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"Tlhink Not of1 Self, lBut ThIank Clf*
Cirisi."

iJy the llev. W. Poole Balfour, il Autlhor of" Pil-
grim ChIimes"

Ti'iiinI< not, nf sfir, blit tiinik of Christ,
A nil living tioughits wili grow:

A ni wo>rdix wi Il stat an ain rl <ike lire,
willI ligl i ltllIlove' aglow.

Tin k noit of eilf tr liurnian praise,
Jilt ofr iy brotiers wo<;

A lut thy tru' woni wIt(h lIv nl uit

R(ightI LO his ICIrt will go.

Tliilk not of[ se!lf-whitt, olliers t hinkl-

Iltt, whtui. 1 hei peopfle ille l ;

Si, liiaiIl 1ly mi t:rchlik i' w' clin> il,

Tiic not o1 silfor lhis worll's tlil,
11111 o1 thy MrLister'"s pra-lseù;

'b ahiut> liy woritis, tin u t <likni ow,î
'T'i, falle ruken, raise.

Tiilk 1101 of se!li-of frldimil or fo)e,
TbIIc ricli, LIh greti., or snittil ;

'0 luil 1<<y wo'rI<, tiroighi G t >i d' wnp<,w r,
tllih awE iatl crit<uer all.

TIIILk not1 Ol'SOlf, fo C ri I'so nlv

lRwlf wähti g;rno funusl ;

Sl<in lis ownIi l worals, t il i w1IrI

ThIi n iao of >g.lf or Ilow Io ,nk

l i)i < 1 L. 'Ihe n ltîuir' lovo ;

Sonii i l iy wordsi tiiiti fraîgranceo ing
wVl.ililre-s thet henirI nae

'T'i i t , of ilf or (.11y own wun di

nitit,of, IheHa]vlqilitr's bloodl

.So SlutliI 11.y speechv 1 luit 11i oll i Jl iig

w li tch hois iiuul wins 10 0d.

Over h'ille Sea Wn lL

CII AT V tR IV. (CorrIE.)

tilly waHi still stauinîig oil tht, ijde lodige et'
tho low wLiilloeping fromt one foot to the othier
whliilst ho bhold m<y hand tight, and poured Il
thtis information eagoir13 into 1iny ears. liuiio
cauie up bofore I hild tiie tio rely-gentl, shy,
bit gilcetlly sOf-poNsested, vit hI lier broth er's
wide briimmuied lIt in lieu' hIIId. i t iinied aiid
k issed her, an id saii how pleased I was to sou
(1h0m11both.

l Wo wie very > pleasei tocol'o."'se r'e pied,
glinui'iig up tlh'oIgh t1 0hick frilige of bi' sit
diarik eyes. "' 8 is uch a pretty glrdiei.
We iav ofton lookod Lt it and1( w'(hondered wh'iai
it w'aîs iîliîo iiside. On e we iadi IL gardon our-
soves, i think mtler imiissed thalt ilære thanl
anything els whoi we had1( to go aLwaiy."

" I Bt il wasn't i gr'it big oie t thIis
hogan G y, ongely.

"Oh no1 inswered ihe littîe girl. "' Itwaii't
Iig It Ill, but il was protly-very, very preu ;
uniid thero wias a litt1 liit wial k at tlie enid ,whîer'o
I hid my13' leFssiois in hut weather. And wve wero
all so happy I"'

Sudden tearsi sprag to tho little gil's eyes
ais the flood of' r'eollection came one ri lier, :1nd(1
shie turnied aIway lier iead as if halt' alIid tliai
I should îCo. i did see, iowv'ri', and mny liart
w'oit out to hor. I flt îs thouligl I know so(X-
exuetly the rush ot' te er mlemilories thilt was
swepi<g Cover her. (uy hII jnp ol' the
wv'all <1id wias runiiing on in ront, cviger to sec
iiilo Naiih(e everythilig. With a grlat efort
to lay aide my foolish shy s, nd <iI til 'ry nid
coflrit thloe f neiil'ly little girl. I stelled( forîw'rd
:1nd pu<t liy limIii Jouaid ierti shuilders.

"l Iiori litilo Iliudio I i kn e iio tu welil walt il
is, teo h just lost iy mIt hlei',in<id halive hiid
to louvo thie happy hume wheri we i wio hived Ho
long togother. oli't cry dling--don't cry,

We must try and believe that thoy arc happier
where they are than we can ever make them
bore. Perhaps our two mothers can see us now,
and are glad that we should be friends."

Rather to my surprise, the little girl turned
suddenly towards me -and tbrew herself into my
arms, sobbing unrestrainedly. I had thought
her so calm and self-possessed and womanly for
ber years. But something in what I had said
soemed to have stirred ber heurt to its depths,
and she was sobbing on my neck. and clinging
to me in a way that made me forgot overything
in the desire ta comfort her.

"Don't cry so bitterly, darling. We must
comfort one another. For I ain very lonely too
seetimes. Won't you let me belp you to bear
the trouble ? I don't think anything is quite
so bad lwhen ilt is shared botwoon friends. Our
mothers would like to holp each other, I am
sure. Maudio dear will you let me try and help
you ? And will you help me?"

1Her face was pressed to my shoulder ; ber
soft hair swept rny check. I feit a suddenl
warmth and happnoss within me that T do not
think I had ever experienced before. It was
my first attempt at comforting another-at
sharing the burden another was bearing. All
in Il moment a now world seemed opened before
ne. I forgot ail about myself, and thought

only of the two little orphans i wished to be-
Iriend. The question in my heurt now was-

Vas this the work God had sent me to do ?
MotLher had told ne that one day I should find
mime work put before me, and had hoped that I
slioild be ready l'or it and know il whon il
(,<leo.

It was a now thouglht, a now flash of inspira-
tion ; and thougli it all passed through ny
mind in il fuw moments, it mado an impression
that lasted long. Maudio was still clinging fast
to me ; but she was fighiting against lier tears,
and was conqucring thom in a way that sliowed
strong power of self-commnuad. Ii a few
minutes ste lokod up-smiles breaking through
tlie mists of teiirs-to say-

"lOh, pleaoî florgive me ! I did net muan to
cry. Indeed, it is not that I an unhappy ; and
it is so good of you to call us friends. It is part-
ly because it made ne so happy. We are so
lonely, and nobody quite undors:tinds. It was
becatuse you nliide mo sec that yo kiew just
what it waîs liko, thiat I cried. But 1 an nuch
haypier tlain I wis-I really m."

The similes woro getting the best of il now. I
kissed iway tle last of tho tear-drops, feeling
that soie sunshinc was coming into mny own
hlie.

"Shlll I wo go and find Gu <y now ?'" I aslked,
takilng Maudie's band in mine. Il He will be
losing hiiselfl i the nooiks and crannies of the
garden. There are suc 1< lots t of' funny places
thero. i hardly know mny way all ovei it yot.'

'Tle child put ber liand il minle and lookod u1p
with lively interost.

Il Thon you avei't livedi lier long ? That's
wh'liat . Mrs. Marks said ; but 1 didn' t luitme0 under-
stand."

The bouse bas belonged to nie for a good
wi le," ainswered, " but as longas ny moiher
lived I did not ceone te live in it. The air used
not to suit ber wen she staîyed bore long ago;
anîîd I liiked hber own hone best. But when she
lied a fow mionliths «go, i could not bear to go on
living in thit hose withoit ber ; and so ny
anit, wolie ivos hore too. brouuglit nie hore, and
I suppose I shhîll settle down and livo bore Ill
mny lifo."'

" It is I pretty plaeo to liv in,"said 1ýi Maudio,
loolciig round witlh ber big wistful oyes. "IL
imiust be s eiciust have L a ho0e ne's
very own<-to kiow what will happen, and to
bo ablo to do as onle's likes. Children Van never
(o tihat. Other pple I always have to settlu
overything for themli, whother thoy uindorstand
it or not."

The child's nani ng w as clIear eiough u nie.

Poor little helpless Mandie I I could see il ail
in a roment-that entire irresponsibility and
powerlessness of childhood which presses so
hoavily on the littile ones when thev have lest
those nearest and dearest, and are thrown upon
the tender mercies of strangers, of whom they
have no knowledge, and in whom they cannot
confide. Instantly I saw, as I had never donc
before, how very, very much I had to be thank-
fui for in my own lot in life. Suppose I hal
been poor ; suppose I had bean much younger
-old enough ta feel keenly, but too young to
have been allowed any voice in the settlement
of my own destiny ? What a different life I
should have to bear I I looked at my little coin-
panion with a feeling that was like reverence.
It seemed ta me thon that sbe knew more of
the roal sorrow and trouble of life thon I dlid,
despite ail my passionato self-pity, and the
misery I lad gone through during the last few
months. 1 clasped the child's hand closer in
mine. A host of resolutions and plans rose <p
within me.

" People must b made to understand-muade
to heur reason, Maudie," I said, looking
into ber gcntle,patient little face with a smile of
encouragement. "You have got me for a friend
no; and friends always stand by and help
each other. Do you think I shall b strong
onough to help you when the time comes for
settling what is to becomo of yo ?"

She looked up with a suddon oiter wistfliness
that went to my heurt.

" Oh, Mistis Raleigh," she sail, witlh a litule
gasp, "I don't know what te say t How very,
very good yo are 1 And I thought we had no-
body but Mrs. Marks."
l )on't call me Miss Raleigh, darling. Cali nie

Cousin Olivia ; that will b much nicer it we are
te b friends. And thon it will sound as thougli
we belonged a little bit to each other."

The child's face was a picture in its sweet,
tremulous happiness, trusting confidencegettin<g
the upper hand over shynoss and reserve.

" Oh, Cousin Olivia, yen do make me so very
happy h Oh, I do hopo mother ses ns iow!
IL was just the very thing she wanted so very
nuch-that we should have a friend te belp us
and to care about us when we wcre al[ alone."

At thut moment G uy came racing back:, anid
I was glad. We wero getting a little too
emotional. I was afraid that I should break
and cry from pure synpathy and pleasure in
Maudie's happiness. IL was se very swoot to
be taken for grautcd, as only a child could tako
one. No question raised as to one's motives
no distrust awakented ut the sirangonoss of the
sudden "fanucy "-nîothing but the simplest
gratitude and good faith to moet the impulse of
a roal and sincere dosire to befriend those who
nieeded befrienuding. No bypocrisy or cant,
such as I feared to meet amongst the poor, if
I tried my hand at the more ordinary charitable
oflice. Just a pair of' sweet, gently rared
children, whose warm hearts wore ready to go
out in trust, in love, to any person who showed
them kiiidness. I was happier than I had beri
for months. I full that my life's work hai
come to me in a shape that was most agrecable.
I could have cried for pure happiness, and was
glad that Guy should corne before we had upset
each other again.

" Oh, Miss Sea-Gull, you have a jolly garden 1
I should like to livo in that grotto down there,
like Robinson Crusoe. And Maudie could be'
Friday, and (o what I told her. Is it all your 1
to do wthat you lke witli-the gardon and rive
I menu ? Because, if yon didn't want it all
yourself, Id awfilly like just a little bit. I'<n
looking out for a place to hide away in, with
Maudio by about the middle of' next month;
and that grotto wouild bo the very place !"

lIe was flushed aid excited, and looked a per-
f'eet little darling as ho stood barohoided in the
suinshine, hopping f'rom', one foot to the other,
vlicl seemned his way vien he was very cager


