
Fiddle an
You wouldn't think

-ing of a violin could.
a teetotaller for. the r
vwould you? Yet it w

I had been -laid as
ous sickness, and wà
convalescent and a
breath of ai r at the
watching the folks
there came along a lit tle- oy play- services like

ing the violin. Seeing me .sitting
in- the' doorway lie stopped, tuned
up, and played to entertain me. I,
always being fond of 'music, and ex-
tra pleased for a bit of amusement'
to day, received him gladly. HRe was
a nice-looking little boy, well-dress-
ed an' comely, an' when be had fin-
ished playing his tune, ' The Last
:Rose ôf Summer,' I said:

'Little boy, you dàn't look as if
you were playing for a living; your
clothes are good and you are well
shod. Why - do you wander about
th streets like this?'

The little boy smiled.

Little Ping."An.
-'A story from China.

Ping-an was a -little girl In one
of our mission schools in North Chi-

Temperance. I didn't dare to own na. Her name means 'Peace,' but
to him that I was overfond of the she was a very merry, lWiely little
drink myself, but I asked him po- woinan. She. used - to wear her
litely if he would play me another black hair braided into a lon g,
tune. He ieadily consented, and heavy plait that hung down lier
w-hat do y6u think lie played ? back, and was bound at the end
Why, nothing else but -that well- with a scarlet cord. Just behind
known hyMn of nMy childhood: her ear, she used to often fasten a

'Sowing the seeds of a lingering pain, bright-colored flower.
Sowing the seeds of a maddened brain, TLe dress she wore was a-sort of
Sowing the seeds of a tarnished nam- blu cotton tuni, fastened at the
Oh !what shanl the harvest be ?,

side, and it was trimmed witli braid
The, hot tears rolled down niy of many colors, red, and green, and
cheeks.. vellow.

Why, we used to sing that at Then she .had .blue cotton trous-
my old, home!' I cried; 'atnd the 'ers, ticd round her waist with a

A-e

dan .

athatatheoplrlyl-,ving minatr n ttlitte pay ol ma,'li relid; bu ini hbi-reap a cliaracter; sow a*
make nianTemperance boy, 'id 'vec'm hrce epadsiy" Ymakre. a.,man a e,éü

est of his life, down to the.sea-sid ' a f
asS l~ oiajn ohrgv elaeby' Icontinued We sowttares,as so.o o.ide by griev- t e htFdladIcuder n era âe;w o idot
just getting for our Banci of Hope in anches- an, e rea d oats. have sown

ble to get a. ter.' bta't-lias brouglt-me a «rnad-
cottage door, Well' you b s I thou e brainj and a "tarnised
go ..by,.twhen hm a wrave little lad.to.give.lis-nameP -t takes longer to reaP

that in the cause o£ thai it does to sow.
I wept in silence.

Why don't.'you sign the pledge,
od .man?' asked the littie boy pre-
sently; 'I've some cards inmy fid-
dle-case.

Ah! little boy;' I answered 1
fear it is .too laté.'

Never too late to mend, old
an,' he replied, in his quaint,' old-

ashioned way.
I looked at hiin again and said:
'Who carea whether I mend or

Fiddle and he ansIvered
smiling.

I don't know, ho v it was,b but the
boy's answer pleased me, and
thought that at any rate som

-- c arël abiout, ne.
'F11 sign thplde lleboy, I

*s iid, < fle sakeËf' Fiildle àd '
You may be sure rmy little friend

was very pleased, especially when,
in addition to signing, I gave him
sixpence towards his Manchester
Band of HoP.

- And hen-my wife came home
-- I said:

Jënny, I've signed thepledge..
'Fiddlesticks!' she replied.
-It isn't fiddlesticks,' I said, 'but

Lt was done because of Fiddle
and I!'-' Adviser.


