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JAC CURTALNS.

I know of some curtaing, all lined with pink alk,
Anid borderen with bunges of gold,

That, fashioned of <atin, the hue of rich milk,
Atre made to fold and unfold.

When dathness comes on, and the world sinks to sleep,
1 hese beautiful eurtains ship down ;

And, all theoush che night-boure, caressingly sweep
[he cheeks of all sleepers in town.

And when the day dawns, and the people wake up—
1 hese curtaias, they fold up so tight —

Then creamvewhite fulness wo clocely take up,
1hat only the funge 151n sight?

Do you know what these wonderful curtains are yet?
Or, wall yuu be nlled with surprise,
When 1 teil you that two are most cunmingly set
Right over your wondeiing eyes?
— Wide Awake.

ol BIG SURPRISE"—d STORY OF
SEVEN DIALS.

AV 1 T MEADT, \UTIIOR OF *“A PEEP INTO PARADICRE ™

Cuarrer 1.

I_ OW cross little Maggie felt! how cross

she lovked ! Her thin, colourless hips
were drawn down at the corners; herdark cyes
had that dim, wistful 0ok which shows that
tears are very ncar the surface: her voice,
when-she spoke, was set in a fretful, quaver-
ing key.

So decidedly uncome-at-able was Maggie,
that the baby, scated on the floor opposite,
instead of stretching out his arms to approach
her, sucked his thumb, while he gazed at her
discontented face in gloomy silence. There
was no one ¢lse to watch Maggic, but to
judge from the baby's expression, which be-
tokened a kind of stolid surprise and discom-
fort, it was cvident that this state of affairs
was unusual, and that generally the little girl
kept a firm control over her temper.

There is a part of London very little known
to respectable people, only scen by such
people when they pass thiough it in cabs and
omnibuses. No person at all comfortable or
weil to do would think of residing in this part
of Loondon, or indecd rcmaining there an in-
stant longer than was absolutely necessary.

The place in question is cailed Seven Dials,
and it is quitc one of the lowest parts of the
oreat city. From Seven Dials itself, branch
oif seven miscrable, low streets, cach of which
again communicates with wretched alleys and
courts. Not bright places these foir a home!
for not one of the attributes of a homc—
cleanliness, pcace, order—do they possess.
Crumbling and foul are the walls of these
houses, dark and broken the staircascs, sadly
dijgpidated and bare of furniture the rooms
and celiars, but alas! human beings swarm
hiere, and in such a place little Maggic lived.

It was a burning July day, and thc atmo-
iphere in Maggic’s home was  certainly
ncither wholesome nor pleasant.  The tiny
window in the roof only admitted air through
one-of its broken panes, and very kot was the
little air that came through this opening.

Ncither was the furniture conducive to
cheerful thoughts. It consisted of a three-
leaged stool, a dirty mattress, a sauccpan and
pot, and a little hard wooden chair, ongmall;
meant for a baby, with a reund rung in front.
In this chair, placcd undct the window, so as
to derive what bencfit she could from the
fresher outside air, sat Maggic.  In this chair
she nad 1t aimost from her birth. Sherwas

cight years old now, but, exceptfor the “Won-

derfully intelligent expression of her face, she
did not look morc than four. l.ittle Maggic
had never been outside this room, and had
never walked in her life. No wonder she
looked unhappy, ill, weak, lame; she had
never been outside Tiger Alley for cight tong

years!  Who could imagine a more wretched
fate? But Maggic was not uswally unhappy;

except when suffering pain, she was generally
patient, and cven cheerful, and her mothe
often declared she was worth two of the great
hulking strong ones, to give you back a
pleasant word,

Yes, desolate as Maggic looked, she filled
her own little niche in the world ; she fulfilled
her own duties, and she had her own happi-
ness.  She had a very loving heurt-—a heart
too big, and warm, and scasitive for that poor
little frame ; and her heart was not empty—
it had its trcasures.

Three very great treasures had Maggie, and
one lesser one. First came the baby, who
was left in her carc day after day while mother
went out charing.  Every morning Mrs.
Thomas took a long string and, tying onc cnd
round Maggic's chair, she fastened the other
to the baby's waist.  As far as his tether per-
mitted might the baby go, but no farther,
and to take carc of him was Maggie's duty
and pleasure.

Then came mother—poor, tired, and cver-
worked mother, who was always so patient
and good to her iittle lame child, who, how-
over cross and put out she might be with the
strong and healthy children, was alwaysgentle
and loving to thisweak and mbns onc.

Yes, her mother and the baby were great
treasures of Maggic's, but I thimk, weillas she
loved them, she loved somie one else better.
I think in her heart of hearts some one clse
reigned as king, Tlus thad and  greatest of
all Maggic's treasures was her brother Joe.
Joe was cleven vears old. tall, stout, healthy,
rough, with a loud voice, a rattling, noisy
step, a ringing whistle,a gay laugh.

Joe was the sort of boy who cverywhere, no
matter what his surroundings, carries ail be-
forec him. ¢ was not a very good boy ; by
no means ; but he was so healthy, so joyous,
so never-mic-carg, so cntirely regardless of
danger, that he was a favourite with his street
companions, he was a favourite at school, he
was a favourite at homce: but no me cared
for him as Maggic did, and perhaps lic cared
for no one like Magygic. He returned her
love in kind, it not inintensity.  He returned
it, too, n sclf-sacrifice, for when JMaggie's
head ached, or when Maggic suffered more
pain than usual, he could soften his rough
voicc, he could subduc his noisy toncs.
such times he was so nicce that Maggie
thought the pain almost worth bearing for
the sake of his tender looks, and even mother
never carried her half as comfortably as Joc.

Yes, certainly, of all Maggic's treasurcs,
Joe was her greatest, dearest, best.  When
she thought of him she never envied the chii-
dren who ran about and played, who could

At

pecp into the park and eeethc trees, the green
arass and the flowers ; happy and healthy as
these children were, they noge of them
posscssed it brother, and to give up Joc she
would not have changed with any of them.

I have mentionedudlaggic’s great treasures,
but 1 mustgoqforgg!\:gx\&httic one-—a treasure
quite apart and distinet from the others, not
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for an instant to be placed in the same cate-
gory, but still holding a decided place of its
own in her heart ; at the present moment,
never noticing the baby's discontented face,
she is drawing 1t out of a tin box by her side,
has tenderly removed from ita piece of soiled
tissue paper, and now two or three heavy
tears drop from her eyes, and one of them
blots this lesser trcasure. What is it? A
dirty card which has once been trodden under
some onc's foot.  On the card is painted, in
faded colors, a large white lily ; round the lily
the words are printed, “ Consider the lilies of
the field.”

Maggic does not know how to read, but
she can repeat every one of these words. She
can point with her finger to where * consider”
stands, to where “ficld” stands, to where
“hlies” stands. She knows nothing about
them, except that lily mcans a flower, and
this faded thing on the card is a picture of a
flower.

As lier eyes drop on the card, the exas-
perated baby. tired out of sucking his thumb,
makes a dart at it, and in trying to rescue it
from his vicious little grasp, the card gets
torn. Poor Maggie! this is the crowning
drop in licr cup of sorrows; she sobs bitterly
and passionately, and thovgh the baby, quite
penitent now, clambers to her knee, puts his
arms about her neck, and pulls all her dark
hair about her face, he canuot, successful
as these endearments usually are, stay her
tears.

The fact is, the card has reminded her too
Latterly of her disappointment, and the cause
of all her sorrow and bad temper this after-
fieon.  Here is the story—

Yesterday being Sunday, Mrs. Thomas
went to spend the evening with some friends
taking the baby with her, and Joe, as a won-
derful act of condescension, agreed to stay
for a few hours alone with Maggie. This
was no small act of self-denial, for the boys
in the court below were having a splendid
game at marbles, and he had such beauties in
his pocket. However, the little pale dark-
cycd sister won the day, and he determined
to give her some of the bencfit of his society.

Maggic had too few pleasures not to enjoy
them systematically, and she was quite de-
ternuned te get as much out of Joe during the
precious hours he would remain with her as
possible.
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(70 ¢ continued,)

IT i a fine thingin friendship to know when
to be silent.—Grorge MacDonald.

GoD binds not up thy wounds, unless thou
lay them open by confession, and bewail

them. IHe covers not, unless thou first ua-
cover. He pardons not, unless thou first
acknowledge. He justifies not, unless thou

first condemn thyself. He comforts not un-
less thou despair in thyself.—Gerard,

It is a striking truth that he who would
benefit his fellow man must walk by faith,
sowing his sced in the morning, and in the
evening withholding not his hand—knowing
that in God's good time the harvest shall
spring up and ripen; if not for himself yet
for others, who as they bind the full sheaves
and gather in the heavy clusters, may, per-
chance, remember him with gratitude and set
up stoncs of memorial on the fields of his toil
and sacrifice,—~ Whitticr.




