus. He was cold,
miserable, and downcast; but he had not as yet
sunk so Jow that anything oxcept the assurancy
that his little daughter was alive and well, could
revive him.  With bowed head ho went on in a
blind senrch for her, nlong the snowy streets, look-
ing under archways, and up covered passnges,
wherever she might have found n shelter for the
little face nud form, which worodéenter thun afl the
world to hiw, eruel as he hnd beon to them,

e turned hono again at length, worn out and
despondent, wishing linnself dead and forgotten by
all those whom he had wade miscrable, und more
than balf cempted to minke an and of it nftogether
in the great, strong niver, whoso tide would sweep
him out to sen. Swept away from the fuce of the
enrth—that would Lo the hest thing for thein and
for himt If heonly had cournge to do it ; but his
courage was all gone, had oozed awny from him, and
left him only the husk of o man, fearful of his own
shadow, except when he was drunk. e scarcely
knew whether lie trembled from cold or dread as ho
Yoitered homewnids ; nnd he could hardly chimb the
woinn steps which he must aveond to reach lns
house, for the throbbing of his heart and the
tremor in his limbs, e was nfrnid of fucing his
dying wife and telling her that he could yot find
their last hittle child, tho only one that she would
have had to leave behind her.

But us he came within sight of the deor, he saw
that it stood open au inch.or two, und his cye

grate. Defore his hand could touch it, the door
was quickly but quietly opened, and Nelly herself
stood witlin, her hand rased to warn him not to
wake any noise.

« Husli 1" she whispered, “mother's asleep still,
and you're yoursclf again. Bessie said you'd be
yourself again, nud-I newdn’t Lo afraid. Como in
and let me warm you, duaddy.”

She diow him gently to the broken chair on tlie
hearth, and began to rub his nambed fingers be-
tween her own little hands; while Rodney sank
lielplessly into the seat, and leaned his head upon
her small shoulder.

“ Never mind, father,” said Nelly, “you didn't
Bessio s1ys you'd never have done
it of your own self. It's only the driuk that does
it; and I wasn't hurt, daddy; not liurt o bit
Bessie carried me all the way to hier hume, like you
carried her once, sho.says.  Did. you .ever carry.
Bessie, when you werea strong man, in your own
ars, a Jong, long way 1" o

«Ay! Idid,” said Rodney, with a heavy sigh,
“and now I can scarcely lift you upon my knee.
Do you love your poor, old futher, Nelly 1

“To he sure I do,” said the chud ecarnestly,
“why, when wmother's dead, there'll bo nobody
left but me to take care of you, you know, You
mustn’t ever turn me out of doors then, or yon
wight hurt yourself, and there'd bu nobody to sco
when you're drunk.”

“J'l never get drunk again,” cricd Rodney,
“and I'll never be cruel to you agun, Nelly.  Gave
me a kiss, and let it ba & bargain.”

Nelly covered his fevered face with kisses, in ajl
a child’s hopefulness and gladness; and told her
mother the good news the woment she avoke Bat
neither the wife, nor Rodney hiwself, dared to be
lieve he would have strength Lo keep the prowise he
made.

(To be continued. )

-

Ax Irishman who had s pig in his posres<ion was
observed to adopt the constunt practice uf filling 1t
to repletion ond day and starving it the next. On ‘
being asked lis reason for doing so, he replied,
#Qch, sure, and isn't it that I like to have bacon
weth a strake o' fat and a strake o' laye aqually,

one after t'other.”
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