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in every way, however small; that-I can
think of.”” That set of resolutions would
be a declaration of independence indeed.
It would make Dorothy independent of
“ifs” and happy in her freedom. Happi-
mess, if Dorothy is ever to know it at all,
must come from what she - has, and not
from what she doesn’t have. ‘It is what
they do not have that makes thousands
wretched,” said a wise man once, and he
might have said that it is with what they
do have that wise people make happiness
for themselves.’

‘But how about a “divine discontent?”
Isn’t there such a thing, and doesn’t it
keep the world struggling forward, after
all?’ asked the other thoughtfully

‘Ah, but a divine discontent is never a
discontent with necessary conditions. It

Hungry: for K_isSes.

(Ida T. Thurston, in ‘Christian Endeavor
World.”)

asylum one Sunday afternoon to teach in
the Sunday-school there as substitutes for
regular teachers who were absent. One of
them taught the infant class; and, when
the lesson was over, a little blue-eyed tot
caught hold of the girl’s dress, and, locking
up, whispered pleadingly, ‘Please, teacher,
won’t you kiss me?’

“To be sure I will, you dear baby!’ the
girl cried; and, dropping down on one of
the low benches, she drew the child close
and kissed her again and again. In an in-
stant the others swarmed about, boys and
girls alike holding up hungry faces for

is usually a noble discontent with one’s kisses. The girl’s eyes filled with quick
self which leads steadily higher. But tears as she looked into the eager little
faces.

Dorothy isn’t discontented with herself—
mot a bit. Her complaining is all about
conditions, and that.is anything but the
mark of a high nature. Great matures
don’t fret over small surroundings; they
Jjust fill them full, and overflow them, and Jast; and, as Helen gently put asidethe lit-
inevitably make larger boundaries. Doro- tle warm, clinging fingers and joined her,
thy’s mistake is the mistake of a narrow the other girl exclaimed with a touch of
soul—r.lot of one too large for its place, as georm: ‘I don’t see how you could have all
she thinks. That’s why I have no particu- those mussy little things hugging and
lar sympathy for her. She isn’t pathetic; kissing you. See how they’ve ' tumbled
she’s just foolish,’ and Cousin Jean’s plea- your dress!’

sant mouth set itself firmly as she fin-
ished.

Her friend, who had 'mught an older
class, stood at the door ¢f the infant room,
looking on, half-laughing, half-impatient.

‘Do come along, Helen,” she called at

Helen glanced down at her dress; it sure-
ly had suffered from the little loving
hands, but her eyes were shining through
a mist of tears as she answered gently,
‘You know they have no mothers to kiss
(‘Success.”) them, Gertie.’

You can hardly imagine a boy saying:  Somehow Gertie could find no answer for
fI am going to be a second-class man, I that; and, as the two reached the street,
. don’t want to be first-class, and get the Helen went . on, ‘Did you notice Sadie
good jobs, the high pay. Second-class jobs Burns, the little brown-eyed thing with
are good enough for me.” Such a boy would the blue veins on her forehead ?
be regarded as lacking in good sense, if ‘The one that clung to your dress to the
mot in sanity. You can get to be a second- 1last minute?’
class man, however, by not trying to be & ¢yes, that was Sadie. The matron told
m’cfih‘;ﬁe‘ Th;txsiands do that all the ¢ that one day Wwhen Sadie was sick a

s second-class men are a drug lady who is very fond of her, and who of-
on the market. ten vists at the asylum, came to see her,

Second-class things .are only wanted and brought a little puppy that she
- when first-class cannot be had. You thought would amuse her. Of course the
* wear first-class clothes if you can pay for chjld was delighted with the puppy, and
tthem, eat first-class Tbutter, first-class gt 1ast the lady said to her, “If you could
meat, and first-class bread; or if you do pave just what you wanted most, all for
mot, you wish you could. Second-class yourself, Sadie, what would it be?”

o :"c’la’:‘; ’:(:’;‘;w&?;ted ;1:111 any other gy, thought that the little thing would
st h ol ey fae-tanen want the puppy, and she meant to give it
.'n,d B w g A is SCAICe, 45 her if the matron was willing; but Sa-
or is too high-priced for the occasion. For die put the dog down at ‘once, and, step-
s e seally aEou e ey iiang, ping close to the lady, leaned on her knee
TWERG RE Sien ate wanie and, looking up at her with those big

Many things make second-class men. A 1.y prown eyes, she said, “I’'d like
man :fn,maced by.-dissipwtion, whose under- . of anything to sit in your lap a few
standing is dull and slow, whose growth minutes, just as if I was your own little
has been stunted, is a second-class man, gl

if, indeed, he is not third-class. A man : ; o i
who, through his amusements in his hours Gertie turned impulsively to her friend.
I never imagined that they felt so, Helen,’

of leisure, exhausts his strength and vital- 1

ity, vitiates his blood, wears his nerves till SB® cried remorsefully.

his limbs tremble like leaves in the wind, ‘They don’t all, of course,’ Helen answer-
ed; ‘but I know that some do, and I can’t

is only half a man, and could in no sense
 be called drst-class. bear to think of little children going hun-
gry for kisses. I can’t give them mother
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~ Superstition.

Two young girls had gone to the orphan’

kisses, but I do the best I can, even if my

It is a remarkable tact that when men

stition. Mrs. Annie Besant could not ene
dure the Bible because of its ‘supersti«
tions;’ she has, however, found herself
able to accept the crudities and absurdi-
ties of a ‘religion’ which teaches the ex-
istence of mahatmas, astral bodies, and
impossible re-incarnations. And now,
concurrently with the present indiffer-
ence towla‘rdsr, or the revolt from Divine
Revelation, we have an extraordinary
revival of gross superstition. Fortune-
telling has of late assumed colossal pro-
portions, and we are infermed that so-
ciety people are crowding to the rooms
of professed sorcerers. The heavy fines
which have been imposed upon some of
these imposters seems to have mno effect
in. diminishing the rush after them. How
true it is that when men deliberately re-
fuse Divine Light, a nemesis demands
that they shall become victims of the
grossest follies!—‘The Christian.’
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