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DUT OF THE GUT-
TER

& Racakp, dirty, ugly.

e head fallen in the

tinuddy gutter ; his

Wnost musical. A rough
$hand lifted him up,
Sand placed him against
Ahe wall. There he
tood, his tears making

";‘; moment to stop and
ginquire if he were
eally hurt,  Buys

Afriand in the world
that he kmew of. Cer-
y he did not de-
d@serve one ; but if none
Zbut the deserving had
%’iends, how many
7would be friendless!
4 Alsdy is passing;
xf’her kindness of heart
g;prompts her to stop
gand say & word to the
g:boys who are joking
1then' companion and
_slaughing at his sorrow.
‘~Then she looked fix-
godly at the dirty

¥ ronching 1ad against the (wall
“ Why, John, is it yeu?”

He removes one black fist from his eye | the hospltal. Afterwards she visits him  should kill

Jooks up, He recognizes her, She has | kindly and frequently.

’tmght him at the ragged school,
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THE TEACHER AND HER PUPIL.

“Oh, ma’am, I'm so bad !”

A year pesses by,

he replied,

There is a fire ono
night. A dwelling-
house i3 in flames
The ergices lave 1ot
jet arrived  The in-
mates cann:t he rtes

ucd. Al y has look

el on  Suddenly he
shouts, “ Oh, she livis
here'” Then he « limbs
up the heated, falling
stairs,. He fights a-
gainst the suffocating
sraoke,  He hunts
about till he finds
what he sought. She
has fainted—is dying
perhapa. No! he will
save her. Iive min-
utes of agopizing sus-
pense, and she is safe
in tho ccol air.

The bystandem are
struck with tho in-
trepidity of the boy.
He only walks away
suying, “ She didu’t
turn away f{romm me
when I was hurt.”

Oh friends the
stone looks very rough,
but it may be a dia-
mond.

A rapy walking
dowe town sew &
little boy pir ching his
younger urother, who
way crying bnverly.
«Why my boy,” said
she to the young tor-

mentor, “don’t you know you are doing

She has® him examined, then tsken to| very wrong? What would you do if you
your little brother?” Why,”

vof course I should put onmy
new black pants and go to the funeral.”



