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AT SUNSET.
It isn't the thing you do, dear,
It’s the thing you’ve leit undone,
Which gives you a bit of heartache
At the setting of the sun.
The tender word forgotten,
The letter you did not write,
The flowers you might have sent, dear,
Are your haunting ghosts to-night.

The stone you might have lifted
Out of a brother’s way,
The bit of heartsome counsel
You were hurried too much to say.
The loving touch of the hand, dear,
The gentle and winsome tone,
That you had no time or thought for,
With troubles enough oi your own.

The little act of kindness,
So easily out of mind;
Those chances Lo be angels
Which every mortal finds—
They come in night and silence,
Each chill, reproachful wraith,
When hope is faint and flagging,
And the blight has dropped on faith.

For life is all too short, dear,
And sorrow is all too great,
To suffer our slow compassion
That tarries until too late.
And it's not the thing you do, dear,
) It’s the thing you leave undone,
Which gives you the bit of heartache
At the setting of the sun.
U —Margaret 1. Sangster.

A VERY COMMONPLACE GIRL.

——

Bethena Cass stood before the little
mirror in her own room, citically exam-
Ining her appearance. She, turned this
way and that way, arched her eyebrows
and eraned her neck; and then, as If
perfectly satisfied with the scrutiny, she
said aloud, ‘“No, I am not handsome,
not even pretty, neither can I claim the
dist'metion of being decidedly homely.
I amn exceedingly plain, quite common-
place; no more, no less. Yes, Miss Ven-
eer was right. I am very commonplace,
a girl with one talent, and I don’t know
what to do with it. Now, if I possessed
Mirtam’s beauty or Illdora's genius—but
I don’t, I have not one redeeming trait;
but I do not consider it altogether
kind in Miss Venecer to discuss my blem-
ishes m such a heartless fashion.”

1t was not Miss Veneer’s ldle gossip
that opened poor Bethema’s eyes to her
own .defects, for from her earliest re-
collection she had been chafing agalnst
the providence that give to her sisters
glits that had been denled to herself. Her
one comfort had always been that she
would not be held responsible for what
she did not possess, but the conversation
which she had chanced to overhear con-
cerning the single talent which she did
possess, without know!ing how to devel-
op it, started a new train of thoughts
in her m!md. If she would not be held
aceountable for five or tem talents, she
realized now quite ,fully that she could
not bury even omne without being called
upon to answer for the use made of it.

‘“ There ie no use in coveting the gifts
of others,” she admitted, after a few
minutes’ quiet study. ‘I may just as
well make the best of my own, knowing
that to whom little s given, of them
little-will be required. As this is vaca-
tion, and there are no lessons to prepare,
I will have abundance of time to turn
over the new leaf and keep it down, for
I know there is a struggle before me.
I I am homely and commonplace, there
is no reason why I should not be neges-
sary to some one’s comfort or pleasure.
Though I cannot shine with the bright-
ness of my more favpured sisters, it is
plainly my duty to send my feeble rays
lnto dark places where the!r light fails
to penetrate,”

With this new determination she went
to work at once, arguing against her
own imeclination that it was alwayfs
best ‘to ‘“ strike while the iron was hot.”
The evening was close and warm, and
the kitchen where she began the reform
was far from being as pleasant as her
own cozy little room ; but the smiie that

lighted her mother’s face, when she of-:

tfered to take her place over the hot
gtove more than repaid her for the sac-
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tifice she had mniade. It was Eldora’s
week to wash the supper dishes, but as
that young lady was particularly an-
xjous to join in a game of croquet in
progress on the lawn, Bethena express-
ed a willingness to take her place, and
was rewarded with an affectionate 1it-
tle pat that sent the blood tingling
through her veins with far more force
than even the heat of the kitehen had
done.

When the tea-things were out of the
way and the kitchen im apple-pie or-
der, she went with the twins, Grace and
Gordon, for a walk, although she had
promised herself the twilight hour to
fin‘sh the interesting book awaliting
her upstalirs.

‘““ As commonplace looking as ever,
but oh dear! what a happy heart I do
carry to-night,” she mused, as she took
a farewell peep imto the little mirror be-
fore she crept into bed. “I am glad I
chanced to overhear Miss Veneer’s spite-
ful words, though they did sting at the
time. I meeded to be aroused, so a8 to'
look after the one talent I do possess.”

She awoke in the morning with the
monotonous drip, drip of the rain against
the window-pane. ‘ What a delightful
morning to sleep !” she exclaimed, turn-
ing over for another nap. But the next
minute she sprang out of bed and began
to dress. “ Mother needs the rest worse
than I do, and I am going to surprise
fier by having breakfast ready when she
gets up.”

Pausing only to read a verse In her
Bible and kneel a moment to ask strength
and direetion for the day, she ran nofise-
lessly down the stairs and half an hour
later, when her mother came wearily in-
to the kitchen to light the fire, she was
grevted with the aroma of boiling cof-
feec and frying steak.

*“What does this mean, Bethena ?”’ she
asked, glancing at the daintily laid table.

“ It means, mother dear, that both
you and I are to have a vacation,” re-
plied Bethena; and then noticing the

look of inquiry on her mother’s face, she

explained, I read an article on vaca-
tion the other day, and it recommended
in case an outing wag impossible a
change of occupation. As we cannot af-
ford a trip even into the country, I am
going to see if I cannot manage a change
in occupation—you from work to rest,
and I from rest to work.”

«“you are a dear, thoughtful child,”
said her mother, kissing her teanderly,
“put I cannot allow you to bear all the
burden. I do not count school duties
rest by any means.”

“ It is ditferent from house-work, at
any -rate,” insisted Bethena. . * Besides,
I wish to learn to bake and cook and
keep house, just as you do.”

“ Sensibly spoken,” said her father,
who just then made his appearance at
the dining-room door. ‘ When girls
get to take as much imterestin house-
work as in drumming on the plano, or
painting third-class pictures, it will be a
happy day for themselves as well as
worn-out mothers.” '

“q have no talent for anything bet-
ter or higher, even iféI had the ambition
to make honest efforts,” answered Beth-
ena, her voice a little husky.

“J am glad you haven’t, if you can
be reconciled to more prosy employ-
ment,” her father answered kindly.

During the week that followed, the:

commonplace girl found plenty of scope
for the developmrent of her one talent,
and she was surprised to find how much
real enjoyment she could get out of life
in her effort to forget self in living for
others.

‘“ Bethena’s sunshine factory seems to
be turning out some pretty fair wares,”
sald her blg brother Tom one day, after
an unsuccessful effort to provoke her to
a sharp retort, such a8 she was ac-
customed to indulge m in the old days.

“ Never mind,” excla!med Miriam im-
patiently, ‘“ she will get over this freak
in a very short time--as sQon as the nov-
elty of the experiment wears off. Her
heroic actions will eventually die a nat-
ural death.”

‘““We shall see,” said Tom, sullenly,
even if she does go bhack tothe old; way,
the brief vacation she has given us will
make us all better and happier for the
glimpse of sunshiny human nature she
has shown us.”

‘“I do not like these people who go
by fits and starts,” Miriam returned,
with a disdainful toss of her pretty head,
“I always feel somewhat sceptical con-
cerning their real motives.” -

‘“ Motives be hanged,” sneered Tom.
‘“It 18 the acting that reaches out and
touches such lives as mime. If Bethena
does me a kindness m a gracious way,
I am quite willing to accept it in the
spirit in which she appears to make it,
without troubling myself about the mo-
tive which may have prompted the kind-
ly deed.”

Miriam did not continue the contro-
versy farther, but a few days later,
wlen, through the generous withdraw-
al of her younger sister, she was permit-
ted to accept an imvitation for a fort-
night’s visit to the sea-side, which had
been given to them jo!mtly, she put her
arms around Bethena’s neck and kissed
her with as much tenderness as if she
were not in the least sceptical concern-
ing her motives.

‘“I am glad you did not leave us, Be-
thena, dear,” saild her father, after Mir-
iam had gome. ‘‘Perhaps you don't
know it, but Tom will do more to please
you than any other person in the world,
and I didn’t like the thought of losing
your influence over him even for a fort-
night, for the poor fellow s not going
right, you know, not gomg the way we
would like to see him walk.”

*“I did not know this, father, but now
that I know your wish, you may be sure
that I widl stand by Tom,” replied Be-
thena, with shiming eyes. And she did;
a fact which Tom fully appreciates, for
if it had not been for the self-sacrificing
of this commonplace sister, he is certain
he would not have made an effort to re-
gain the position he had lost. »

Though an outing for sueh a large
family, with limited means, was wholly
impracticable, Bethena’s plan for giving
her mother a rest while she served,
worked beautifully, and the serving gave
to herself such an insight into the art
of home-making and home-keeping as
she would not have obtained in years
by following the old method of helping,
a little here and a little there, always
subject to her own pleasure or conveni-
ence.

Besides the home enterta!nments and
amusements, which Bethena managed in
such a quiet way as not to excite sus-
picion that they were managed at all,
there were sundry little trips into the
country and moomlight salls on the lake,
in whieh the whole family joined, and
through which the members of the house-
hold not only became better acquainted
with each other, but also learned to
give expression of their love to one an-
other, a custom that had not prevailed
among them heretcfore as it should have
done.

Though Bethena’s kindly ministries
have not transformed her plaln face in-
to one of marvellous beauty, or devel-
oped, by some mysterious process, her
one talent into ten, they have made for
her a name and a place in the home
and among her young assoclates, better
a thousand-fold than all the emoluments

which beauty and genius could eonfer.

She is only a commonplace girl yet,
but she fits into the ¢ommom places of
life with so much tact and sweetness, as
to create a demand for other common-
Place girls to fill like positigus in simi<
lar homes all over the land.—Belle V. Chis-
holm, in United Presbyterian.

A stranger, on being introduced, said:
‘““Iteel as if I had known you for years.
I have been s0 much with your friend 8.,
and he has spoken of you so often and
so kindly.” Then my friend S. has been
true to me. Have I been as true to my
best Friend? Are there those who feel
that they know my Saviour because they
have seen and heard so much of Him in
my life and conversation? My friend
puts me to shame. He has done for me
more than I have done for Christ.

;é)é'r 3éth, 1803.
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GIVE THE POOR MAN A CHANCE.

My son, the poor man takes all the
chances without walting to have one
given him. If you give him any more
chances than he takes he will soon own
everything and run the Texas man out
of the couatry. The fact is, we must
curtail the poor man’s chances a little.
We must sit down on him and hold him
down, and give the rich man a chance.
The poor man has had his own way too
long. He has crowded the rich out.
But for the poor man, the world wauld
have cast anchor six thousand years
ago, and be covered with moss and li-
chens to-day, like a United States man-
of-war. Edgar Allen Poe was the son
of a strolling player; George FPeabody
was a boy in a small grocery ; Benjamin
Franklin, the printer, was the son of a
tallow chandler; John Adams was the
son of a poor farmer; Gifford, the first

editor of the Quarterly Reviéw, was a’

Ben Jonson, rare Ben
Jomson, was a brick-layer; the father
of Shakespeare couldn’t spell and
couldn't write his own name; neither
can you; even his lllustrious son couldn’t
spell it twice alike; Robert Burns was
a child of poverty, the eldest son of
scven chlidren, the family of a poow
bankrupt ; John Milton was the son of a
scrivener ; Andrew Jackson was the son
of a poor Irishman; Andrew Johnsop
was a tallor ; Garfleld was a boy of all
work, too poor to even have a trade;
Grant was a tanner ; Lincoln was a keel-
boatman and common farm hand; and
the Prince of Wales {s the son of a queen.
It i& his misfortune, not his fault; he
couldn’t help it, and he can’t help it now.
But you see, my dear boy, that’s all
there 18 of him, he’s just the Pnince of
Wales, and he’s only that because he
can’t help it.
you weren't born a prince; be glad that
you did not strike twelve the first time.
If there’s a patch on your knee and your
elbows are glossy, there ls some hope
for you, but never again let me hear you
say that the poor man has no chance
True, a poor lawyer, a poor. doctor, a
poor printer, a poor workingman of any
kind, has no chance ; he deserves to have
none, but the poor man mongpolizes all
the chances there are.—Robert J. Bur-
dette.

common salior ;

SHEAVES OF LOVE.

Dr. George Shrady, .the great.physi-
cian left his rich patients and went on a
vacation in the mountains for absolute
rest. He left orders that he should be
called on no account; he would answer
no call asa physician. While resting In
the hammock at the country house 2
little barefoot, ragged urchin came up to
where he was lying, accompanied by a
grandmother. The little tellow looked
wistfully up at the great physician, while
the grandmother expialned: “I could qot
keep him away, doctor. He heard that
you were here; that you were the great-
est. doctor In the world. He sald that
you could cure him and make him like
the other boys. I told him he had no
money and he could not come; that you
would nQt be bothered with him. He
said he knew you would cure him,
he could come. So here he is, sir.”

The doctor, moved by his simple faith,
by his helplessness, by his poverty and
rags, hastened to preseribe for him. He
gave him two weeks of personzil atten-

tion, and at the end of that time, he

was romping in the fields, strong and
well. with the other boys. Thanksgiving
day the doctor received by express a rude
box, and when opened, found in it a large
turkey, on ome leg of which was tied &
card on whidh was scrawled : “Dear Do¢-
tor—Here is a big, fat turkey for you-
It’s the best I could send, but I knoW
he’s young and tender, for I raised him
from the egg myself.” Signed by the
boy’s name. The doctor treasures this
gt above all the glfts from millionalress

above all the treasures of money ever ré:
celved. Life does not conslst in  the
abundance of things which a man ma¥
possess. .

and

Be thankful, my son, that



