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the window came strains of a clear, girlish voice, singing, - Home, Sweet
Home.” I stood a moment in thought. How often, oh, how often in the
past, had T heard that heart-touching melody! On board the ocean
steamer, among strangers on 2 foreign shore ; in health, when strength was
given towme in greatest measures, and during a long sickness, when the
shadows of death secemed drawing nigh, and I was wistfully peering for-
ward to the eternal home, dear friends oft times mingled with holier strains
the ever welcome “ FHome, Sweet Home.”  Many recollections came rush-
ing d'er my mind ; gratefully I offered a little prayer of thanks to that kmd
Father who had guarded me so long and so well. turning my feeble steps
once more homewards, though perchance but to die. Thus did T stand in
reflection outside the gin-paiace.  ‘T'he singing ceased. A young girl of
some fourteen summers came and looked out of the window. It was the
publican’s daughter.  As she raised her hand to draw the curtains one
could see the golden bracelet on her wrist, and the chain around her neck,
glittering in the gaslight. I was turning away, when s.ddenly I heard a
little weak voice humming, “‘T'here’s no-o Place Like ’ome.” 1 looked
down. ‘There on the pavement, at the step of the public house, sat a poor
ragged little lass, seven or eight years old perhaps, no hat on the rough
unkempt hiead, no shoes on the swollen feet. She was strumming her small
shivering fingers on the hard stone step, * Making b'lieve, sir, to play the
pianner,” and singing in a suitable tone to that cheerless accompaniment,
“Home, Sweet Home.” 1t was the child of the pubhican’s vicum. I re-
garded her closely; 1 drew near unnoticed and heard her muttering, “ It’s
sumthin’ to be Miss Enuly, she’s got a pianner and everythin’ 'cos ‘er father
keeps the pub. I ain’t got nothin’, because my father spends all his brass
there. T'm sure as how I kud play like ’er if somebody 'ud show me.
Hallo! father’s inside, I can ear 'nm.” She pushed the door a little open,
and peeped in, * Hallo, father ; can I come in?”

“ No, yer ; you — litile pig, cut off home.”

She drew hastily back, and ran a little distance away ; keeping her
eyes fixed on the public house door, to see if her father came out.  Poor
thing, she would have liked to stay in the gas and glitter.  Her home, no
doubt, was dark and dreary cuough.

I tollowed her quickly, ¢ Here, little one ; here is a penny for you.”

“‘I'hank you, mister.”

“You should stay at home with your mother,” said L.

“1 ain't got none.” she replied.  * The bobbies were after ‘er, cos one
day when she was drunk, she bit old Missus Jenkins over the nut with a
pot. Mother Jenkins 1s in the hospital ever since, then the bobbies come
after mother, and so she bolted.”

* And who is at home now ?” I asked.

“No one. Mother took the yvoung un’ with ’er.  Old Mother Potlts
looks arter me ; but she'’s nearly allus tight.  She's there in the pub now
with father.

“Where do you live 2”

“ Just down the alley there, the fust ’ouse. I'l show yer, sir, if yer
likes.”

“Yes, my little dear, do. Here is another penny.”

She took me round the corner down a close alley. I could not sce
for a minute or two as 1 passed from the main road into the gloomy shad-
ows of this narrow way

“ Here it is, mister,” said my little guide.  She pushed the door and
went in.  ** Oh, there ain't a bit of candle.  Never mind, T'll get a light in
Mother Pott’s room.” .

She went into another rouom, and came back in 2 moment with a little
bit of tallow candle stuck in a gingerbeer bottle. T was able by the flicker-
ing light to sce a little around me. It was a veritable drunkard'’s home,
A rusty stove that had remained unwarmed for many a mionth, a chair
withotit a back, a table with one leaf hanging off and a leg broken, a couple
of sacks in the corner, a publican’s almanack nailed on the wall—that was
all the room contained.

My Jittle friend began to speak again.

“When I've got a bit of light I ain’t afrzid to stay here by myself ; but
if I ain’t got a light I sits there on the step and watches the people go by
the ailey ull the pub is shut, and then I goes and lays down there, and makes
b'lieve to be sleeping when father comes in.  He's allus tight, yer know,
and he'd give me what for if he caught me sitting here.”

“ Docs your father often stay out 2” I demanded.

“ Qh, cvery night, ’cos he carns a lot of money now.”

“ And have you nothing to cat?”

“Oh, Mother Pouts gives me sumthin’ when she's in a good temper,
and ain't ught.  She lives upstairs, and she ain’t a bad sort "cept when she's
tight. She said as how she'd knock two bob a weck out of father to get
me sumthin’ tocat.  When 1 ain’t got nothin’ 1 just gocs and asks the
ladies and the gen'lmens 1o give me 2 “apenny and then I buys a ha'porth
of peas-puddin’; and if I gits another peany 1 buys a sav'loy teo. The tup-
pence you give me, mister, "ul just dv proper for me to-ght.”

“ Do you go to school 2" T asked her.

**Ycs, somctimes.  The School Board man is allus arter me.  Father
blistared my back with his strap once 'cos I told the School Board man

where we lived.  But now I knows alt the Schuo! Board men, and [ easily
slips 'em.”

“When do you go to school 2"

“Oh, arter a summons.  But father moves, you know, and then they
don’t know where to find "im.”

* But why do you not go to schoo!?"

“An’t got no clothes.  Look ‘ere, 1 ain't nuthin’ on ‘cept this fro k
and petticut. A lady give me hat and boots, and a jacket, three times, but
they're all in pop.  Mother put "em up the spout at Holdem's.  ‘Then the
lady said it wasn't no good giving me anythw’.  She sad she'd take me
home to live with ’er, but father says 1 sha’n't go anywheres while he's
alive.”

‘T'he candle began to splutter a little,

 Oh, mister, the candle’s going out ! I must get a apenny un out of
the tuppence, and then PIE get a savioy and peas-puddin as well.”

“ 1o you ever say any prayers ¢

“Wots that? I don’t know.”

“Have you never heard of God?”

“Oh, yes!t Father says,  Gud blind me,” when he's wild and savage.”

“ Have you ever heard of Jesus Christ ?”

“Yes! Father ses that, too, when he's wild.
the candle now, mister; 1 can’t do without light.”

Poor little miscrable!  Ab, indeed she has need of ks * thought 1,
as she ran off in front of me.

As 1 passed the gin palace, T could not resist the temptation 1o peep
in a moment. There stood the father at the bar. A big, hulkimu fellow ;
his face that copper-colored, heavy, bloated, habuual drunhards tace; a
face scorched by ats besetting sin ; God’s image blotted out, and the mark
of the beast graven in its place.

Then 1 gave a glance at the interior of the publican’s parlor.  Ah!
that was very different from the wretched * homeless’ home 1 had just left.
How bright, how casy, how comtortable everything scemed.

That night my nund was nslled with buter “eflections as 1 walked
homewards, thinking over all 1 had scen: the two singers, their song, and
the contrast of thur homes.  Alas ! how many such scenes do the hights of
the gin palace shine upon.  How many children worse than fatherless are
growing up in our midsy, knowing nought save sin and wictchedness ; the
inocence of childhoud blasted, the juys of infancy unknown.  God help
them! for help they need.  Perchance ir. His own time, good men work-
ing as His instruments, a day will dawn in this England of curs when 3 new
genceration, freed from the heaviest curse of the race, will lint their voices in
glorious melody, singing in truth, “ Home, Sweet Home ; thee’s no place
hike Home"—aL. C. R. M. Self, in Lemperance Kecord.

Our Easket.

“«t Well, Dick," said a doctor to apolite nan, whuse wife ho had been attend
ing, *‘ how l: your wife 1" ¢ She s dead, I thank you, doctor. *

But 1 must go and get

A full-bearded grandfather recently had his beard shaved off, showing a
clean faco for the first time for & number of years. At the dinner-2able his-
three yeur old granddaughter noticed at, gazed lonyg with sondennyg eyes, and
finally shc cjaculated :—** Gramdfather, whuse hiead you got on i

According to the Toledo Hlade, a physician of that city rccently gavea
patient aome medicine, with instructions to ** takea teaspoontul an water. The
patient got into a bath.tub full of water, aud tosk Ins miedicine iccordang to -
structions, and i due tune recovered.  Which deserves the eredit, the water or
tho drug?

A Long Island Dutcliman, in reading an account of a meetingin New York
city, cawe to the words, ** The mecting then dinsolved.” He could not detine
the weamng of tie last, so he reterred to a dictwnary, and felt satslied.  Ina
few mmutes a fnieud camo i, when the Dutclunan said @ ** Dey must have
very hot wedderan New York. 1 vet an cgount of amnceting vere all the peo-
ples had melted avay.”

A countryman sowmg lus ground, two smart fellows nding that way, one of
them called to hun, with an msvlent ain, *° Well, honest fellow, ™ said he, **at s
your busincss to sow, but we reap the fruit of your labors.™ To which the coun
tryman replied, ** 1t is very likely you may, for 1 am sowing hewp.™  Thero is
moro in this story than meets the cye at first glance. It contaus the seeret of
tho French Revolution.

¢ Are you troubled with 2 cough ¢ asked Yeast of Crimsonbeal while at
church.  ** Very much I” replicd Cot.sonbesk.  ** How long have you kad
further questioned Yeast.  **Had it? Why 1havent gotatl”  *Theught you
aaid you were troubled with a cough?® **So 1 am,” reapuided the facetrous
man, turmug around and lvoking at the panahioner behuad i, who way congh-
ing vivlentiy : * but it's that man’s cough behaud e I”

A lady hadin her employ an excellent gicl, whe had vno fault.  Her faco
was always ina smudge. Mot —— tried to tell her to wash her face without
offending her, and at last resorted to strategy. Do you kuow, Bradget,™ aho
remarked in 2 contidential wanner, *It i3 said il you wash your face cvery
day in hot soapy water it will make you beautiful € ** Will 12 1" answered tho
wily Bridget, **suro it's a wondcer yo niver tricd it, maam.”




