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HOME AND BOHOOL.

Caste.

A Stpra boy By the wayside lay,
M’oaming with linoger and' pain,

The son of a Brakimin came ¢ at way,
Merry and haughty and vain.

Hoe turned his eyes from the child who cxied,

And quickly passed on the other side,

He'd scorn o Bring, for o Sudra’s sake,
& drink from the nearest spring ¢

And the Sudra would not dare gy sake
From his hand the smallest thing,

So the sick boy waited there to die *

Are not Sudrag-low, and. Beahmins high 3

O pride of false teaching I prido of caste?
[)Vikf tares in the vineyard sown !

Will the Lord of the harvest find as lagt,
Ye were all in Indin prown v
oes a-Christian’s child, in heart e'er .

** My nefghbour irlow and } ans high?"”

Suck was the story Miss Teachwell told
To the girla in her mission band enrolied,
As they saf with her one day to sew,,
She called it “* A Tale of Weeds that Grow
In u Precious Garden.” When *twas done
They pitied the Sudra, every one,
And bﬂmed the Brahumin, and said that they
Could not have acted in such n way,

usie and Caroline guessed at last
* Hearts are like gardens, and pride makes

caste,

In every country ite weeds will start
To choke ,love’a flowors from the human
eart.

But I think Katie a Jesson caught

Deep i her mind from the story short ;

For she looked no niore, with scornful curl:

Of her lips, at Amy, the stranger girl,

But gently told her, as they went home,

“ 1T lenc'!, you patferns, when next yom
come,

I was glad for this, and thought "twas plain
That the heathen children o'er the main
Had a true friend in a child who tried
From her heart-gurden to weed out pride.

—Josephine Tyler, in Little Helpers,
*v'eA—-
“A Button-hole Hand.
BY ANNIE E, HOLDSWORTH,

Tne girl whose voice was making
the dismal house cheery was young,
and neatly dressed in spite of the evi.
dent poverty of her surroundings ; and
her bright red cheeks and smooth coils
of golden hair scemed as much out of
Place in the musty court ag did the pot
of fresh dnisies blooming on tho win.
dow-gill. It was not much light that
the flowers got there, for the window
was in the attic, which was overhung
by the roof of the house opposite, and
the space between wag so narrow that
you could almost reach across to the
window on the other side. The air,
too, that reached tvhe daisies was heavy
with offensive smells from the court
below, and yet the flowers and their
owner throve under thcse opposing
circumstancesg as goodnets and purity
do thrive under all conditions, however
adverse. DMeg did not rise from the
low stool on which she was sitting as
a tap was hesid at the door, but she
paused in her singing to call out g
cheery “Come in” to her visitor, and
greoted Miss Maynard’s entrance with
4 smile, while her buy needle flow
backward and forward without stop-

ing. ‘

P “I heard you singing as I was on
the atair, and thought you would allow
me to come in and rest awhile,” gaid
the lady,

“ Yes, ma'am, to be sure,” answ cred
Moeg quietly ; and then she looked up
brightly as Miss Maynard laid a half.
open rosebud on the table beside her,

“I¢s rare and pretty,” she suid wist-
fully ;. “ but maybe you can’t spare it,”

“Oh yes,” wag the reply; “I see
you like flowers, and that ono will Jast
#omo time if it is put into water.”

“Thank you, kindly,” gaid the girl;
“it will look bonny in Jim’s button.

bole on Sunday; fox he Likes them
almost az mivch ag me, Jim does,”

“And who is Jim1” asked Miss
Maymnard, though the half-blushing con-
seiousness of the girl mado the question
ulmost unnecessary,

“dim iz ay intended, wa'am,” an-
swered Meg, with u look of proud
possession ; we have been engaged moro
than two vears, and as soon aa he goly
& shop we'll be maveiad.”

*So Jim is in business,” said Miss
Mayzrard, pleasantly; “and whero dees
he live "

“ Well, ma'am, he drives the coster’s
citrt, but sbout a year ago he bruke his
leg, and it i a eripple he has beon ever
»ince,”

*“And can he work still }”

“Yes, ma'am; he drives the curt
atound, and 1 go with him most days
to seil.”

“ But does it not hinder your own
work 1

“Yes ma'am, it did at the first but
T anage pretty well. You geo, ma’am,
1 am a button.-hole hand, and I make
button-holes for most of them as takes
in sewin’ in the court, When I get
ny hand in I can make o’ many more,
and faster, than if I did the soumin’
and' gatherin® as well, so they give me
the shirts and I niake the button holey,”

* Buc does thag: pay you?' asked the
visitor,

“Well, ma'am, not so well now, for
I'm out most mornin’s with Jim; ho
does the cryin’ and sits on the cart to
mind the donkey, while 1 sell the green
stuff, so I can’t do quite 8o much 5 but
I get up an hour gooner, and can do a
deal o work before it’s time to go
round with the.cart,” .

* But yours must be g very hard life,
Are you not tired as night "

*Yes, ma’am, mostly, but I sleep all
the sounder. There's Jim, now, he
don’t do much except wait in the shop,
and he cau't sleep at night. He lies
awake whole nights with the pain
while I'm fust asleep, Then button-
holes is very cheerful work I always
think; I told Jim one day our lives
were like button-holey ; they gets cut
bug there is One that works them over
for us, and the knots that worry ug
only g0 to make the cut places tidy to
look at, and useful beside; and Jim
said how he wished his poor leg might
got healed, and
And Meg gave a littlo laugh, while
Miss Maynard continued :—

“And do you work on Sundays ?”

“No, ma'am,” said Meg, “Sundays
is our best days; Jim and me we take
a little trip inio the country as we call
it. It is only an old graveyard ; but
W6 can 868 a nice bit of sky with clouds
on it sometimes ; there, Jim says they
are like sheeps’ wool, bus 1 think they
must be like the angels I used to learn
about in the ragged-school. Once, be-
fore Jim’s leg wag broke, we went to
Victoria Park. Heaven can’t be beau-
tifuller than that, can it, ma’am$ There
was 2 sight o’ flowers as I could hev
kissed, they wag si pretty ; but Jim
82id as curlyflowers was the flowers he
liked' most,” That wag only his fun,
ma’am,” continued Meg, apologetically
‘““be walked eover so far to fetch me
that pot of daisieg ; they was in a field
somewhere by the river, I sit und
think about them when L am alono;
and when Jim can walk wo are going
where T can seo ’em all a-growin’ in
the grass for myself.”

“And have you never gathered

flowers 1" asked the lady. gently.

worked over soon.””. .

ago as I went with Jim to whero thoy
grow groun’sel for the birdy, and u rare
tme 1 had gatherin' them, only it
seemed kind-o' pitiful that birds should
eat them, they wus so pretty, The
uext day he wont round sellin” thom,
and T could hev cried to seo tho gentle-
folks buyin' them to be ont; but Jim
gaid it was all in the way o’ business.
Jim has a pitiful heart, for all his jokes,
and he is g0 brave and patient with his
peor log.  Why, ma’sm, when it was
broke he wanted me to givo him wp;
but I told him ho would want a wifo
now more than ever, and it were no uso
his tryin’ to run away from mo, for he
couldn’t go wvery fust;” and Meg
laughed her plessant little Inugh again,

“But suppose Jim nover gets bottor?”
said Miss Maynard, The bright face
clouded over for a moment, and thon a
sudden light flashed in tho earnest oyes
as Meg answered bravely: “«Ab, ma'am,
an’ if he didn’t I'd only hev to givo up
my attic and go on the ground floor,
fur Jim could'nt climb those stairs with
his crutches. Eh, but that would bo
& pity; it’s a deal better away from
the people below ; they are a bad lot
downstaivs,”

“Wall, I hope you and Jim will
soon be very happy,” siid tho lady as
sho rose to go.  “May ¥ come again to
see youl” she askod, as Meg rose to
open the door.

“If you please, ma'am,” dnswored
the girl, and then the visitor descended
the steep stuirs again, and was soon on
tho rond to hor pleasant home. Soon
after a promised visit called her from
town, and months passed befors Misy
Maynard visited the dim court, At
last in the early spring she found time
to call again on Meg,

Miss Maynard knocked gently at the
attic door; it was opened by Meg; a
little older and graver-looking, "but
with the same strong, calm spirit, and
patient light in her eavnest eyes, She
was still working at her button-holes,
and something like tears came into hor
oyes as she took the bunch of primroses
her visitor had brought,

“It's fino an’ glad Jim will bo to
hev them, ma'am,” ghe said, «J go to
see him every Sunday now, for he has
had to go to the hospital, an’ it's boau-
tiful to see how every ono there takes
to him."”

“So Jim is no hetter}”

‘“No, ma’am, his leg is no better
than it ought to be; the doctors do soy
as it must come off ; but I tell J- im he
has no call to fret about it, my two are
strong and williag to work for him,
Besides that's what I hev been workin’
for this many a day. Tho button.
holes jg comfortin’ now I heven’t Jim
to talle to, an’ the daisies is dead,
They didn’t live through the winter,
but there's no need to miss ’om when I
hev the button-holes for company,”

After talking ovor Meg's proapects
a little longer, Misg Maynard lefe; but
she soon called again bringing with her
another bunch of flowory ; and goon it
became a rogular thing for her to climb
the steep stair, taking the flowers that
Meg treasured for Jim’s sako,

So the summer wore on, and Miss
Maynard again left the hot city, On
her return one of the. first visits- was
paid to the court where Meg lived.
There wag no need for Kor to ageend to
the attic thiy timg, for shoe was et at
tho entranco to the.court by Mog, who
ushered her, with evident pride, into a
room on the ground floor, The furni-
ture wag the same ug that to which ghe

“Oh yes, ma’am ; it waon’t so long

had been accustomed, but it had an ajp

progenco of another
room,

ping wood and tying it into g,
fagoty, wun scated n grave, stolid.look
ing, young man, about twonty-fivo, w
only stopped in hin oceupation to stea
# look at Meg, who bad seated horgel;
and waz busily stitching at hor button
holes.

“You see, ma'am,” sho oxplained
her visitor, “ when J im's log was ook
ofl; I told bim as how it wag no yu
frottin’ after him if ho didn’t give me
the right; #o ns soon nn he Teft the
hospital wp was married ; and we hes
been as happy as two could bo over
since,”

“Jim, he oarng man, a penny Ly
choppin’ wood, an' ', other day 3§

ug how a great poot—that's & man s
know, ma'nm,—once sid

lives for us, no

what with
wood-cuttin’ we hev something nice to
think on all day long."”

“Yes, ma'am, wo'ro very happy;
an’ when Jim gets his cork leg, hell
walk without crutehes, and won't feel
to want Meg no mnore.”

The glauce Jim gave in angwor to

Miss Maynard rose to go; then he'

still busy over her button-holes, and,
saying solomnly, “She iy a good ’un,
Meg «3,” relapsed into silenco,

How Postage 8tamps are Mado.

which two hundred stamps aro en
graved. Two men are kopt hard at
work covering them with coloured
inks and passing them to a man and a
girl who are equally busy printing
them with large rolling hand-presses.
Three of these little 8quads areemployed
‘all the time, The gum-uced for this
purpose is a peculiar composition, mude
of the powder af dried potatoes and
other vegetables, mixed with water,
After having been again dried, this
time on the little racks which are
fanned by steam power, for about an
hoar, they are put in between sheots
of pasto-board and pressed in bydraulic
presses capable of &pplying a weight of
two thousand tons, The next thing is
to out the sheot in half; each sheet, of
course, whon cut, contuing a hundred
stamps. This is dono by & girl, with a
large pair of shoars, cutting by hand
being preferred to that of machinory;
which method would -destroy foo man

stamps, They are then passed g two
other squads, who psrforate the paper
between the stamps, Next, -theyare
prossed once more, and then packed
and labelled and stowed away for
despaiching to fulfil orders, “If a
single stamp is torn or in any way
mutilated, the whole sheet of one
handred stamps i3 burned,  Five
hundred thousand are burned every
weok from this cauge. For the, past
twenty years, not a singlo shegt hag
been lost, such care has been taken in
counting them, During the process of
manufacturing, the sheots aje counted

eleven times,

- "
e
4

I

of difforonce only accounted for by th '
oceupant of th. ¥

On the flnor, busily engaged in chop {3f3

gentloman a8 comes ta read to us tol] B

writes things you can sing to, you §
something B
about & Providenco as wag shapin’ our
matter how  cross B
grained we make ‘em ourselvey, just s B
Jim, there, is cuttin’ that wood ; g0, §
my button-holes an’ Jim's .

this spoke more cloquently than could gl
any contradiction have done, but he
appeared to ho of a taciturn disposition, &
and did not join in the conversation tit

pointed with a grave forefinger at Meg, |§

IN printing, steol plates are used, on |
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