_ The Family Cirdlo.

HYMN.
Oft when dark, foreboding fears
Cast their shadows on to-morrow ;
‘When my eyes are dimmed with tears
And my heart is filled with sorrow,
Jesus comes and whispers peace;
Jerus brings a sweet releane.

Caorus.——Glory be to God ebove,
All is peace and joy snd love ;
Grief no longer shades my brow
I am happy, happy now.

Ob, my Father's watchful care
Leading me through pastures vernal ;

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

Raptures fill my longing soul,

Preesing onward to the gosl.

Glory, &e.
S Mooxk.

JANET MASON 8 TROUBLES.
(From the Sunday Magazin.)

CHAPTER VIIL.—(Continued)

“N-—no, not very,” raid Janet, not quite
knowir.g how to revoncile trath with courtesy.

“Well, I daresay it won't keep you from
sleeping, at any rate—will it "’

«Qh no, I don’t think it will,” said Janet.

And indeed it did not; for the truth was
that, in epite of the hardness of her couch,
the poor litile girl went to steep a great deal
faster than she had either expected or wished
to do. She lay awake listening for a little
while, then rhe thought to herself, “I 1l say
my prayers. I can’t kneel down to say them,
because, if I were to move, Tabby would hear
me; but perhups God will forgive me for not
kneeling just this one night;’’ and so she
folded her hands amd ssil her prayera, and
after she had said them she lay still for a
little, thiuking and listeuing ; and then,
while she still thought that she was wide
awake, ber eyes began to clise, and she fell
int)> asruad sleep, and never konew anything
more till the morning light came in and fell
upoa h r face.

She woke up then with a strange, be-
wildzied feeling. She was lying in her cor-
ner, with no covering upon her except her
own ¢]l.thes, and there was a sonud in the
rogut— perhaps it was that that had aroused
her of low, angry talking. For a few
mo nents she lay listening to it, confasedly
and dre-amily, as we often listen to things
when wo are half awaks, and thea suddenly
whe reme.nbered where she was, and that one
of the voices that was speaking was Tabby's.
Sne wns talkiog in & hard, defiant way.
Janet ¢ruld not hear the words, bat she could
very well hear the tone, and could guess
wint was going cn well enough. “She is
q uirreliing with her mother about me,”
tus poor child thought, and got hot and
ustiamed and miserable as she lay, not daring
10 mmove.

Rat, if Tabby and her mothsr wera quar-
relling, the quarrel did not lust long. The
t4lers were in bed while it was being carried
ou. At the end of a few minutes the voices
censdd, and Tabby sprang up and came twith
in rkip and jamp to the corner where Jinet
1y.

“I say, I've made it all right,” she ex-
claimed. “Mother don’t mind jyour stop-
ping for & bit if you don’t give no bother to
her. I've told her you won't give no bother.
Taere, 2in’'t I done it neat? Come, get up
and say somethiag for yoursslf. can’c you?"
Aud Tabby unceremoniously caught Janet
by the arm, and gave her a tug.

Admonished in this way, Janet accord-
ingly got up:but though it was easy to ge
upnn her feet, yet she did mnot qaite know
how to c)mply with the rest of Tabby's
request; for xhe was a shy child, and not
»ood at talking to strangere, especially to
strangers like this poor mothér of Tabby,
who lay in her bel lwking at the child
with sush hard, bold, nn xholoso ne eyes, that
Janet shraunk instinctively from their gaze,
as she would have thrank from somethiny
unclean. As she stood »sitent, however, the
woman herself addresced her :

“Well, so you've come here by French
leave, it seems,”” she sail, in a loud, tuick

voice. “D'yon knrw what TFench leave
mweans? 17 you toa'r, T1 tell you. M mneana
coming £y wpiace as don't want you, and

taking whit . ut yours. Batother p cple,
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can play at that game as well as you. Come
here, and let’s sea what you've got en.” And
she stretched out a dirty hand from the bed-
clothes, and palled Janet towards her as—
pushed from behind by Tabby—the child
unwillingly advanced. “That sin’'t a bad
frock,” she said quickly, “mor a bad petti-
coat mneither. Let's look at your boots.
H'm—they might he better; but any way
they're too good for every day use. You'll
have to take 'em off, my dear. We're very
carefal bere over our clothes,” she said, snd
gave a laugh that somehow—though she did
not understand it—made Janet shrink.

“Mother keeps mine sn careful that I never
sees 'em  at sll,” said Tabby. “She keeps
‘em at ber uncle's. He's such a safe man!
When you seuds anything to him, it's just
ns safe asif it was in the Bank o' England.”
And Tabby winked at Janet as she spoke;
but Janet, happily for her, had no more notion
than a baby what Tabby meant.

“Now, then, take off them things,’ said
the woman sharply. “You ain’t going into
the street looking like that, you know. Take
‘em off, and give 'em here. You'll have to
wear some of Tabby's clothes, and very
thankfal you may be to get ’em. Come,
strip, and look sharp about it.”

What could Javet do ¥ She gave one
terrified. leok at the coarse face before her,
and then with nervous, hurried fingers she
began to unhook her frock. One after
ancther she took off ber neat little garmenta,
and one after another, as she stripped them
off, Tabby seized them and pitohed them on
the bed. In a very few minutes she had
given up every article of herown clothing, and
in place of it had received from Tabby a dirty
ragged frock and petticoat, and anold pair
of boots that had scarcely enough likeness to
boots left in them to stay upon her feet.

“There, now youre set up!” said Tabby
cheerfully, when this business was concluded;
« and very neat and complete you looks,” she
added, standing back to contemplate the
general effect of Janet's new attire. “Now
just you wait a bit till I'm ready too. Doua’t
you mind nothing sbout your olothes. Mo-
ther’ll look after them. They're safe as any-
thing with her—ain't they, mother "’ said
Tabby, with a chuckle.

She began rapidly to dress herself, and in
8 very few moments her brief toilette was
completed. The woman had rolled up Janet's
clothes 1to a bundle and put them under the
bedolothes, and had turned herself round to
the wall.
again, nor take any further notisce of them.

“There’'s a pumnp down-stairs if you'd like
to wash yourself,” said Tabby presently.

“Oh, is there?" oried Janet eagerly, shud-
dering 10 her dirty clothes.

“Yes, it's out in the yard. I goes there
sometimes. It ain’t bad to get a good sluice
now and then.”

I should like to wash myself very much,”’
said Janet,

“Well, you can go and do it. I'll come
and show you the place. You mustn’t be
long about it. though, you know,”ssid Tabby,
and led the way down-stairs, and introduoced
Janet inte a lictle square, paved yard. Here
they found the pump, and here Janet did
such washing as she could without the help
of soap or towel. Aud theu side by side the
two ch:liren sallied out into the street. .

“We've got & sixpence still, you know,” gaid
Tabby, ina whisper, a8 they left the houss
behind them. ¢I didn't tell mother,” and
she gave a chuckle. “We'll go and get a
stunning breakfast, and then, I say, wo'llhave
a bit of fun. 8hall us?’ she ssid, looking
with her sharp bright eyes into her com-
panion’s face.

“I—I don’t kaow,” answered Junet faintly,
not knowing what else tu say.

FHAYTER IX.

A hundred ti nes duriog this day, and during
the days that followed this one, the thought
came to Janet's wind that she would run away,
and try to meke her escape from this dreag-
ful now life that she had stumbled into. She
would ruun away, she thoughs, for it was too
terrible to bear. And yet the days went on,
and she did not run away. Perhaps she had
not courage enough to try to do it ; perbaps
she would have failed in accomplihing it,
however much courage she had had. For,
whether it was by accident or design, Tabby
never left her to kerself. She stuck by her
all day long ; wherever she herself went, there
ahe took Janet; wherever Jasnet desired to go,
thers she would accompany her. Ona or two
feeble effsrts t5 escaps pror Jinet made, but
they ended i1 pothing almost in the same
woment that they began. Aund even if it had
not bren 80, ¢ven i’ she had tried to run away
anl bad sucresded, what wonld have been the
goud of 15, for what could she bave done next ?
She askad Lerself thin agnin and again, und
th+ qu+ 10 wa« 80 hopeless thut she could

never » -<wer it.
Rus wbhat a s, strange 170 it was ! Thay
udsc to tnrnoutin the early mornings snd

&> wanderi @ in the rtreets, prowling ahout,
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She did not speak to the children-

like animale, in search of food. It was not
often that Tabby was so lucky as to have
sixpence in her pocket, as she had had on the
first morning that they were together, or
even auything like sixpemnce, with which to
begin the day’s campsign. Most often she
had not & penny, nor so much as & crust of
bread, and they eould not break their fast till
somebody gave a penny to them, or till Tabby,
by doubtful 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
listle Janet, knowing how their meal was pro-
cured, would often feel as if the bread she ate
must chokeher; and yet, when she was penniless,
and starving, and friendless, 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 youug savage feeding herself with
rootsin the backwoods ; but Janet could not
turn away her head, and mansage in that way
to thivk that all was right. She might tura
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 80 miserable and ashamed that she almost
wished she was dead. :

Sometimes, when she was in the humor
ior it, Tabby would argue the matter with

er. ,

“There ain’t no harm in taking what you
can get,” she would say. “Why, there can’t
be, you know. Ain't we got to get food some-
how ? 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
you lives in the streets, you must take what
you can.”

. “But couldn’t we do anything else than live
in the streets ?”” Janet pitcously asked one
day. «It seems such a dreadful thing to do.
Do you think there isn't any work that we
could get P

“Work ?" echoed Tabby, opening her great
oyes. “Well, I never! Catoh me working !”
“ *Bat you wouldn’t n#nd it it you could get

money by it P 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
bys for the fun of the thing I wonldn't like
it. Just fancy me in & sitivation! My eye,
wouldn’t I look after the silver spoons!
Bat the worst is,”” said Tabby gravely, “they’d
want a character, and I'd have to get up early
in the morning the day I went to look for
that.”

“I don't know that people always want
characters; do you think they do P’ asked
Janet wistfully. “I thought perhaps some.
Wy might take us, just out of charity per.

‘!‘,:)h, bother oharity!” exclaimed Tabby,
soornfully. “I ain’t a-going nowhere en them
terms. If you knowed of a nine family now,
88 wanted a spicy n{:ug housemaid as counld
olean plate, and make herself generally useful
in the pantry, I might p'r'aps think o'tAat;
but as for getting toek out o’ charity——1"
Aud Tabby broke off her sentenca with a
whistle, finding words unequal to expreas the
contempt with which she regarded such a
prospect.

Bofore Janet had been & 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. .

“You run after that womsan and ask her for
a penny,” said Tabby suddenly, after they had
been for an hour in the streets together, nudg-
ing Janet's elbow, and speaking in a quick
whisper, as & young woman passed them with
a market.basket on her arm.

“Oh, I can't!” cried Janet, flushing socar-
let, and drawing back: and then, befors she
knew what was coming, Tubby had given her
a cuff on the side of her head.

“What do you mean by saying that you
can't? Do you think you won't have to f’
oried Tbby fariously.

“0Oh, I don’t know!
cin!” said poor Janet.

“You'll have to learn then,” retorted Tubby,
with the most cutting ocontempt. ¢You've
lost this chance; it ain’t no good now ;butif
you don’t go after the next one as I tells you
to——"" Aud then Tabby gripped her com-
panion’s shoulder, and gave her a look that
made Jipet shake in her shoes. The poor
little thing rested no more after that,
When Tuabby issued her next, order she ran
after the person whom Tabby told her to fol-
low, and held out her hand, ani tried to utter
ths words she had been told to speak. “Pleane,
will you give me a penny !’ was the gentence
she hat been ordered to say, but it stusk in
her throat sud she could not say it. Of
course, the ludy whom she was following
understood what the little stretched-out hand

I don’t know how I

meant, and she turned round to her,and shook

l!:ex- head, and said she had nothiog to give
er.
“You shouldn't beg in the streets;if you
do, the policeman will take you up,” she said
severely ; and then looking at her and noticing
the ashamed lovk and pleading face she gave
her a penny and passed on her way.

“Well,” said Tabby on her return, “did you
get anything ¢

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

But, of course, though she was so over-
whelmed with shame after this firat effort at
begging, as time went on the poor child gradu-
ually got acoustomed to beg. She never got
to doit boldly, but she did get to do it without
her heart beating and the color coming to her
face, as it had done at first. If it was bad to
beg, it was at least 80 much better to beg than
to steal, and Janet had not cast in her lot with
Tabby for many~hours before she learned that,
a8 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 s/e preferred.

“What's the use o’ being sharp if you don't
make use o’ your sharpness P’ she would say
in thefrankest way in the world. “I'd steal a
deal morethan I doif I'd the chance. I'dlike to
get into somebody’s house—I would. I'dlike
to oreep in at a winder; or, my eye, wouldn't
I like to make a grab at one o’ them jewellers !
Think o’ getting both your hands full o’
rings and brooches ! Oh! den’t it make
your mouth water ? But la, I'll never have
such luck as that,” Tabby would say with a
sigh, as she thought of the glorious prizes of °
her profession that it would never fall to her
to win.

I daresay you think that if Janet had been
a8 good & child as she ought tobe, she would
not only have thought of running away from
Tabby, but would really have dome it when
she found out what a bold little naughty thisf
and beggar Tabby was. Bat Janet did not
run away. She had not courage enough to
part herself from 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 street thief.

It was an 0dd thing to see these two child-
ren who were 80 unlike each other sitting side
by side. They used to spend a large part of
every day sitting on doorsteps, or under rail-
way arches, or amongss the litter of new-built
houses. It never seemed to cccur to Tabby
that the room in which they slept was a place
in which to pass any portion of their waking
time. They regularly turred ont of doors as
soon as they were up in the morning, and
passed the whole day in the streets. All
Tabby's occupation, you see, lay there ; uud all’
her pleasure lay there too. Even when the
weather was bad, an1 it rained, she rarely pro-
posed to Janet to go home. “I'd rather stop
here than go in and have mother jawin’ at me
—wouldn't you P’ she would say ; and, weary
of the atreets thongh she might be, Janet
would agree with her with all her heart.
Better to stay out and be wet to the skin six
times & day than to goin and sit with Tabby's
mother! *“Oh, I don't miad the rain. We'll

under shelter somewhere,’' she soon got to
answer Tabby quite readily and cheerfully.

(To bs Continued.)

HENRY WILSON.
LATE VICE PRESIDENT, U. 8.

Go back with me sixty years and more, to
the little village of Farmington in New Hamp-
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. Every onein 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
earnings for the day’s necessitics ; and each of
the children must begin to take care of him-
self as early as possible. Of this family of
boys Jeremiah Jones Colbath (better known to us
88 Henry Wiison) was the eldest ; and at the age
of ten years we find him apprenticed to a far-
mwer, bound out, a8 the saying is, till he should
reach the years of manhood. (When the late
Vice-President was a candidate for the office,
he told the story of his early struggles with
poverty, in an address to laboring men: «I
was born in poverty : Want sat by my cradle.
I know what it is to ask a mother for bread
when she has none to give. Ileft my house
at ten years of age and s:rved an apprentice-
ship of eleven years,receiving a month s school-
iag each year, and at the end of the eleven
years of hard work, # yoke of oxen and six

sheep which brought me eighty dollars. I
never spent the amount of one dollar in money



