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THE LITTLE FOLK.

Jo and Rags.

¢ What is tho matter, little girl?”’ X asked of a small, ragged
figure seated upon tho curbstone, partially olothed in laded red
calico, with a gencrous display of bare, brown feot and anklea
rom bencath the short, akimpy skirt ; tho only head-dress Nature's
covering of tangled brown curls.

Thoamall face, with its littlo pathways down the checks whore
tho tears had washed away into tiny drifts tho accumulated dust
of days, is lifted slowly from tho scrawny brown bands, anl a
doleful voico pipos forth, **I—want—Rag-s."

“Rags! Aud pray tell me what you will do with thum?”

¢ Taint thom; it's nothing but him. Rags is a dog, lo ie, an’
I wants him,” sobbed the child, and down goes the tangled head
again,

¢t And whero is rags—dead 2" I ventured to inquire.

““No'm, he's lost. 1was followin' the o.d circus percession,
and Raga got losted from mo in the crowd.”

Leaving the sobbing waif, I continued my way down the street,
But tha forlorn appearance of that child who had *“no chance”
haunted me until, drawing my thoughts turcibly from such an un-
pleasant subject, I for tho firat time noticed tho steady ¢ pitty.
pat” of small feet at my side. Looking down, I meet the ques.
tioning gazo of a smalt dog, whose dirty whito coat, covering the
lean little body, is sprinkled with small black freoxlcs denominated
¢ spots.” This poor littlo animal was moat certainly not a member
of the canine * 400.”

A brilliant thought struck mo as I noticed the similarity of the
forlorn aspect of the little spotted dog aund the little red calico
girl on the curbsrone, who sighed, not for purple and fino liuen,
but for ags. Could this be Rags?

*“Rags ! here, Rags 1 I called softly to tho tittlo beast. I was
promptly answered b. a vigorous wagging of a stumpy tatl, and a
quick glistening of the bright black oyes.

T hastened back to tho curbstone corner, usiop all the dog
language that I could muster ia invitation to Rags to follow. And
follow ho did nntil within sight of that curbstonc, when with ono
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disturbed from parlor to gardon,

I hear tho voico of Jo inquiring, caracstly, ‘ How many raisins
must I put in tho fruit cake, auntic? Youa know boys like lots of
tham.” I must go to her assistance, for to-day is o Lusy day for
us, a8 wo are proparing for our annual Now Year'’s dioner for
ragged girls and boys, gathored from the highways and curbstones.

Hestir Grey,

—

Little Alice’s Prayer.

I don't want to say my prayer,” said littlo Alice.
tired of saying my prayer, mawmma,”

Mrs, Morris sighed, aud scarcoly kuow what was best to do
with her littlo daughter, whom she had given to (God us soou as
she was born, and had prayed Him daily to make 1lis own child.
And now sho was tirod of saying her prayers! But sho was only
four ycars old; and the mother asked gontly: ** And does my
little Alico feel willing to go to Led without thauking her heavenly
Father for taking care of hor all day 2”

Alico taughed, and kissed her mother on both checks, and then
on her mouth. This she called a ¢* French kiss.” Then aho went
to herauntie, who was lying sick on thosofa, and auntic whispered:
“*Who will take care of little Alice to-night when it is all dark in
tho house ?”

Alice dearly loved to be whispered 1o, and sho answered in the
same tone : ** Mamma will take care of me.”

“I'm

speak Kindly.

A man was ancosaved by a very poor boy from drowuiug,.
Afterhis reste-ation ho said to him :

¢ \What can { do for you, iny boy 2"

¢ Speak a kind word to me someties,” replied tho Loy, the
tears gushing from his eyes; *‘Iain‘t got n mother likeo somo of
them.”

Akind word! Think of it. This man had it in his power to
give that boy moucy, clothea, playthivgs, but tho httle fellow
craved vothing so much as a kind word now and then. 1f the man
had cver go little heart, tho boy must certainly have had the wish

rapted. A kind word! You havo many such spuken to you

aily, and you don’t think much of their value; but that poor boy
in the village, at whem eoverybody laughs, would think that he
had found a treasury if someonce spoko a kind word to him.

wild yelp of joy, be flow along the
ground until thert was a sudden
collision and amixturo of red calice
and white and black dog.

I Lave nover, before or since,
scen two happier creatures than
were Rags and his mistress at that
meeting of tho parted. AsI wit
acssed it, tho thought occarred tof
me—\Vhy notinvite Ragsand Co.
to & New Yeat's dinner?

¢\Vhat is your name and where
do you live?” [ asked, intorruptioe
the flow of ungrammatical thacks
from the cherey lips of Rage’ pro-
tector,

** My namo is Jo; I lice mostly
nowhere, ma’am,” she replied.  “1
sleeps at Uoclo Bill's whea ho ain't
druck an® lots mc. When ho's
drask his wife bossos ~2' I juat
keeps clear of the place.”

“Jo, you know to-morrow is

=

Ofpst

Mo

;r-e:\}(- LITTRE - HAMDS - DO ¥
THZ «CITTRE -NAHDS ¥ SOMEWORK S §
’ztge o oS SO WORGTCTR

e

LIASESTHE INd.of,)(gqvgrl? —

ELP *THE ~POOR* ISERY
S

R
;z"

New Year's Day? Don't you want
to come to my home and take
dinner with me, und bring Rags, of
coursn?”

Jo gave & contemptuous amff at
her remoant c<f red calico and
anorted, ** Mo ! Looks like it, don't
I now? Rags might go ifI was
fitten to ako him.”

““Never miod  your clothes.
Thero's no ono but mo to seo you,
so wash your face, brush your hair
sud I'll meot yoa hero at nine
o'cluck to-morrow, aund take you
with me.”

And 20 thoy camoon Now Yesar's
Day, four yoarsazo, aod they are
hero yot. Jo isnow a bright girl
of fourtocn, standing weil inall her
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clagges; and Rags isa plamp.bell
of white aad black, waddling un.




