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PLEASANT HOURS.

The Angol of Temporance
' Tato the horne s of wvlness
Nhe <aoe wath eves of hight
Wath sungenet gounpda o rlutne s,
A apeat puss and bt
She ¢t wath henlthe and happnas
And whiapered wonds of love,
A |l,,'|ll amed the glaasknens
To frant the soul above.

fute the howen of sorrow
Her presence brought colief,
And then o glad to o raw
s ncd anoa night of gref o
And hearts of Jonels angish
That long had dgooped an pasn
Sled an ket Mesgesd fomstateps puiencd,
Andd dared to hope agan

Her whiniug robes were pure sl white,
Her bright har weeathed with Howens,
i No sweet thew breath, so saftly hrighe,
To gladiden carthly bowers,
She cane to lead the erving
To the bright and better land,
And swouls grow strong for sictory
Thut cluspedd hor helpimyg hand.

Where'er she camo, smiled peace and love
Aud earnest wonds of prayer
Were softly ramed to God above,
Souls sought forgiveness there,
Whero'er shu camo, came faith and hope
To spirita dirk and cold,
The wewry, wandering feet were led
Back to the Saviour's fold.

She is tho Angel, Temperanco,
A wrint bravo ! fair g

Oh, take lier to your homes and hearts,
And peace will enter there,

A d enil will depart,
And she will lead our feet W him
1 Who bless’d the puro mn heart

A. Savaqe,
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ing his bundlo of sticks !

can,

without hurting him.

not complain.

tie thew securcly

a mile to the favu-house yonder ;

determination to overcome them.

dono:
time to help him,

hut when wo meet with the

and when we see anybody

And every heaven born flower shall bloom,

Wiaar difficultics our little friend in
the picture hias met with, whilo gather-
His wark i$
done now, so he sits on the stump to
rest beforo carrying his load home;
and his sisters are helping him all they
Little Bessie is trying to remove
the annoying grain of dust from his
eyc with tho corner of her apron,
whils Bertha wWorks carefully that she
nuy remove the thorn from his foot
Nod thinks it
does hurt a little, but ho is glad that
the girls are so thoughtful and he wili

Hard work, is it not, to gather
thogp small sticks in the woods, and
in that bundlet
Harder still to carry them moro than
but
T think Bertha will carry them part
of the way, and little Bessie will carry
the basket. That is right, children,
do what you cau to help one another,

Diflioulties lio in the way of every
daty, but they must be met with
No
donht Ned felt that thorn in his bare
foot hefore his sticks wereall gathered,
but ho did not stop nntil his work was
then his sisters came just in

We cannat expeet our pathway to
be strown with flowers all the way,
little
petpleaitios, Jet us do the best we ean,

’tmublv. et us help tnem all we can,

thus  meking then burdens hightor,
| hile bty nt.lnn we will be
lmplum ourselyves,

NOI
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ClHAPTER X.
ON GUARD.

Arer Miss Sally s simple funeral
wis over Juck went howe with Mr.
John Bovd, quite glad that Will, after
A hurried hand shake, made an excuse
of business, nsking his eousin to call at
the stare before he left town,

When Jack renched the dreary
boarding-house he was taken up to see
Aunt Hannab, who lny on her pillows
thin to emaciation, pale almost as the
sunt he had just seen shut into her
coflin, and her weak voice interruptesd
by a constant little cough that toid its
own story. But she was very glad to
see Jack, though more than once tears
ran over her eyelids as she luoked at
him; perhaps she saw and mourned
over the contrast between the kindly,
frank young face, beaming upon her
with reai aflection, and the pinched
sour visage of the boy she had borne
and petted and waited on, only to be
neglected by him on her death-bed.
She had sowed tares, she was now
reaping tares; but Manice hatl put
mto the fields, over which the Lord
had set her, only good wheat. Her
children were rowccted 'md loved by
all who knew them.

After Jack hnad Been with his Aunt
flannah a little while, and told her
some - pleasant and chegrful  things
about his occupation in the city, he
saw that she was tired, and went down
stairs into the dingy little parlonr
where his uncle waited for him. He¢
found Mr. Boyd with his head dropped
on his arms on the table. He, ton
had been overcomo with bitter dis
appointment and accusing meinory as
ho snw Jack and Will side by sid
it his aunt’s grave.  He went back te
that day, so long ago, when Manic
had snid, after the Thanksgiving din
ner, that her boy must learn scif-denial
Ile saw now how it had strengthened
a nature too much like the dead
father's, and made within the boy »
strength and, manjiness utterly want
myg in his own son, who had neve:
known nn ungratifjed wish or been con-
trolled in any manner, but he said not.
aword. He rose and wrung Jack's
hand.

““ Uncle John, are not you ever con-
ing to the city to sea mel” the boy
asked, as much to break the silence w
because he oxpected his uncle to come.

“ Not at present, my Ind, If everl
am sent there on business [ shall surely
look you up. But I don’t do much
pleasure-travelling now.” =

Juck looked at him with pitiful eyes.
Was this weak, flaccid, poorly dresseéd
man the strong, florid, cheery gentle

clse in

man he had wbinired and loved from

" where he can get away from overy one.

his bovhood 1 Was this the result of
Living o one’s self rather than to God
and man 't Perhaps he would not bmve
had this thought but that he had heard
a man at the funeral just over rewnrk
to nuothor on Mr. John Boyd's broken-
down look, and the other’s answer :

“Yes, you can't eat your cake and
have it too John Boyd has spent
whoen he had, and now he hasn’t got it
to spend.”

An od verdict, Jack thought. But
its very want of grammar fixed it in
hus mind.,  He kuew that his unele
was nouinally hut not
practically | there is a vast didlerenee,
and Jack was finding it out.

But he could not stay long.  There
were aflection, sympathy, and vegret
in his face and grasp as he bade his
uncle good bye, and went back to hir
mother's house, for hoﬁlnust take the
night train.

« Now, mammy,” he said, *you'll
move back into your old room, and
have a ‘spar’ room’' again, us Mimy
calls it. No moro bourders for you,
ma'am! The girls and I will see to
that.”

«Q, Jack, I want to talk to you
about a plan. “You know, dear, that g
poor Aunt Hanuah has hut a very litth
while to live. The doctors count the
dnys now, and it does seem as if there
would be no place for Uncle John then
but here. You won't object to me
giving him the aunts’ rooms 1"

Jack looked at his mother with his
heart in his eyes.

“ Plense, Mrs. Manice,” he hegan,
in Mimy's very tone, “isn’t there
nothin’ in creation you won’t do for
every body 3"

Manice laughed.

“ Don't brandish ‘your double nega-
tives at me, Jackeymo! I naver
taught you to go further in pegation
than one ‘no.’”

“ And I don’t know where I should
fuve been by this time, my mammy, if
{ had not learned that. Ne wonder )
sant to double it up now and thth;
ut, seriously, it seoms to me as if you
weded plenty of rest, and your own
dd sunny room again.  If you have
Uuncle John here, whyscan't he take
-uy old room where you are now ? ‘and
why doces he need a parlourt”

“My dear, 1 would not give him
nuy thing but the best I have. When
people have come down in the world,
Jack, they get pretty sensitive to sinall
things. | want to help poor John's
selffrespect, it hns had so many shocks
that even so little a matter as that he
has the best room in the houss will
please him; and it is a great denl for
him to have a sitting-room of his own

a Christian,

A woman always has her bedroown for
that piirpose, but n man never likes it.
I think every one needs tg bo entirely
by himself sometimes.  If Christ went’
50 often ‘apart’ and ‘alone,” in his
divine humanity, why should not-mere,
buman beings need a little solftuﬂé!
I-think they '\l\\:\)s do.”

}J a2

carry tos many guns for me, ulwnn
Mra. Boyd. X own bent.” |

Manice kissed him, and he went
bid his siaters good-bye, wondeting, 4
he Jovked back from the door at the
frank, fuir young faces, 1f cier thy
would be like their mother.

Happy Manico!  Her harvest by

begun.

All the way baock to the aity Jag
was contriving how he could m'uw-u
to buy his mother o warm cloak  Hel
did not want to lessen his quartesly |
vemittance to her, whish he kpex:
helped her to live without the ngig.
cconowmy she had been forced 1o prae
tice while her children were youn,
and now she needed 1t more than m-;’
for the aunts’ annuities had died wigy
them, the good price they had paid fer
their board had been Manice's grex .
resource, nnd now that was gone,

Jack had meant to get himself a new |
winter overcout. Tho old one was net .
ragged or thin us yet, but it was cer.!
tainly chabby, and Jack, like most
young men, liked to be well and neatlg
dretsed. It isthe right thing to like—if
it is not overliked. To use this worldas

not abusing it is as much o Christion'
Lprivilcgc as a sinner’s ; but the trouble
is when and where to stop.

Jack's dress was limited by his purse,
and Manice had trained him in sucha
hortor of debt that no suave and so
licitous tailor ever had persuaded hin
to have a garinent “charged.” If he
could not pay for it he went without
it, and so spaved his spirit mauya|
heavy load that he knew not of by
exparien-e. :

Now, he considered whether that};
old coat could not bo restored at least
to decency. He had heard tales of
wonderful scourers and dyers who
“made auld claes luik amaist as weel's
new ” at comparatively small price,
and he resolved to carry his ancient
garment to the most noted of such
repairers as soon as he could. Bot!
thére would be no tirse to-night, to
Forrow night was prayer-meeting, the
next njght n reading for the benefit of
the Snndny-school of his church.

The coat_could wait; and luckily it
had to, for the third dgy after his re-
turn he had a Iong letter:from Anne
telling him that in pu;tmg- £hé aunts'
rooms in order pregumtozy &‘; their
cleaning and repaintjug} thpy, Had found
in Aunt Sally's tabledrawéra shor
will, written smoo‘Apn‘bMamadenﬂv,
in whxch ths two .hn.nilsbine I’atslqv
shawls belonging. to:! theaqn‘ta were
loft to theif.fwa n.ecu,\as,wellas their
watches gud-chaing;; Angt Sally’s ser-
viceable oloth olouk,.almtst new, fell
to - Mjwy, winle Aunt qus best
black silk, cmpe éhaiv) nnd.senl-ekm
Jacket were glven to M , % And
isn't xtgood aboit:tho .seal Jacket,“
Jwrote-Anne ; “we've \Iound out
‘thabks; “to’ Mxmy fhabmot‘her meant
to’ go. mthonta new cfosk t}us year;
she ha&\\eipeiicmf Bagnahso muth,
lﬁmy mlls it. tha ‘ina.ntlo of charity’
"szso, she says, ‘1?11 cover up them q

“Well, ma'am, T give it up. You

pecooliar wnys of Miss Mu.ns dm.n,




