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THE LOST.

You may bave pour marblo palues,
With its settinge rars nod fine,

Bat give me the siupie cottage,
Where the sanlight used to shine:

You may have poar uwootest musio—
But O, for the lonaly roar

OF the ses na it thundoered Inodward,
And erushed (ta breast on the shore!

You may keap your gold and jowels,
Your postry and yoar nrt—

Give mo back the eall of the rbla,
And the Jove of that honest heart |

You may keep thase valvet onshions,
Whore my hot hoad tosses now—

But O, for the strong, sool presire
Of that palm on my burning beow !

A man mgy be a millionaire and his wife still be & supplicant and o
boggar,

1 pity the man who builda fine churches and turns the needy poor from
his door,

It 18 no indication that a man is good simply becanse ba loves animals,
I know men who love snimals, who treat inoffensive peopls like brotes,

I wonder how an infidel must feel when he looks at his first child at ite
mother's breast, and knows no God to whom' he may turn with & great and
holy and overpowering feeling of gratitnde.

I know an old lady who s like & bunch of sweet violets—such pure
delight does sho bring to sll who muet her, If God aver did lot an angel
elip down to earth unawire, it is she; and I am estisfied that never in her
seventy years has ahe done one thing that her simple, tandsr consclenon
sald was wrong, I was with her the other day on the strest, when she
stopped st a fruit stall, She looked all the fruit over carefully, as if ench
grape was a pear] of great price, and then she ssked, gently: " How do
you sell your grapes? "

“ Two poun’s far a quarter, mum," waa the brisk reply.

“Two poands for a quarter,” she said, meditatively; then, alter a
moment'a heaitation, and nodding her neat, old head slightly: ** I'll take
two poanda."

The man filled » paper bag with the rich, parple trait, gave the top of
the bag a dextercus twist, and handed it to her, The old lady carefu!ly
drew a quarter from purse, examined It throngh her glasses and over them,
and Iaid it in his ontstretohed hand. Then, whils fumbling pationtly for
the pocket in her voluminous black silk skirt, she looked mildly, kindly and
solemnly into that man's eyes and sald—and as long as ho lives that fmit
vender will nover forget hor tons, manner and words—'* Now, d'ye mind!
I aln't complainin'; 1 nevar said & word tlll I got my grapes and paid ye
my money, bat now I'm goin' to tell ye I can got 'em for tan cents & ponnd
the block beyond." If ever 1 paw a spoechloss and domblounded man, it
was that one,

“1'm *jewed down ' n handred times a day,” he confided to me alter-
ward, ** but that's the first time any one ever * jawed ' me down fer the
piare good o' my soul.”

' Educate & bay, und you educate a fottire man wod oltizen ; educate a
girl, and you educate not only & [nture woman, but a fumily yet unborn.”
That may nob be the exact qootstion, hut it, st lesast, exactly expresses the
idea put forth recently by & well-known writer. And how true it ia! 1a
there a more pitilol apectacte on earth than that of & poor, untaught mother
wiriving to anawer intelligontly the unexpected, and often pusaling, ques-
tions of the growing young souls about her? How often she falls into the
ervor of answering at hap-hazard, hit-ormins, feeling that she must wssume
& knowledge when she has it not, lest her child loss faith in ber. A friend
tells me how, when she was quite small and learning (o read under home
taition, she wan ono day stranded npon the word, * alas,” and went to her
mother for explanation, “ Why, that i the litle girl's name—that is
Alice,” was the reply of the hard-worked, illiterats mother who, harsell,
conld scarcely read, *' And for two or three years," sald my friend, with

tears in her eyes; ' I puszled my little brain over the story, unable to com-
probend why its heroine ahould be * Martha’ in ove paragraph and ‘ Alas’
inthenext.”” God pity the unaducated mother! and let the mantle of pity,
divine and human, fall upon the children who are horn to her, for they In-
bor under & disadvantage thut is almost ingstimable; and which 18 alto-
gother incomprehansitls to the favored offapring of educated parents.
Blest, indeed, is the child who can turn securely to mother in all mental, as
woll ua physical needs; and thrice blest the mother who has never to quall
balore ths wondering questions in her child's solemn ayes.

I know & man (whom I will ¢all Brown, chiofly becanse that was not
his name) who several years ago married an energetic, sconomical young
woman, He was & railroad man and he took her to a rough, new lown,
where, through an Alrican sammer and & north pole winter, sha kept hoard-
ers in & tant to add to their small income. She tolled early and late, giving
broakfasts as early s five o'clock, and suppers us late wanine. Often she
chopped wood, and in the dark momings want Afty yards to the creek with
Iantern and bucket and hatchet, to ont s hols in thick ies from which to ob-
taln water, She—now listen with clow a'tantion, please—pald all the fam-
ily expenses with what she earned, and the husband pot in the bank his
monthly salary of $150, By and by, hoe began to buy property and to spec-
ulate, and one day he awoke and found bimsell rich—but the riches wore
all in his own oame, remember, and oply in Mre, Brown's mind! Well,
one evening, several years Iater, Mr, Brown was calling upon some old
friends snd the subject of wills oame up for discossion, Several of v ex-
prossed our opinions, and fAnally Mr. Brown leaned lorward in his chalr
and snid, in an emphatio and somewhat exolted way: ' Well, my will in
made. Everything |s in my name, und | have left avery cent Lo my wils on
condition that ahe remalos single. Bat if—and I wish you could have
seen his eyes suap ont sparks of flame, and one fist (a tightly-doubled up
hand is just & common, everyday fist, fan't it?) come down into the palm
of the other hand, and his great ‘Lum’ demennor generally—uhe sver
marries, it shall all go to my own family, mother and sisters, and no other
man shall have the benefit of my money 1" and he fuirly thundered the
worda ont, like (as Amelle Rives would say) stones ahot ot of & catapult.
Then there arose in our midgt a little woman not more than five leat three
in hefght, with a scarlet spot in either cheek and & dangerous fash in her
oyes; and sald ahe, in a voice that was perfectly awlnl—so clear and o
sweed and so low was it: My, Brown, I remember when you first came
to this town; I remember the old, soiled, shabby tent, open and wind-
swept and God-lorsaken, whereln your noble wife worked from four a, m,
until ten or twalve at night; I remember how she economised and denled
hersell every comlorl, because you were in a mad race alter money—monoy
—and she trusted yon and wished to help you. In making o lving you,
Mr. Brown, did only what is & hosband's doty; bot your wife not only ful-
filled her duty sa housekeeper and homemaker s well as she could in the
misorablo hola provided for har, but she made the leing lor the whole fam-
ily, Mr. Brown, bealdo! Yo, now, this money that you are 1alking of leav-
ing to your mother and sisters in case your wife should, alter your death,
chanoe to find some huaband as honorable and goneroas as yoursell,—and
I wish you could have hoard the emphasin the liitle wretch put on the ad-
foctives | —this money, 1 sy, Mr. Brown—may 1 venlum lo sk who
earned jt1"

For a monent the sllence was so vast we conld almost see (t; then Mr.
Brown aross, and mumbling something about being Inmilted, weat out and
banged the door behind him, And every woman of us [s waiting hopelully
for his death, just to see If he has changod his will.

Who does not know the olerk who underitands your own needs belier
than yon do yourself? 1f you ask for a stripe, he elevates hin pale eye-
brows, nod says with a languid aceont of sarcasm: ‘' A siripa! Er—didn’t
you mean o plaid? you know stripes are all onl of siyls now, Of course
yon moan & plaid," 1 you wsk for slght yarda of dress goods, be Immed|-
aloly asstiren you that ' it will requlee fully nine yards—that s," (with an
air of condescenaion) ** if you wikh it made np In the fashion.” 1f you sk
for blue, he insista, with some severity, thut & woman of your complexion
should wear gresn by all means. 1l you want & number two square-tosd,
low-hoeled boot, b fi of the meditative, arched-syetirowed oplilon that you
would really preler a number 1, opers-tosd, high-lioelod all'slr If you knew a
neat fit when you saw one, 1 you ask for a large botton, he gives you a
look of insolent pity and says: ' Of course you mean  siall one | They
do not wear large one's now.” [ know there are aver and ever s many
good clerks, and propristors of large stores sbionld appreciate them more
und pay them better than they now do. 1t In wesrlsome snd annoying
work, and 1 do not think whimsioal customers and the patent, sutomatic
shopper " should be hamored or tolerated ; but 1 do think that people
who go Into & atore, kiowing what they want and recognising it whan they
#ee It, should be treated with sense and courtesy,




