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PLEASANT HOURS.

Speak Tendovy.

Waney the citdes all comple s,

Wien the teom 1 bright with cheer,
AV el we oo it ant ®ea,

Wi wo mes s dear face there—
Then how tender shiuld the tone
3o to thuse we ciliourown!

Sy, aly, soon the circly breaks,

Noen the darksine shados s cumo:
Daeath, the mizhity, ofton madeen

Light give place to sriel and givom g
Uy, dot hien sur actions show
At the o lurness wo know !

Sean, aly, asen will ineniory Lring
Every harsh and hasty tone

To tie hoaes with bt jting,
That walt Li-Lug weep and wuoan,

Fre von te son s far apnat,

Clasp the dear ones to youc heart

Noaw, tet these, our vety own,
Koaow, wdecd, o mach we love;
Lot ws e, by vt atud tono,
W our W e tion prove,
[ L T R A T F I
Ite we weep oer hifeless clay t
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PILGRIM STREET:

A STORY OF MANCHESTER LIFE

BY NKSBA STRETTON.

CUAPTER XITL

AN UPNWEL OME RE-APPEARANCE.

Tt was o wew hifee that Tow had entered apon.
M rhe aiidy ek drenry, solitary Bife. in wiieh he
Il neather friend o father, was euded foreves ;
areow, atien he Loy dow o upon Ins huad flock bed
at ntght, or opets d s eyes to the dim ight of the
coiar e theanormny, theare was o ecalm, peaceful
wrictaction i his hewd ns he thosght of Gad
Wt dad it matter thit he was poor and weakly,
stueken anto the profound depths of poverty and
stentaess, when he had the assuranee in lus own
~pait that, ferbje atdd cast down us he was with
naany ald sies an the pasty, and many temptations
mothe pesont, he was still one of Gud's sons, ad
tive Lotd Jesus Christ was as truly fus  Elder
Breotier ws he was brother to hittle Plal?

Tom knew very little more than this of the good
neas which the Saviour of the world caive Lo bring.
H- knew st o nothing ot the many parables
st teachings of the Lard, nor of his mnacles, and
the migley works whivh he did : and he had never
vead of the Ftstles, written by the disciplss of
Clara after s death. for the instyuction of those
He was
. undewrned and simple in the gospel of Christ as
the Lttle child who ¢ only totter to his father's
Lo ot ook upinto his face, and ¢ey to lisp the
sord o Father”™  This was ali the boy could do,
et he did at trostfully, and with all his heart
He loaked up into the face of God, and his stam-
we riny tongue cricd @ My Father, which art in
heaven !”

What a chanyve it made ia bim, and in all sbout
He loved the Pendleburys with a new
aflection, and thicir home was yet more the plea-
santest place in the warld for him.  But he was

e b lieved on him though their words,

him!

o well enaugh now to begin to wamk for his own

hiving again, for e must no longer be burdensome
to Nat and Alice, though they put him off fora
day or two when he first spoke of leaving them,
and returning to his old den of a sleeping place.
But b knew what it would be his duty to do.  Tie
asked Banner to bring him his Savings Bank book
out of the box of which he had taken the charge,
and the first timo he was able to leave Piigrim
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Street wlone ho erawled feebly along the crowded
pavement, with his wan and trembting limbs—a
very skeleton of fumine -as far as the Post Office,
where he gave in his hook, and a warrant which
had been sent to him from the oflice in 1. .ndon, to
eible him to take out all his savings. 1le thought
he should need them all, for he must pny Bunner
the money ho had given out of his own pocket to
the servant giv), to make up the soveraigu he had
stolen s and there was the bad half crown to be
made good to the greengrocer in Shude Hill
market; and thera was the doctor who had at-
tended him so frequently 5 and hie ought to pay Nat
aud Alice well for their cave and kindness towards
him.  [f there should be anything to spare after
all these eluiing were cettled, he must use it to start
in business again. R

The clerk gave him what scemed almost & hand-
ful of glittering coins—seven golden sovereigns
and five silver shillings ; and there was a clink and
tigle in the sound as he gathered thewm into his
linnd which would have sounded as sweet as music
in his ears only six months ago. But just then
cume the whisper, whether in his heart or not he
searcely knew, saying, “Our Father!” and the
smile that shone upon his poor, pale face had
uothing at all to do with the money. "The love of
moticy was swallowed up in the love of God.

Tom was retracing his steps slowly and weari-
edly to Pilgrim Street, when he heard Alice’s voice,
euliing Lehind hin,, and turning ronud, he saw her
hurrying slong to overtake him. She wanted him
to lean upon her strong arm homewards, but Tom
hesitated.  She looked so trim and tidy in her clean
print gown, and her blu-k straw bonnet, and her
dark shawl ; and he was so ragged and tattered—
still wearing the clothes in which he had veturned
to Manchester —that he felt it woukl be aun un-
sightly thing for hin to be seen leaning upon here
But before he coubd spesk, Alice lad deawn his
hand through bev avm, and was walking with slow
amd stendy stepa at s sulde.

“\hy, Tom, she wsked, cheerfully, * whatever
has thee got wrapped up so tight iz thy hand 3 A
bank-uote, mayte, by the way thee grips iv!”

“ Aye, Aliee,” answered Tam, *“und more than &
bank-note.  It's seven pound five shillings-—all my
savings afore 1 went to Liverpenl.  Mr. Banner
knows all about it.”

“Seveu pound!” repeated Alice, in a tone of
wonder ; ** why, it's a fortune, Tom! Seven pound
tive shillingst  Iowever, in all the world, did thee
save all that money 7

There was time enough to tell Alice all about it,
and what he intended to do with it, before they
came in sight of the corner of Pilgim Strect. At
this corner there stood a stronglimbed but elderly
wan, with grizzled bair, a face well marked with
many lines and wrinkles, and with cunning eyes,
which were looking keenly and eagerly about him.
Ho was dressed in & coarss but decent suit of
clothes, and over his shoulders hung a carpenter’s
satchel.  But neither Alice nor Tow noticed hiw,
so engrossed were they in their own conversation,
until he seized Tota by the shoulder, and spoke in a
voice which was loud and rough.

“'Tom Haslam!” he said. “Thou’rt Tom Has.
lam 1"

Tom started, as if awakened from a pleasant
dream by some sudden shock, and, with a fecling
of terror, he raised his eyes to the stranger's face.
His remembrance of it was dim, but still he could
recollect it, with a shivering dread creeping
through all his Trame. He gripped Alice’s arm,
and leaned heavily upon it—for the little strength
he had was forsaking him—and his feeble fingers
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his band, and 1t fell to the pavement, while
white Jips muttered the word * Father!”

“ Aye, lad, father, sure enough,” said the
stooping to pick up the packet. *But, h
What's this? Money, Tom! See thee, nn
money, and plenty of it! Ia it thine, lad1”

Hanlam turned the coins about, and cliv
them togother, while Tom was struggling to r
his breath and his voice; for at first the ho
scetned to whirl before his eves, and the sun i
spun round in the misty sky. Alice was holi
him up, or he felt us he should sink down v
the ground at bis father's feet,  But at Jast Le
strong enough to loose his grasp of her, and tu
his hand beseechingly upon his father's an,

* It's my savings ; but it's not mine,” he gag
“1 -owe it all, Part to Mr. Bunner, the 3
man.” )

At the word policeman, the man looked s
what frightened, and Tomn went on more readil

“ He made up a sovereign for me out of hiss
pocket,” he suid, “and I must pay it back;
there's a bad half-crown to be mude good ; o
must pay Mr. Pendlebury for being ill *ut
home. You must give the money lack to
futher.” . .

“ Not 1,” sanid Huslam, putting it into his p
“ Not till thou's mude a better tale out, niy
I don’t pick up money like dirt to do thy
promise thee, But who’s this lass with theet
decent lass, too!”

“I'm Alice Pevdlebury,” she answered, ¢
our house is close by, if thee likes to step in v
to talk to Tom. All the neighbours will be v
out if wo stand talking here.  This way, ple .«

Tom followed Alice with tottering steps,
sank down exhausted into a chair as soon -
entered the house, while his father stoad b,
doorway turning over the mouey, and gartin.
iv with delight.  Alice was a little afraid of 1.
father, for she knew he had been in gool for «
years; but she invited him civilly to come in,
set # chair for him near to Ton.

“Well, my lad,” said aslam, “art glad -
thy father again, cht How thou's grown, i
thin as a whipping post.  Thou has been
dealt with than me.  Better follow in iy ~
Towm. It's not such a bad do, after ali’s sa: .
done, w get cight year's board and lodgi.:
nothing.” .

But though Haslam laughed loudly, his fa-e
dark und wrathful, aud his mirth was fl:n
spiritless.  Tow's eyes were fastened upon !
and he could not turn them away. e had o
dreaded the release of his father, that new
calamity had suddenly befallen hin he Lt
power either to think or to speak. Alice,
was very quict; and at length Hashun, gios
uneasy under Tom's fascinating gaze, broke
with an oath—

“I'm thy father, as what else I am,” he s
“and thou'lt have to own me, and obey me, or
see which is the strongest. Speak out, laj,
glad T'm let loose 1 .
“No,” murmured Tom, almost in spite of
self ; und Haslam laughed again, more loud!y
harshly than before.

“ A good son,” he cried ; *a very good sou
a lesson or two to teach thee. And wheres
other boy, little Phil t”

Alice was about to angwer, for Tom’s quived
lips scemed speechless, when, with a great effir
sprang from his seat, uud laid his hand cag
upon bers, and as soon us he could command
voice he wet his father’s angry frown with a b
and steady gaze.

loosed their hold of the little packct of money in

“ Phil's safe and well, with good friends,




