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THE LITTLE FOLK.

A LUOKY STONE.

Iwish 1 %vcrc uf soine use in the %vor1d, but 1
neyer shall bc, I'rn only a stupid white stone that is
kicked about b>' every passing foot; I wonder what
I was mnade for ?" ,ighed a round white pebble that
lay in a gras ei path beside the river.

Altnost as the pcbble spokc a boy's srnall brown
band caugbt it up at random, white a passionate child-
ish voice exclairncd "They rnay say and do as they
lake, thcy Lith hiate ma, but I don't care, I wont carc
an>' more than this ýitoiic does," and the boy hurled
thc stonc with ail bis force into the middle of the
river.

It feUl into the decest part, and a silvcry ring of
light appearcd on the water wherc it had fallen, then
another, and another, in ever-widening circies, tili the
last one spread quitc ta the bank af the river on each
side. The boy stood wvatching the circles with an
angry frown on bis bandsome face. and his small fists
tightly.clenched in the pochats of his knickerbockers.
" Tbey.are ail against me," he muttered, «<'and it is a
shanie-a shame 1"

A girl, two or thrcc years older than the boy, had
been watchirig the rings on the water also, thoughi an
aider-bush cunccalcd bez frurn his view , she had a
fishing rod in hier hand.

"our stone has d isturbed my fish," she remarkced
as she came forward, smiling, " but you scem un-
happy. can 1 hclp yau ?"

The littie fellowv turncd bis fitishcd face aside, in-
clined to rasant bcing spoken ta, but he wvas vcry
lonely, and this young lad), had a pleasant face, and
such a kind voice that hie changcd his mid. People
did ncrt often spcak, kindly to bita.

" I arn unhappy," bie blurted out, dasbing the
tears fromn bis eyes, " no one here is kind to me, 1 get
rowed and punished whatcvcr I do or sa'

" Vhat isyourname? anid who is it tbat is unkind
ta youP questioned the girl. "F.lease corne and sit
baside mec on the bank, and tell -nc ail about it. My
naine is Mary." Takzing the boy's hand she pulled
him down baside bier and very soan drew ail bis littie
stort, from him.

Gcrald Gardon was an orphan, reccntly corne
from Australia ta liye m îth bis guardian, an aid gent]le-
man who lived with a maiden sister in the house
across the river. The aid people were unaccustomed
ta children. They had been vcry unwilling ta re-
ceive the son of tbcir aid fricnd into their borne, but
felt at the saine trne that duty obiiged then ta do
sa-bis prcsence upset their quiet and precise habits
of life, and bie soon discovcd, as children wilI, that
hie was unwecame, and misunderstood.

As he himascli said, ecerytbing lie did or say ap-
pcarcd to be wrcng in their cyes. At bomne in Aus-
tralia everyone bad loved hirn; bis pretty young
mother most dcvotedly of ail], and tbe child naturally
feit the change bittcrly. Indeed, the lack of lave in
bis small world wvas rapidly making bim really as
sullcrn and unamniable as bis guardian bclievcd him ta

b" Poor Gerald ?' said 'Mary, laying ber arrn round
the boy's shouldcr when he had finished, " I amn macre
sort>' for you tban 1 can express, but Mr. and Miss
Duncan are not rcally such disagrecable ; it is oniy
tbat thcy have grown old living ail atone, and the>'
arc unused ta children and do not understand thcmn.
You must try and flot annoy thcm in sa many littlc
wvays, as 1 fecar you do, and flot takce their scoidings
s.o much to hcart. They arc so goad ta the poar
that I amn sure they do not mean to bc unkind ta a
little boy likec you.

" I %wish you lived ivith us," sighed Gcrald. 4«<1
s-houid ncecr feci so wîcked and sa unhappy as 1 do
if 1 had sotaca:nc to bc kind ta nme. 1 used flot ta bc
'such a bad boy îvitb mothiez, but sarnebow 1 do flot
came ta trv- tk bc good bcrc, it's ail of no use."

'oer Gcrald*', relpeatcd Mary, " but 1 live close
by, in that hciusc on the hili, anid you shall corne and
sec me whcrievcr you like. Corne flshing to-morrow.

%vill yau ?",
Gerald joyfully asscntcd, and frim that day for-

ivard a neiv and happier lueé comrncnced for the ionely
little lad, wbo became almost the sbadow of tbe taUl,
brigbt-faced girl who bad constitutcd herseif bis friend
and pratector.

" See, Mary, there is a fish 1" exclairnied Gerald
one afternoon, as bie stood on thc river bank beside
his friend 'fit rose at the very spot wbhere that stone
1 thtew ivent down, an the day 1 first saiw you 1
Wbat a lucky stone that was to be sure, for you
would not bave spoken to me had I not vented ta>
anger and misery by throiing iL 1 remember
standing hcre watcbing the rings it made in the
water, and the Iast anc bad just touched the edge of
the river when yau carne I rom bebind the bush. 1
tbink," cuntinued the boy tbaugbtfully, "that, those
rings are somnebow going on stili, you took tbern up
by speaking s0 kindly ta me, and yaur kindness bas
gone an making widcr and wvider rings af bappiness
in rny life ever since."

Meanwbîle the fisb dropped down ta the bed of
thc river, wberc a round white pebble la>' shining.

" Ha, rny friendi1 it is yau at last, be said. " I
have often wisbed I could find and tbank you for
drapping into the river and warning me away as you
did. You saved ta> lufe. A boy up yonder bas alsa
ta thank you for bringing about sorne happy change
in bis lufe; lie called you 'a lucky stane.' Certain>'
it docs not often fail ta the lot of a pebbie ta be of sa
rnuch use in the world as you bave been."

IS IT WORTH THE WHILE.

"Psbaw: I do not care wbethcr they like me or
nat 1" was what a young girl said, part>' tn herseif
and partly ta bier fricnd, as a group of girls passed by
wvitli oni>' careless nods.

And yet it ivas this vcry apparent feeling ofindif-
ference, this unconcerned manner, wvhich bad caused
the balf disiike and the avoidance on the Dart Of the
other girls

In ail social life it is Uic cheerful giri-not neces-
saril>' the gay onc--tbe checrful girl, wbo bas a
pleasant word, a kindlyr smile, or a mÏoment ta spare
for cach, wvho is the most liked and the most popular.

"«A good listener is alwvays in dernand," says;sorne
ane. Wby ? Simnply because a gaod listener is anc
wbo is willing ta listen witb apparent and kindly
interest ta thc words of hier companion.

Syrnpatby on any matter is the bond which wvili
unite many otberwise uncongenial natures.

Shakespeare said, "<How rnuch better it is ta wecp
at jo>' than ta joy at weeping."

"~el"says the indifrèrent girl again, îvith a
wcary tonc ta bier voice," wbat is the use ai trying
ta makze sa man>' people like you by appearing ta
take an interest in thcrn? Is it warth white ta try
and makze people like me?"

Let us consider a moment
IFrarn a moral and unselish, standpoint, you will

concede thet the Golden Rule should bce npioyed in
this, as wvell as ather instances, arnd that since you
would like oethers te consider yaur intersts and
picasure on ail occasions, you ought ta do likewise
unto them.

Fromn a selfish standpoint, iL is ta 3'our advantagc
ta bave as rnany people as passible like yau. You
cannot tell whcn a passing complirnentar>' word frorn
same anc wvill carry a gotod impression ta another
and brinq yau untold benefit.

Influence caunts for rnuch in this wvarld, and even
if >*o- tbink, that somne people have na special influ-
enice or power ta cver aid yau, it is stili better ta have
their good ivill than their IIIl wiii.

Once more, frorn & sympathetic stand point, shouid
you try ta picase evcryane. Into most ai aur lives
more rain than sunshine coaes, mare darkness thari
brightncss ; and if, b>' a littie effort on aur part, even
though it must bc forced, sarnetimes, by reason of
aur sad or dcjccted féclinýs, we can send anc littie
ra>' ai light across another s path, it is wchl worth the
white
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