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186 ' THE MARITIME

PRESBYTERTAN.

had enough to eatand drink and to dress re-
spectably, though this last bad not been ac-
complished without much thought and care
on her part, and various pinchings kinown
only to herself.

Self deunial had seemed to be the keynote of
her life the past year ; her sky had been rath-
er g-ay than suony ; her aumsphere rather
chiil than warm. Not that she.made any
moan over herself-denials snd deprivations.
It was all done caeerfully, and no une was the
wiger for it but herself. ~ Still,in thinking of
this thank-offering mceting, shehad wondered
justa little for what speeial reas  n she should
bring her small gift. She could bardly help
contrasting her condition now with the lux.
ury by which she bad been surrounded a few
vears ago before hLier husband had lost bis
property inan unfortunate speculation. She
wondered a little Jully if the conditions
would be fulfilled if sheshould bring bher of-
ferinz out of a general fecling of gratitude
that things werg no worse with them than
they were.

Both she and ner husband were systematic
givers out of their penury, as they had cnce
been out of their stundance; so this extra
gift, smallas it was, was at the priceof a
Jarge self-denial. It would represent her
shabby bonnet worn through another winter,
without the refurbishing she had hoped to
giveit, whenit had seemed almost too bad
to last out the previous season. Still she
was warmly interested in mission work. and
gaveit gladly, only wishing that it was more,

The secretary read on, wiile she sat half-
listening, half-thinking. S.cn her attention
was arrcated by the reading of this

“For the many pleasaut little things that
have fallen to iny share this year, 82.”

Qther notes were read; remarks were
made ; the mecting «losed, and Mrs, Stan-
ton went thonghtfu'ly home, the words,
“For the pleasant little thines” ringing in
her cars.  She wondered if she had always
taken note of her own pleasant sma!t things
as they came to her,  She feared not. Look-
ing back in the light of tkis thought she
could recall numberless little acts of kind-
uess from otherz to herseli that had sweet-
ened her life, and for which, theugh she had
been grateful to the givers, she searcely re-
membered to have raiserd her hoave to Heav-
ne ingratitude.  She resolved "5 e on the
look out hereafter.

Even as she meditated the Lell rang, aud
going to the door there stood little Elly
Hale with a bunch of roses in her hand.

“Aunt Elly sent mamma a bhig box of
roses to-day—so many she can't use them
all—and will you pease take these?” said
the little messenger, the child of a wealthy

peighLour and a sister in the Church, and
ove whose thoughtful kindnesses were noth-
ing new in the houschold.

Mrs, Stanton kissed the little maiden, and
sent her home with thanks. Then she buried
her face in the flowers with childish delight.
She loved heautiful things, and often had to
talie herself to task for her vain longings for
them. But now there wasa feeling almost
of awe mingled with her pleasurc as she re-
riembered again the ““little things,” and how
sonn her thonght had heen responded to.
She finished her pneparations for supper with
a light step, pausine often to lock at the
flowers and inhaie their fragrance as she
passed  them. They brought a glow
to her heart whichh was reflected in her tace,
ard which her husband and chiidren caught
as they sat down to supper.

Before she went to bed that night she in-
scribed an envelopo : ““Thank Offering for
Pleasant Little things,” and dropped a nick-
¢l in it for the handful of roses.

The next afternoon as she sat mending
Willie’s jacket, Mrs. Dodd came in with the
ZForum in her hand.

“Here is an article,” she said, “‘that I
thought you might be interested in, so I
brought it over ts read with you.”

The article was rexd and discussed.  Both
women received sone new ideas, some in-
spirations to better living, and parted feeling
heartened and uplifted by the pleasant hour.
That night another nickel bore the first one
company.

“Did you know,” said Mr. Stanton. one
evening, “that Mrs. Floyd slipped on the icy
side-walk this afternoon and broke her
ankle. ¥7

“*No ¢ Is it possible 2

““It isa bad injury,and the doctor says she
will he confined to the house for months.”

““How dreadful ! \What if it had been I?
I was ont this afternoon too, but I did not
slip and break my bones, Ought I not to be
thankful 2”

So thankful thata twenty-five cent piece
in the envelope that pight put the nickels
quite out of countenance.

Chic next day she went down town to get
a much-needed cloak for May. She had
priced cloaks a few daysbefore, and the very
chieapest she could find that wovld be at alt
serviceable was 812, Tt was a large sum to
take from their slender incoms, yet this was
one of the ‘““mnust haves,” or May would be
obliged to leave school.  \When she arrived
atihe stere she found that this particular
line of cleaks had been marked down that,
very morning to $I0, which ske joyfully paid
and that night deposited a coin in the enve-
lope.

A day or two later littiec Elly Hale



