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“Pho' what a question ! Nannie answered, opening her eyes
wide in surprise. * Of course he loves her better than all the world be
sides.”

“Well, that's good,” said Mattie, breathing a sigh of rclief.”
“ That's the reason, I guess, that 1 didn't find any black and blue marks
upon her.”

“What " Nannie gasped, “were you looking for black-and-blue marks
upon my pretty mamma ?” .

“Yes, I was,” answered Mattie soberly; and then, in a lower voice,
while tears came into her soft black cyes, she said, “My mamma is pretty.,
too ; her face is fair and her hair yellow and wavy, but she's got a great
black-and-blue mark right on her temple.”

“ Why, that’s too bad !” spoke Nannic pityingly.
fali "

“ No; she was pushed down, and my own papa didit. Wasn't it
awful 2"

“Awful! 1 should think it was.
dreadful thing ?”

““That was what 1T asked mamma, and she said it was because papa
drank so much wine. Your papa drinks wine, too, don't he ?°

“Yes,” confessed Nannie, “he docs, and it makes namma sorry, and
sometimes she cries until her cyes are red and heavy, but my papa
would never make a black-and-blue mark upon my mamma-—1I am sure of
that.”

Mr. Amold, with heavy eyes and aching head, was sitting onone of the
piazza-chairs just outside of the nursery-windows. He had heard all that the
children had said. He winced when his own little Nannie said she was
sure her papa would never make a black-and-blue mark on her beloved
mother.

**Oh, Nannic! Nannie!™ he wailed, mentally, “ you do not know that a
very demon seemed to possess me only last night.  You asked your mother
where her heavy cut-glass perfume-casket was. You de not know that it
was your father who threw i1, not at her—oh no, not at her:—but, all the
sam, it would have hit her had she not dodged just in time to save herself.
\When the wine is in the wit is out. Oh, Nannie! Nannic! God must
have interposcd, or your young cyes might have scen something worse than
black-and-blue marks—might have scen a cold, still form lying in its last
slecp.  Oh, Nannic, Mattic? you have been teachers this moming, and 1
have learned my lessun well. Wonder if Dick Holmes will learn the
lesson t00? 1 inust run over and talk to him, for somchow my cyes are
opened.”

In the nursery the conversation changed very soon.  Mattic and Nan-
nic were laughing and chatting cheerily.  Was it because they felt the bright
sunshinc that was about 10 beam upon their lives?  Before the day closed
the two fathers had had a long, scrious talk, the issue was repentance.
Both had resolved that no more bitter tears should be shed for them, no
no mere wakeful hours kept wearily, no more bruised heans to ache becausc
of their wrong doing, 1o more black-and-blue marks to be feared, no mure
anguish to be endured for them.  And would their resolutions avail? Yo,
because each husband and father reached up and dasped the Hand cver
ready to lead upward.—JNorning Star.

“Did your mamma

What made your papa do such a

A MOTHER’S INFLUENCE,

In a railroad car a man about sixty years old came t0 sit beside me. He
had heard me lecturing the cevening before on temperance.  “1 am master
of a ship,” said he, * sailing out of New York, and have just retumned from
my fifticth voyage across the Atantic.  About thirty ycars ago 1 was a so1,
shipped while dead drunk, and was carried on board like a log. When 1
Qe to, the captain asked me, * 1o you remember vour mother?' 1 told
himshe dicd before 1 could remember. ¢ Well,? sxid he, ‘I am a Vermont
man. When 1 was young 1 was crazy to go 10 sca. At last my mother
conscnted I should scck my fortune. My boy,” shesaid, ‘1 don't know
anything about towns, and 1 ncver aw the s, but they tell me they make
thiousands of drunkards. Now, promisc me you will never dnnk a drop of
liquor’ He aid, *1 laid my hand in hers and promiscd, as I looked into
her cyes for the last time.  She died soon after.  I've been on every s,
scen the worst kind of Jife aud men.  “They laughed at mc as a milksop,
and wanted to know if 1 wasa coward.  But when they offered me liquor
I sawmy mother’s pleading fa ¢, and 1 never drank a drop. It has been
my sheet-anchor; 1 oxcallito that.  Would you liks to take that pledge?
said he.” My companion took it and he added, * It has sived me, 1
have a finc ship, wifc and children at home, and 1 have helped others”
‘That camest mother saved two men 10 vinue and uscfulness~-how many
more He who sces all alone aan tell. — Wendell Prillips.

HOW DRUNKARDS ARE MADE"

* Now you walch those children. “TheyHt drink half that beer Lefore
they get home, =nd their mother will scold me for not giving a good pint,
and T'vegiven neara quan,” said the bartender of a downtown saloon yester-

day, referring to two little girls of six and eight, thinly <Jud, who had come
in for a pint of lager.

‘Ihe reporter did watch the young ones.  They had scarcely got outside
the saloon door when the one who carried the tin pail lifted it to herlips
and took a drink. Then her companion took a few swallows. A hittle far-
ther on they entered a tenement house hallway, and both again took a sip.

1 have lots of such customers,” said the bartender when the reporter
returned to the saloon to light his cigar.  * Girls and boys and women form
half our trade. Wecall it family trade. It pays our expenses.  Our pro-
fits come from the drinkers at the bar.  But I tell you what, half the chil-
dren who come here drink. That's how drunkards are made. Their
mothers and fathers send ‘em for beer.  They see the old folks tipple and
they begin to taste the liquor themsclves.” .

“Few of the children who come in here for beer or ale carry a full pint
home. Sometimes two or three come in together, and if you watch ‘em
you'll hear one hegging the one with the pail for a sip. We must sell it,
however, when their parents send for it.  We are bound to do so. Business
is business. We don't keep a temperance shop.—4V, V. Herald,
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Our ECashet,

BITS OF TINSEL.

Governess. “What is the future of the verd to love, Mary "—
Pupil (after a pause): “ Please, teacher, to marry.”

Can you speak of a young lady as being brow beaten when she
has her hair banged 7

A little boy came to his mother recently and said: * Mamma, I
should think that if 1 was made of dust I would get muddy inside
when 1 drink.”

In reporting a summer night festival last waek, a Jersey City
cditor spoke of a Miss Magee as being ‘2u fait, and the next day
the paper had it “all feet.”  Aud yet Governor Cleveland recently
pardoncd a proof-reader.

“1In what condition was the patriarch Job at the end of his
life 7" asked a Sunday-school teacher of a quict-looking boy at the
foot of the class.  “Dead,” calmly replicd the boy.

An old lady having seven marriageable daughters, fod them ex-
clusively on a fish dict, because it is rich in pliosphorus, and phos-
phorus is the essential thing for making matches.

We heard of a man, the other day, who was said to be mmcan en-
cugh to steal a coat of paint. But he can't equal the party who
tried to steal a dog'’s pands.

Cowrt (to prosecutor)—“Then you recomnize this handkerchief
as the one which was stolen from you 7" DProsecitor— Yes, Your
Honor.”  Court—"Aud yect it isn't the only handkerchicf of the
sort in the world.  Sce, one I have in iy pocket is cxactly like
it”  Prosccutor— Very likely, Your Honor, 1 had two stolen.”

Little Flaxen Hair: “Papa, it's raining.” Papa (somewhat an-
noyed by work in hand): “ Well, let it rain."  Little Flazen Hair
(timidly): ~ I was going to.”

Old ludy {to druggist) : “Iwant a box of canine pills.” Druggist:
“ What's the matter with the dog?" Ol lady (indignantly): “1
want you to know, sir, that my husband is a gentleman 27 Drugrist
puts up some quinine pills in profound silence.

A bright five year-old was listening to the story of the penco
taken from the fish's wmouth, and delightedly shouted, = I guess thun
pennics cune out of Jonah's pocket-Look.”

A littls girl was trying to tell her mother how beautifully a
certain lady conld trill in singing, and, said. * O mamua, youought
to hear her gangle i She does it so sweetly. °

In an argument with an imscible and not very learned man,
Sidney Smith was victor, whercupon the defeated said : *If I had a
son who wasan idiot, I'd suake  parson of him.” Mr. Smith caalmly
replied : “Your father was of a ditferent opinion.”

A good story is told of the Bishop of Atlants, Georgia. He re-
cently adiressed a large assembly of Sunday-school children, and
wound up by asking in a very paternal and condescerding way :
* And now, is there a-a-n-y little boy or a-n-y little girl who would
like Lo ask me a question 7 Afier a ‘pause he repeated the question,
“Is there aaaey little boy or aamey little girl who would
like to ask me a question 7 “Alittle shrill voice called out - * Pleass,
sir, why did the angels walk up and down Jacob's ladder when they
had wings?” N Oh, ab, yes—1 sce” said the Bishop; “znd now is
there a-z-n-y little boy ora-a-n-y little girl who would like te answer
little Mary’s question 1™




