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t lsn't tue thing you do, dear,
It'S the thîing yuu've leit undone,

Wilîi gives you a bit oi hieartace
At tue setting ofthe sun.

The tender word t orgotten,
The letter you did flot write,

The flowers you migit lhave sent, dear,
Are your liaunting ghiosts to-nighit.

The stone you mniglit have lifted
Out of a ibrother's xvay,

The bit of heart8ome counsel
You were hiurried too mnucil to say.

The lovlng toucli o1 the hand, dear,
The gentie and winsomne tone,

Thiat you had no timie or thouglit for,
Wlth troubles enougu voi your own.

The lîttie act of kindness,
ýSo ea.4ily out of mind;

Tiiose chances to be angels
Which every mortal finds-

Tliey coîne in niglit and silence,
Each chili, reproachful wraith,

Wlien hiope is faint and flagging,
And the bliglit lias dropped on faith.

For lite is ail too short, dear,
And sorrowv is al joo great,

To sifer our slow compassion
That tarries until too late.

And it's not the tbing you do, dear,
It's the thilg you leave undone,

Whieli gives you the bit of heartache
At the setting of the sun.

#1 -Margaret E. Kangster.

A VER Y COMMOA PLACE GIRL.

j3ethcna Cass sto-od before the littie

mIrror Aii lier owvn r<oii, citically cxam-
lnsig lier appearance. She9 turned tis
way a.nd that way, archied lier eyebrows

and craned lier neck; anid[lien, ias If
pertectly satisf.,ed -%itli tue scruitiny, sue

sald aloud, "No, I amn not handsornc,
flot even pretty, neither can 1 cialm the
di;t!anction of being decidedly homely.

I arn exceediuigly plaln, (fuite co'rnmoii-

place; no more, no iess. Yes, Miss Ven-
eecr 'as riglit. 1 amn very coiiim.onplace,

a girl wltl one talent, and I1(lon't know
wvhat to do witli11t. Now, if I possessed

Mir!am's beauty or 1El(ltra's genlus-but
I 1 f't, I hiave not one rcdeiiing trait;

but I do not consider .,t aitog4tlier
kind in Miss Veneer to discuss my blem-
illes !si suci a heartless faslion."

t vas not Miss Venccr's .dle gossip

that opcncd poor Bethe'na's cyes to lier

own defects, for from lier earliest re-

collection she liad been clîaf'ng agalnst

the providence tliat gafvc to lier s1sters
guifs tiîat liad been den*,ed to herseif. 11cr

one comfort liad always been that suc
wouid flot b lieled responsibie for whiat
sue dld not-possess,5 but the conversation
wlIici she hîad chanced to overlicar con-
cernlng the single talent whiclh sue did

possess, witliout know!ng liow to devel-
op It, started a îiew train of thouglits

ln lier mind. If sue would not be hield
accountabie for five or ten talents, she

reallzed now quite ftully that sue couid
not bury even one witlîout being calied
upon to answer for tue use mnade of IL.

"Tliere Io no use in covetlng the gîftgt

of others," she admittcd, after a few
mnlutes' quiet study. "I1 nîay just as

weil make tlie beat of rny own, knowing
that to wliom littie :s given, of thein

ii-ttie-w.,ll be requlred. As tlîls is vaca-
tion, and there are no, fessons to prepare,

stove more tlian repaid lier for [lie sac-

tifi e she liad àade. Il was Eldora'n
Meek 10 wasli the supper dishes, but as
Iliat young lady M-as particularly an-
xions to john In a game o! croquet ln

progress on the iaw-n, Belliena express-
ed a willingness to take lier place, and
M-as rewarded wllh an aftect!-onate lit-
tic pat that sent the biood tingLng
tirougli lier veia M'th f ar more force
than even thie heat o! the kitdhen had
dogpe.

When the tea-thIngi, were out ofth1e
wvay and the kîtchen !n apple-pie or-

der, she went witli the twIna, Grace and
Gordon, for a walk, aithougli she had
prcomised lierseifthtle twilight hour lu
f*Ln*.sl the interesting book awalting
lier upstairs.

"As cuîurnonplace looking as ever,
but oh dear! wlîat a happy iîeart I do

carry to-niglit," she mused, as she took

a farcMcil peep into the littie mirror lie-
fore she crcpt into lied. " I arn giad I
chanecd to overhear Miss Veneer's sp'te-
fui words, Ihougli tliey dld st!ng at thc

lime. I needed to be aronsed, so as t0'
look after the one talent I do posseas."

She awoke in the morn.*ng with the
monotonous drlp, drbp o! the rain agaunst

the window-pane. " What a deliglitful
niorning 10 slcep " she exclaimied, turn-

ing over for another pnap. But thc next

minute she sprang ont of bcd and began
lu dress. " Mother nee<fs the rest wurse
thani I do, and I arn going 10 snurpr!l

lier by liaving breakfast ready wlicn she

gets np."
]Pausing only 10 rcad a verse n lier

B,.ble and kneel a moment to ask strcngtli

and direction for the day, she man nolise-
icstly down the stairs and hait an hour

later, wlen lier mother camne wearily ha-

lo i le kitchien lu lglt the t Ire, she was
grected wltli the aromla of bo,,ing coi-

f ce and tryung steak.
,What (loes thie mean, Betiiena ?" shc

asked, giancing ai the dal'ntily laud table.
11 means, mother dear, that botl

you and I are lu have a vacatiom," re-
plied Bethena; and then notling the

look oft inqiry on lier inotlier's face, she

explaifle(, "I1 read an arthele on Naca-

tloai thc other day, and il reccommcnded

ln case an outing wae impossible a
change o! occupation. As we cannot a!-

tord a trip even into île country, I arn

goliag 10 sec If I cannot manage a change
igi occupatlon-you trom work 10 rest,

anid I froîn reat 10 work."
X-ou are a dear, thonglilful cild,"

s.ai(I ler mother, kisaing lier tendcrîy,
" but I cannot allow you to b ear ail the

lurden. I do not count sehool dutles
rest. by a.ny meana."

'4 t las dii ferent trom louse-work, ai

any .rate," lnsisted Bethena. " Beaudes,
1 -c lIs to learü 10 bake and coû!k an(f

kecp lionse, juat as you do."
"Sensibly spoken," saa!d.lier tather,

w-ho just tIen macle l*us appearance ai

lihe dual;ng-room door. " When girls
get 10o take as much interest In huse-

work as In drnmmng un the piano, or

painting third-ciass pîctures, it wlll lie a

happy day for tliemselves as M-eh as

worn-out mothers."
'le have no talent for anything liet-

ter or huglier, even Ït.I ad tle ambition

10 make lionesb efforts," answcred Bell-
ena, lier voice a lîttie husky.

itral dealli."

"Wc shah ae," sald Tom, sulenly,
even if alie doca go back lu the oikl way,
the brlef vacati.on she lias given ns wlll
make us ahi better and happler for the
gliirpse ot snnshIny lurnan nature she
lias shown ns."

I do nul like these peuple wlio go
hy tits and starîs," Mirlain returned,
with a diasdaunful toss o!flier prelty head,
" I always f ccl soinewlat sceptical con-
ccrnlng their real motives."

" Motives be hangcd," sneered Tom.
"Itlle tle acthng tliat reacles ont and

louches sucli lirves as m!ine. If Bethena
doca me a kiadness !n a gracions way,
I arn unite willng 10 acceptltIlIn tIe
spîrhit un which she appears 10 make l,
wit.houl troubl*ng myscît about thc mo-
tive wlich inay have prompted the kind-
ly deed."9

Mirham did not continue thec contro-
versy tartiier, but a few days laler,
whcn, Ilirougli tle generous withdraw-
ai o! lier youngcr sisiter, alie as permit-
led to accept an inv!stalîun for a tort-
nlght's vlisit to the sea-sude, wlilcl lad
beemi given 10 tlem ju!ntly, she put lier
arma around Bethena's ncck and kîssed
lier wvtl as mach tendemneas as Ut she
wvcrc nutlin the' least sceptIcah concern-
ing lier motives.

-1arn glad yon cEd nutlheave ns, Be-
Ihena, dear," said lier ftler, atter Mir-
lam had gone. "'Perliapa yon don't
know il, but Tona wil (luoniore t0 please
you Iluan auy other person ln île wold,
and I didn't like thie tîouglît ut loslnS
yonr Influence over lm even for a fort-
nîglit, for tle poor fcllow lus not golng
rliglit, yuu know, not go'aîg the way we
would lîke lu sec hlii»walk."

"I1 did not. know thltî, fathler, but now
that I know your wlsli, yuu may be sure
Iliat I wlikl stand by Tom," rcplhed Be-
Iliena, itlî sli.,ing cyca. And she dud;
a tact whicli Tom fully appreclates, for
If litl ha( not been for thec self-sacritlcung
uftlihus curmonplacc sha3ter, lie lo certain
lie wonid nul have made an effort bo re-
gain tle position le liad loai.

Thouuglu an outLîug for sncli a large
fainily, wi*,tli liimiited means, wvas whvloly
impracticable, Betiuena's plan for giving
lier mother a rest whî'le she served,
womkcd heamth!ully, and thie serving gave
lu lierseif sud an inshlt Imb Ilie art
ut humc-making and liorn-kcephng as
she wonld not have ol4tained ln years
by fulhowing the old rnellod o! hlep!ng,
a uitile here and a itlîte there, always
subjeet. 10 lier own pleasure or conveni-
ence.

Besîdes tlie home enl.ertahnmenls and
amusements, whldli Bellena managed in
sucli a quiet way as not to excite sus-
picion lIaitlihey wvere managed ai ahl,
there were snndry uitile tr!ps into the
country and rnoonlght salis on îhe lake,
Mn whleh the whole tamlly jolned, and
thiro uéh wh!hlithc members of île hbuse-
bold not onhy became botter acquainted
wltli ecdl other, but also learned lu
gîve expression of their love to une an-
ullier, a customn that hlad not prevaicd
among them heretofore as l slould have
donc.

Thongli Bethcna's kindly mînisîrles
have not transtormcd lier plain face In-
to one ot marvellous beauty, or devel-
oped, by some mysterions proccas, lier

GIVE TU1E POOR MAN A CHA NCE.

My son, the poor man takee ail thge
chances wltliout wa!tlng to have one
given liim. If you give hlm any more
chances than lie takea lie wili aoo'n own
everything and run the Texas man out
o! the countrW(. Tlie tact la, we must
curtail tlie poor man is chances a littie.
WTe must ait down on hlm and liold hlm
down, and give the ricli man a chance.
The poor man lias had lis own way too
long. Helias crowdcd the ricli out-,
But for the poor man, the world wo uid
have cast anchor six tliousand yearq
ago, and be covered wlth mosa and li-
chens to-day, like a United States man-
of -war. Edgar Allen Poe was the son
o! a strolllng player; George Peabody
was a boy in a srnali grocery; Benjami*n
Franklin, the printer, was the son o! a
tallow chandler; John Adams was the
son of a poor farmer; (jîfford, the first
editor of the Quarterly Rev!êw, %Wâs a'
common sallor; Ben Jonson, rare Ben

Joinson, was a brick-layer; the father
of Shakeapeare couidn't apeil and

co.uldn't wrIte ilis own name; neither

can you ; even lilustrious son couldn't
spel l t twlre alike; Robert Burns was
a chlld of poverty, the eldeat son o!
seven cpildren, the famiJy otf:a pooQ
bankrupt; John Milton M'as the son ot a
serivener ; Andrew Jackson was the son

o! a poor Irlaliman; Andrew Jolinsop
w'as a tallor; Gartleld was a boy of al
,Nwork, too poor 10 even have a trade;
Grant was a tanner; Lincoln was a keel-
boatman a.nd common tarm liand ; and
the Prince of Wales !;s the son of a queen.

t le lils mistortune, not lits tault; lie
couldn't help l, and lie can't help 1t, now.

But you see, rny dear boy, tliat's ail
tilere lo of h1m, he's juat the Pe~nce Of
Wales, and lie's oniy that because ho
can't help It. Be thanktul, my son, that -

you weren't born a prince; be glad that
you did not strike lwelve the tîrst tnie.
If there's a patdli on your knee and your

cibows are glossy, there La some hope
for you, but neyer again let me hear you

say that the poor man lias no chance

Truc, a poor lawycr, a poor. doctor, a
poor priinter, a poor workIngmnan ot any
kiaid, lias no chance; lie deserves to have
none, but the poor man rnonp~pollzes ail
the chances tiiere are.-Robert J. Bur-
dette.

SHEA J/ES 0F LOPE.

Dr. George Slirady, tic great, phySi-
clan left lis ricli patienta and ivent on a
vacation ln the mountains for absolute
rest. Me left orders Ilial lie houid be
calied on no account; le would answer
no eati as aphysiclan. While resing ln
the hammocli at the country honse a
l1111e baretoot, raggcd urchîn came up t0
wliere lie was lylng, accompanicd by a
grandmother. The ilttie teliow looked

wlsttuliy up ai the great physîclan, whie
the grandmotlicr cxpiained: "I could nol
kccp hlm away, doctor. He heard that
you were here; that you were the great-
est doclor In Ithe world. He said that
you couid cure hlm and make himlmilkt
the other boys. I told hin lme head f0
money and lie could bot corne; that yOUl

above ail the treasures of money eve r re-
ceived. Lite doca flot conslst In the
abundance of thlngs whldh a man rn
possess.more than I bave done for Christ.


