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THE LITTLE FOLK.

Effie's Hymn.
BY JENNIE M. DINQUAM.

Things had come to a crisis at tho Bonnott's. Not that it was
anything vory now for things to come to o crisia, but it wasn’t any
casicr on that account. Mamma Bennott was sick again, and lay
on the bed with u very palo anxious face, and Effic had actually
caught her orying. Doary mo! It wan just dreadful to havo ono’s
mother cry. It meaut that a orisia had como suro enough,

And their breakfast had been just mush, *“scasoncd with aalt.”
No batter or molasses to make thei- breakfast tablo interesting
and attractive to a forlora littlo girl.

Effie sat swinging her foot off the low steps, and thinking and
thinking what a disagreeablo thing it was to have a mother that
would got sick and a father that would go off and stay away long,
long whiles, and then would come home veory cross and very tired—
8o tirod that ho would lic and sleep day after day

Effic was a little girl and didn’t know wmuch about tho world,
but she wat quite suro somo little girla didu’s have so many trials
as sho and Mollie and her little brother Bob., Sho saw some at
the mission Sunday school who looked as though thoy didn't kavo
cold mush for breakfast, and as though their fathors cared when
their drosses were worn oat and thoir shoes grow shabby. Some
day she would bo grown up and then sbo would earn monoy to buy
medicine for mother and good breakfasts and pratty dreases ; and
« Effie, Effie 1” broke in Mc.tie, *‘don’t you wish you's a hand
organ litele girl, and then folks would give you pennies, and you
could buy a orange? I love o orange.”

Effie’s faco brightened, bat soon dropped again.

It wo was rich, we'd do that; but O my! hand organs cost
lots 0> money. More’n you could hold in yer two hands, Mollie
Benrnett. I hoard Jim say s0.”

Mollio sighed heavily, and Effie sighed, too,

4Q0b, doar!™ aaid Mollie, ** I'm sick o' playing graveyard in
tho sawdust.”

¢ Let's play dolls,” auggested Effie, who never counld bear to
have Mollic get Jow-apitited and crosa, Mollie ad a twisted foot,
and conld nover play tag nor jump tho rope, and Effic was & very
considerato older sister.

** 1 hate to play dolls,” snapped Mollie, *‘’causs my doll nover
has new clothes”

¢ Levsasing,” said Effie. ** Let’s siogmy hymn what we learaed
in Sunday school. Let’splay weo's grand ladics singing beforo folks
and we'll tako turas on tho vorses.”

Tho low, rickoty steps becamo tho platiorm for the singers
tight speedily, and Lttle Mollie hobbled up and made her bow.
She sang in s sweot voice that somchow sonnded very sad and
pathotic: -

s¢ ¢ T think, when I read that aweot story of old,
\When Jesus was hero amnng man,

How ho called little children as lambs to his fold,
I shonld like to havo Loen with him then.'™

It was Effie's turo next, and tho begsn on the second verse ;

¢ I wish that bis hands had becen placed on my head,
And that his arms had been thrown around me.'”

and then she stopped suddenly, and looked very excited. ““Oh!
Oh1” sho zmid, “I'vo tho ght ot somcthing lovely—jast 200
lovely.”

‘* Is it something good to eat 1™ asked Mollic, horriedly. Heor
palo checks flushed qaickly, and het oycs shone, Effio was always
thioking up good things.

*No, rot 'zactly,” said Eifio, looking perplexed ; **and—and
wo'd havo to take Bobby with us, I'm afraid, to keep bim out o
mischief, and he don't know any of it, "cept tho first verse, snd ho
will sing it—*I Snk when I read tho tweot *tory of old’-—not a
bit plain.”

“Whoroe? where? Ona stage, like grand peoplo?”

“No, just round tho stroots.  Onostreet after auother, whers
folks look kind and as if they wouldn't act their dogs on us, wo'll
atop and siog my hyma ; and thon maybo they'd giveus pennics
if wosung it roal good, and thoy liked it,and wo dida't bother
them.”

' Goody ! goody 1" ahouted Mollic, jumping up and down, and
clapping bher hands.  ¢*Ict’s go. Come, Bobby.”

Bobby was always roady togo, for that matter. Effio looked
him over and shook her head doubtiully.

**Bobby, do you 5°paso you'll ‘mamber to hold your feet ont o
2ight, "causo the holos ahow dreadful, and will you leave your hat
to home *causn it’s 8o ragged 1"

Bobby promised datifally.

‘* And, Bobby, you musta’t sing only joat the firal verso—just

kefint, ’canse ivatho coly ona yom know. Here to homo sister
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lot you sing on it whon wo sung the othere, but you musta’s thls
timo, when it's for other folks. Now promisc.”

Aud Bobby promised, and actually loft his boloved hat at homeo,

¢ If wo got some monoy,” Effie whispored to Alollio, ** weo'll got
him a orange.”

They wandered on dowa tho streot, and soon thoy camo in front
of » nico big store with a good many men sittiug around inside.
There wasn't any big dog anywhore about, and so Effia halted,
with Mollio on ono side and Bobby on tho other, She was dread-
fully scarcd at first, and gerhaps would have ruu away without the
song, but Mollic had started tho tune,

¢ I think when I read that swect story of old,"

and Bobby was using his privilege lustily on this vorse. Thoy
woro the aweot voices of children singing a Christian hymn, and it
roso above the cliuk of glass and tongucs, and hushed tho dis

cordant sounds withiv,

** Hear that ! said tho men, and thoy moved up toward tho
door. Strange sort of musio for such a crowd! Coarse faces,
bloated taces. Un tho next stanza Bobby forgot, and sang away as
at his first verse, io spite of Effio's twitches at his arm. But it
didn't put them out a dit, aud his *' "tweot ‘tory of old* raog out
abovo tho rest—the sweotest atory over told—'* How he called
littlo children as lymbs to tho fold.” No wondor tho audienco
grew intercsted nnd quiot. Tho voices of tho children sank low
and soft on tho last verso—

** 'In that beautiful place he has gono to propare,
For all who arc washed and forgiven ;

Aund many dear children are aathering there,
¢ For of such is the kingdum ot heaven,”’”

Tho hyma was finished, and they were going away, and nobody
offered to give them ponnies. Effie was disappointod—oh ! so dis-
appointed she alinost wanted to cry. It was hard enough to plan
a campaign and stand up w2foro all those young men and sing, and
now tho fun was all gone. It was dowaright drudgery now, And
MoNie—poor Mollic, hobbling down the stop with her twistad foot,
~couldn’t understand why tho program should end se, and looked
up at Effic wonderingly. Bobby only clasped his hand in Effic’s
and said, coakingly : * Now, I want an orange.”

Far back of tho othems in tho saloon waza marn who sat with
bhis bat pulled down to his eyes. Ho didn't scem to hear tho sweet
hymn, bat ho did; bleas you; yes, overy word. He know the
voices and guossed why thoy had como. He heard the comments
of the mon, intorspersed with oaths,

¢ Protty children!”

¢ [ hain't what they might call a Sanday school man, but that's
good enough for me.”

“ Don't look ’s though they's ovoried, hoy ?*

“Qr overclothed, for that matter ”

Ho bad heard them sing before, but it never sounded quite like
this. **\Washed and forgiven!” in that sin.defiled place. He
raiscd his head and saw the children turning away from tho door
with disappointcd faces, and Mollic hobbling away last of all.

Some onec was asking for a glazs now, and remarkiog: 1
reckon their folk’s hain't tectot'lore.”

How he bated himself and this wretched life. Ho bad a dollar
in his pocket not yot spent. Ho got up and strodo hastily out and
up tho streot. Soon bo found them. A cross-looking man had
ordored them away from his saloon, and tho children wers crying,
while Effio tried to hush them. Sho tried to hush them more and
moro, when she looked np and saw hor father. But hodid not
scold them. Ho held out a hand to cach, saying : ““Como;™ and
thop ho stupped at the store and bought somo oysters and crackets
and oranges, and started for home.

Ob, but wasn't Effic aurpriscd ! and a3 for Bobby and Mollie,
they thooght uraages wero nicer than Sunday school bymsns any
d.yThey all went homo and gave mother a surpriso—such a big
sarprise, it almost cured her, and the beat patt of it ail is, it lasta,

Tho sweet story of old has taken posscasion of father’s heart
now, and no morc do tho little troubadours bave to siog for a
dinner.

In Connecticut & fow yoars ago lived a lady whohad a beantifal
flower garden, in which she took great pride. The whole country
was proud of it, too, and people drove miles to seo it.

She fastenod two large baskets on the outsido_of her fence next
the road, and cvery morning they woro filled with cat flowors—
tho large, showy kinds In onc basket, aad the delicato, fracile oncs
in the other. All tho school children going by helped themsclvez
and atadled the better for it, and business men took & breath of
fragranco into their dusty offices that holped tho day along. FErven
tho tramps wero wolcomd to all tho boauty they could get in their
forlorn lives, .

¢ You cut such quantitios,” somo ono said to her, *“arcn’t you
airaid yoa will rob yoursclf 1

*Tho more X cut the moro 1 havoe,” sho anawered, *“Don’tyou
know that if plants arc allowad to go to secd thoey atop blooming?
1 love to give pleasure, and it is profit as woll, for my liberal cutting
is tho secrot of my beantiful garden. I'm liko tho man in
* Pilgrim®s Progress’: .

¢ A man there was (thouch snmo did count him inad),
The moro ho gave away, tho moroe he had.”




