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CANADA TEMPFRANCE- ADVQCATE.

pare the table, I #ill wake gur ybung temperance
orator, and [ think mother will do inclined to excusr
ihis oue departure from established rules.”

" ln n few moments the happy two were seated
‘around their enferiginment.  Charley was mute with
pleasure and surprize.  He sat and luoked first at one
parent and then the o ber; now a smile, und then o
tear.

« Come, Charley,” said Mr. Elgar, “don’t sef mo-
ther to weeping ; but, as you suy, they are not sorry
tears this time. Well, Chusley, you don’t think-that
“your father i3 ruite at the buttom of the trap,” said

¢ ‘Bdgar, with & smile. o

N, tfuther, sad 1 don’t think you will éver ge!
_there, if' you will just take your lunches at home with
mother and me. If I had only known we were to
eat with you, 1 would have put up mare. But, futhar,
what is te be done about these vlvces when they are
sauking so many deunkards 7 Why, T eould vet keep
feato erying when 1 just fooked on und saw the poor flivs
getting caught, and then trying to g2t stvay, and afier
stcugpling o liule while they would sink, and others
drop right in at the same place. Now, | kdow itis a
great deal worse <o kill fulks thun flies. Father,

what.can. be done ahout it .
% Why, my son,”” said Mr. Edgar,* [don’ seec as

anything ean be done while persons continue to place;

themselves in such danger,”

.« But mother said the Legislature can help i,
said the cbild, with much earnestnesa; * but they
don’t hegin righte  They act just as Biddy ‘did with
my sore finger; you know how much salve she pmt
ons and mever tried to get out the gplinter. Noaw,
futher, I wish you wounild just spesk to -the legislature

abont ity and tell them about my finger, and how it

waa cured at last.”

& Yes, yes,my son, your fither will speak to the
legisinture ; aad that sore finger, with Biddy’s failure,
must be geported, and we wust all work thl we get
ot the splintes.” . ‘

« Now, Charley,” szid Mre. Edgnr, ¢ we have all
had our lunch, and you have talked Temperance and
Siate Reform enough for one evening, Now kiss
gotd night, and #lip back into your little bed again.”
—Christian Herald.

A Prison Sketch.

women, dog-fighters, Jewish clothesmen, and cnbhler;
wd soon arivgi a3 the Ragged Schnl. . There | lei{
ny liule sireet-bird, and, weqded my way to the privy
| [t was an immense building.  Many an acre of gmund.
dues it cove ' and within its sweeping walls there ey,
and g'gh many a scure of wretched men.  Having cop,
heneath the shadow of its lofiy iron-bound ga e, | knpe,
ed. A very smart young turnkey opened a small dogr
[ passed gtheough it jnto, the court-yacd, holts, chag,
and keys fingled and clashed behing us, and then 1py
guardion of the gate goid: T

¢ What is it, sir P
" ¢ Be so kind as give this note to the go

¢ Yes, air. :

In a fesv minutes after a fine, self-possessed, genily
observant man, with a military bearing. came towary,
me. t,wax the governor, Colonel C—n.  He glanceg
at me from the uppermost regica of my hat 10 the 1o
of my boots. Nothing escaped him, In that glangy g
¢ reckoned me up.! He saw thot & was welldresey,
j wore gloves, and _carried a yellow walking stick, Hg

poted that [ was wiry in bady, and hava a-long, pale,
\thoughtful face. He observed that 1 fearlessdy bop
g1ze, and was not afraid 10 endure cross-examinatiop,
1t sani began :— . :

¢ This is your letter.!

¢ It is, sir.?

¢ You want to sge Joho Smith.’

¢ Yes, sir.?

1 ‘Vh}' ? ) . '

+ T wish to save his child from destitution,*

He turned round and seid tothe smart young tdmkey,
¢ Let this gentlewan see Juha Smith. | The tupkey
touched his hat, and the Colonel went swiy. § Won
derful man that I* sdid - the turnkey 'in @ confidential
tone. ¢ Have yon read his life? Wonderful  nian]
Needs be. Queer pluce this. Needs clever men,
Plenty. of people here to louk sfier, NeverTorgets any.
thing. Wouldu’t doif he did. Wonder'ul man! He
is. No mistake. Read his Iife? Ydu read that, s
Wonderful man—he iz, A loud knock at the gate, the
rattle of wheels and clang of horses® feet, having brought
tthe smart young turnkey to his senres, he marched 1o
his post, and threw open the door through which [ hal
euiecred. Three huge datk-painted police-vans stood
ready to disgarge their wretehed inmates, Here they

vermrs- -

!

l

:
i

come! Mexican ssilors, beguars, & long Irishman,s
BY PAUL BROTHERHOOD. ] ’ greasy butcher, a bare-headed fellow dressed in a blue
It is a wet, stormy day. Masons cannot work flannel shirt snd red handkerchief lonking like a vexed
cabmen gre ct a premium, and beggars finding their! f.ear, 2n insulent cabman,a thief, several fads, and s
gains rather emsll, +link inte gin-shupe and spend their old nian whose gray hairs are bedabbled with black
last penny. Walking along & nanow street we see a mud and red gore. Through iron gates, up stone stairg
pretty litle girl in 2 shocking pI'ght.  Her feet are cuv- and along echuing passages they go,and we see them a0
ered with mud, her huir drenched with wet, her fairi more. 1
neck exposed to the biting blast, and her tiny frock is < Here is John Smith, sir,® cries the smart young
deaggled and tarn, tusnkey. ‘I'here he is,sure enough.  Prison cap, prison
s Sally, love, what brings you here © clothes. prison number, prisan  badge, and warse then
¢ cannot get inte the house, sir.’ iall.-.prisnn look. ‘Fwo iron-barred gates separate us
¢ Why aot, Sally ‘anil a sour turukey stands between them to heer and
¢ Faher is in prison. sir.  He got drunk. and struck | watch us. :
8 waman, ond was locked up for two mantha.’ * Well, John, how are you?
¢ And how long have yeu been shut outinto the; ¢ Bad,sis, bad. Can’t be worse)
street= 1° ¢ { have come to 1atk ahout Sally.
* ‘Two days and nights, =ir.* ¢ Thank you, sir—ihank you.
¢ Poor Sally i Come away with me? zobhed. '
We watked up o sireet inhabited by thieves, bad! ¢ What brought you here, Jobn ¥’

Tha poor fellow
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