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THE TOUCHING REPRUOQF. deed, for her Wttle hands.  But she never mnnnured—never

BY 7. 8. ARTHUR. secmed to think that she wes overdurdened.  How checefully
< Here, Jane.” said & father to hus ttle girl not over eleven would all have been done, of her futher's amles had only fall n
P AN L he 8l dh LN ¢ brandy. hke sunshine upon her heart ! But that face, mto whiet lorcvos
yearvot age, * go over to the ":l‘"l' and bay me a pint o ’r““:r" looked o often and so anvionely, was ever hid m elbuds—elinals
llllt!t;;::'rt':::ll:(‘tlllgl::;v:‘r:i-taa?\(flc!l\g(:ulil(‘m::‘!:(tl(‘;so:lxlel ‘ﬁ:}ll::vr'lookrs arwng from the consemusness that he was abusing his fam ly
hier futher m the face with an camcsf,‘wd CXPIEssIon. Bat hc'Wh}lc sccking hus own base gratification, and fron poec ving the
did not eem to obscrve at, although he percewed Lond folt it s evidenecs of luy evil worke staraped on all thmes aronnd hnn,
far he understood s mca'mng. The bttle girl lmgc‘rcd, as if re. . As Janc passed frequently through her mother'a room during
luctaat, from some reason, to o on her errand. the moraung, pausing almost every tune to ask of s wanted any
“Did you hear what T vaid 7 the father asked angnly, and thing, she wuw, too plaily, that shc was not as well as on the day
with a frowning brow, as he observed this. before, that she had a gh §ver, widicated to her by her hot <k
Jane ghded from the roam and went over to the shop, hiding, anﬂ constant request for °°°!, water.
as ' passed through the strect, the botths under her apron. ! I wish T had an orunge,” ihe poor woman sad, as Jane camn
“Phere she obtained the hiquor, und retumed with 1t n a tow mun. UP 10 '}" bued-side for the twenticth time, * at would taste o good
utes.  As she reached the bottle to her father, she looked at him to me. ’ .
agamn with the same sad, carnest look, which he observed. It She had been thinking about an orange all the moruine; ard
annoyed and aneered him. ‘notwithstanding her ¢ffurt to dnive the thought from her mund,
 What do yol'; mean hy looking at me in that way? Ha'" he the form of an orange would ever pieture itself before hier, and s
#aid, in a loud, angry tone. rgrateful flavor even seem about to thnll upon her taste. At faut
Jane shrunk away, and passed intn the next room, where her S8C uttered her wish—not =0 much with the hope of having «t

mother lay sick, She had bezen mck for some tince, and as they grauticd, as from an involuntary impulse to speak ont her dos -

were poor, and her husband given to drink, she had sorrew and’ Thicre was not a single cent i the house, for the father rarely

privation added to her bodily sufferings.  As her lntle gl came ! trusted his wifc with moncy—he could not confide m her judier.
“ous cxpenditure of 1t !

n she went up to the side of her bed, and bending over 1t leaned - » «
terhead upon her hand.  She did not make any remark, nor did Let me go and buy an orange, mother,” Jane said; «they
have oranges at the shop.”

he speak i 2 2 i
er mother to ber until she observed the tears trickling s 1 have no change, my dear ; and if [ had, I should not think

through 18, .
T&hal:ei;f'i}:gh :aucr my dear 7 she then asked tenderl it nght to spend four or five eents for un orunge, when we have
: v so hittle. Giet me a cool drink of water; that will do now.”

The 1 i ~ tears
he little girl raised hier head, endeavounng to dry up her Jane brought the poor sufferer a glasy of cool water, and she

2s she did so.
« ’ : drank it off cagerly.  ‘Then she lay back upon her pillow with a
1 fol s bad, mother, she replicd. sigh, and her httle girl went out to attend the houschold dutics

*¢ And why do you fec! bad, my chdd ?”
“Oh, I always fcel so bad when father sends me over to the ugr‘;‘:']dg'v‘;:'s‘i;’m’; s%‘;; sh?)lnﬁ dagetu:: f;vr};:l; ‘L‘l‘gfh:"‘)"gm of the

shop for brandy. And I had to go just now. 1 wanted to ask When her father came home to dmner, he looked crosser than

himtob i pes ran i
am‘;ouu_u_yu{:; l‘s);nut]adnzcst%ram g::(;l :o yg‘?_ Y;::P &cggﬂrﬁr g{ !he did in the mormng.  He sat down to the table and eat his din.
know what I was going to say, and lookéd at me 8o cross that [} 167 12 moody sienee, und then rose up to depart, without so much

. | as asking alter hns sick wife, or gong into her chamber. As he

was afra) speak. ish ink ;

ai: tnaii:o h :o cI z; mc] dwfl‘:ig r}\l(:)twdrmmx;ny;ort;:]?sngy;' moved towards the door, his ha} alrcady on his head, Jane went
might buy foruy'o]u with, nth ¢ money it takes for liquor.” up to lum, and looking tumudly in his face, said with a hesitating

The poor mother had no words of comfort to offer her hittle grirl, | Vo100~ s
older in thought than in years ; for no comfort did she hersclf feel| Mother wants an o:t’mge sobad.  Won't you gwve mo some
mn view of the circumstances that troubled her chdd. She only onCY to buy her one
said—laying her hand upon het head— «No, I wili not! Your mothcr had better be thinking abont

“ i : .3 something else than waesting money for oranges ' was the an
and ?ﬁ,’&ou'{,‘fi :}::,‘:otb:‘l;:“; ';‘tr:gyd;eﬁér‘:} only troubles you, reply, as the father passed out, and shut the ﬁoor hard after him.
But Jane could not help thinking about it, try as hard as she! Jane stood for 2 moment, frightencd at the angry vehemence of
would. She went to a Sabbath schoo), in which a Temperance | her father, and then burst into tears.  She sud nothing to her m.o.
Soctety had been formed, and every Subbath she heard the sub. ! ther of what had passed, but after the agtation of her nnnd had
ject of intemperance discussed, and 1ts dreacful consequences de- | somewhat subsided, begran to castabout in her thoughts for some
tailed. But more than all this, she had the daily expenence of a ! plan by which she nught chtain an orange. At last 1t occurred
drimkard’s child. In this expenienco how much of heart.touch. | to her, that at the shop where she got Liquor for her father, they
ing misery was involved !—how much of privation—how much of | bought rags antd old iron.
the angnish of a brused spirit. ' Who can know the weight that| * How much do you give a pound for rags 1 she asked in a
lics, bike a heavy burden, upon the heart of a drunkard’s child!| munute or two after the idea had occurred to her, standing at the
None bat that child—for language is powerless to convey it. counter of the shop.
On the next morning the futher of hitle Janc went away to his|  * Three cents a pound,” was the reply.
work, and she was left alone with her mother and her youngest! * How much for old ron ™
sister. They were very poor, and could not afford to employ any] A centa pound.”
onc to do the house work, and 8o, young as she was, wiiile her{ ¢ What's the price of them oranges 17
mother was sick, littlc Jane had every thing to do; the cookimg,| * Four cents a picce.”
and cleaning, and even the washing and ironing—a hard task, m.!  With this information Jane hurried back. After alie had clear-




