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Do All That You Can,
BY MARQGARET K, S8ANOSTKR,

**1 cannot do much,” said a little star,
*To make this dark world bright ,

My sllvery beams cannot plerce far
Into the gloom ot night ;

Yet I am a xirt of God’s great plan

And so 1 wil) do the best that I can.'

“What can be the.use,” said a fleccy
clougq,
** Ot thege few drops that I hold ?
They will hardly bend the lily proud
It caught in her chalice of gold ;
But [, too, am part of God’s great plan,
So my treasures I’} give as well as 1 can.”

A child went merrily out to play,
But a thought, like a sllver thread,
Kept winding in and out all day
Through the happy. golden head—
* Mother said : * Darling, do all that you
can,
For you are a part of God's great plan.’*
She knew no more than the twinkling
star,
Or the cloud with its raincup full
How, why, or for what all strange things
are.
She was only a child at school,
But she thought: “'Tis a part of God’s
great plan
That even I should do all that I can.”

So she helped another child along,
When the way was rough to his feet,
And she sang from her heart a little song

That we all thought wondrous sweet ;

And her father~a weary, tofl-worn man—~

Sald -+ “I, too, will do the best that I
can.”

A NARRCW ESCAPE.
BY HATTIE LOUISE JEROME.

The last bit of mother's shawl had dls-
appeared from sight down the road, and
the sound of the creak of father’s buggy
wheels was growing fainter, until it
could scarcely be distinguistied from the
twitter of birds and the croak of frogs.
It was early moruing, and Annie and
Silag wcere looking forward to the un-
usnal responsibility of having the silent
farm left to their care the whole long
summer day.

It was somewhat Ilonely, too, but
neither would have owned any Zfceling
of the kind for worlds.

“You'd better begin digging those
potatoes right away,” said Annle, as-
suming a tone of authority to drive away
that queer feeling that made her throat
feel so full. * Father said you could
get that home ficld done to-day.”

*Well, but he told me to fasten back
that blind that slammed last night, too,
and to strap back the vines while I was
about it. I'm going to do that first, and
you'll have to help me.”

*“Have to 7" repeated Annie, quite as
much displeased at his tone as his re-
fusal to go to work at once in the potato
field. “Have to? You needn't order
me around, Silas Fisher! Tbhat blind
can wait, and the vines, too. After I
get this kitchen fixed, I'm going to sew
on my new Wwaist, and you'd better go
and dig those potatoes.”

“After I fix that blind and those
vines,” said Sllas, * and not before.”

“Then you'll have to do it alone,” de-
clared Annie. “I1 am the oldest, and
you ought to do as I think best.”

“Pooh! but jou are only a girl
You'd better come and hold the ladder
or it may slip down the bank and break
my neck.”

“That would be a pity,” sald Annte
scornfully., And although the instant
they were uttered she would have given
anything to have taken the ugly words
back, she turned away to the stove, fully
believing he would give up and go to the
potatoes since she would not help him.

A few moments later, however, she
heard the ladder bumping against the
house, and realized Silas hed determined
to do the work alone. It was particu-
larly difficult, because the ladder must
be placed almost on the edge of the bank.
The window was one on the stairway in
the hall, so high up that the blinds could
not easlly fastened back from inside.

Annpie listened. Yes, he had placed
the ladder and was ascending it. Her
heart beat quicker ; she would leave her
work and go and help him. Then she
tiushed ag the memory of his last words
came back—" Pooh! you are only a girl.”

“Since I am only a girl, probably he
would find me of little asslstance,” she
thought scornfully again, and she took
up heér sewing and stitched away with
an angry flush on each cheek. Sarcasm
was one of Annie's bitterest faults. It
always-makes-life barder and less plea-
sant for ‘thoss who indulge 'in it, and
Annie wag just.repeating.bittorly -to aer-
self, “Only a girl,” when with a whir
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and a rasp: aid ‘a .crash “she hedrd the

Jadder fa)l to the ground, and—what was
that ?  Could It be an Involuntary cry
of despair from Silas as he fell ?

Annfe never knew how she reachad the
daor, for all her strength seemed to have
lpu her. How counld she endure to sce
Sllas dashed to the ground and perhaps
crushed under the heavy ladder ! It took
but an instant to reach the place, but {1t
scemed an age to count by the thoughts
that flashed across her ming,

Silus ! '— Dut he was not crushed
beneath the ladder. was not even on tho
ground, but high above it clung fast to
the window-sill, his face white and wild

O Sllas, hold tight! I'll put the lad-
der up again !

It was a heavy task fur one who was
"only a gir],” but Annie never thought
of that. New strength seemed given her
Just as unexpectedly as at first it had
disappeared, and soon she and Silas sat
panting tugcether in the kitchen, where
they had quarrelled but a few moments
Lefore, both breathless from fright, Annle
trying a httle and Silas not 80 very far
from It,

“ You—you got that heavy old ladder .

up there pretty quick.” he sald finally.
“1 couldn't have held on much longer.
Quess—1 guess it would have been better
to have worked on the potato patch first,
it you were in a hurry to finish your
dress.”

“ 0 Silas ! but it wouldn’t have hinder- |

cd me ten minutes. I ought to have
come anyway when I heard you put up
the ladder, penitently, for pecple who
can be most finely sarcastle can also bo
most whole-heartedly sorry usually. “I
could never have forgiven myself if you
had fallen and got hurt.”

“Well, T didn't,” said Silas, cheerfnlly,
having regained his breath and com-
posure, ‘“so now I'll go and hoe those
potatoes.  The reason 1 didn’t want to
was because {t seemed- well, it seemed
kinder lonely down there.”

“I'll bring my sewing down under
that apple tree,” sald Annie; and she was
genercus enough to add. as if it were all
for her own good, “ it’ll be lonely in the
house, t00,” for she knew it had heen
hard for Silas in his boyish pride to con-
fess to the loneliness

“ ANl right, then; I'l} carry your rarker
down for you, and don’t you want a rug
to set §t on 7"

“Why. if vou please' said Annie:
“and I'll make some lemonade so you
can kave a drink whenever you come to
my end of the rows.”

“Good for you ' cried Silas, as he get- !

tied the ehair bottom up on his head,
and the rug over his arm, whije the hoe
swung over his sturdy young shoulder.
*Good for you; we'll
timoe ! And away they went together,
each so anxious to be courteous and kind,
that the whole day, which had begun so
unpleasantly, and almost tragically, was
one of the happiest of their Hves.—Well-
spring.

THE BOY HIRO.

He s only fourteen. He §s a boy
full of fun and perbaps some mischief,
but he loves his books dearly. He has
already looked into the future, and
chosen what he wants to be. His sense
of honour is keen, and he has a high
ideal of manhood, both in scholarship
und morals,. How fo much fun and
ambition to be useful can be bundled
together is surprising.

His body is a compound of good health,
vigor and good muscles, developed by
play and work.

One of the sports in which he most
delights is swimming. He is quite at
home in the water, and might be called
a water-anfmal or sprite.

In the country where he lived {s quite
a large mill-pond. It was rare gport to
swim from shore to shore, swim on his
back, dive to the bottom, and cut up atl
manner of antics, as if he were a sea-
tlon or scal.

One day he was swimming with a lit-
tle fellow not far from his own age,
though not quite s0 strong. He sald to
his mate,  I'm going to swim across the
pond.”” “So will I,” was the response.
In they plunged. In a few minutes they
reached the opposite shore, pufling and
blowing. After a little rest, he sald,
“I'm going to swim back.” *“So will
1,” was boldly said. DBut our hero said,
**No, no; it's too much: you are not
strong enough.” But, boylike, confident
of his strength, he insisted, an?® in the
plunged, our hero leading. “When more
than half-way over he heard a cry of
distress. Turning, he found his {riend
bad given out and was sinking.

What a situation ! It might well have
appalled the heart of t* « strongest swim-
mer. But his wits anu his courage and
bis strength did not fcrsake him. This
{s the story he told his father after it
was all over:

“Papa, when I saw him go down, I
Just thought bad his papa would feel it
N r

.

have a fine old !

§

his Jittle boy never came home.
sald,
him.**

Ho swam to whero bhis friend was
struggling, to sce whethier he could help
him, As scon as he touched him, the
Httle fellow refzed him with a death-
grip, and both went under. But our
hero came to the surface, the other
clutching him,

“Then 1 remembered,” he aald, * that
you must strike and daze the one who
1s drowning, so I stunned him, and then
caught him, and tried to swim, but was
50 tired that we both went to the biot-
tom. Then it came to me that my feet
touched bottom, I must kick and try to
force the hody towards the shore. As
svon as 1 came to the top down 1 went
Again and agaln 1 rose and sank, hut at
Jast 1 got to the shoro. My friend
scemed dead.  Then [ remembered that
I wmust roll him, and get the water out
of him, 8o I carrled him to a log and
worked till he bLegan to breathe ‘Then
I felt so happy that his papa didn't have
a dead boy !"

Was there ever anything more herole ?
‘That act {8 worthy of a place with Grace
Darling. Indeed, when one thinks of
the presence of mind, the thoughtful
love, and courage, ft fs unsurpassed in
history. .

‘1 will never go home without

A PEACE-MAKING DOLL.

We often hear of dolls sent out {n mlis-
stonary boxes to delight some chlld in a
far-off land, but The Qutlook tells this
story of how a doll sent to a little Am-
erican girt out West fell Into the hands
of an Indian child, comforted her, and
was the means of preventing what might
have been serious trouble.

“gome Apache Indlansg had left the re-
serve, and onc of our generals had a
good deal of trouble in trying to get
them back. One day a little papoose—
that 18, a little Indian glrl—three years
old, strayed away from her father's wig-
wam. Ono of the soldlers found her
and took her to the fort. All day she
~was very quiet, but when nilght came she
. gobbed and cried, just as any little white
. child would, for her mother and her
home. The soldiers did not know what
to do with her; they could not quiet her

" At last the commander fn charge re-
membered that a beautiful doll had been
sent from the East to the daughter of one
i of the officers.  He went to this officer’s
house and asked to borrow the doll for
{ the little Indian girl in the fort. The
) doll was beautiful herself and was beau-
y tifully dressed.  The little girl loaned it
to the officer, and it was carried to the
fort to the little Iandian baby. It was
placed in her arms, and she was made
{ to understand that she could take it to
. bed with her. Immediately she stop-

ped crying and fell asleep with the beaun-

tifui doll closely held in her arms,
“ When morning cume she was radiant-

Jy happy, the moment she opened her

eves and saw her beautiful little com-

panion. She petted t, she rocked fit,
I she talked to it, just as any little white
child would, But now there came a
new difficulty. The soldiers hoped if
they kept the little girl, that her parents
would come or send after her, and they
could enter into some negotiations with
j them to get them back on the reserve.
i But the father and mother of the little
| Indian girl did not appear.
1 “ It was a very serious thing for a lot
| of soldiers to have a little three-and-a-
\ half-year-old girl, and they were greatly
’puzzled. Several days passed, and at
,last the soldicrs decided that the little
l1::mooso must be taken back to her
|
|

family, as they would not come for her.
With her doll in her arms she started
with her protectors for the wigwam.
When she reached the tribe with her doll
she created the greatest excitement.
The soldiers left the child with her
mother and returned to the fort.
*“The next day the little papoose's
mother appcared at the fort with the
. doll to return it. She was received with
, the greatest courtesy by the soldlers,
' treated with the greatest conslderation,
and made to understand that her little
daughter was to keep the doll. The re-
sult wag that the soldiers’ kindaess to
the little girl, and thelr courtesy to her
mother, created a revulsion of feeling
amoug the wandering Indians, and led
to n. gotiations which resulted in the In-
dians going back to the reserve—that {s,
the land set apart for them by the
United States Government—without any
trouble.”

+

A little boy in one of our .ountry
schools recelved his first day's instruc-
tions, and before night he had learned
how to spell one word. * Now,” said the
teacher, ““ you can tell your grandmother
how to spell pig.” * My grandmother
knows how to spell it,” indignantly re-
plied the loyal little fellow. <« She's
teached school.”
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30 I DEAN FARRAR AND THAE BOYS.

Wo heartlly wish that all our Cana-
dlan boys could have bheard the fine
speech of Dean Farrar on Speech Day
at Dover Colicge. The Mayor of Dover
called it a - marvellons address'  Auny-
~ay it was most inspiring aud greatly
intereated and affected tho boysa who
heard 1 We regret that we have ouly
gpace for the closing remarks, Thero
was somothing relnted in  connection
with the iato President Garfleld, who
was himselt at one time a teacher, which
was worth repeating.  * Boys,” sald the
master, ~“the roof of thls schoolhouse
forms a watershed for tho whole con-
tinent, so that a mere dreath of alr, &
flutter of n bird'a wing, decides whether
n drop of water shall make Iits way to
the torrid Gult ot Mexico, or the frozen
Gulf of the St. Lawrence. Your actlons
are like that.” ‘The slightest thing may
forever afterwards declde the curreut
of their lives.

De Quincey, one of the grentest writers
of whom any country counld boast, had
tallen when a youth into tho fatal hablt
of opium-taking. * Oh, Spirlt of Mor-
ciful Interpretation,” ho cried, ** Angeln
of Forgiveness,”—writing of a period of
total eclpse. for the hablt followed him
through life, and made of him at times
an utter imbecile—"1 attribute it to my
own unpardonable folly.” To that folly
he traced his ruin. Tho ovil phantom
pursued him. Remorse gathered round
him, overshadowing every step he took.
Oh, the bitterness of his words, - that he,
a boy, not seventeen years old, by blind-
ness, by listening to one false volce, to
the {mpulse of his own bewlldered heart,
by one erring step, should have 1ald the
foundation of a life-long repcntance !

To each one of them there came guch
moments for decislon. In one form or
another the questions of lfe presented
themselves to all of them. He hoped
that each one of the boya of Dover Col-
lege intended to be a distinguished man,
At a very large school in london, those
boys who intended to be distinguwished
were invited to hold up thelr hands.
Every band went up.  Every single boy
meant to be a Flcld-Marshal at least,
or perhaps an Archbishop, and very glad
indeed was he to feel that they were £0
determined to get on in life. It was
perfectly right,  They must remember
that at any rate there was ono fallure
which none neecqd have. Every one could
be a good man if not & * great™ one, a»
the world sometimes rated * greatness.”
Sir Walter Raleigh wrote with a diamond
on a window pane,

» Fatn would I cmb, but that I fear to
fall.”

and Queen Elizabeth wrote bencath it,
“If thy heart fall thee, do not climb at
all”

For success they must indced have
thoroughness and doggedness, will and
resolution, but that diamond-writing on
the glass reminded him of apother dfa-
moud-writing by one of the English
Royal family. ** Oh, keep meo Innocent.”
There were earlier words, * Keep lanno-
cence and do the thing that is right, for
that shall bring a man peace at the last,’”
a gecret of life which none could know
too well. But he must conclude. He
would do 8o with one short anccdote and
one short plece of advice, As for the
anecdote: There was a saintly hermit
in old days who was excecdingly anxl-
ous to save hig soul by giving glifts to
Cod. Satan, disguising himseclf a3 an
angel of light, sought to perplex and en-
spare him by telling him that if he
would give acceptable gifts, they must
be these three—the crescent moon, the
orb of the sun, and the head of & rose.
The last did not trouble him much, He
woul: give all the roses in the land.
But how could he give the crescent
moon, how could he give the aorh of the

sun ? In his distress an angel came to
him. “ This spirit I8 trying to deceive
you. The crescent moon I8 the letter

C. the orb of the sun 18 the letter O, and
the head of a rose I8 the letter R,—
C-0-R. Heart—give your heart to God
and you necd have no fear about the
rest.” And trom a living poet he would
quote his one short plece of advice :

»Take thou no thought of aught but
truth and right,
And deem it thus thy prize to die
secure.
Wealth, gold, and honour, fame may
not endure,
Aad noblest souls soon weary of the

Hght,

Keep innocence, the ord of truc man's
1ife.

Let nelther pleasure tempt nor paln
appal.

He who hath this

Hath all things, having naught.
He who kath not

Hath nothipg, having all.”
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