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* . A-Lesson . in Lovýe.
can't go to school for six weeks V

Ethel had come into the room and thrown
hêrself 'on ascouch In a-.perfect abandon of
déspair »

Oh, my dear ? Mother turned to
ward her with a face deep concern. 'You
have been-'

Yes, Idve been to see the 'doctoi. My
laïe'has been aching worse and worse since
I had that fall on the iced and he says that
unless Igive it a season of absolute rest 1
may be lame for liife.

Mother exclaimed in dismay.
'Yes, -he did If 'twas•: anything 'less

than that I'd brave. it- out -till the end of
school. -But -he said It gravely, andl it
frightens me. -I.don't dare to keep on,
But; mother, it will lose me my chance of
the. month at the :Exposition next summer,
for that Is to be given ta :the . one whd
passes with the. .highest marks.'

But, dear,, you can study at home.'
.'Yes, mother. but not with the. sane, ad-

vantages as .going into the ..clasA. And
some of us. are .so even in our marks that
tbe .difference would be enough to.spoi1. my
chance.'

I'm sorry for you, y daughter. If I
could order It differently for you, I 'woùld,
but seeing that a wiser one than I has or-
derdl it we' nust try tobelieve it'right.'

Etiel -'made"an Imjatient movement. She
was not ready to see any right 'a3à0ût it,
and her-m6ther wlsely said- no nord.

·I woul'dn't mind:'it haîlf. so much,, the
ung girl begai' again,. after a long: silence,

If it were'not that:my dropping out'would
throw it right -Into -the*hands of that .Carter
girl.'

;-,Who.she?' is

'Oh, she's a girl who hasn'.t- been. at
school very long.., They've.- moved here
lately, I believe. 'None of us girls like ber.
She dresses better than most of us, and I
guess she's as proud.as a peacock, for, shd
never comes to see one of us and neyer asks -
to her bouse. *She .and I are the ones
most likely ta get the prize, and I hate
to have ber get it. But I can't help my-
self.'

To please her mother, Ethel kept.at her
studies, but in a half-hearted way, refusing
all the time to believe that she could 'do
such work as would enable her to resumno
ber place in school with any hope of win-
ning the coveted prize.

She lay one day, thinking over ail it was
to her-not .only the reward, but all the
delights leading up to it, the -weeks of study
made pleasant'b:y intercourse with friends
equally interested with herself, the excite-
ment of the closing days, the public exer-
cises, the lights, the music, and the ap-
preciative audience. These last she might
hope to enjoy, but no.t with the gratifica-
tion. of success and the accompanying ap-
plause.

'Miss Carter wishes to see you.'
Ethel's mother ushered in a tall girl, shy

and constrained, but with a tone and man-
ner which showed her undoubtedly a lady.

'Good afternoon,' said Ethel, much sur-
prised by the unexpected visit and' a little
ccnfused by the remembrance of havIng
sbown scant courtesy -to the stranger.

''How are you to-day?'' asked Janet
Carter. "I heard.you were kept in by a
hurt.

'Yes,' said Ethel, with a rueful shake of
the head.

'Too bad, just at such a time. I know
you were working so hard for the prize.'

There was something very winnling in
the -tone of quiet, sincere sympathy. Ethel's

feeling had been one of antagonism to the
girl who, by reason of her own misfortune
'ould probably occupythe place whicb 'she
coveted, but nowshe fouund herseif pouriig

hut ber burden of woe+the weariness of
the -long hours, her discouraged' attempts
at keeping. up her studies, her disappoint-
ment at losing the prize for which she had
w6rked s, hard.

'That i what I came to taïk abdut,' said
âanet. ' I believe you iight wi it.'

dWhy-whby-' Ethel gazed at her lu
mazement. ' i thought. you wore trying

foit yourself, and that you were sure of
g tting it-espeially now that I am out
of the way.'

I am not trying for it,' said Janet. And
I camto see if I culd not help' you to

.But why don't you want it ?'
'Neyer mind,' said he o e. lAlioke

to stand, wellin school, but I coüld not gà
to tei Exposition if' I fid the chance.'

But-why do' you want to put itin my
way, more than any- 0f the othrs'

1 h becausey are having hard time
0f it, I guess,' said Janet, with a smie. ' 'I
have had sorne trouble iy'self, andt sorme
sbU.t-up time's, 1' know 'wbaf it is Now
t, l ,ulnues.' I eau 'get out for a little
while every day, but scarcely evér tri the
ev'ning. If I come"to you and go over-the

lesson with you, giving ail the points' we
gtlher 'li "the *lass;' don'toù thhûk yot 'd

c1 oura to on?
'But i 'don't sic,' replied Etliel, 'conscience-

sritten' with e"tboight of'- kindness she
"Inig have showin and- had 'iibt', 'why 'you
'anf to' dd ll'this 'far"n e.m'wbhen-when-'

'We're poor creatures if ivèeKcan't '«lo
"something fr 'each otir. 're' We' ot ? I' l'Il
come about this tin'e to-rnorrow If you'll
let me.'

'ü"ý Oli rIolf,' 'sdid"tl tlii moi.her.

after lier visitor' ha'd gone, ' to ink of
ler doing such a thing hen' I don't lé-
seve it' o! he. She's a stranger, and'slie
alwa ys looked as If shehad soinethin g'hard
to bear, but I nover tried to iako'' friends-
with ber, just becàuse I have so- many
friends and didn't need her. Now that I do
need her, she comes ta nie.'

'It Is the true spirit of ChrIst, dear. I
have heard something about Janet and can
guess that she bas indeed a heavy burden
ta bear. Her mother is an invalid .and ber
mind 'Is also a little affected-enough ta
make ber:very unreasonable and bard ta get
along with, poor thing. She clings toher
daughter, and Janet eau never. go out even-
ings or have any company at home.'

'And I never tried to give ber any 1 ttle
lift in the bcaring of ber burden Oh,
inother, I am ashamed of myself !

With. the.-kind assistance of ber new
friend, Ethel worked for the prize and
won -it. Janet was present at the closing
exercises, and. as Ethel turied frorn ail
other affectionate scongratulations to meet
ber glance, full of the light.of! warm sym-
pathy, ber heart glowed with a feeling
which had never before found place there.

I believe--I do believe that there is a

gladness in being purely unselfish that we
never find in anything else.'

And that sweet lesson, taken well to
beart, well repaid many weeks of monotony
and .suffering.-Sydney Dayre, In 'Sabbath
School Visitor.'

A Strange Compact.
One-day two college classmates were talk-

ing jolingly about death and the inevitable
tcmbstone inscriptions that they thought too
often misrepresent character. They con-
sidered the:nselves q.!te the equals in good

Inorals of the best Men. ýIth whom they
were acquainted, and as deserving-. 0f lauda-
tory epitaphs as the silent men .whose'
virtues in life are proclnimed In our grave.
yards.

am willing ta stand by anything I say
or do inthis life, and .bereafter, as well,'
sa!d the Younger of the two. I am 'sure:!
ain as good as the'average man, ta .say the
east.'

'That, I think, is beyond dispute,' au.
swered his friend. .Our' lives and words
show what. we are to-day. The future will
also show what we are then. But I've been
tbinking while we have been laughing,. and
am. inclined ta make a suggestion. It Ia
this: suppose we make an. agrerement-that
is, if. you are willing to stand 1b7 your
words-that I. is- our wish that the last
sentences .we itter In life .,shall be the
ešitaphs to.be placed upon our tombstoncs.'

'Agreed !.' cried the. other, hastily and al-
niost without thought, and they at once
drew. up their agreement in legal style.

*Years passed. The two men drifted apart.
Their strange -ornompact lost .its significance,
and was almost forgotten.

One day the. elder -of- the two took -up a
paper and.. read: the announcement. of the
death of his friend. Then he remembered
.the contract. He found the agreement, put
it into his pocket, and took, the train for
thé place of his friend's death.

H.11e: foiund that -the dead man had been 'a
.widower for some years. The visitor was
cordially received at the house: of mourning
by. an only child, a son just growing into
rr'anhed.
• 'Do you know. what -your :father's gast

':words were ?' asked: the newcomer.
'No, sir.; ho died suddenly of apâpiexy in

bist store.''
* The friend went. tothe store., There t he
put the same question. "-An "embarrased
silence answered hlm. :He insistëd' 6n a
reply, stating that he had good reasons for
.rnaking the reQuest. ' The head clerk' then
took him apart and explained:

'Your friend died in his officd In a filt of
*anger.. Ie was unfortunately given' ta
violent attacks of temper; and I suppóse àt
this time It was the rush of blood ta the
lhead that carried him off. He had just
received a letter, stating that a customer
had failed who was owing us 'a large bill.
'This made him furlous, and he began ta
curse. I hesitate ta repeat them, sir, but
if you feel that you iust insist upon it,
his last words were-'

The white-haired man whispered a blas-
rhemous sentence in the shocked ears of his
listener. To have engraved ' it upon a
tombstone would have blasted the dead'
mnan's name with absolute dishonor.

Vcry greatly movd, the visitor took the
agreement fron his pocket, and with tremb-
ling fingers tore .it into tiny bits, and put
them into the fire. Under these circum-
stances it was linpossible'for him ta carry
that declaration ta the bouse of. mourn-
ing.

He buried his friend. Then he went
:home. The moral shock he had received
and the thoughts that followed gave life a:
serlous imeaning to him. Death now took
upon itself the office of: a judge. It as-
sumed control of his thoughts, and caused
him - resolutely ta set a guard upon his.
1.ips.

Weeks passed. Ris self-restrairit'ripcned
into habit, and took- on a higher moral pur-
pose. New views carne to him of 'Godi
and of his own relations to imen. His
*words ere long became the expression of
reverent sentiment, 'afd his character as-
saumed unconsciously the attitude of sincere,
upright living. Cbanged,,enllghtened, puri-
lied. he had entered a higher plane of life.
. Couid words from the dying .lips of such
a man shock the living a« bring' flshonor
ta the 'dead ?-'Youth's Companion.'


