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The Story of the Children's
Home.

Dy likV. T. Do0WMAN STEr.INSON, LL.D.

II.
STu'f', it is nîot always the cruelty

of thie parents whicl briiigs the chil.

ireii imto suci straits. Soimietimnes it

is iiierely tle incompetence of the

pareits, who-though in character

re etable- have noe capacity it ail

for uidestanding and goverining their
childrein. Why some persons should
bie allowe( to have childrenl at ail, is
one of the mysteries of Providence

whîiehi will nover be explained in thtis

worild. One of the Carliest coiers

aiîongst our boys is ai illustration of

thiis. 11is father w.s a decent nman,
but qutiite incapable of ruling his boy.
I ai afraid, too, that the step.miother's
iilueie did net help the difliculty.
At all events, the poor lad had been a
wvanîderer in London for nanîy iionths.
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During that poriod his most comfort-
able timlie was wlen, for a fortnîiglt,
lie lad beei an inmîîîate in ene of ler

Majesty's gaol%, to whicl lie had been
coinînitted for bc2akin<g . street lamnp.
Whiei lie wais released lie liad again to
know hunger, and cold, and wearincss,
ad when lie caimle te us lie was the
very picture of misery ; for, to all the
rest, vas added the pain of a festering
wound, where a piece of glass liad cut

tlhe iaked foot, wlicl then, for want
of proper bandaging, the lilthl of the
streets had polluted and inflamned.
Yet, hc was a fine lad, needing oily
reasonable treatiiient and coinnoion-
sense control. ilow glad we are we

took limiî wlein we did I For Charley
was our first child in hicaven. H1e
caulit the sniall-pox ; and tlough lic

mlade a good recovery fron that fell

disease, lie speedily sank into con-

suiption - probably a logacy from
tlios iiîonths of înisery and exposur.
Tite God Sliopherd called hi'n to

ilinseif, to take care of hin forever;
ad s w, for twelve years, dear

Charley lias bee' in the better land,

surely welcoiming thither our childrer
as, one aftcr another, they have gonicý,~~~ on itrr

fron our care to the Children's Home
etbove.

lb truth, the children who hav(
lied are net te be pitied-no, 110

eved tarse n oI have died ithou
kiîevniic tlî slter and comfort e

such ail nstitutio n a ss ours. T n liu s

of thei death is botter than lifE

Tleir existence is, in nany caseE

mîîerely slow starvatiel. Tîey ar

forcd to work w .ilst tlieir lilîîbs ar

stili flexible, and their framnes cln b

distorted. They have no proper lieut

of rest, and ne decent place e? res

Tlîeir Cars recegnise cuîrses eeetî

have lcarned te kuow wverds o! fe

tien, and tlîir lips Often lisp ixr hie

phenies and filthiness. Eacl yea r

thoir life, so long as they are -eft i

tn'l company
born, is but a
imisery mnd si
rescue f r o
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mnore difhlt and less hopeful. It
mllakes oie's lcart sick te know how
multitudes of children suffer.

Look at the scene in the followinig
cnt. It is a group of children sclected
out of a hundred scarcely less needy,
wlo wero gathered for us re li tly i"
Liverpool, by the agents o! the Lie-

pool Mission. We %vere wslful the get
down to the very botte' of the sOcial
dop, behievhig t iat gends Iight be
found there fit for the ledecto ers
crown. I have ot rooin uere te de-

scribe that gathering. It îlarbt suffice
te say, that a more singular spectacle
of wretclhedneSS, vice inil sed nv trt
slirewdncss, aîîd eveîl f relie, wvas imever
shedn er loing and patient effort,
we înanaged te get thie story of their
livcs frein nany Oef then, and

setod fifteen of the neediest

for reception muto the Hone.
When one of those was asked,

"Where did you sleep last
nightV" he said, "in a cellar,
i- street." "Who waswith you " "Onlly the rats,"

was his reply, uttered im, a
e perfectly mnatter-of-fact tone,
t as thouîgh to sleOr ont the

t tilthy paveIenît of a damîp
f collar, whilst the rats fromt
t the sewers iade a playground

of it, vas an every night ex-
, perience of Englishi Chris-
etians.

e Diete were three children

e -two little boys and a.gil-
s who slept night after niglt
t,. upon the floor in a miserable

y attie, tleir own father lying A
C.on the floor besicle tîtoîn, and

~- néxt te him a girl of sixtecn,

If whe is no relation te any o!

In them. And in this tangle of

Ex-GovsnNot MxamusL.said that as

a businless nman of forty years' experi-

ence lie liad founîd the Sunday-school

boys the safest.

AN iniidel said: "There is one thing
that mars ail the pleasure of my life."
"Indeed, replied his friend, "what

's that I' Ho answered, "I ani araid
the Bible i true. If I could know for
certain that de.th is an eternal sleep,
I should be happy . my joy would be

comuplete. But hiere is th., thurn that

stings Ie, this is the sword that pierces

nie-if the Bible is true I ain lost
forever."

AF TàER,

................ _ _

misery and sin thiere wero
other anld darker lements, at
which I dare not hint.

When fact after fact of this
kmnd comnes to be kniown to uis
-and mich fits have beein

stated to, us aîliost every day
for more thian fourteen years-

do you woider, kind reader,
that one's hecart buirnîs within
one, and thiat one wonders at
tines at the supinîeness, or
ignorance, or hardiness, which,
in the midst of its own coin-
forts and elegancies, does so
little to remove such us thesel
Evei as I write, a letter is
brouglt to me fron a remnote
Englisl county. It pleads for
a little girl. The nother is a
vile womnan. hie grandmlother,
in extreine poverty, has been
caring for the littie child. bIst
Sunday the granidmîothier,
cighty-ono years of age, died;
and she was found lying on a
table - er only bedding - an
enpty sack, which lad con-
tained somte straw; but the

into whiclh they were daughîter liad taken the straw fromt

lengthoned cducatio il, uidor lier aged ictsher, ahd et a

; and eaich year tlhir penny for it, whinl sie liad Spent

d and society becoies straightway in

UROUP OF LæESUUED ONES.
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