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WRINKLES.

Lvory wrinkled, earo-worn Lrow
Bears the record s **Something dono "' —
Sometime, somewliers, then or now,
Battles lost or battles won,

Mothor naturo gavo us faces

Very fresh and round and fur
Later on het finger trnces

Linos of struggle, doubt, nud care,

Merit marks, 1 think, are sont us
When soo lesson havd wo learn;
Wealth and famo seem sometiwes lent us,
But our wrinkles wo munt earmn—

*Gainst life's current upward rowing,
Wo must carn them ono by one,
Each au wdex, truly showing
How much work the roul has done?

LITTLE BLUE JACKET

« My grandfather 8 cluch was too Jung fur the slelf,
So it stood ninety years on tho tloor,”

SANG a small piping voiee, in broken Eng-

lish, nearly drowned by the harsh notes
of a hand organ.

“ Mamma, come lovk D Thete is a little buy,
a monkey, and a man with an vrgan”  And
Sulvie’s mamma went to the window to see
the little boy whose childish vuice was now
repeating the chorus— )

* Never to go gain, when the old man died.”

There stood the group, the man evidently
a native of fair Italy grinding out at rapid
speed the discordant notes of the urgan, glid-
ing without pause from * My Grandfather's
clock ” to " Pup gues the weasel,” the monke)
dancing to the gay tune, while the boy sang
in breathless haste the foolish words:

¢ Tho priest ho kissed thoe cobbler's wife,
Pop goes thoe weasel.”

The young minstrel was dressed in an old,
ragged suit of Dlue, his pinched face wearing
a haggard look such as no innocent child of
nine or ten should ever have. “Poor little
Blue Jacket !” said Mrs. Marsh., “Here Sul-
vie, give him these pennies, and ask him
whether he wants something to eat.”

“Thankee, me no wants nothing to cat.”

The man smiled a grim smile, and struck
up another tune, the monkey in his grave
fashion waltzing around the pavcuent among

" the crowd of children, who always miracu-
lously gather arvund an organ aud motihey.

“Mamma, he did lovk hungry, didu't he 7"
said Sulvie.

“Yes,” answered Mrs. Marsh, “and I fear
he was afraid to say so before the man.”

Little Blue Jacket came often before the
window and sang, always saying, “ Me no hun-
gry,” as he looked askance at the man, and
once while the man had turned his head to
jerk the monkey back from the middle of the
street, Blue Jacket took a picce of cake from
‘Sulvie ang hastily put it in his pocket.

One evening, Jate in the fall, when winter
gives us warning of his approach by violent
gusts of north-cast winds, that howl and sigh
like weird spirits, while the rain dashes against
the window panes, and pours on the roof,
making wild, sad music tp those cumnfortably
housed—and God alone knows how sad to
those homele. s ones who roam the streets_of
our crewded cities—there was a timid ring at
Mrs. Marsh’s front door-bell, hardly noticed
at first amid the noise of the storm, then a

louder penl, followed by thoe oxclamation of the
fanily, “ Why, who can that be such o night 2”

The door was opened, and thero stood a lit-
tle drenched figure, hatl~ss and shocless,

“Why, little Blue Jacket, what do you
want 7" asked Mrs. Marsh,

“ Let me in please.  Please send me no way.
He get me it you do;” the tears and sobs of
the boy being dreadful to witness.

Taking him by the hand, Mrs. Marsh led
him into the sitting-room, where the bright
gaslight and cheerful firve made a pleasant
picture.

“Who is this ?” inquired Mr. Mansh,

“O, papa'” exclaimed Sulvie, “it is Jittle
Blue Jacket. Don’t you know I have so uften
told you about him?”

Blue Jacket had crouched near the fire and
was erying piteously.

“Come, my boy, tell us what is the matter,”
snid Mr. Marsh in his kindest tones, '

“ Don't send me away. Me will die. le
so bad, he beat me so hard.” And the old
torn and soaking wet bLlue jacket was thrown
open disclusing the skin, all scarred and red
and purple from whipping.

Tears filled the eyes of the Khind family, and
Mrs. Marsh went up-stairs and got a suit of
clothes which had belonged to her little boy
Frank, who several months before had left his
carthly home to dwell with God in the hea-
venly home above. Blue Jacket was soon
arrayed in the clean, neat suit; and a nice,
warm supper was caten by the halfstarved
child. The tears and sobs ceased, and smiles
lit up tlg pinched face.

“ Now, Blue Jacket, tell us what has hap-
pened, and what brought you here to-night in
such a storm 2"

The cluld looked around in a scared, nerv-
ous way as though fearful some one he was
afraid of would hear his story.  * He beat me
bad. Me lost a penny one lady gave me—he
often do so—and me so hungry and tired, and
he make me tell people me no want to eat.
He beat poor Jocko, too—he the monkey—
aud he tired tuo, and no want todance. And
me run away and come here. You kind to
me, ask me tu eat when me sings in the
strect.  Me lihe you "—looking at Mrs. Mansh
— you like my mothor in Italy. She dig,

and the organ. . He whips me¢ so much.,” And
again the sobs burst forth.

Blue Jacket was put in a warm bed and
tucked in by Mrs. Marsh, whose motherly
heart was touched by the friendless boy. He
tuld them next morning where the wretched
hovel he called home was, Mr. Marsh ~vent
there to see what he could learn of the man,
and whether the tale of Blue Jacket, whose
real name was Givo Lugi, was true.  The man
was gone and nothing could Le heard of him.

A cunsultation was held as to what was to
be done with Llue Jacket. It was thought
best to put him in the Home for the Friend-
less, where he would be educated and well
taken care of. He is a bright little fellow,
so the matron tells his kind friends, the
Marshes. Once in awhile he is permitted to

gle, and tells Mrs. Marsh confidently he

means to be a good man just like dMr. Marsh,

and me come uvver the water with the man

visit them, and he is so contented and full of

and will do ail he ean for boys and monkeys
who have to travel around with bad men who
play on organs.

TIHE LITTLE NERO.

GENTLEMAN and his lady, travolling in
a western train, had to share their sce-
tion of a palace-car with another lady and
her little son of eight summers. In the morn-
ing, after travelling all night, the gentleman
went out and brought in two glasses of fonm-
ing ale. Oneglasshe gave to his wife and the
other he offered to the little boy's mother, who
very rvespectfully declined to accept it.  Little
Charlie became quite excited over the affaig.
It was really hulicrous to see him put out

“both his little hands in a deprecatory way—as

if wding off' 2 mad dog—and hear him say,

| half laughing, but wholly in carnest, ‘Ohi

take it away, take it away; it makes me
sick.”

“ \Why, why ?” said the man.
you mean, child 2”

* Do you see that 2" asked the blue-cyed
child, louking fearlessly into the man’s eyes,
while he pointed to a little enamelled temper-
ance badge he wore, with three bits of red,
white, and blue ribbon, just below it.

“Yes, I see it; what does it mean? " asked
the man roguishly.

“ It means no ale or beer for me, mow nor
never,” the boy said bravely; “and none for
mamia either.”

" But the badge you wear only pledges you ;
it has nothing to do with your mamma,” the
man answered, looking a little shamefaced as

“What do

“he sipped his ale.

“ But mamma wears one her ownself. Shew
it to him, please mamma.”

The mother turned back her sack and dis-
played her white rosette, but spoke not a
word. Still, I think that the little boy sowed
a good sced in that palace-car that bright sum-
mer day.

Then the same little boy sowed more good
steds before he had finished his journey. He
gave away some beautiful temperance cards
tu & number of children, who thanked him
timidly and learned the pretty texts. One
with three roscbuds, green leaves, and a wee
Lunch of forpet-ine-nots, had this motto.
“ Woe unto them that are mighty to drink
wine.” Another, with sprays of bright flowers
and buds, read: *“At last it biteth like a ser-
pent and stingeth like an adder.” Stiill an-
other, with a great magnificent rosebud, said :
* Goodness, faith, meckness, temperance ;" and
one with its lovely pansy face, whispered
warningly: “ Look not thou upon the wine
when it is red.” One tiny girl held in her
soft, white hand, a card with a bouquet of
flowers, underncath which were the words,
“Wine is & mocker, strong drink is raging,”
and her little brother looked delightedly upon
his card, which told him, betweep a white rose
and & bunch of blue-bells, to “ Be not among
wine-bibbers.” Then there was another I
saw, with great purple grapes pictured upon
it, and it gave the ::gvice, “Temperance in all
things.”

And, in conclusion, we would say to all the
boys and girls who read THE PRESYTERIAN,
never Le afraid toshew your ribbons or stand
up to your temperance principles.




