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happy life of the busy people around, beconses tiresome and
tasteless to them. Their days are long and dreary. They live
more and more w~ith the heroes and heroines svho keep living
their lives between the covers of a book, no matter svhether they
die an tIse last page or nat. If the ticle of life, rising, does flot
wake them, they ivill dreamn away their years to thse end.

There are other girls who after a sigh or a tear for the briglit,
undiscovered country, turil tlseir*hanids to baking bread, dusting
moins, and making beds. They lcarn to shop dosvn-town with
Mamma and to guide the ways of a housebuld. Atter the wîeII.
directed îvork of the day is over, they pay calis, or walk with a
companion or perhaps there is a missionary mneeting, a sewing
circle, or sorte poor- peaple to visit, or an afternoon tea or a
drive. At night they play ri little and sing a few sweet sangs or
perhaps there is an "At Hoe"a dlance or a concert. Coining
doivn stairs, she looks sa pretty that Mammna smiles and Lisses
hier a little svistfully. Merry, happy girls, bonest, loving girls,
the girls who leave scbool to learn lessons at homne.

Everywhere about us are girls îvho, îvitb simple, courageous
hearts, graduate fromn the school of their childlîood ta enter the
school oflife. WVhctlier training in ahospital to be nurses,aor bend-
ing mind and heart and hand ta be artists or msusicians ; svhetber
sesving, aelling, wo'rking in the kitchen, attending the Univer-
sity, learning to be doctors, or teaching little children, they aIl
belong ta the honorable companry of workers. The truest 'vis-
dom is Iearned in tIse great School of Life. Don't try ta escape
its lessons, don't shirk its task-s. \Je are not living if ¶e are not
learning. There is no one toa dul ta learn in the great School
of Life

LT bias been nsy lot, at one time and another, ta sec mnuch et
my outside wvorId from a windoîv. That sounds dreary. Weil,
it is not so. The svorld passes on its way without a thaught of
the quiet spectatar overliead and wears its heart on its sleeve
sometimes, thinking there is no one ta sc. Nature, if one may
speak of Nature in a city, is mare geiseraus ta the attic titan site
is ta the street below. ln the morning, ive see the suri first.
In the evening, its beams linger on the roofs and in the tree.tops.
We sec, and Isear the bircîs better. Yesterday a company of
blaclzbirds visited us on their way ta the South. To-day they
are gone. Sametirnes still, a robin ivill remember the sang hie
sang in the Springtime. On aIl the tcs tlîe leaves are turning.
Tlsere is a saft, ripe bloomn on the rowan berrnes. A dead leaf
drifts'and flutters past my windasv an its îvay ta the -round.

A little girl is swînging on a gate acrass the street. Sue islamre,
I know. A queer, elfin cbild ivhlî bas fits of rage lasting an
hour a nd days of patbetic longing for a little lave. Site turna
hier head svith the quick mavement af one xvha answcrs a caîl.
Clambening down, she rons out inta tIse road and shading lier
eyca svith a thin, onclsildlike hand, gazes up the street. Shie is
laoking for a street car. The thin, mis-shapen littie figure is
covered witb a warm crimsan coat svhich n'.akes a glowing spot
of colarilamy landscape. A lady camtes hastily dawn the steps
buttoning bier glaves. "Tse car la bere, Mammia," tihe cîsilcl
cries Iimping qoickly ta open thse gaLe. Mer mather bias on a
velvet cloak and the child strakes it admiringly. She would lay
her check agaînst the sofc pile but lier mather draws the cloak
away. The car stops. IlGaadbye, Mamma." IlGoodbye
Jennie." Without a glance behind, thse lady gathers up bier dreas,
atepa into the car and sits dasvn inside. The child who bas
climbed on the gate again, watches bier out of sight, waving a
little hand and crying again, "Gaadbye Mamma, Goadbyc
Manima, Goodbyel»

If this wcre a star>' jennie would be burt and the mother
w.ould sob out bier sarrasw and lave b>' thse child's bedaide. But
since it is onl>' wlhat I sec looking from my window, jennie
swings on the gate and bier mother rides dawn town in a atreet
car. There has béen man>' a jennie since tbe wvanld began,
many a] ittle aching beart and man y an onnoticed tear. Some-
timea Jennie is mnade ail the mare laving b>' it, but samnetimes
careless>' solvn seed bringa forth a bitter barveat. Wbat a curiaus
chance it is in mothers' hearts that ta anc tIse lame child ia tise
darling wbile ta tIse ather the fairest and strongest is first.

A couple of yauing peaple have boilt their first nest a little
way front jennie's hanse. They hav'e came from a fareign
country I think. TIse lady bas large black eyes, raven tresa,
and graceful foreign' wsays. Keeping bsause is an encbaating
ncver-encling caîssedl> ta lier. Sue waves IlGaadbye"» from tIse
steps aftcr breakfast and lie turna svith a smile ta throw a kiss.
Site gocs out an important business during the maraing and
fluttera back about noon vîtîs bier arms full of parcels. Mer
glaves are off and diamonds sparkle on tIse impatient little fin-
gens. Late in the afternaonr, site goca ta meet him and they
saunterlhome tagecîser. After tea tIe> ait an tIse stepa in an open
forcig-n way and watcb tIhe peaple passing. He bas anews-
paper and sîse lias aniother, altlsough ase bandl>' reada at aIl but
lookas at the people and speaks about themn, poînting with a
pnctty fingen. After dusk 1 bear a glariaus vaice singing as if
rit lseaven's gates andc I knaw my sweet lady-bird is pauring
fartb lier beart in sang.

TIse tidc of life ebbs and floîva beneatb my window and I witb
smilles and tears echa iLs ja>' and aarraw.
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INEXPENSIVE LIVING.
A SUDJECT ver>' mucîs agitated juat nais, is the prablemi, how

ta live ivithin anc's incanse. Il Hou' ta inake ends meet IIis a
pressing question. Appearances must be kcept op, peaple tbink,
and ta do this, life la made a burclen. If ac wvould put Ilappear-
ancea" aside, and sobstitute coeifor-t for shozv, canvenience for
fasision, Isos much liappier we' svauld be

Lt ia flot neceasar>' in order ta live cheapl>' tîsat anc must live
meanly. Ta be sure, ive have ta do ivitîsout a great man>'
pretty and expensive truifes svhicls sealthy people have, but we
cars be justas happy witlout them. Sa much lave, siticerit>' and
kindness cari be put into tIhe simple home, that its menîbers will
scarcely mnisa the sliosy adarnimenta. TIse truc comfarts of life
coat little niaise>'. Where anc bas taste, ansd *rec6nenent, the
simplea boane rua>' show the impress of these, and people may
be mocîs happier in amal cas>' appartnsenta, than their richer
neiglabars are in tîseir lsandsomne establisliments.

It is wselI to begin 10w daîvu. Tiiose svho start at tIse top of
the ladder sansetinses tomble off, shile thase svbo are content ta
begin atthse foot, generally aquire strengts and courage as tbey
pracced. 'Let us be brave enaugs ta set a fashion of simplicîty,
neatneas ansd inexpensiveness, and nsany sailI be glad ta follow
and tlsask us for setting tise example.

ai1 the ýorId's r-ULfling ouer wirI, biessing and beauty;
And ioe, as cn pass along,

Will frrd in the dint nid parth clled Dury,
Sunshine and iloîers and sang.

Thorgh cloirds mnay marshafl thomselvn, tognihez
With thrrder and Wain and binst,

SSoly ivili folio the glati, bright îVLothLo,
Surishie lvili coriqmr nt last 1


