PLEASANT HOURS,.

89

now. Law, ’ow my logs do ache, an’ I
feel dizzy like. I shouldn't ha' boen
el 80 tired if I'd been a.goin' my
rounds.”

" And yet you wanted to come up,
Bessio 1"

«Well, I know I did—else I
shouldn't ha’ come.”

#Thero are other peoplo besides you,
Beesio, that want to get up in the
world, and then, when they do get up,
are half sorry that they took the trouble.
So you may be content to carry about
your tray.”

But analogical moralising of this kind
(s [ might have expected, had not
those been the salad days of my life)
shot quite over Bessie's head.

*“Who eaid I worn't content1” she
asked, in angry bowilderment. ¢ What's
the Moniment got to do wi' creasss?
I shall work them till I can get sumfink
better.”

Bessie was more interested when I
explained to her the meaning of the
wgorld colly-flower,” as she called the
gilt finial ; but she was very much dis-
sppointed when she was told that the
Great Fire after all had not been caused
by Roman Oatholics. “They'd 'a
done it, if they oould, though,” she
commentated, ¢ There's Blue Anchor
Ort close by the Rents as is full o
Romans,an’ they'sal’ays a-pitchin’ inter
each hother wi'out knowin' what's it all
about, Law, 'ow they do send the
tongses an’ pokers flyin' of a Satur
day night! An’ the women iz wuss
than the men, wi' their back hair a-
‘angin’ down like & ‘oss’s tail. They'll
tear the gownd hoff a woman's back,
and shy bricks, an’ a dczen on 'em will
go in at one, hif he's a-fightin’ wi' their
pal an’ is a-lickin’ on 'im, or heven hif
‘eain't—an’ the men's a8 bad for that.
Yee, the Henglish fights, but they fights
proper, two and two, an' they knows
what they’s fightin' for, an' they doesn't
screech like them wild Mirish—t/ey's
woss than the cats, No, it ain’t horlen
as Hirish hinterferes wi' Henglish hif
tho Henglish doesn't worret’em. Why
should they? What asll ’as sich as
them to come hover 'ere to take the
bread hout of the mouth of them as 'as
aright to't 37

Bassie's superciliously uncharitable
¢)mments on Irish character were sud-
denly interrupted by an expression of
surprise at the number of churches she
saw rising around ber through the sun-
gilt grey smoke. ¢ Law, what a sight ‘o
churches! Blessed if that ain’t 8t
Paul’s!” When Bessie had once found
a1 object which she could recognizs,
she soon picked out others that she way
familiar with—the Mansion House, the
Biok, the Exchange, ¢ the Gate,” ss
she called Billingsgate, the Custom
Huse, the Tower, otc. “Law, ‘ow
queer it looks hup ’erel” ehe con-
stantly kept on exclaiming. The
sensation of seeing a stale sight from a
novel standpoint seemed to give her
more plessurable exzitement than any-
thing she had yet experienced on this to
her eventtul day. Instead of leaving
her to enjoy her treat, and tho new
experience to teach, on however small a
gcale, its own lesson, I foolishly again
attempted to moralise.

%Y 33, Boesie,” I said, ¢ things and
people, too, look wvery differently
gccording to the way they sie looked
al.  You have been taught to hate the
Irish, but if you could see them a8 some
people ses them, perhaps you would
like them-—if you could see them as
God seee them, from a higher place

than the Monument, you would love
them.”

“Granny saye they’re nasty boasts,”
was Bessio's sullen anawer.

‘* Yes, Granny has been taught to
call them g0, just as she teachos you ;
but if Granny, too, would look at them
differently she would speak of them
differently.”

“1 don't see ag Hirish is much worth
lookin’ at any ‘ow.”

“Well, but Bessie, you said the
churches, and the shops, and so on, that
you've seen all your life, locked so
different up here,”

¢ They don't look a bit nicer,” Beesio
answered sharply, having at last got a
dim glimpse of my meaning. *1'd
rayther see ths shop windows than
them nasty chimbley pots ;” and, fairly
flaored, I once more desisted from my
very lame attempt at teaching by
analogy.

“ Now, the river do look nice,” Bessio
woat on in trivmph, ag if pursuing her
argument. * But law, what mites o
thinx the bridgeslooks hup'ere! DMy |
hif that ain’t a steamer, an’' there’s a
rojer hin it, I can seo ’is red coat. It
look jist like a fly a-puffin’ about in a
sarcer. Look at them barges, gir, wi’
the brown sails, ain’t that nicet Mifl
worn't a gal, I'd go in a barge. It 'ud
be 8o Jolly to doss atop o' the 'ay an’
stror an’ that, and not 'ave no walkin’,
Ab, them's tho docks—thero whero the
ships is as hif they couldn't git hout.
Yes, T've been in the docke—not horfen
They stops sich ag me, and hif you do
get hinside, they feels you hover when
you comes out, as hif ye'd been a-prig-
gin’. No, I never did nuffink o' that;
Granny oodn’t let me if I'd a mind, an’
I shouldn’t like to git locked up in the
atation-'us, Blessed hif the 'osses doesn't
look a8 hif they was a-crawlin’ on their
bellies liko black beadles! An’there's
a gal ashakin' a carpet in that yard,
an’ now there's a cove a-kisgin’ on ’er !
He's cut in now, 'cos an old coman ’as
come hout. That's the gal's missis, I
guess, but I don’t think ske seed ’im.
Law, what jolly larks you might ’ave
on this 'ere moniment, watchin' the
folks without their knowin’ on it. If
they was to put a slop hup ’ere he could
Beo 'em &-priggin’, but then he couldn’t
git down time enough to nail ‘em.”

¢ But God can always ses us, Begsie,
and reach us, tco, when we do wrong,”

¢ Then why don't Hot 'What’s the
good o’ the pollisi P ¢'aps, though, God
don't like to see the bobbies a-drivin’
poor folk about, Granny says they're
bawfr’ "ard on poor folk.”

I bad again been unfortunate. Of
course it would have been easy to
angwer poor little Bessie with satisfac-
tion to mysclf; but as I felt that it
would be cnly with eatisfaction to my-
gelf, I was the moro disgatisfied that
in my ’prentice attempts to sow faith
in divine government, I should have
generated doubte. As the best thing 1
could do under the circumstances, I
tried to remove Bessie's prejadice
against the police as & body, although I
was dissgreeably conecious that, owing
to my clumsiness, I had mixed up the
s gtation-'us " and P'rovidencein a very
bewildering fashion in my little hearer’s
mind.

“ Are the police hard to you, Beeslet”
I asked.

“Some on ’em is—wery,” ehe an-
swered.

“Well, Bessie, it was Sergeant
Hadfield, that lodges at Mr. Wilson's,
who told me where to find you. He

gpoka quite kindly about you. If it
hadn't been for hun, you wouldn't have
had your fun up here.”

** [ nover said anythink sgin ‘tm "

“ Bat if one policeman is kind, why
shouldn’t others bo 1"

“ P'r'aps they may be, but there's a
mAny AY win't,”

Bessio was a very obstinate little
reaganer ; and when I parted from her
in Monument Yard, I could not help
contrasting with bitter humiliation the
cagineas of calling and fancying ome's
self a Ohristian teacher of Christisnity,
and the ditliculty of acquitting ono's
self as such, Little Creasos will turn
up again in theso loosely-strung jottings.
[ will only add here in reference to her,
that [ walked home to my lodgings
puzeling over 1thoze words of the child.
loved Lover of children, * For of such
is the kingdom of hesven,” Thero
scemed somechow an incongruity be-
tween them and the preciously shrewd,
and yot lamentably ignorant, littlo
Bessio; and yot I folt that the poor
little Londoner must bo as dear to
Jegus as any Judwean boy or girl He
ever blessed.

IS RELIGION A HUMBUG 1

PagaiNG up the stroet the other day,
I came upon a company of young men,
apparently laborers, sitting in front of
a second-class hotol, enguged in an
animated conversation.  Perceiving
that they were talking of religion, I
paused to listen. One said :

“ Religion i3 a huwbug, anywsy.
Christians don't believo in it them-
selves.”

** That's 8o,” said another. * It'sall
stuff and nonsense. The minister
stands up and preachea 8o as to get
his living without work. I don't take
no stock in your long-faced, eneaking
hypocrites.”

Another said: “Them Chrigt, w
pretend to be mighty gcod, but they'd
skin your teeth if they got a chance.”

Said another: ¢ They talk about
doing good, but when you come to
simmer it all down it just amounta to
nothing. I'vogot no use for churches,
If I wanted any belp they’d be the
last fellows I'd go to.”

Another broke in: ¢ Such fellows
as Mike Doyle (a saloon-keeper) are
the men for me. You get into a
scrape and they’ll help you oat, but
you'd get a kick before you'd geta
cent from those pious pups.”

Su it went, nearly all joining in
jeering at Christianity and condema.
ing Christiane, One young man, who
bad seemed to take no part up to this
point, now broke in, and I am sorry
to say he also was profane.

“ Now see hecre, boys, I've listened
to your stuff long emough. You're
just saying what ain't no such thing.
And w#hat's more, you know better
when you say it. Itell you what it
is, you're just blackguarding them as
i3 your best friends, if you only knowed
it. 1've tried your saloon-keepers,
and I know what they are; they'd steal
the cents off a dead man's eyes, and
kick bim because they were not quar-
tors. 1 stayed in Minueapolis last
winter ; out of a job, too, but I had
money enough to pay my board, and
that's what lota of fellows hadn't.
Hundreds of them couldn't get any-
thing to do. Did your saloon men
club together and belp them throught
1 gueas not much. They'd juststarved
if it had not been for them Christians
there. They helped them through, I

watched ‘eru. Thoy got up a wood
yard, and furnished tools, and any
fillow 88 necled it could eaw a fow
silcks of wood and got a good, square
meal and a night's lodging. Iots of
'em would havo starved to doath if
them Obristians hadn't helped them.
Your ssloon men nevor lifted » fingor,
only to buy tho sanws for twenty five
conts & picco as cost A dollar, that the
sneak tramps would steal and carry off
when they got a chance, 8o that they
had to build a fenoo around the wood
yard to etop them. | watched the
whole thing. And they opened a
wission on Waahlngton Avenuo south,
whero a fellow was welcome whother
he had any money or not. You just
bet them 14 the fellows to tio to every
tima.” 1le had the floor to himself,
and put an end to al talk againat
Obrlstiana.  Io scattered their preju-
dicos, and ho seattared them.

THE WONDERFUL WRAVEKR

HERE'Sawouderful woar er
High up in the arr,
Aud he weaves a white mantle
For cold carth to wosr.
With the wind for lus shattle,
The wioud for hia iouin,
How he woaves, how he woaves
In the light 1u the gloom !

UL . with the finess of iaces
He decks Lush aud troe ,
On the hare, thuty meadows
A cover lays he,

Then a «juaint cap he places
Un puiatr an post ,

And he chaogas the pump
To a grim, silent ghost

Bat tius wonderful weaver
Grows weary at last,
Arl sko shu'le ties idle
That once flaw so fast.
Then the sun jceps abroad
On the work that s dono ,
Aud he smules ¢ I'li auravel
It al), just for fun!”
—New York Independent.

« A WORD IN SEABON.

Oxk day a missionary in Indix was
guingoutintoa country village tc preach,
He did not take a carrisgo, as peoplein
one of our citica would do, but ca'led Lis
pative servaxt (o bring the palacquin,
This i8 & conveyance borne Ly twy or
more natives on thecir shoulders by
means of a pole passing through the
contre,

When ho reachod his joarney’s end,
he said kindly to the men who had
brought him :

¢« Now, you have carried moe eo safely
over this roogh way, I want to tell
you of One who will carry all your
ging and burdens for yon."

They listened eagerly as he told them
of Jesus and His death on the Cross
A few woeks afterwards one of the men
came to the misdionary’s house, and
begged to bo the hearer of his palangnin
for life, It was a strangorcquest, end
the missionary inquired what it meant.

“ 'Well,” eard the man, “J want to
help you preach.”

¢ Help met How can youl” was
the next question.

«In this way,” replied the man.
% Many will rot go to hear you; and
while 1 am waiting, thoy will gather
round mo, and I will preach, too.”

So now he accompanies his master
in all his tours, and tells the goapel
story 10 little groupa.— Missionary
Echoes.

Uxiox in Christ i3 oneof the pecu
liar glories of the gospel.
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