FRIENDLY GREETINGS.

THE
SMOOTH
HANDLE.

are many pre 83 novks
and corners in England, Lut
nothing much more fair sl
peaceful than a certain little
village in one of the southern
- counties, whichfor the present
we will call Elsenkam,  Certainly, people who like the
noise and bustle of large cities might call it dull;
but those who had dwelt there for the best part of
their lives were not of this opinion.  That Elsenham
must be a healthy place was proved by the rosy
«heeks of the children, the strength and activity of
the larger part of th~ inhabitants. Those who were
weak and ailing, were so from age, or some other such
cause, and doctors’ visits were so rarely needed that the
nearest of that useful profession lived fully ten miles
from Llsenham, and never found it inconvenient.

One of the villagers, however, might have been
singled out as destitute of that quiet cheerfulness and
content that we generally see on the faces of those
whose home is in a rural neighbouvrhood. Harriet
Evans was the busiest and most hard-working woman
to be found in a day’s walk, but there was an anxious
aestlessness in lier looks, her tones, and her ways,
that none who saw her often could fail to notice.

The secret of this is soon told. She was one of
those unhappy people who make troubles out of
nothing; who thmk of future possible griefs and lusses
when there are none in the present ; who take the worst
view of people and of circumstances, and thus destroy
their own peace of mind, and that of every one who
bas any dealings with them.

Her two rooms were as ‘“ncat as a new pin,”
accordng to the old saying, for she had no one to
make a litter there.  In her carly womanhood she
had been left a childless widow, and now at fifty
years of age she had laid by « nice little sum to secure
her against need when work was impossible.  But for
‘the present Mrs, Evans was well able to carn money
by her ironing and her beawtiful fine-sewing, and
the Elsenham people who heard her complaints and
dismal forebodings were apt to say that “some folks
never knew when they were well offl”?

“ Yo, it's true that Pve plenty of work now,” Harriet
would admit, when some of her neighbours told her she
had good reason to be content; “but there’s no saying
how long it may last.  Some of the families might
move away, or I might get laid up and not doa hands
tum for weeks.  I'm sure there zre nights when 1 Jay
awake thinking that I may come to want yet, in spite
of all the years Pve been toiling.?

These and many other such thoughts (with the aid,
tov, of hier fretful, auxious expression) were envugh to
comvinee any o that poon Mis, Evans Lad ot laid
to lieart certain words of Scapture which sy, * Casting
all your care upon im, for He careth for you.”

All of a sudden her fiequent complaints of loneli-
ness were eut short, and for the future her grievance
was that she no longer had “a quiet place to her-
self.” A brother who had been away so long at sea
as to be supposed dead, suddenly arvived in Isgland,
and when he proposed that he and Harriet should
“jox along togethen,” she could not well say no.

Trom his fisst appearsnee in Elsenhan, Captain
AMugzan was in high faveur. Not only the children,
but the mothers and  fathers were never tirad of
hearing his adventures duving the sailor’s life he had
only given up beeause he was growing old.  True,
he was rough in mamer, but he had a heart of gold;
and big people as well as little ones svon find out
when such is the case.

“IWel, well, M=, Evans,” said the neighbours now,
“you are indeed in luck. As if you weren't well-
to-do cnough hefore, here’s your own brother come
hack from foreign parts with a tidy bit of savings, to
settle down with you till he dies. You'll not com-
plain of being lonely any more.”

“XNo, it's company, to be sure,” was the answer;
“still, though I'm glad to see George after all these
years I fancied he was lost, it scems to me I
could work better and feel more happy lefore he
came,  One gels used to being alone, you see, and my
brother coming has put me rather about.”

It s possible—indeed, some of the people who
pretend to know everything were sure of it—that
Captain Morgan was also “put about” by finding his
sister so different from what she had been in their
long-past childhood; but he never said so. Secing
that she was cae of the worrying, discontented people
of this world, the good-hearted sailor pitied her, and
made up his mind to bring geace to her face if he could.
“Dear, dear, Havriet ! ” he ften exclaimed, “have you
furgotten the old saying that there’s two handles by
which you may lay hold of everything? Take the
smeoth handle, sister, ‘tis always the best plan”

Somethnes Mrs. Evans answered him sharply, “It
was all very well for thuse who never troubled their
heads about anything.” At other times she turned
away without a word, and kept silence for houry, so
that at last the captain was forced to seize his glazed
hat and seek the company of some of his boy admirers
in the village.  There were, however, moments in which
Iarriet really thought her brother was in the right,
and wished she could “take things by the smooth
handle ;7 but she absolved herself at the same moment
from all Dlame by deciding it was not her way, and
people could not change their natures at her time
of life.

Yet, as time passed on, this woman began to under-
stand that the captain’s heaming face and hluff good-
nature were not due alone to his natural dispesition.
He could talk freely of storms at sea, but the wonds
would have stuck in his throat had he even tried fo
tell of a certain night when the old Bible stories of
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