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I■lumbers by sb жггітжі, and the odd baby 

in they midst was taken out to their distress 
and consternation, for they had counted on 
keeping her.

And Nick and Becky forgot their 
troubles in the parents' joy. And Ni.k 
said it was like poetry and Becky said it 
was like a play.

And so it was—one with a happy ending 
—for what should the lady do but beg and 
pray Becky to tell her what she would like 
best, and Becky confessed that to hive her 
wedding ring back was the hope of her life 
and this led to the cause of its pawning and 
all the story of poverty and sorrow. T 
the dark hours ended and day broke ; and 
there was food in the house, and fire ; and 
as it happened that biby Minnie’s father 
needed just such an honest msn for work 
as poor Nick could do, he gave the place 
to the cobbler ; and from that day there 
was enough and to spare in the little home, 
because of the simple goodness shown to 
baby Minnie.

“So it’s

jbshonso. to^rsy^neetin^hutting the

papa P Why is he so worried so cross and 
unreasonable always P He never has a 
word of praise for us when things are at 
their best, and he is forever blaming every 
one when they are the least bit wrong. 1 
am ashamed of my father. Don’t let us go 
to prayer-meeting. Papa did not wait for

‘Darling,’ said Mrs. Freeholder, ‘don’t 
allow yourself to speak with disrespect of 
your father. Business worries him, prob
ably. He really does not mean all he says. 
It is simply a matter of hsbit into which 
he has fallen, and personally, though it 
ueid to hurt me, I do. not mind it so much 
now. 1 am distressed at the impression it 
leaves upon our friends, because it some
how puts the wife and the home into a 
false position, when the head of the house 
indulges in unkind reflections in the pres
ence of guests. When we are alone I can 
endure it.’
. “Yes. mamma, you do endure i*. Your 

lip quivers, your eves are blurred with 
tears, you cannot help shrinking as it you 
had been struck when one of the boys is 
harshly sent away from the table. When 
I grow up aud am married,’ said the preco
cious daughter, firmly, ‘I will begin right. 
The first time my husband dares to find a 
word of fault I’ll

!
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I were they to know real poverty when it 
asked alms. Men whom they bal pitie d 
as paupers, were proved owners of real 
estate. Cripples and blind men whom they 
had aided were found to have bound up 
strong limbs and glued their eves together— 
so they were hard upon real distress and 
refused the broken bread.

At six o’clock that evening, Becky stood 
at a street corner with one crust in her bas
ket—no more.

Beyond lay a pawnbroker’s shop, and 
Becky looked at he golden balls and at bar 
wedding ring. She had worn it fifteen 
years, and it was th:n and frail, but pure 
gold Through all she had kept it until now. 
Must it go P The thought was worse than

SATINS,
гня ВАЖктаг ноиж.

Sorrow May Kndure for the Night bat Joy 
Cometh With the Moraine.

“It’s no use,” said the little lame cob
bler, dropping his head-upon his hands and 
looking, as he felt, the personification of 
despair, ‘I’ve offended the Lord somehow, 
and he won’t let me have a chant* to keep 
a home over your heads. I know I’m not all 
I ought to be, and I’m punished.”

Becky went across the room and patted 
her husband on thp back.

“Now, don’t take on, Nick don’t,” she 
■aid. “That сапЧ be, tor He as knows all 
knows how good you are. Better times ’ll 
come. They’re sure to ; and you’ll be re
warded for all your patience yet. “The 
darkest hour is just before day.”

The cobbler shook his bead.
“I’ve gin up hope, Becky,” he said ; 

“what with the rent and the bill for 
medicine. It was like me to get sick just at 
the worst, and no work coming in ; and 
the new shop with the gilt sign tempting 
folks from our shabby basement even lor 
the mending of old shoes. I’m crushed 
down. Why you are as thin and white as a 
ghost. You haven’t tasted meat this week 
Becky.”

“No more have you,” said Becky. “But 
la, why there is folks thinks meat unhul- 
some. Wegetsrians, Nick, they call ’em 
where I[lived once, I saw one.”

“Did he say bread was unhulsome, too ?” 
asked Nick. “Oh, gal, I wish I’d left ye 
living out at service, rosy and bright and 
happy ; but I meant to do better, I did 
If I was an able bodied man, I’d work 
somehow and somewhere, but it’s the last 
or nothing with me. Becky, why didn’t 
you take^Tim Rolf, the wheelwright, and 
send the limping little cobbler about his 
buisneas ?”

“I didn’t like Tim,” said Becky, ‘and I 
just knew how nice and cosy we’d be to
gether. Never sgqaarrel, Nick. And how 
we used to go to Hoboken and have lemon
ade in the garden and com3 home after 
dark a a'ternoon, and how we used to go 
to church.Sunday[morning in good clothes 
as good as any one.”

“Used,"’sighed poor Nich.
“Why, it can’t be all uphill,” said Becky. 

“I haven’t time to go out gallivanting now, 
but Is, I don’t miss it. We’re steady mar
ried folks now, you know.”

“Oh, Becky,"’ said the cobbler, “you 
try to keep up heart, but you know it’s 
езте to starving.”

They lock at each other, and then Becky 
put her arms about her husband. She did 
not weep upon his bosom ; she was so big 
and strong, and he so frail and small, that 
it only seemed natural to reverse matters. 
She hugged him up to her shoulder and 
covered his head over with her apron and 
put her оЦіk down outside the bundle thus 
made, and soothed and patted him as if be 
had been a baby. But she cried, too, and 
the apron was wet .through in no time.

It was a bad state of things. No money, 
no food, no fire, and winter at its coldest. 
The children sent to school breakfastless
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never time thrown away to do 

a kindness to any one,” says Becky, often ; 
“for somehow you always are rewarded for 
it. If I’d left the little lost beggar’s child, 
as I thought it, in the street and never 
stopped to care for it—as 1 might have 
done in such trouble—where would Nick 
have been and the children and me this 
night ? Not that I did anything but what a 
Christian ought, but see how we were paid 
for it.”—“Hippy Hours.”

r Medicine Becky took a step foreword, another 
back. Then she began to cry a little. 
Nick’s ring that be put on her hand so 
long ago—oh. dear ! oh, dear.

But she grew brave again, and walked 
into the shop and pawned the ring ! It 

ch they gave her for it, but it 
would buy supper, and perhaps Nick 
wouldn’t notice, and perhaps she could get 
it back. That was a very faint ‘perhaps’, 
however.
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Mother and daughter went to prayer- 

meoling, entering the lecture-room late. 
Mr. Freeholder, irom his seat at the p&s- 
tor’s right, sent them a severely reproving 
glance which the wife did not trouble her
self to return, with one of defiance. Mr. 
Freeholder sometimes felt as it he could 
shake Agnes, she was so lacking in duteous 
behavior, but she was beyond the aje of 
parental correction, and, at home, he occa
sionally spanked one of the babies as a 
vent for his anger with their sister. That 
look of hers, across the room, made him 
very uncomfortable tonight.

"Big, “ "be is,” he said to himself, 
“she II find that I’ll punish her in a way 
she’ll feel. My lady will be ordered to her 
room, and shut up for a day or two, on a 
diet of bread and water, if she doesn’t 
leirn to control her eyes and her tongue.”

Poor Mr. Freeholder ! At that instant the 
pistor, with benignant face, and courteous 
tone, said, gently imperious :

“We will be led in prayer by Brother 
Freeholder.”

A woman was in the pawnshop as she 
waited, bargaining with the proprietor over 
a suit of little girls clothing—costly things, 
strangely out of place in her hands. Becky 
noticed this, saying to herself that they 

, were never fairly come by. But she had 
forgotten all about it, when, coming ont of 
the bsker’s, a little voi :e fell on her ear, 
and, looking down, she saw a barefoot 
child of four, in wretched rags, sobbing 

; piteously.
Becky was soft of heart; but. iopoor 

quarters, crying children are 
enough, and her own were waiting 
loaves in her basket. She walked 
ily, and so upset the toddler. Then Becky 

. needs must stop and pick her np.
“Why don’t you go home to your mother 

this night time,” she said, “and not stand 
here to be knocked doirn ?”

And a little silver thread of a voice ans-

“I can’t find mamma. I can't find my 
home. Where is mamma ? Oh, mamma.’

Becky knelt down. A white head of 
crumpled curls, and » pair of blue eyes, 
swimming in tears, she could j ist make

ТИЖ LITTLE ЖІГГ.

Consequences of Unrestrained T« mper la 
the Father of » Family.

“I declare, said Mr. John Freeholder, 
laying down bis carving-knife and fork, 
with the air of a martyr.” I declare I am 
discouraged ! What do you do with this 
knife, Lncilla, to make it so dull ! The 
best steel that can be bought is ruined the 
instant it gets into this house. I suppose 
Bridget cuts the kindling wood with it.
Anyhow, I cant carve roast beet with a 
thing that has an edge tike a hoe. Would 
it be too much, my dear, to ask you to 
have the steel brought on the table, so 
that I may sharpen this knife myselr, since 
you and Bridget appear to have no time to 
look after so trifling an affair ?” The 
politeness was cutting, it the knife was not.

Mr. Freeholder finished his tirade in • , 11 "«= a beeotilul prayer, hot not a eyl-
f.riheVed|d,ndt 7edh,t0ne ™=e,fro.ning any "other .‘еГ.ЇЇоМЬ.’п'.ьГм'.т.0^ 
at his eldest daughter, who looked as if she ism in thp heart of Agnes Freeholder. Her 

I’ll take you home, only say whзга,’ she would tike to take her mother’s part, and, mother instinctively guessed her state of
when the steel was brought by Bridget, he and was not surprised, when, the every day of the year. I venience, and by a lew weeks’ further use
sharpened the knife with much unnecessary “ee ,nS over* *nd an opportunity afforded The true Christian will be one on Mon- of the Syrup I was not only free from any
ТГГь, T'hdreea0lhdth 708iThim fff fb'be chTrh! Ajr.mrtwhi 7 ла-г^оа^ш[чїГо<е1кьсо“.Теп,ьігіееп:

at the table, flashed and b;t her lip. Tears lately been seriously considering the mat- He will be a Christian at home as well as at joyed continuous good health, taking a 
were not far from her eyes, but she was ter* wa'*?d геЛ° Pâet tbe door. She church on the street as well as when sitting dose of Mother Seigel’s Syrup occasionally 
proud and held them back. Fi'teen years , e?e ?Poken ahe would comfortably in bis well cushioned pew. for some transient indisposition. You are
of married life with John Freeholder had кИї/Дї? °ЄГ ,ather.“ crossness and He will not wear bis Christianity as a at liberty to publish my letter., (Signed) 

, , . , ber fathers prayer were, in combination, garment to be put aside with his Sunday (Mrs.) Elizabeth Rogers, 42, Plevna Road,
not accustomed her to his maelstrom of her stumbling-block on the threshold of garment and to remain undisturbei until South Tottenham. London, Sîptember 
fault findiag nor rendered her insensible to another Sunday shall roll around. 13:h 1895.”
pain when he made, in public and before i-e“ that ye offend not one of He will carry it with him to his office, “In January, 1892," writes another, “I
hie family sarcastic observations on her ° lu? °?Єв’, aa^f tb0 Saviour, and his store or his shop. It will be with him bad a'tick of'inlhenzi, and паї confined 
ms іапшу, sarcastic observations on her “ woe to him ky whom the offence cometh!” when he makes an entry in his ledger, to my bed for tighten tseats th r after,
housekeeping, her dress and her manage- Years alter. John Freeholder bore his weighs out a pound of butter or rive’s a Subsequently I was very weak, and could
iner t of the children. cross in humilitation, when his sons fled piece of iron. It will enter into all his get up no strength. What little food I

Singularly enough it was onlv in public their h°me ae ii it had been a prison, his transactions with bis tellow man, and it forced down (having no appetite) gave me
... ». n-t.n !. . * \. , daughters remained obstinately outside the will not take a recess while he is engaged excruciating pain, so that I was afraid to
hot Mr. Freeholder behaved thus unkind- Church, and even his wife, palient to the in . horae trade or i. expatiating on the est. I came to be exceedingly weak and 

ly When husband and wile were by them- last, treated him with tolerant pity. Uv merits of a piece of property" that he is had frequent attacks of dinz ness. I was 
selves he was generally affectionate, gentle restrained temper and petty despotism had offering for sale. worn almost to a bkdeton, and none
and even generous. But before people broaght forth their legitimate comequences. The true Christian will be a Christian in thought I would recover.
,Kftl .. tk.« u. ««.і...» /. •’ —Margaret E. Sangster, in ‘Christian failure as well as in success, alike in pov- “In June, 1892.though aware thst his conduct caused his Herald* * ert, or wealth, and in the judgment that our., recommended me to tr, Mother
shy and sensitive wife acute suffering, he “ -------------- he calls upon his neighbor as well as in the Seigel’s Syrup, which I at once procured
persisted in following the impulse of the Sunday cbrisiianity estimate that he places upon himselt. of Mr. George Coombs, tbe chemist in
moment, and if anything had annoyed him -------- He will recognizi in every human being Hucknall. After taking it tor only
.. XL. n{Kna -, w , ,, , , A Better Kind le That which Extend* Over a human soul as precious in the eyes of the week I felt greatly benefited. I could eat
at the Office, or if Mr. f reeholder had Ever, D.y oi ihe Week. Father as he thinks bis own life may be, better, and* food agreed with n e. Con-
losses, then he gave his ill-temper the A goodly portion of the world labors and he will adjust to bis own life a* well as tinuing with* the Syrup I grew stronger 
reins, and everybody at home felt its nnjai> , , . ... to bis brother’s tbe golden rule of divine and stronger, and soon felt even better than
power. Words can sting like whip-lasbes. “nder deluslon that rehgton and juetice-N. Y. Advertiser. betore I was attacked by tbe influenza.

-r-з—-;2rrrxr=r£r-“ ЙГК«Й*Я!”
undertone .itTÙ. ШІІ. >™г, W dlReZL""'il"lr?m IT t. tb. mm thU «Юні. „ip- J iSTÏW 1И»."
aloud, just « Mr. Freeholder, with a . ?*•“ “ J ° ,or!“ ani creed' tetion ; lor when he u tried, he eh.ll re- Intense pain may or may not indicate
flourish, laid down the steel, and proceeded * 7 tbeol?*,cal bu,k' bomm the “lnd or ceive the crown ot hie, which the Lord hath urgent danger to life, but it it hard to bear,
to cut the meat Instantly the he's m the ™»g™»t'oo, and cap.hle ot changmg promised to them thet love him. Let no and very exhausting just the same. In

LeTwaXon l, z‘zt ch,mr cb“ge,>ukine -- 1 *» ж її
at hia expense, and unmindful ot Mrs. ‘t’™™dla* surroundings. of God ; for God cannot be tempted of evil, tissues, originally produced by the decom-
Freeholder’s deprecating excuse • Christianity is a beautiful flower that has neither tempteth he any man ; But every position ot food in the stomach—indigestion

..XT . j ,. . its roots in the soul and is watered and fed man is tempted, wlun be is drawn away of or dyspepsia. The same poison acting in the
Never mind this time, papa; Rupert by the divinity that makes us kin to the bis own lust.” James 1:12-14. liver and kidneys creates the other symp-

forgot.” one eternal ___________________toms mentioned. In the case of Mrs.
“Yes,” he answered, ‘that is always the A ’ wt. . , STRONG ENGLISH WORDS. Halliday the ailment was dyspepsia, which

w.v - naushtv Knoert forent lornot ih.t I A <« l«ger portion of the world, even blKUMb LdLLiati nuttun. jn the fir.tpl.ee invited inlluenzi, and then
w.y, nangbty Knpertlorgot, forgot that I âmong l0.MUed Chri.tiui people, has »o When a person >ava “I enfiered excruciat- remained to torment her. 
have forbidden any child under ten to ,.r mi<t.kec the rel,live term, „ in kg p.io," he exprerae. a fact in the It i. be.t and earnest to prerent pain by
speak at this table, unless be is first spoken _n f„і:-:.. rAeerj:n_ it ,La etongeat words afforded by the English using Mother Seigel’s Syrup immediately
to. Children should be seen and not eo.JГ5 • J language. The word “excruciating” comes when the illness appears, heard ; Rupert, you may leave the tab.e a. ^“e h.vMhe“of Sunty Î^^WïïÏÏS

once. Yon caw have your dinner in the tian. almost a. innumerable as the sands ol by one who undergoes the barbarous
kitchen, sir." де ооеад. punishment ot cruicifixion. There are some

This was a great disgrace. “Well, '0____ , _ ... . . . .. diseases which, for a time, cause pain of
nana ” said Agnes a nrettv girl of four- Tbeee ^®0pie pay the etricteet adherence thie acute and formidable nature. To find a
?P ’ . Г*? \ - .7 .®, , , to the old fashioned puritanical method ot relief for if, when possible, is at once the
teen, not in the least afraid ot her father, Sunday observance. They go to church impolie ol hnmainty and the studious desire
and very sympathetic with her mother, “1 three times a dav i( Hu.™' a. of science. Two brief examples may in
think it wonld be pleasanter if yon could (h , , , dicate what success is attending the eflortnass a thing a little thing once n. while lhat CUIBber °f services, and tueir devout- eflort to both comfort and cure cases of 
pass a thing, a tittle thing once in a while. in comparison with their usual week- this kind.
Rupert has been so good all day, and day demeanor, partakes somewhat of the “Nearly all my file," writes an intelligent 
Elsie made him laugh. Why didn t you nature of a mssanerade and is ant to nrn woman, “I have borne the burden ol what 
send her away from the table, or me, and , _ P * appeared to be incurable illness. I always
why do you get so fretted at any trifling duce much cynical, amusement among the |elt heavy, weary, and tired. My appetite 
thing ; yon called it a trills yourself just ungodly. wss poor, aod alter eating I had a cruel
now when you spoke to mother about the There is a funereal stillness about their pain at my chest and between the shoulders. 
k™iV . , , „ , . . . „ houses on the Lord's holy day oi which frequently the pain was so intense that I
s^r^LTdU^X pmTgli, «very member o, the family partake, Z“k '.ТиГле гооГ'м“ nert. wera d”.^ 

piste for potatoes. nolens volens. Nothing of s strictly ordered and impressible, and I was, con-
‘’These potatoes, my love,” be added a secular nature is indulged in ; their read- sequently, easily disquieted and upset. My 

minute after, again turning to the unfort. ing j, of the Scripture without regard to was habituaUy bad, and 1 seemed
unate mistress of the feast, “are watery -, , . . none the better lor spending a night in bed.and underdone, raw in fact. II Bridget beauty or appropriateness ; and such. E.yng tot Uttio ^strength waned uf 
cannot even boil a potato properly she had thl°K *• Р*»У or trifling social conver- necessity, and I came to be very weak. For 
better leave, but I do not know that it is sation is particularly interdicted during the a long time I got about feebly and with 
wholly her lault. It yon would only look legal period of tke Sabbath day. difficulty.
alter things youraelt more caretully.” „ . . „ . ... , "In August, 1887, I had an attack ol

So the uncomfortable and dreary meal But wh«n Monday cornea this feeling is rheumatic goot, which gave me the most
dragged itself through, the father finding put away with the Sunday garments, and hatrowing experience ol my life. The corn- 
something as a peg on which he might the Sunday Christian becomes once more plunt took iu usual course end related to

ol the worm worldly, and Chris, „d Hi. Z^r'and^
more silent and pale, the children, harden- teachings are almost entirely forgotten dropsy set in and my lege and feet became 
ed by tbe frequency of snob scenes, de- until another Sunday reminds him of the puffed and swollen. I suffered excruciating 
vounng their gooseberry pie at the end of duty that he peculiarly applies to that day. pa»n and was confined to my bed for 
the repast with as much relish as if they 1 thirteen weeks. Remedies of every descrip-
bad been seated at a table where every- 11 u ver7 true w® ebonld remem- tion were tried, but to little purpbie. 
thing was cheerful and serenity reigned. her the Sabbath day to keep it holy,” and “My brother, visiting me one day, said 

Well said the wise man, ‘Better is a that on that day we should pay doe rever- he had been cured ot an attack of dropsy
““ Î» GbdH-bo ordmned that day

M edry morsel and quietness therewith, »nd who gave us His commandments con- cbJ^st, in Seven SUters’ Road, and alter 
than a house full of sacrifices, with strife.’ cerning, it. t But we should not confine tMn* it felt a trifle easier. I continued 

‘Mamma,’ said the oldest daughter, with our Christianity entirely to that day. It taking it, and soon the pain and aweRing 
Mr. Freeholder had stamped himself out of should be spparent in our lives and actions abated- I could eat without pain or inoon-
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But the child could tell nothin». It wai 
plainly lost. Becky took it in her arms, 
and made inquiries at the corner grocery, 
where she t ought a slice of ham, but no 
one knew the child. It was growing late, 
too, and Becky could not leave it to its 
fate.

I'll take it home,’ said she, ‘and tomor
row find its folks.’

So when the cobbler and his children saw 
the doer open at last, th< r<3 entered by it 
not only mother and a basket but a baby

poor, lost child,’ said Becky. I’m 
going to keep it to-night. It's parents агз 
poorer than W3 are ; you can see that by 
its bare feet and only one little frock, poor 
thing! Now hold her, Nick, while I cook 
supper, I didn’t beg it, Nick—so don’t

And then, keeping her ring-finger out of 
sight, Becky fried the ham and made gravy, 
and cut bread, and sent for two cents’ 
worth of milk—which, judiciously diluted, 
made a quart of milk and water, and tried 
to be very cheerful.

The lost child cried ; but Becky fed it, 
and soon coaxed it to talk ; then came a 
story of a “bu dess,” and a “nassy

The youngest, who had chewed the red 
m . , , . , , t , kid, acted as interpreter. Soon it was
for the sake of the warmth and comfort of discovered that some woman described as 
the srinolbouse. No work to be had ; the “nasty,” bad taken away (Ьз child’s blue 
little cobbler also helpless as man could dress and other garments, and had whip-
well be, except at his trade, and Becky’s .. . . . ,.. . r. . . . , _ Becky listened intently,
washing stopped, for heaven only knew -That drese wai bine, Nick,” she cried,
how long, by a great felen in the palm ot “I knew it warn’t here—a tipsy, ragged
her right hand. But Becky loved the woman ; and folks that own them things 
queer little mortel she had married en well do”’‘ com.e *° I—’
that she Stopped; crying first, and picked Nick.„ eye hy,d dlBced towlrd the wed- 
up his head and patted it, and kissed him ding-finger, and back again to her face, 
between the eyes—great, frightened, light “Oh, Becky.” he cried. “Becky, I 
blue eyes, that seemed made tor crying. didn’t think—— ’

‘You stay home and mind the place,’ °8 ® *[.* „ , .
she .rid rm going out. while. Peihip. ^^^'malL‘ІГ.Г'.аХ 
there’ll be a bit of luck, who knows.’ thank God. It was at tbe pawnshop I saw

She put on her bonnet and shawl—such the blue dress.” And she told them of the 
a thin little shawl—which had been used woman whom ahe had watched mid ol her 

... .. - suspicions. “The child has been stolen,for an ironing clo.h, and had an iron .«Nick,” she said. “It’s a genteel child,
shaped scorch between the shoulders—and y0u can see; and if we oan but find its
took up a basket.’ name ont, we may save some one trouble,

The cobbler looked at her. we’ve never had. Think of one of oars
•Becky,’ be said, hoarsely. ‘Becky.’ being gone all nigkt, Nick.”
She knew just what he meant. The baby’s name seemed to be Minnie
•The little children, Nick,- she said ; Itoltodran t” toï[

could starve—hot them poor crittera. Nick alt in • row, like the little Ogres in the 
it won’t в зет like begging when it’s for fairy tales, save that they had no crowns 
them.’ on, Nick and his wife started off to the

And then th. door shot behind her-and good.nltarad, lnd ,ooked
at the garments. They цеге marked M.
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Ministering to a Oulet Kentucky Flock.

In a pleasant, social little Kentucky 
town, not long ago, a new minister arrived. 
Fervent in his mission against the [world,f 
the flesh and the evil one, and not duly con
sidering the points of his compass, he de
livered from his pulpit the first Sanday a 
tirade agaiust card playing. On Monday 
the wealthiest member of bis flock called 
on him and said :

“Oh, dear Brother Parker, your sermon 
was very unwise. You will offend hal
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KINGSTON, poor Nick limped after her, as though tô 
stop her ; then paused, and fairly flung 

v>> himself down upon the floor, wiehng he
were under the ground beneath it.

‘God forgive the man that marries a wo
man to starve her,’ he sobbed. ‘Why, if 
I’d known it would have come to this, I’d 
never hive courted her. It’s time I was 
dead.’

Perhaps being a .strange, impulsive lit
tle fellow, there might have been al tragic 
end to this scene, but that the children 
came in from school, and began to cry --, 
partly at the sight of their prostrate father 
partly because of hunger—and Nick for 
got himself to do what be could for them.

He had no dinner, bat he had grbat deal 
of love to give them, and some pieces of 
red kid. Only the youngest chewed the 
kid. And the fact that mother and the 
basket were gone together, impressed them
with, hone olprovirione. Then Nick and Becky gave » sort oi

Meanwhile, B*cky bed gone « begging, little cheer in notion.
It would bebomble, n* doubt, eh. thought, ..Je, them," raid Becky ; "them, certrin 
to take food iron, etranger,—bat .he found Oh, mum. if yoar iume „ Smith,
noMo^lko ?"UUlg т0П> udTOo’nlo.t a little girl, we’ve found

Door after door was slammed in her face. And then the cobbler and hie wife were 
Once a dog was set at her, or ahe thought pounsed upon, and the story told, 
so. Professional beggars had made them- In half an hour the six poor little Ogres 
selves nuisances to many people, and how without crowns were aroused from their
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S. yoar people if you talk against cards. We 
are just a little quiet community all by our
selves here, and we play cards whenever 

Don’t say anything more 
card playing.”

So the next Sunday the 
launched out on dancing, 
wealthy member fvisited him

“I’m ri^ht, then,” said Becky. “They 
are the child’s and they were stolen. And 
if we can bat find its poor mother, we’ll 
save her more than any but a mother can 
tell.”

we want to. 
about

ÏL8. new preacher 
Again the 

to say that 
his church people had danced all they want
ed to, and he mail not say anything more 
against dancing. The evil of horse racing 
was his subject the following Sunday, and 
this brought the rich member to him in 
great distres of mind.

“Great goodnes, Brother Parker ! this is 
one of the finest horse sections in the 
State. You are beside yourself when you 
try to put down horse racing.”

‘ Well.” said the despondent preacher, 
“if you say ao I’ll have to let evils alone. 
Next Sunday I’ll abuse the Jews.”

“All right,” remarked the wealthy mem
ber, “but don’t overlook the fact that I’m 
the only. Jew in your congregation.”

“Bat think of all the Smith’s,” said the 
pawnbroker. “There’s thousands of “em.”

“And thousands,’ said Becky. Bat tbeee 
men—the police—they may know.”

And out went Nick and Becky to ques
tion the guardians ot the night,' until, at 
last despairing of an answer, they were 
turning homeward, when a blaze of light 
from an open door fell over them, and 
saw on the steps a. weeping woman an 
a tall handsome man.

“Hash, we will find her it she is alive,” 
■aid the man.

“My precious little Minnie,” cried the
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