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A girl is brought ta us who, at ten
years old, hns never bowed her knee
m prayer ; and when asked who God
Almighty is,—* '8poses he is some fine
gentleman.”  She is acute enough in
her way, for all that.
bargaining of the streets; and eager,
with the wolfish cagerness of hunger,

to exchange for halfpennices the news-
paper, not one line of which she can
herself vead! Aud she lives in o streot
where there is not one womnn of ve-
What could, what
must, becoms of her? She must die,
worn out by sin and suffering, just
when life ought to bo opening before
n human creature with most of pro-
miso ; or, if she should survive to be
old, she will be like this miscrable old
hag, shuffling to and from the gin-
palace, where she gains the momentary
spivituous exhilnration, which hus
come to be the only happiness she
kuows, or which she is capable of

putnble churacter,

coveting.

Or, ngain, in Manchester —children
come to us from all purts of the
country—in a wretched garret, three
childran ave discovered by a city mis-
Their mother is dead; the
father ie daily drunk. The eldest of
these childven is known by the ncigh-
hours as “ Little Mother,” for though
she is only eight years cld, the two
younger are dependent on her for all
The only
furniture of the room is an ewpty
grocery-box, and the only utensil is
God help such
Their father’s life is their
It he were dead, the
“Union” would at least provide food
and shelter for the bairns; but, as
he is living, there is no help for them
except what Christian charity can

sionary.

the care they can have.

an empty meat-can.
¢hildren,
greatest curse.

bring.
{ To be continued. )

_

The Monkeys and the Tobacco.
A WORD TO DBOYS,

- .
SoMk manufacturer has hit upon a
very ingenious and suggestive device

for ndvertising his brand of tobncco.
A large plug is the bone of contention
between some fearfully human-looking

. monkeys, half pulling with head and

tail one way, and half the other—
wying to get possession of the su-
perior article. T'he thing that pleases
a decent man about the picture is,
that this is much better than human
nudity, Also, it would seem to be a
prophecy that the time is coming, yea,
now is, when the use of tobacco shall
be given up to apes,

Now, hoys, this word is for you.
If it were not for aping, little of this
filthy, poisonous thing, would get into
the mouths of boys. It is because the
boy apes the man, that he learns to
chew and smoke, It is not because
he likes the taste and sickening effect
at first—but then it is o nice to spit
and puff and pose like & man. And
the boy notices everything specially
apish ahout the business, and comes
up to the copy with wonderful accu-

Kren in the

racy.  Dut he fails to tahe in the adea
of true manhoud.  Ie mmtates the
very things that good sense abhors,
and takes to the filthy habits with a
grace worthy of a beiter caune

The manufacturer that male the
picture feels in his own heart that the
sale of his produet depends largely on
the apishness of his customers, Henco
the significant device,

Boys, let us take the hint in time.
If the greedy dealer in the vile weed
takes us for apez, let us give him an
iden to think of. Your tobacco may
farnish o very fit exercise for monkeys,
vut not for men,  We do not propose
to hecome companions of babioons ;
nor do we believe with Darwin, that
they wete our remote ancestors, though
we must admit that chewing and
smoking ave very monkeyish tricks,
and might lead an unwary philosopher
to conclude that they are our poor
relations,

Tet tobaceo users and dealers count
kin as they will. They know best
their own tastes and aspirations; we
prefer something more elevating and
human,—2Zer. S. D. Faris.

Child-Life in India.

A papy in India is not rocked in a
cradle, but in & swing. The houses
are very small, and have no furniture,
except perhaps a cot and a chair for
the man of the house. Many, how-
ever, have not even that. The family
sit on the bare floor and sleep on mats,
This would hardly do for the babyn
No, when the mother wishes to lay it
down, she takes one of her long cloths
that she wears instead of a dress and
ties the two ends together over a small
vafter in the low voof of the house, and
puts the baby into the fold of the cloth,
This mnakes a nice swing.

Most women in South India are
poor, and have to work all day; and
many huve to take their babies with
them to the fields, When they do
that, they make the same kind of a
swing by tying a cloth to the branch
of a tree by the roadside. Then the
baby is left for several hours, while
the mother goes off to her work. Very
often the light wind moves the branch,
and that swings the child, so that it
sleeps quictly, reminding us of the
lullaby :

“Rock a-bye, baby, in the tree top,—
When the wind blows the cradle will rock :
When the bough breaks the cradle will fall,
And down will come babv, cradle and all,”

The bough does not often break, be-
cause the mother is careful to tie the
swing to a tamarind, or some other
tree that has very strong boughs, But
sometimes the poor little baby, when
it wakes up alone, cries and wiggles
about a long time before anyone takes
any notice of it; and once in n while
it falls out of the swing, and gets hurt,

Once a week the family go to the
weekly fair in some village several
miles away. As they are poor they
walk, and carry the baby by swinging
it in a cloth hanging from a bamboo

AND scHHool.

stich,  The father walhs ahead with
one eid of the stick on his Jwondder,
andl the mother comes behind emrymy
the other end, while the bahy hangs in
the vloth between them,  When they
veaeh  the fatr ground  the mother
sprods her vegetables for sale on n
little mat, and lets the baby voll nround
on the gior ud by her side.— Hiustrated
Christian Weekdy,

A Child's Tear,

« My home—yes, it's bright and clean, siry
And Pl tell how it eame to puss;

It wasn't my work or doing at all—
Tt all due to that little lass.

T was going straight down to hell, sir,
And all through the curse of the drink ;

How I treated poor Mary, my wife, sir,
God knows I con'’t bear to think.

«I didn't know as I loved her
*Pill the wild dmk night she died,
When I found her lying so cold aud still,
And that new-born child by her side.

“The little lnss, she has grown, sir--
Last June sho was cight years old

And what she haa been to me, sir,
Can nover on carth be told.

* When a kid, there was no one to mind her
But & woman as lived next door

And she, being given to drink, too,
Let her fall one day on the tloor.

¢ And ever since, the poor creatur’
Has been lame with a crooked knee
So I'd often lift her up in my arms
T'o take her about with me.

“Tor I really loved tho poor mite, siv,
And her swecet littlo cyes of blue
Was as blue and ag bright as her mother’s
wor,
Aund they looked mo through and through,

One night I was off to the ¢ public’—
I'1 been drinking slrcady—'twas late,
And I took little May to earry her,
But £ couldn’t walk quite straight,

2 Oh, daddy, don’t go !? she whisperved,
But I qaickencd my drunken pace,

And I said, ‘Not anothier word young un,
Or I'll give you a slap in the fuce.’

“T was brutal, sir—I know it;
But the devil was in me then,

And when he gets holl of us with the drink
Wo are only brates—not men.

 And the little lass, she wor quiet,
But I felt o hot tear fall ;

And it seemed to burn right into my hand,
Though she wiped it off with her shawl,

¢ Straight into my soul it entered—
It melted my hardened heart 3

8o I said, ‘I'll go home, lassie.’
That night I made o new start.

*‘Now, every morning and i ening,
I kneel, and with heart sincere

I bless my Gou for saving u soul
By the touch of a littls one’s tear,”

—The Quiver.

What Besides Feathers ?

You have often heard it said that
“Tine feathers make fine birds.”
Think about it, and see if ite true.
A couple of years ago I was in Litch-
fieid County, staying for o few days,
Opposite the house there lived the
most beautiful peacock, Oh, how
handsome he was! Ifo spread his
beautiful tail feathers and walked
about proudly in the sun—himself a

a rainbow of colour. The children

stond dumb with delight whey thwi
first saw him. Inoone woeek ther g, |
a complete change of feeling |,
was voted noperfeet nnisance. Wiy
Heeause he had suel n horvid vo,
and wus so noisy.  From the ging |
strenk of Tight in the eastern sy 4y \
the last ray in the western skg, his \
havsh, discardunt  voico  wole iy |
echoes,  Tho baby could not be hept 1
asleep, tho neevous children heca |f
ill, fathors and mothevs woere worn ot
far want of sleep. The peacoch way §
killed and mounted, with his beantity)
tail feathers spread. His fine feather, |
did not seve himn  The little phuy |
wrens, who lived in tho elm down the |
rond, wore the special friends of the §
children, but not because of therr fine J

feathers, but because thoy kept house §

in such a delightful way,
Hundreds of ants wero the petsof

these samo little folks, who studiel

their habits while they caved for them
Bending over the ants, who certainly
are not beautiful, they would say to
thoe pencock, walking ncross the lawy,
with his beautiful feathers teaihng
after him, * Go 'way, you sereech owl,
go 'way.”  Ho had no friends, in
spite of his beauty ; so you see some

thing beside fine feathers is needed to |

make people happy and attractie,
Sometimes we exclaim, © Oh, what a
pretty child!” but the next minate
the beauty is gone—we have seen a
hateful nction or hesrd a naughty
word.  So heauty slone could not hold
our admiration.

"Plus is said to be a true story. It

is taken from the Germar :—
“ A nobleman once gave a grand
supper to a fow guests. While they

wat ab the table, two masked prople

came into the room. They were mot
lnvger than children five or six yean

of age, and represented o gontlenan |

and lady of high rank. The gentle-
man wore n scarlet coat with wold
buttons. His curly wig was powdered
snow white, and in his hand he held s
fine hat.

“The Indy was dressed in yellow
silk, with «'lver spangles, and had &

neat little hat, with plumes, on her

head, and a fan in the hand. Bath
danced elegantly, »nd often made agle
springs. Everybody said,
of these children in wonderful.

« An old officer, who sut at the table
took an apple and threw it between
the gay dancers. Suddenly the little
lord and lady rushed for the apple,
quarrelled as if they were mad, tore
off their masks and head-gear, and in-
stead of the skilful children apprared
o pair of apes. All at the table lnu:._ih-
ed loudly; but the ald officer said,
with much earnestness, *Apes and
fools may dress as much as they plcusv‘,’
it soon becomes known who they are/

Mg "who is not shy of the appea™
ances of sin, who shuns uot the ot
sions of sin, and who avoids not the
temptations to sin, will not lang ab
stain from the actunl commission of wn

.
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