" 'VOLUME XxVI.

: o DEVOTED 'I'O TEMPERANCE SCIENCE EDUCA.TION AND LITERATURE.

No. 3

SONIREAL & NEW YORE, FEBRARY 6, i,

: 30' Cts. per An, Post-Paid,

AN AFRICAN SEWING CLASS.
InFiere Town the colony for freed slaves

-set up -on-the east coast of Africa a
few years ago there are gathered over
_eight-hundred men, women and children,

under the care and instruction of the
Church Missionary Society. In this mis-
sion one of the prominent workers was Mrs,
A. Downes Shaw, wife of the Rev. A, D,
Shaw, and niece of Frances Ridley Haver-
gal. One of herfavorite classes in the mis-

sion was her sewing class, of which we give

a portrait and of which her husband wrote

‘the following lively deseription :—

“These girls arc all tho children of our
villagers, except tho big girl in the cen:
tre, who is my wife’s maid and helper.
When wo went to Rabai we found it was
the custom for the women to do all the
hard work, and for tho men to stay at
home and stitch. This, of «course, did not
exnctly suit my. wife’s idea; so'she promised
to teach the women to sew. But, ulas!
the erratic African fair ones were too much
fo. hor, for they either came in such force

astobe uilinmiaéeétﬁlg(xﬁdré than QOO_Béiﬁgﬂ :

present once) or they came nobaf all. * So;

{after trying for months to' get them into |-
| order, she hit on the bright plan of divid-

ing her energies; so now sho gives two
afternoons a week to the biggerschool-girls.
These have proved most apt pupils.
have made n large patchwork ' quilt, sewn
bags, and helped to mak‘e coats fdr their
brothers.” o

- Mrs. Shaw, to the sorrow of all who knew

her, died last April, during a st-a.y ab the'

M-turmus. .
ONLY CIDER.

BY ELLA ROCKWOOD,
*T saw Brother Powelson to-day,
mother ; and ho wants a barrel' of cider
again this fall,”’ said Deacon J oxie'svp‘nél chill
October eveniug; as ho pushed back his
spectacles, folded up his paper, and drew

a little 2loser to the cheerful wood fire that i

was snapping a.nd cracklmfr upon the
hearth.

They:

“He says he'll give ten cents n gallon,”
he added, as his wife did not reply.

Still np remark; and the knitting-
needles  only clicked tho faster, as the heel
of- bhe gray woollen stocking’ _grow apace.
Somehow the deacon seemed to fcel a trifle
une'tsy ‘Hoe ran his fingers through his
1ron-gmy hair ; t;hen ]umpcd up and stirred
the fire vxgorously, gomn' to the wood-box

| for a fresh stick ; then, as he reseated him-

self, his wife, Iookmu over the tops of her
silver-rimmed | spectucles, _asked, ‘‘And
| what' dld you tell him, Jason 7.

¢ Tell him | why, I told him he could
have it, of course.. That's what I call a
fair  price, .'md 4 man musb look out for
busmess. ‘

S Busmess . 1epe').ts lus wxfe, an mdlg-
nant ﬂ'tsh coming into her black eyes.
£8 Wlmt kmd of business do you call it’ to
sell n. man that which is slowly but surely |.
brmumfr ‘his boys to'a drunkard's grave ?”

strmiv ag.that.” . Tom and- Joe like a glass

{ of cxder ‘I’ll allow, .'md pellmps they dunk

‘ Tubl ut ! wife, don’t put it quite so

more than is good for them, but I'm- sure.
their own father ought to know, and he
doesn’t seem to object.”

““Yes,-ho ought to know, I'lladmit, but
it seems he doesn’t. I don’t see how he
canbe so blind. Tiver since they were lit-'
tle boys, and were allowed to drink all
the cider they wanted, just as it was be-
ginning to sparkle, their taste for it has
been growing stronger, until now, sweet”
cider, or that in the earlier stages of fer-
mentation, is insipid to their taste'; and || -
only last winter their mother told me that
of the two barrels of cider put into their
cellar, nota drop was left for vinegar,
¢ The boys wers so fond of it,’ she said, and
her husband drank it to ward off rheuma-
tism, although, his wife smd ‘with a laugh,
she guessed he liked 1(: as well as the boys
did.” _

"#She told me .'Lbout one of bhelr newh- ~
bor's boys,” continued Mrs. Jones after a '
patise in which the Déacon looked fixedly
at the ceiling, but said nevera word, ¢ who
is somewlmb youn"er thd.n Tom .'md Joe,




