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A Lost Type.

Oh. tor a glimpse of a natural boy,
A voy with freckled face,

With ‘orehead white, ‘neath tangled hafr,
And iimbs devold of grace.

Whose feet toe in, while his eblows
fiare,
Whese knees are patched always,
Who turns as-red as a8 lobster when
You give him a word of praise.

A boy #ho was born with an appetite,
Who seeks the pantry shelf,
1o egt his " plece” with resounding
smack :
Who isn't gone on himself.

A Robinson Crusoe read-
ing boy,
Whose pockets bulge
with trash;
Who knows .the wuse of
rod and gun,
And where the brook-
trout splash.

IU's true he'll sit in the
. easlest chafr,
With hat on his tousled
head;
‘That bis hands and feet
are everywhere :
For youth must have
room to spread.

put he doesn't dub his
father “ 0ld man,”
Nor deny his mother's
call,
Nor ridicule what his
elders say,
Or think that he knows
it all.

A rough and .wholesome, *
natural boy,
Qf a good old-fashioned
clay,
God bless uim ¢
still on earth,
For he'll make a man
gome day.

he's

STORY OF A PITOHER.
BY LILA DUDLEY.

A lady frlend of mine

pas g very handsome jug
—or pitcher, some might
esll jt—which I admire.
very much. It is a
nandsome shade of red,
known a3 Indian red, I
belleye, decorated with
dogwood blcssoms. The
white flowers painted on
the red ground make. a
very opretty effect. I
asked her one day where
she pought .it, resolving
I would not be slow in
-purchasing one like it it
there was- such another
in the -city.
" My friend’s face had
an amused look as she
replled : “I am eofrald
-you will bave hard work
quatehing this i you
want to buy one, -for
such pitchers are not
made nowadays.” Her
eyes twinkled as she
sald: **No doudbt you'll
be shocked when I tell
you that it was once our
clder-pitcher.”

0Ot course I looked sur-
-prised, for she {8 one of the staunchest
temperance ‘women—the truest of the
true—and will not allow a drop of
‘alcoholic liquor to come into her home
either -for cooking, drinking, or med!-
.cine, And here "was this Immense
piteher, capable of holding five -or six
quarts, which I had. to try hard 'to im-
agine- filled with cider, and In her house,
100, .

‘She ‘Jaughed at my surprised look,.-and
then went on : “It is-very. old; has been
‘in our family ¥ gTest mmany years, and
gy mother very likely ‘boughbt it before
T wag ‘botn. .She. had a:large famfly,
and. 1t “took considerable: food to- feed
the msny hungry boys and :girls

- . - A
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i I remember what a dismayed look came

|
gathered round the table at meal times,

We were very fond of rice-pudding, and

{ to our milkman’s face when mother

. the other -day, .and, after a cox;ple ot

{ use!

who
R

used to take out to him this pitcher on I
a Saturday for the necessary milk for

the pudding. Milk and cider was al?

it was ever nsed for. We used to drink

clder, I am eorry to say, and always

put it in our mince-ples. An ordinary

oltcher was not large enough, so mother

used this, It was a common red

earthenware pltcher, but glazed.

* Since 1 have been converted to tem- i
perance, and do not use clder for my
mince-ples, I have had no use for it,
and it has laln useless down {n the
cellar, My granddaughter, who has
an eye for beauty, brought it upstairs

RENEMBER !

hours® work with her palnts and
brushes, the .result is, as you see, ‘a
thing of beauty.'’ It stood on a small
stand, -and held some tall peacock
plumes, and really was a very pretty
ornament to the room.

Oh. that all clder pitchers and jugs
‘conld. ba thus counverted to a Dbetter
Better lle dusty and mouldy in
the cellar than filled with what I be-
leve is * the devil’s kindiing-wood.”

A mar never knowa what he can do

REMEMBER!

We wonder what mother is saying to
her lttle daughter as sho liolds her
hand and glives her a last word of
caution and advice. The little girl has
beon listening to a long list of things
she bas to do in the villago, such as
giving messages, making purchascs, and
perhaps getting medicina in that long
necked bottle fn the bLasket, and het
mother {8 just now scylng, * Remember
this and remember that,” and the child,
with thoughtful face, I8 going oser in
her little head all she has been told,
You may ue quite sure she wiil forget
nothing and will come back in a short
time with a smiling face and tell her
mother all the resuits of her llttle

journey. Wauot a queer, old-fashioned
dress the mother and child wear. They
are probably Germams, as the carved
%ood and !ron hinges seem to indicate

ZITTLE SAMUEL.

Samnuel's mother gave him to the Lor?
when ho was a babe. When he was
yet a very small child she brought him
to the house of the Lord and_ left him
there with Eill the prlest. Whenever
Ell wanted Samneél to do anything for
him, he always obeyed {mmediately.

untjl be tries, and then he often regrets

‘that.he has found out.

- One.night Ell and Samuel had both Jaid
down to sleep, Ef In his place and

Samuel tn his. Pretty soon Samuel
heard some org calling him; he sup-
posed 1t woa Ell, g0 he roso quickly and
ran to him saying hero am 1, for thou
calledst me. But . ., said, 1 called not,
lte down again. Aad ho went and Iny
down. And he heard the voles agatin
calling Samael, ho fuse again and went
to ENl and sanid, Here am I, for thou
Jdst call me. And he ananerdd, &
called not, my sul, llo down again.
And 3amuel heard the vulce again the
third time. And he arosq and went to
ElL and satd, Here am 1, for thou didst
«all me.  Then Eit twld him that It
was the Loutd cawng him, that ho ahould
go and lie down, and {¢ no heard the
vulco agaln, ho should say . Speak. Lord,
for thy servant hearcth. So Samuecl
went and lay down In hiz place, and the
Lord came and atood and callod, Samuel,
Samuel. Tden Samue! answered, Speah
Lord, for thy servant hearveth. Then
the Lord talked with Samuel, and told
him what he wanted him to do, After
that Samuel always know tho volco of
tho Lord and obeyed him whenover he
spnke. He was a good boy and grew
up a good mad, and always worked for
the Lord as long as he lived.

FOR CHRISTS SAKE.

1 remember 2 young woman who cane
to me in great trouble; told me that her
father was drunk two or threg times a
week,; that ho insisted on having a
large part of her earnings to spend in
drink; and that when he came home at
night with drink in him, he often beat
her. Lifec was becoming intolerable to
her, She wanted to know whether it
would be right for ler to leave him
Her mother was dead; her (ather, If she
left him, would be alono; wes It her
duty to stay ? I told her that, In my
judgment, his treatment of her had re-
leased her from tho obligation; but 1
asked her whether it wounld be possible
for her to bs happy at night it she went
elsewhero; whether she would not be
always thinking that in hiz drunken fit»
her father might come to harm, and
whether sho could not regard the care
ot this upbappy man, with all the suf-
fering and misery it brought upon her,
as the speclal service to which Christ
had appointed her. She looked up,
hesitated a moment, snd then sald: 1
will.” I do not think she would have
made a good model for an artist palnt
ing a saint, she did not llve ia a pic
turesque monastery, but in a back court
in Birmingham, her dress was not plc
turesque, hut the somewhat unlosely
dress of a poor working girl. Yet that
seems to me to be the true imitation of
Christ. «. me flnish the story. She
came to me three months Jater, and told
me, with the light of joy on her face,
that her father had never -~ me home
drunk since that night she had resolved
to care for him for Christ's sake.

GLADSTONE AT ETON.

He persisted while at Eton in being
an unostentatiously plous and religlous
studert. He would not join in or coun
tenance any mockery or levity about
things which he had been taught to re-
gard as sacred. Yet there was nothing
whatever of the “ prig " abeut him, and
his force of character cven then was
such that he compelled tho most iight-
minded to respect him and his ways.
Nor wonld he stand any {rclicsome
cruclty to dumb animals. *“ He stood
forth,” says Mr. Russell, **as the cham-
plon of somnr wretehed pige which it
was the custom 1o tarture at Etoa Falr
on Ash Wednesday &nd when bantered
Ly his schoal fellows far his humanity
offered to write his reply in good rount
hand upon their faces.”

This boy wag father to the man who
gave up h!s much-needed vacation at
Naples in 1850 in orler tn investigate
the condition of political prisons *car-
rled om for the purpnse af violating
every law, unwritten and eternal human
and divine,” and whose subscquent let-
ters aflame ‘with such hot indignation
set Europe ablaze, ang onded in tho
downfall of Bourbonism and the eman-
cipation of Italy.



