
PA'MILY REA]MNCF.22

TJIE SLAVES 0F KING "FIRE WATER."
Isuppose thiat sorte littie reader wvill wonderingiy say, IlWlîo is King Fire-

water? and wherc does ho live? Does hie keep a great many slaves, and is ho
kind to thiem, or doce be treat thern vory badly ?"'

And perliaps soine littie blue-eyed, girl wbo bias just iearned hier geograpliy
lesson, and iusomLwllere on the niap bias traced with bher rosy fingers thoso odd
words, "lTerra del Fuego," or "Ithe land of firo," will venture a sbhrewd guess
that this king vrith a very strange naine lives so.-esvlaere in those regions, or
perhaps wlbere-as she bias read ia some pleasant story book-the Sun dropzî like
a great red bail into fair tropical ,eas, makiag thern ail one mass of rosy fire.
But you are not quite right, dear Blue-cyes, for this king of wbon i arn guing to
tell you bas a very great. hingdom, and you anay find bis slaves in alrnost every
land under the suri. There are sorne, 1 know, in the pleas.,ant city wbere you lice,
and sonie on the sea-shore îî'here you wrent last sumnaar ivith your cousins. Thero
are some umn the wild western prairies, and sone under the burning 2outliern
skies, and soano sailing on the blue sea. You are sure to know tîtei the minute
you ,:ce tbern. The king does flot dress them ire]]. Their clothes are almo t;
always tattered and woru, and their bats kaockcd la, and vour lîttie brother, who
bas only waiked a fortniglat without a chai r, wuuld feel muchi mortified to stagger
about as they do. King Fire-water neî'er gives bis tilaves anythiag to eat, but hoe
bas aiways ready for thoni a terrible ditillc- ai! poison and fire; and the ivorst
of it is, lie bias taught tlîcm to love it, su altlîougli tbcy sometimes sec that tbey
are growviag thin and old, and wretelhedly puor, aiîd must vcry soon die, stili they
can nover refuse it whon it is offered, and, indeed, tbey arc s0 crnzy for it, that
tliey are willing to part withi everytbing else they have in thue w.orid, rather than
go witbout it.

Nuw, wben I furthcr tel1 you that thif; wicked king makes bis slaves sieep in
barns and station bouses, and, oftener yet, with the uîiserable pigs in the gutter,
you wvill wonder laow hoe ever finds any one williag to coine into bis service. But
this is the wby hoe maniages. When lie secs a nicely dressed man ivhom lie wiJbes
to make bis slave, hoe offers hM a cup of lais best poison. It looks eo beautiful,
ciwlien it moveth itself aright," like Nvater with a smali piece of Bunset di-ssolved.
ia it, and tie poux man thîinks it ust be vory good. Ile drinks it, and fées 80
bappy. le tlîinks hoe is the richeet and greatest man in the wor]d, and Fire-wator
is a good old king, w-ho bas been very niuch slandored. So bie drinks again, and
again, but ahl the while the cruel fire is steadily buraing, and by-and-by Lie sud-
dcnly wakcs n p and finds that it lias burned aý lais patience, nnd love, and,
btrengtb, bis PI casant home, and ail lais comforts, and lie luimscîf is one of the
wrctchoed elaves of Ring Fiîo-water. Sonictianes bc struggles vcry liard to escape
froin bis tyranit master; but, alas ! hoe gcneraily fiaids bimscîf buund by the
strongest kir.d. of cliin Tlacre is a naine 1 bave given to this cbnin. Some
people cill it "Ilabit," and bad habits are the very w'orst chxains to break I ever
knew. Dear Black-cves, w-ho hiave stoien back Lo the dinner table to sec if tixere
vcre any of that protty red fluid leit in tlae wire glass, and w-ho mean to buy a
cigar with your very next pocket rnoney-bc carcful! Don't let sticha a Chiain
geL wound aroun I you.

~Now, I amn going to tell you a true story about one of King Fire-water's slaves.
lie was a growa.u-Lp man, and Lad a wife and four littie cildren-txe eldest not
more than soven ycars of agre. Hie bad draak, su much of the kiag's poison, that
ail lais moncy bad been burned, and almost ail bis wifc's and children's elutixes,
and w-bat is more, tlîe Iast luaf of brcad in the bîouse. N'ow, at the timo my
ritory begins, it wvas winter, almost niglît, and wretchcdly cold. Suc, and Jack,
and Sally, liad be-en -crying and fretting lv claoa us fur more tlau an bour, and
poor patient baby liad ncarTy suckcd o'ff both lis thîunbs, w-lion, oh, juy ! mother
Came back witlî soane bread and meat, and a littie pan of coals. The littie
starved clîildren Lad a famous supper, and there w-as enough ieft fur breakfast.
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