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4 FIRST CHURCH ENDEAVORER

A voung lady who possessed good natural
ability for painting, made what she felt was
but a crude attempt at sketciing a picture.
When 1t was finished she went and looked
upon a sketch by an elder sister and com
pared it with what she had done. In her
eves the work of her own hands seemed so
ordinary that she was utterly disheartc ned.
The feeling of discouragement wis 0 Strong
that he took her own work and tore it
pieces wnd scattered the fragments upon the
floor. ’resently her brother came along and
saw the scattered partsof the picture. Hewas
led to make mquiry as to how the sketch
had been destroyed. When told that las
sister had done 1t with her own hands, he
reproved her for her folly, saying it was the
best she had ever made.  But the youthiul
artist said, “] am not gomng to try any more.
1 am just going to watc h my sister.” “RBut,"
said the brother, “suppose vour sister should
give up drawing also and should take to
looking at Michael Ang lo?” The sister,
however, was of a diflerent mind ; she was
willing to do the best she conld even il others
had done better. And that was praise
worthy.

It is wisdom to do the best we can witiout
thinking whether it is better or worse than
other people. It is well that some flowers
bloom besides the most beantiful and most
fragrant. How much more of music there
is in the world because other birds sing be-
sides those that warble the swectest notes !
The world is perhaps a greater debtor to
that which is only sccond-rate than that
which is best. Take out of this world all
that 1s but second-rate or worse, and it would
be a poverty-stricken place. There would
be but little of beauty or of music or of any-
thing else that mimsters to the needs and
pleasures of men. Let us be thanktul for
that which is called only second best: and
if it should not be our ot to be classed with
those who are capable of doing what is first
and best, still let us contribute our part,
second-rate though it may be. The world
will be the richer for our effort, and we also
will be the better for what we do. 1 would
say, do your best when you are painfully
conscious that it is only of second-rate
quality. —W

Harebell.

“With drooping bells of purest blue
Thou didst attract my childish view ;
Almost resembling
The azure butterflies that flew,
Where 'mid the heath thy blossoms grew,
So lightly trembling.”
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To THE ENDEAVORER:

left home on thie same day the Minne
apolis delegates started on their journ
westward. After watching the friends wh
ac \um}mnn-xl me to the station out of sight,
1 began to Jook about the car to see it ther
were any acquaintances travelling the san
way. 1 soon discovered the Hon. and Re
Mr. Moreton, who came and sat near
The pleasant conversation we had enterad
into was broken by our arrival at the Bridge
and after a cordial good-bye I realized * thus
hailing and meeting and parting are we.
After sleeping soundly all mght 1 opened niy
eves in the Berkshire Hills in Massic husetts
When I closed them at the early hour of
9.30 in Rochester, 1 was thinking sadly how
tast 1 was going trom home, but when |
looked about me in the morning and saw the
grandeur ol the scenery, my enthu<iasm
began to rise and my first thonght was:

« Breathes there a man with soul so dead

Who never to himself hath said

Ihis is my own, my native land

How I have been enjoying the sea breczes
and the pleasures of meeting old friends!
It seems as though 1 had been in a dream
for a while and awakened to find mysell n
cuch familiar scenes. This 1s the second
city in size 1n New England, and in such
proximity to the modern Athens, Boston,
that it P'll'li\kt,\\' of everything that aity at
fords and gives something inreturn to Boston.
As this city is paved with cobble stones the
din 1s terrific, and many old residents hardly
think of sleeping after four a. M. 1 some-
times wish in the day that | could get to a
quiet place but in the nmight never. The
streets are cleaned by a very noisy machine
at twelve o'clock cach night. 1 am often
asked in the morning if I was not diswurbed,
and my reply makes me an object of wonder
andenvy. The Christian Endeavor societies
hold their meetings here on Sunday at 6.30.
| visited the only Methodist society of Chris-
tian Endeavor on Sunday last. I was
greatly interested in the meeting. Nearly
every one pres ent took part, gi\'m;: utterance
to thoughts on the topic in a few graceful
words. In no instance was there anything
read from the Bible, though texts were
quoted freely. The president gave me a
very cordial welcome and made me quite at
home, introducing himself and others. After
singing four hymns at the beginning of the
meeting, with piano accompaniment, all the
rest of the singing was voluntary and un-
accompanied. All the Sunday schools are




