THE CAMP FIRE.

Selections.
TUMBLER OF CLARET,

[ poured out a tumbler of claret,
Of course, with intention to drink,
And holding it up in the sunlight,
I jaused for a moment to think;
I really cant tell what made mo—
{ never had done so before, )
‘Though for yeurs every day at my dinner,
| had emptied one tumbler or more,

“ A friend” in the loneliest hours,

« A compunion " [ called the rod wine,
And ealled it a ¢ nectar divine,”

And sometimos [ poetized slightly,
But to day as [ gazed on the claret,

That sparkled and glowed in the sun.
1 asked 1t * What have you done for me

That my true friend wounld have done?

* You have given me some pleasant feel-
ings,
But they always were followed by pain;
You have given me ten thousand head-
aches
And are ready to do it again;
You set my blood leaping and bouuding,
Which, though pleasant, was burtful
no daeubt,
And if | keep up the acquaintance,
I am sure you will give me the gout.

+ | remember a certain oceasion
When you causad me toact like a fool ;
And, yes, | remember anaother,
\When you made me fall into a pool,
And there is l'om Smither—you killed
him !
Will Hloward you made a poor knave ;
Both mv friends, an'l I might count a
dozen,
You have sent to prison or grave,

 [s this a loyal friend's treatment?
Are vou deserving the name?

Sav! Whatdo you give those who love you
But poverty, sorrow and shame?

A few paltry moments of pleasure,
An age of trouble and grief;

No wonder you hlush in the sunlight,
You robber, you har, you thief!

« "Il have nothing more to do with you
From this mome it, this bour, this day;

To sand yau adrift, hag and haggage,
I know is the only safe way.”

And [ poured out that tumbler of claret,
Pouted it out, and not down, on the

spot,

And all this, you see, was accomphshed,

By just a few moments of thought,

—Ella Wheeler Wilco..

WHEN | COME HOME TO TEA.

I'0 some the morning hour 1s sweet
And passes all too soon,

sSome like mid dav, but as for me,
I love the afternoon.

For then as tive o'clock -lraws nigh,
From desk and pen [ flee;

And for a welcome warm look out,
When [ come home to tea.

Curmudgeons all may scofl' and sneer;
Why, let them ; what care [?

‘{hey're but a race of porcupines
and [ just pass them by.

They wrumble deep at all mankind,
Awd cast sheep's eyes on me:

I wish my javs were thews as well
When [ conie tinme to tea.

Poor slaves of drink, [ mourn your ways;
Your stupid tricks { fear;

Your * pickae-ups” and “ knock-me-

downs,"”

Y our pots of heavy beer.

1 scorn your low and smoky haunts
I <hun your drunken glee;

Aund hal with joy that happy hour
When [ come home to me.

Poor hachelors, 1 mourn for you,
I mourn your luckless life;
Sincerely from my heart [ wish
I'hat man would take a wife ;
What rapturous joy your hearts would
fill
{f you were blessed liko me,
fn meeting wife and happy bairus
Wheu going home to tea.

lufatuation, oh, how strange!
wWhich stupid men display,

In leaving hom: and secking out
‘There pleasures far away.

For me—my heaven on earth I find
When children round my knee,
Light up the house with prattle gay

When | eome home to tea.

—1R. Semple.

A DAY AT BLACK HORSE AND
ANGEL ALLEY.

Many years ago in a narrow allag stood
the Black llorse, one of the worst gin
shops in the East End of London. A
door and a private stairway were in use
for the escapo of thieves when a con-
stable was n pursuit of them. A trap-
dov r also led to an underground room,
where suspected burglars were hidden.
A cellar was used for drunken persons to
sleep oft their torpor.

Next <door to this place Mr. George
Holland determined to open a school {or
the ragged childron in the neighborhood.
The first night on which it was opened
cleven young thieves came in to see what
he proposed downg. *Give us a song,”
they said. “1f you can’t sing, we'll sing
you one," which they did.

They supposed he would send for &
policeman, and a fight would result, so
that the school wauld babroken up But
he raid kindly, but tirmly, * Boys, if you
don’t go away, I shall put youout,” which
he proceeded to do as gently as possible,
and locked the door. Tue roughs were
pleased that he had the courage not to
i call & policeman to his aid, and Mr. Hol-
land remained unmolested.

Ragged children came who had no food
for a day and a half, who had slept on
doorsteps, on sidewalks, or in empty
boxes, stealing a raw turnip or a carrot
to eat, if possible. Two of the little
girls who came had walked the streets of
London for two whole nights, with no
place to lay their hoads. Some of the
children, not over five an seven years
old, were intoxicated. ‘I'wo little boys
came crying and saying, * Mothor is dead.
She died at home,”” Going to the home,
which wav only one room, m which four
persons ate and slept, Mr. Holland found
the dead inother.

T'he work soon increasad, till the Black
Horse was rented, and then Angel Alley,
next door, a hquor and gambling saloon
as bad as Black Horse,

When | reached the head of the nar-
I row, dark street, I hesitated about going
"further, for | saw ragged women with
| babies m their arms, and old, tumbte-
"down houses, but soon [ came to a door,
with a placart telling of the meetings
and stating that all were welcomae.

‘I'wo ragged urchins oped the door and
led the way to the white-haired man who
had given his life to these people, never
marrying and making tor himself a home,
becuuse he felt that he must have no
other thought save for these abandoned
ones.

“(lome this way till 1 show you my
children,” said George Holland, with lus
i beaming fuce. Here was a large, clean
[ room, with an organ made by a working

j company of the most ragged and foisaken
Ichildren 1 have ever seen. Their feet
j were bare, their dresses and coats hung
(in tatters about them, and their faces
were thin and worn for lack of food and
laleep. With all-night revels 1 house
i and street, no wonder that these little
| creatures are puny and die early.
| Anather room was for industrial work,
where the boys learn to be carpenters,
imuke fret work with their hittle saws,
und print with thewr small printing
i presses.  In the next room was the
, >chool school for the very small children,
i some of whom were scarcely able to walk.
"When they are through this schooi for
' the day, they go to the toy-room, whers
| these worse than orphan children ride on
| rocking horses, or draw little wagons, or
{ admire the animals in Noal's Ark.
,  Another part of the house was used
| for a Kitchen Garden, where the girls had
Vlittle tables, plates and cups, brooms,
brushes and small tubs, and were taught
lto be good servants
Wae step over wto the Black Horse and
Angel Alley, where are beds for homeless
girls, a day nursery where babies are left
tor the day whilo their mothers work,
| they paying four cents for the care of an
. infant, or six cents if they have husbands.

As soon as the children are brought in
the morning, their dirty clothes are re.
moved, and when bathed, clean ones be-
longing to the house are put on. Each
crtb has a red blanket with the name of
sotae wild flower embroidered on it.
Uver the cot some fHlower is painted, with
a text of Seripture. Over a pretty dark-
eyed baby that put up its hands and
wanted to come to me, were the words,
Daisy, Malacht 18: 2.

Another has Lily of the Valley, Mat.,

man, neat mottoes on the walls, and a |
!'sisters in the city: so kindly is human

Beyoud are neat little beds for home-
less boys. One little follow seemed neay
to death when found by Mr. Holland.
He had a big dog who had been his com-
panion, and he could not hear to part
with him, but how could they huve a dog
at the Home?

“Don't take him awav.” pleaded the
boy. ‘I hain't got no father or mother,
and he's my only comfort.
my breast and keeps the life in me.
sules, when I'm laying on the street at
night, hie barks when he hears a polico-

man, and wakes mo up so that wa get up !
"
llns}

and move on to another place.”
brings to mind Dickons'.Joe, the streoct.
sweeper, who murmurs as he is dying,

thinking that tha policeman is urging
him on, “['m a-moving to the horryin’|
ground—that's tho move as I'm up to.”;
‘The dog was brought to the Home, and ,l

the boy became well, thanks to care and
food. By and by some boys and girls-

collected fruit for him to sell, and he|
earned his living till old enough to goto,

seq. i

One of the wost interesting things in |

connection with this work for the vaganid
is the Tuesday dinner for invalid children. |
Few of theso at their own homes ever
had over a slice of bread for breukiast or
dinner, and often not as much as that.
The children are charged two cents each |
for this Tueaday dinner, the cast for each |
being about twelve cents. The pinched
little faces brighten when they see the
meat, which they never sec on any other
day. In the coldest weather a hasin of
soup and n piece of bread are given twice
or three times a week. The children
have a Boot and Shoe Club  ‘The day |
was at the Black Horse, a wee ragged
child, with pretty black eyes and curly
huir, cameo 1n ta get her share of money
tfrom the club bank.

He lies on‘
Be. i

BACK AGAIN
THE FAMOUS

“BLACK
KNICHT”

ler poor cloth shoes were out at the
sides s0 that her feet touched the pave-;
ment. ‘The teacher showed me her ro-
cord, how that for many a week, from |
her scanty earnings by selling matches or
flowers on the street, she had laid by one
cent till she has saved, with whut Iitt]el
her mother had put in the club bank for
her, enough to buy some cheap shoes. |
For every twenty-five cents that a child |
earns, Mr. Holland adds four cents. The
girl went away happy with the money
tor hier shoes.

The mothers’ meetings are full of in-
terest. All gave one cent a week that
they muy have tea together once a
wonth. Une of the poor men smd, “1!
wish you had a place for the men at the|
back of the mothers' meetings, for by,
what my wife tells ine, it must be heauti-
ful to be there.”

The poor in the out-of-tawn mothers' |
meetings send nosegays to their desolate

nature in its lowest estate, In the sum-|
mer, bunches of flowers are given to these |
ragged children, and they will come the
next wporning to repeat the Bible verse
which was pinned to the flowers.

There are sewing classes where thoi
mothers make garments for three hun-
dred children receiving four cents an
hour for the labor, and obtaining the-
wgarments at cost. There is a Free Labor!
Loan Society, to which every man pays
ten cents a week, and can borrow when
he needs. In seven years over $30,000
huve been loaned, and so honestare these
workers that only about ten dollars have i
been lost.

These ragged schools, such as the
Black florse, at (ieorge Yard, White
Chapel, were started by a cobbler, who
gathered children around him by dis-
tributing hot potatoes, speakiug with
such kindness and a smile on his face,
that all the children listened. ‘I'he first
society was organized in 1844, in a cow-
shed.

When these schools were first estab
lished the boys were so rough that they
threw ink bottles at the heads of the
teachers. Sometimes six boys would
put the head master on the floor, aund,
sitting on his back, would say, “ Pop goes
the weagel.” Oune boy of thirteen, who
had.been in jail overa dozen times, when
dressed decently, looked in the gluss and
said, “Oh, sir the dog won't know me 1"

From the beginning of this work, the
noble Ear! of Shaftesbury was president
of ragged schools. About a huif million
children have been helped to better
education and morals, and juvenile crime
has decreased seventy-tive per cent in

thew 6: 28-3U; Mignonette, Sweet Pea,| twenty-five years.—Sarah K. Boulton, in

) etc.

i A True Republie.

REV. J. H. HECTOR

\has returned to
Canada for a

lecture tour and
is now open to

‘engagements.

Applications for

iterms and dates

should be made to
F. S. SPENCE,

D2 Confederation Life Bldg.,

TORONTO, CAN.

Read the following specimen

| extracts from newspaper opinions

of this MARVELLOUS MAN,
CANADIAN.

His speech was irresistible in its
earnestress and pathos. — Toronto
Globe.

A powerful address, full of humor
and sanctified common sense.—-London
Advertiser.

A veritable outburst of 1 'ue spirvited,
natural eloguence, born of a devoted
patriotisin.—Charlottetown Guardian.

Succeeded without any apparent
difficulty in keeping his audience in
roars of laughter. —Toronto World

The large assemblage was inspired,
amused, thrilled and caused to weep

~almost in unison.—~Montreal Witness,

ENGLISH.

The embodiment of all that is best in
his race—humorous, solemn, eloguent
and pathetic.—South Wales Argus.

His inimitable drollery, mixed with
the truest wisdom, completely took
the gathering by storm —Christian
World.

Such an amount of hearty, healthy,
wit-provoked laughter we have never
heard before in one and a half hours.
Methodist Times.

A sparkling speaker, full of fire and
dramatic action, and carries his audi-
ence along in a very tornado of elo-
quence. --Templar Watchword,




