
NORT H ElN SESSENG KR

The Family Circle.

HYMN.
Oit when dark, foreboding fears

Cast their shadows on to-morrow'
When my eyes are dimmed withl tears

And muy heart is filled withB sorrow,
Jesus cones and whiwpers peace;
Jesus brings a sweet release.

Cnonus.-Glory be to God above,
Al le peace and joy and love;
Grief no longer shades my brow
I am happy, happy now.

Oh, my Father'a watchful care
Leading me through pastures vernal;

Bany sweets perfume the air,
Foretastes of the bliss eternal;

Raptures fill my longing soul,
Pressing onward to the goal.

Glory, &c.
S Moo:.n.

J ANE I'MASON S TRO UBLES.

(Pron the Sunday Aagainie.)

ciiAPTER vinr.-(Continued)

"N-no, not very," said Janet, not quite
knowit.g how to reconcile trath withcourtesy.

"Weli, I daresay it won't keep you frot
sleeping, at auy rate-will it ?"

"Oh no, I don't think it will," said Janet.
And indeed it did not; for the truth was

that, in spite of the hardness of her couch,
the poor litt le girl went to steep a great deal
faster than she had either expected or wished
to do. Sie lay awake listening for s littie
while, theni she thought ta herself, "I 11 say
my prayers. I can't kneel down to say them,
because, if I were to move, Tabby would hear
me; but perhaps God wili forgive ue for not
kneeling jut this aone night; " and so she
tolded hier hands and sai her prayers, and
after she h'd said then she lay still for a
little, thiuking and listening; and then,
while she stii thoughit that sihe was wide
awake, lier eyes began to cli>se, and she fell
int> as )und sleep, and never knew anything
more till the morning light came in and fell
upo a h r face.

Sbc awoke up then with a strange, he-
wildied feeling. She was lying in her cor-
ner, with no covering upon her except her
own cl ,hes, and there was a sound in the
rooi - perhaps it was that that had aroused
her ,f low, angry talking. For a few
mo nuis she lay listening to it, confusedly
mnl d r -amily, as we often liten t thinge
whnx we are half awake, and the suddenly
sthe remîîe.nbered where sie was, and that one
-f ti v oices that was speaking was Tabby's.
S- was talking in a hard, deflant way.
J tau e uld not hear the words, but she could
ver y wcll hear the tS>ne, and could guess
w x at was going u cwell enough. "She is
q i trceiing with her mother about me,"
tuc poor child thought, and got hot and
aslianed and miserible as she lay, not daring
t o maove.

Bat, if Tïbby and her mther wera quar-
relling, the .quarrel did not last long. The
i ter were in bed while it was being carried

n'. At the end of a few minutes the voices
ceagd, and Tabby sprang up and came with
? bkip and j ump to the corner where J met

"I say, I've made it all right," she ex-
claimed. "Mother don' t mind oum stop.
ping for a bit if you don't give no bother to
ier. I've told her you wont give no bother.
Tere, ain't I doune it neat P Come, get up
and say something for yoursM31f. cant you
And Tabby unceremonlously caught Janet
by the arm, and gave her a tag.

Admoisahed in this way, Janet accord-
ingly got up; but though it was easy to ge
upon her f eet, yet she did not q ite kno w
how to c>mply wt Sa the rest of Tabby's
reque it; for she was e hy child, and not
good at talking to strangers, especially to
strangers like this por m>tthtr of Tabby,
who lay in her bel1 ,kinig at the childi
withIsuahhard,bod, un 'holesone eyea, Sithat
Janet shrank instinctively from t'ieir guze,
as she would have chranki from somethmg
unclean. As she stood cient, hawever, the
woman herself adlressed haPr :

"Well, so you've come hre bv French
leave, it seem-,' she sai l, in a loud, tick
voie "D'yoiu kn'aw what F ,naleavej

. i yîî1 t, I l tell youi. Il ifceans
cown.' ti iî ipn ' as dn t wtet; y o, and
ta'cXt wh at. ,, ers. B!ia other p.p

can play at that game as well as you. Come
here, aud let's see what you've got on." And
she stretchei out a dirty hand from the bead-
clothes, and pulled Janet towards her as-
pushed from behind by Tabby-the child
unwillingly advanced. "That ain't a bad
frock," she said quickly, "nor a bad petti-
coat neither. Let'as look at your boots.
H'm-they might be better; but any way
they're too good for every day use. You'll
have to take 'em off, my dear. We're very
caref al here over our clothes," she said, and
gave a laugh that somehow-though she did
not understand it-made Janet shrink.

"Mother keeps mine so careful that I never
sees 'em at all," said Tabby. "She keeps
'm aS lier uncle's. He's such a safe man !
When you sends anything te hima, it's just
as safe as if it was in the Bank o' England."
And Tabby winked at Janet as he spoke;
but Janet, happily for her, had no more notion
than a baby what Tabby meant.

''Now, then, take off theam things," said
the woman sharply. "You ain't going into
the street looking like that, yen know. Take
em off, and give 'em here. Yon'll have to
wear some of Tabby's clothes, and very
thankful you may be ta get 'em. Come,
strip, and look sharp about it."

What could Janet do ? She gave one
terrified isok at the coarse face before her,
and thon with nervous, hurried fingers she
began ta unhook her frock. One after
ancther sie took off her neat little garments,
and one after another, as she stripped them
off, Tabby seized them and pitched them on
the bed. In a very faw minutes she hid
given up every article of herown clothing, and
in place of it had received froim Tabby- a dirty
ragged frock and petticoat, and an olad pair
of boots that had scarcely enough likeness to
boots left in therm t stay upon ler feet.

"There, now you're ses up!" said Tabby
che.rfully, when this business was concluded;
" andvery neat and complete you looks," she
added, standing back ta contemplate the
general effect of Janet's new attire. "Now
just you wait a bit till I'm ready too. Don't
yen mind nothing about your clothes. Mo-
ther'l look after them. They're saie as any-
thing with her-ain't they, mother ?" said
Tabby, with a chuokle.

She began rapidly ta dress herelf, and in
a very few moments ler brief toilette was
completed. The woman kaid rolled up Janet's
clothes into a bundle and put them under the
bedclothes, and had turned herself round to
the wall. ShLe did iet speak t the children-
again, nor take any further notice of tiem.

"There's a pump down-stairs if yon'd like
ta wash yourself," said Tabby presently.

"Oh, is there ?" cried Janet eagerly, shud-
dering in her dirty clothes.

"3 es, it's out in the yard. I goes there
sometimes. It ain't bad te get a good aluice
now and then."

"I should like to wash myself very much,"
said Janet.

"Well, you eau go and do it. l'Il come
and show you the place. You mustn't be
long about it. though, you know,"said Tabby,
and led the way down-stairâ, and introduced
Janet int. a little square, paved yard. Here
they found the pump, and here Janet did
such waahing as she could without the help
ofi soap or towel. And thon side by side the
two chiltren sallied out into the street.

"We've got a sixpence still, you know," said
Tabby, ina wnisper, as they leit the house
behind them. "I didn't tell mother," and
she gave a chuckle. "We'll go and get a
stunning breakfast, and then, I say, we'llhave
a bit of fun. Shall us 1" she said, lookiug
with her sharp bright eyes into her com-
panion's face.

"1-I don-t know," answered Janet faintly,
not knowing what ese t say.

rHIAPTER IX.

A hundred ti -nes duringthiî day, and during
the days that followed this one, the thouglt
came to Jinet'e mmd that she would run away,
and try to make her escape from this dreai -
ful new life that she had stumbled into. She
would run away, she thought, for it was too
terribleSe tear. And yet the days went on,
and she did not run a way. Perhaps she had
not courage enough ta try ta do it; perhaps
she would have failed in accompliîhing it,
however much courage she had had. For,
whether it was by accident or design, Tabby
never lefther to terself. She stuck by her
all day long; wherever shé herself went, there
ho took JanetT; wherever Jînet desired to go,

therx skie would accomnpany hier. One or two
feeble eff urtt 5> escap p >or J gnet made, but
they euded ia nothine almoset in the sme
iiomnent that they beg an. And even if it hiad
nlot be'en se, even i she hiad tried ta rmn away
sun ia a-suc'ee-ed, whiat would hava beau the
nood of it, for what. could she hiav, done nexS ?
She a"kked herself this aainx snd agai'), snd
the qî- s 'n wa< se hiopeless that she could
never n wer it.

n . hît a s ud, strangc 1i0 it was !Thay
ut) tinra ouit ini the early n mrning suad

go tîuderi o in the streets, pro'wang about,

like animale, in search of food. Ir was not
often that Tabby was so lucky as ta have
t.ixpence in her pocket, as she had had on the
first morning that they were together, or
even anything like sixpence, with which toa
begin the day's campaign. Most often she
had not a penny, nor so much as a crust of
bread, and they could not break their fast till
somebody gave a penny to them, or till Tabby,
by doubtfut means of her own, contrived to
provide them with either money or food.

By very doubtful means indeed she did this
sometimes; by such doubtful means that poor
little Janet, knowing how their meal was pro-
cured, would often feel as if the bread she ate
mustchokeher; andyet, when she waspenniless,
and starving, and frienidless, what could she
do but eat it ?

"You can turn your head away if you don't
like to look, and then what do you know
about it ?" Tabby would say, as bold as
brass, and would go about her small thieveries
with a conscience as much at ease as if she
had been a young savage feeding herself with
roots in the backwoods ; but Janet could not
turn away her head, and manage in that way
to thiuk that all wae right. She might tur
away her head, and even run out of Tabby's
sight, but that did not prevent her, when
Tabby came back triumphantly with some bit
of property in her possession which did not
lawfully belong to her, from feeling that she
was so miserable and ashamed that she almost
wished she was dead.

Sometimes, when she was in the humor
for it, Tabby would argue the matter with
her. .

"There ain't ne harm in taking what you
can get," she would say. "Why, therò can't
be, you know. Ain't we got to get food ome-
how P Mother won't get get it for us (catch
her bothering herself !), and if she won't we
must. There ain't no question about it! If
yau lives in the streets, you must take what
you eau."

"But couldn't we do anything else thon live
in the streets ?" Janet piteously asked one
day. "It seeme such a dreadful thing ta do.
Do you think there isn't any work that we
could get ?"

"Work " echoed Tabby, opening her great
eyes. "Well, I never! Catch me working 1"
* 'But you wouldn't nind it if you could get
mnney by it F' said Janet

"I gets money without it," raplied Tabby,
with a knowing wink. "What a game-to
think of me a-working ! Why, I don't know
bqt for th afun of the thing I wouldn't like
it. Just fancy me in a sitivation! My eye,
wouldn't I look after the silver spoons!
But the worst is," said Tabby gravely, "they'd
want a character, and I'd have to get up early
in the mrning the day I went ta look for
that."

"I don't know that people alrays want
characters; do you think they do F' asked
Janet wistfully. "I thought perhaps Some.
hody might take us, juast out of charity per.
hap--"

"Oh, bother charity!" exclaimed Tabby,
scornfully. "I ain't a-going nowhere en them
terms. If you knowed ofA nice family now,
os wanted a spicy young honsemaid as could
clean plate, and make herself generally useful
in the pautry, I might p'r'aps think o'that.;
butasfor getting took ont o' charity-!"
And Tabby broke off her sentence with a
whistle, flading words unequal ta express the
contempt with which she regarded such a
prospect.

Before Janet had been a day in Tabby's
eompany the poor little shrinking, timid child
had been forced by her bold companion to
make her first attempt at begging.

"Yon mun after that woman and ask her for
a penny," said Tabby suddenly, after they had
been for an heur in the streete together, nudg-
ing Janet's elbow, and speaking in a quick
whisper, as a young woman passed them with
a market-basket on her arm.

"Oh, I can't !" cried Janet, flashing scar-
let, and drawing back; and then, before she
knew what was coming, Tabby had given her
a ouff on the side of her head.

"Wiat do you mean by saying that you
can't ? Do yen think you won't have to 'Ï
cried rabby furiously.

"Oh, I don't kno w ! I don't know how I
e in!" said poor Janet.1

"Y ou'll have to learn then," retorted Tabby,'
with the most cutting contempt. You'v 
tost this chance; it ain't no good now ;but ifi
you don't go after the next one as I tells you
to--" And then Tabby gripped hem com-
panion's shoulder, aud gave lier a look that
made Jinet shake in lier shoes. The poor .
little thing reted no more after that.
When Tabby issued lier nexnt order she. ranu
aftecr the person whiom Tabby told hem ta fol-
low, and h'ld out hier hiand, suni tried te utter
the words shie had been told to speak. "PIese,
will you giv4 me a penny k'' was Skia sentence
she ha I beenx ordered te say, but it stuok in
her throat and she could not say it. Of
nourse, the lady whom she was following
understoo'd wbat the little stretched-out hînd
meant, and she turned round to lier, and shook

her head, and said she had nothing to give
her.

"You shouldn't beg in the streets; if you
do, the policeman wil take you up," sie said
severely ; and then looking at ler and noticing
the ashamed loük and pleading face she gave
her a penny and passed on ler way.

"Well," said Tabby on her return, "did you
get anything ?"

"Yes," said Janet, the words sticking in er
throat, "I got a penny." She afterwards foi-
lowed her companion, who kept on chattering,
feeling as if every person in the street who
passed ler by must know the miserable thing
that she had done.

But, of course, though she was so over-
whelmed with shame after this first effort at
begging, as tine went on the poor child gradu-
ually got accustomed to beg. She never got
to do it boldly, but she did get to do it without
her heart beating and the color coming to her
face, as it had done at firat. If it was bad to
beg, it was at last so much better to beg than
to steal, and Janet had not cast in her lot with
Tabby for many-hours before he learned that,
as long as she kept to that companionship, a
choice between begging and stealing was the
only choice she had.

As for Tabby, as I am afraid you guess, the
bolder way of earning her livelihood was the
one that she preferred.

"What's the use o' being sharp if you don't
make use o' your sharpuess ? ' she would say
in thefrankest way in the world. "I'd steal a
deal morethan I do if I'd the chance. I'd like to
get into somebody's house-I would. I'd like
to oreep in at a winder; or, my eye, wouldn't
I like to m ake a grab at one o' then jewellers
Think o' getting both your hands full o'
rings and brooches ! Oh! don't it make
your mouth water P But la, I'Il never have
euch luck as that," Tabby would say with a
eigh, as she thought of the glorious prizes of
her profession that it would never fall to her
to wia.

I daresay you thiink that if Janet had been
as good a child as she ought to be, she would
not only have thought of running away froua
Tabby, but would really have done it when
she found out what a bold little naughty thixf
and beggar Tabby was. But Janet did not
run away. She had not courage enough to
part herself fron the only living creature who
seemed willing to be a friend to her,-even
though the companionship she clung to was
nothing better than the companionship of a
little atreet thief.

It was an odd thing to see these two child-
rmen whwere so unlike each other sitting side
by aide. They used to spend a large part of
every day sitting on doorsteps, or under rail.
way arches, or amongst the litter of new-built
houses. It never seemed to occur to Tabby
that kthe roon in which they slept was a place
in which to pase any portion of their waking
time. They regularly turr.ed ont of door as
mon as they were up in the morning, sud
passed the whole day in the streets. Ail
Tabby's aocupation, you see, lay there; ad ail
her pleasure lay there too. Even wben the
weather was bad, nit it rained, she rarely pro-
posed ta Janet to go home. "I'd rather stop
here than go in and have mother j awin' aut me
-wouldn't you P' she would say; and, weary
of thee treets though she might be, Janet
vould agree with her with ail her heart.
Botter to stay out and be wet to the skin six
times a day than to go in and sit with Tabby's
mother! "Oh, I don't mind the rain. We'll
get under shelter somewhere," she soon got to
answer Tabby quite readily and cheerfully.

(To bo Continzue.)

HENRY WILSON.

LAT£ vICE mREsIDENT, U. a.

Go baek with me sixty years and more, to
She'little village of Fârmington in NewHamp.
shire , and I will give you a glimpse of the
boy's early home-a rude, log-cabin like build-
ing, standing in the midst of a country, rough
and rocky, and yielding but scanty harvest to
the tillers of the soil. very one in this region
was poor, and Winthrop Colbath,the father of
Henry Wilson, was no exception to the rule.
With eight boys to be clothed and fed, no
wonder that it took every penny of the day's
eaminge for the day's neceseities ; and each of
the children muet begin to take care of him-
seif as early as possible. Of thie family of
boys Jeremiah Joues Colbath (betterknown to us
as Henry Wilson)wastheeldest;and attheage
of ten years we find him apprenticed to a far-
mer, bound out, as the sying le, till lie shiould
roeah Skia years of manhood. (When Skie laSe
Vice-President vas a candidate for Skie office,
ha told Skiestar>' of hise early struggles with
poverty, in an address to laboring mon : "I
vos botn in poverty : Want sat b>' my cradle.
I knov whiat it le ta ask a mothier for bread
whien skie las noue ta give. I left my lieuse
aS tan years of ea sud s.rred au apprentice-
slip of eleven.years,receiving a monthi s echool.
ig acl year, sud at Skie end of Skia eleven
years of hiard work, a yoke of oxen and six
seep whichi brought me eighty dollars. I
nover spent the amunt of one dollar in mnoney


