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The Familp Circle.

MIDSUMMER.

\Why rail apainst the radiant summer sun
Because it beats too harshily on tome days,
Because it brings not joy to every one,
Nor peace, nor comfort to all human ways,
I :ause withsudden potencies it beats
Upon the city in death-burdened heats?

\What season of the year has not its stinp?
\Vinter is glorious, yet may fteeze the heart ;
There is subtle poison inthe breath of spring.
And sutumn harbors an enveoomed dart:
Each has its charm, each feels its owa desire,
As every soul its own imperious fice,

These days of summer are so rich with bloom,
So sweet with perfumes of the flowers and
trees,
So wonderful with starlights hazed in gloom,
So full of mystery on melodious seas,
So tender, dreamful, with bird-haunted noons
And sonas of soft winds under yellow moons.

That we who live them with love-lighted souls,
Gatber their sweetness to ourselves and grow

Beyoond the commonplace of common poale,
Beyond the dull restraints lh:\\. all men know,

And we are thrilled with a diviniog sense

Of love a-d its supreme omnipotence

Now earth seems like a garden where our thought
Blossoms anew in fresh and xcn.dcr fuise,

Where beauty has the power of life full wrought,
And youth sees far with wide, _cnch:nlcd cyes,

And where the 2ir is scented as il flows

With fragrance of the jasmine and the rose.

—George Edgar Monlgomery, in Harper'siWeekly.

OPPURTUNITY.

Miug Abigail Meeker walked up the
gravel path to the porch witn the western
exposure, on which was seated her friend,
“Mrs. Brewster.

«How d’ye do 1" she called as she
drew nesr. I don't wonder you like to
be out doors. I thonght there was a real
chill in the house, which isno more’n’s to
bo looked for late in September. But
when you get out in this mell~r sunshine

—-—mny "

Syho panted as she seated hersclf,
giving n pleased glance about her.

« Well, I'vo said it time and again,
and T say it yet, thatif there’s no place
that seems to get more of the real fall
tints than acother, it's them maples o
your'n. Look a’them reds and purples.
Solomon in all his glory, sure cnough.”

« Abigail,” said her friend, and the
tone brought Miss Abigail's eyes at once
to her face to meet a look which caused »
sondden cloud to fall on her own.

« \What's the matter, Jane 1"

« Has there bren ¢ayibing hear from
Susan Pettic 1"

=« Not as I know of. Ididn't know
anybody expected to hear from her.™

“No, thatsit.” Mrs. Brewster st
her lips and shook her head.

“\What is a troublin’ you, Jano?™

“ Do you know when sho was expect-
ed home 1"

** Why, no. I den’tknow asanybody
knew, Did they ¥

“Tsuppose not. That's it.”

“\Whaton earth’s the matter, Jane ¢
You fzirly make me creep, lookin’ so woe-
begone. What isit? Anything wrong
about Susan Pettit? I didn’t know you
know her well enough to take it hard if
there was.”

“ Yes, there “tis again—I dida't,” said
Mre. Brewster in n deeply pained voice.
t Abigail, wasn't ber initials 8. J. 17

“Like enough the; was. Lot me see
—yes—I remembered wonderin’ what the
J. sto0d for when she put down ber name
for a quarter on the subszcripiion paper
to send Jerry Day to the hospitsl. Susan
Pettit never give much, but what she did
give shealwayagive willin. Buot what—"

* Havo you scen this?™ Mrs. Brow-
ster held up a copy of the weekly edition
of a nowspaper in the nearest largo city.

THE CANADA PRESBYTERIAN.

“Not"

“ An awful railroad accideht. Ono
car jumped right into another and crasb-
ed poople's lives out, A dvzen killed and
plenty more wounded. Now listen:
*Killed, S. J. Pettit.’”

The two neighbors gazed into each
other's eves,

* Couldn’t it bo a mistake "

“Icain'c & common name. 'T'was.n
train—sre—""  Mra, Browster leancd over
with the paper and pointed to somo lines
in the short chapter of the tragedy, “com-
in' this way. That was why I wanted to
kuow if you kanew when she wus a.comin’.
Bat—" DMrs. Brawsters's voice broke in
a sob, '“nobody knew.”

“You don't mean it,” said Miss Abi-
gail, taking the paper with a littlo air of
desperation. ¢ I can’t believeit. Dead !
Ican't seem to seuse it. Such a chipper
little creetur she, in spite of her lawe-
ness. Always had a pleasant word und a
smile for folks, and all the children loved
her. Well,” with a tremble in her voice,
“jf 1 bad to do it over again I'm free to
confess I'd do different by Susan Pettit.”

With another huge sob Mre. Brewster
covered her face with her hands and
cried.

“All the time that woman's lived
here amongst us,” she presently began,
‘“T've bud it on my mind that when I
got arcund to it 1'd try to make things a
little easier and pleasanter for her. Bow
long is it since she come?”

* Six or seven year, I guess——'

“Yes. Aund there was some of us
that felt to lay it up agen her that she
was niece of old Jacob Hart that was al-
waya suspucted of that mortgage fraud.
And when she came here to take care of
him when he was dying and then lived on
in that little mite of a bouse he'd left
ber, why—if { haven’s done a neighbor's
part by her—which I haven't-—may the
Lord forgive me! "

“ Yon needa’t talk,” said Miss Abi-
gail.  * Many snd maoy's the time I'vo
went by there and see her gettin’ alone
lookin out in sach 2 kind of a pityful
way—like she was lookin’ for somcone to
come in and be s litile sociable with her.
I thought I hada’t time, and I hadn't—
much—but I wight 2’ made time and
been none the worse for it. Ob mo! it
was an opportunity, and now it's gono
from me. She was & stranger and I didn't
take her in.”

Left to hersclf an hour later, Mrs.
Brewster sat face to face with her lost
opportuuity, and with every thought the
sting of sclf-reproach grew decper.

**She was so poor and I didn’t hold
out a hand-to her. I might have stopped
for her as I drove by to church, when I
knew sho was ofteu kept to home by her
lameness. I meant to send her apples
and things, and 1 dida't. I thounght
sometimes of sending her my religions
paper when I'd done reading it—and I let
the time slip.”

There was a shiver of excitement as
Miss Abigail Mecker passed through the
village on her way home, telling her start-
ling news.

Does any life go out among us—poor
buman procrastinators that wesre—with-
oat leaving behind its train of bitter
thooght of what wo might bave done and
did not do? OI the words which might
have been spoken to cars now closed 3 of
acts which might bave brought comfort
aud choer? May ws bo pitied in our
aching for a'sound from domb lips in ac-
knowledgment of ULlessing which should

bavo beon bestowed—in our craving for
time, tiwé, vime in which to do the thou-
sand and one things which never now can
bo dono |

Moro than one turned with dimming
oyes towards the window from which the
patient face had looked out.

‘I meant to carry some of them flower
seeds to her. She'd have liked 'em—sho
set such store by flowers.”

'*I could u' stopped and ploughed up
her bit of a garden as weil as not.”

“Why didn't I invite ber to my
quiltin’?”

“1 might,” “I could have,” “1
weant to,” “ I wish I hal,” ¥ Why didn't
n”

Mies Susie Pettie was brought home
to the little house for the funeral. Crush-
ed and broken—the plain sealed coflin
borne roverently among those to whow
the awful thing came as the excitoment
of alifetime. Hysterical sobs and wailing
were heard as flowers were piled over the
still form.

* I didn’t bring one of ’em,” said Mrs.
Brewster, pointing to them in half-indig-
nant agitation. “No, I didn't.. 1've
read a picce of poetry about laying flow-
ors on folks' graves, and "—DMra. Brew-
ster choaked—* never laying decds of
leving kindcess onto their lives. And
have you read the piece about her in the
paper? All about the sweotness and
lovelinees! Queer, hain't it,* with a
gasping laugh, *‘that nobody seemed to
find it out till——, No, you don’t catch
me carrying flowers to her grave. They
might 8’ comforted her livin"."

The house was shut and locked after
tke foneral, its closed blinds bearing a
mournful look to those who pasged. It
wag gaid that it hed fallen to a distant
connection of Miss Susan, but no one
koew certainly.

Three weeks later an unprotentiouss
shabby-neat littlo figure left the afternoon
train and walked with limping steps up
the street of the small village, followed
by wide-staring, wondering oyes.

*“ Hey?"

* That ain’t Susan Pottit 1"

“Well, if she wa'n't dead I'd say it
was."”

t Bat sho's dead.”

*Idon’t caro—it's her, anyways.”

Miss Suosan went quictly up to the
door of the little house, still dreary with
its closed windows, teok the key from her
pocket und opened it.

“ 1t was all 2 mistake,” she said, her
face beaming in appreciation of the cor-
dislity with which the amazed ncighbors
crowded about her. I wasa’t hart a
wite, but thoy got names mixed up. And
I dida't try to set things right becauso,
you see, theie wasa’t anybody it would
mako aoy difference to except tho folks
belonging to the poorsoul that was dead.
And they dor't know yot who it was in
that——Ah me!"”

Miss Susan shuddered at the dreadfal
memory.

** Ob, Susan, it docs, it did make s dif-
ferenco!” cried Abigail Mreker, wiping
her eoyes. ““Whero have you been all
thia time, a8 it scems pretty sare you ain't
been in Heaven."”

“ I've been with a lady that got burt.
I took care of her that night”—Mies
Susan closed her oyes with another nerv.
ous shudder—*¢ and tho next day, when
she cams to, nothing would do but I must
go with her. She's getiin’ well now, so I
como home."—N. Y. Obssreer.

[AuGuosT §th, 186,

WHAT IS LGYPT?

What is Egypt? Isit o groeat furw)
an unrivaled archicological wuseum?y
dolightful bealth resort? a valuable navyl
stronghold and place of arms ? an import.
ant centre of Mediterranean trade? In
truth, it is cach of these things aud et
together, even to the most casual and
cursory glance of the must irresponsibleand
indolent holiday-maker. But what it i
not to him—and herein ho takes courage
from the thought that neither is it to
thoso ninety-nine out of every hundred
Europeans who have longest and most
carofully studied it—DMr. Wilfrid Blun
being the hundredth—the home of a
nation.

If there is one fact which seems to
stare him out of countenance whichever
way he turng—one fact with which the
present and the past alike confront hiw;
which meets him in the tomb and the
temple, in the river, mealow and bazsr,
which looks at hitn out of the eges of
pictnred Pharaohs, and of almost as mute
and monumental fellakeen ; which takes
voice and motion in the many-colored
chattering crowd of Cairo, and which is
almoat audible in the very sileace of the
desert itself—it is that Egypt is a land
without people, .

It bas an aboriginal race of cultivators
a8 much o part of the soil us its palm
trees; it has an iofinitely mixed com.
munity of settlers, the deposit of succes- |
sive conquests, permanent in the sense in
which tho desert sands are permanent, bu
no more to be built upon than they.
From time immemorial tho beautiful
couatry has been the spoil of every rav-
isher who was strong enough to seize ant
bold her—Ethiopian, Assyrian, Persian,
Macedonian, Roman, Arab.  Every rusing
or risen power upon her borders, European,
Alfrican or Asiatic bas in turn possessed
her, and, a8 its strength declined, has, in
tarn, been forced to yicld her vp toa
stronger baud. Tothe chief Statcs of the
world she has been all thay her fameos
Queen was to successive masters or com-
petitors for the mastery of Romo.—1ae
National Review.

THE SECRET OF BEING AT EASE.

——

The sccret of being at ease wherever
you aro is a very simple one. It is only
this—Donot think about yourself. Bash
fulness, awkwardness, and clumsiness are
caustd by what wo call self-consciousness,
and as soon as we entirely forget our
sclves these pass away. A girl who
writes to me complaina that ghe is so tall
for her age that she cannot belp being -
awkward. “The woment I cnler s
room,” she says, ** I look about to secil
any other girl is as tall as I am, and I
sm always the tallest—a perfoct bean
pole. Then I fancy overybody is sorsy

for me, and I cannot fix my attention on SN
It makes ’

anytbing which is going on.
me quite wrelched. What shall I dot”

In tho first place, my dear, yoor '

height, if you carry yoursclf well and

hold your head up, is a great sdvantage. .

Far from being o thing to regret,itis
something to be glad of.
Tall or short, fat, and dumpy, or thia

and pale, lot the young girl never thisk -

of thin when she mcets her friends. Ine |
stead, let her try her very best to muke
the rest happy. If thereisa girl in the |
‘toom who i3 a stranger, or who scomsnol .

to bo having & pleasant time, singlo her § \'

out and catertain her. Your hostess will
bo pleased with this sort of unobirnsive :
help, if it s kiodly givon.—Harpers :
Round Tadle.




