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Corry’s Bright llemories

Torry stood looking from the big south
window. There was a happy smile on her
face, and her eyes were fairly sparkling.
She looked so very merry that a young
girl passing by stopped, waved, and then
came up the steps.

‘8o you've come back to the old round

- again, have you, Corry?’ asked this young
girl as she sat down.

Corry looked puezled.
she said.

“Yes, the country, I mean. Come back
to the work, and’—with a quick little ges-
ture—‘everywhere! Everywhere tiresome,
you know!

‘Tiresome? Why, I think it’s all splen-
did, AmyV

Amy’s eyes opened wide. ‘Corry Bliss,
how can you be satisfied to come back to
this mite of a place after visiting in the
city, going to fine lectures and concerts,
and having such a beautiful time? I’'m
almost sorry I went last winter. I have
been unhappy ever since. There is no-
thing to do here, no pleasure to be had—
just nothing! ¥Yes, I'm sorry I ever went.’

“Why, I should be too, if it left me feel-
ing that way,’ said Corry, ‘but you know
I have never been so happy as since I re-
turned.’

‘But didn’t you like it in the city? ask-
ed Amy incredulously.

«Of course I liked it. That is why I am
so happy now. Why, even if T lived to
be ninety, Aunt Nan says, I would never
get tired telling of the pleasant months I
spent there. Of course it is true that one
cannot hear fine lectures and have a8
many opportunities in the country as in
the city, but the remembrance of w/hat X
have seen and heard will always make life
sweeter to me. I saw all I could when &
was away, because I thought I would have
more pleasant memories to take home and
share with those who could not go.’

‘But I think that séeing such things on-
ly makes one more dissatisfied,’ said Amy
slowly.

Corry shook her head. ‘It hasn’t made
me so, anyway,’ she answered, ‘I shall
never be sorry I went. As Aunt Nan said
once: ‘“Any good and true experience is
never lost. If you have a chance to see
a fine painting, go and see it. Even though
your work is very humble in life, the
thought of what you have seen will make
that work pleasanter; and I think the rea-
son Aunt Nan said that was because when
ghe lived in the city she one day met her
laundress in the art gallery. ‘Do you like
pictures, Mrs. Higgins?” she asked, “Oh,
ma’am,” said Mrs. Higgins happily, “on-
ly the thought of them makes my ironing
100k so nice. I always think of that land-
geape one when I do your fine lawn, an’
that’s the reason it’s so smooth.”  She
gaid it so earnestly that Aunt Nan said she
pould scarcely keep the tears back, hear-
ing her. That poor woman couldn’t go to
the gallery every day, but the happy mem-
orles of what she had seen made her work
pleasant.’ ?

Amy’s eyes were as bright as Corry’s at
the end of this little speech.

‘Why,—~I—I— she stammered, ‘I never
thought of making use of anything I had
seen. I have only regretted! But after
all it is good, yes, it is, Corry, to think
that I have had so pleasant a visit.’

Neither of the girls referred to the sub-

‘The old round?’

ject again, but as the days passed, the
petulant look left Amy’s face.
grew to be the custom with her, as with
Corry, to tell others of the good times she
had had; not telling of them with regret,
but with a joyful ring in her veice which

said as plainly as words: ‘I will find joy

in the remembrance of those times, mot
regret in the present. I shall do my work
better for having seen some of the good
and beautiful things in this world. And
truly the good and beautiful reflected
themselves in her and made gladness and
contentment shine in her young face.—The
‘Canadian Churchman.’

——

Manda Jane.

None of us liked ’Manda Jane; we all
caid so the first day she came to school.
Her dress was sort of old-fashioned, and
too long for her; but it wasn’t just how she
looked that was the matter. I guess we
thought there were enough of us without
her, and we didn’t want any more. You
see, there were nine of us girls who
brought our dinners—just enough for the
three playhouses out under the trees, and
besides, we all knew each other, and it’s
so much trouble to get acquainted with
strangers.

‘Well, we don’t need to have her,” said
Delia Kelly. ‘We didn’t ask her to come
to our school, and we can go on just the
same’s if she wasn’t here.’

So when noontime came, and the teach-
er and the other children went home, we
hurried off and left ’Manda Jane to her-
self. She looked up as if she expected
we’d ask her to come too; but we didn’t,
and after a few minutes she sat down on
the steps and opened her basket. She sat
there nearly all noontime, and we couldn’t
help seeing her while we played. Little
Kitty—she’s always so tender-hearted—
wanted to ask her to come.

“Whose playhouse can she have part of,
then?’ asked Maria. ‘There are only three
places, and it’ll make one of ’em all
crowded up to have four girls in it.

Well, none of us wanted her, and Kitty
couldn’t do anything without the rest of
us, though she looked sorry. That’s the
’way it went for four or five days. We
found 'Manda Jane knew as much about
her lessons as any of us, though her
dresses were too long, and the other chil-
dren liked her in games at recess; but we
girls wouldn’t pay her any attention. Our
schoolhouse is in the country, in a mnice
woody place, and so we thought ‘Manda
Jane was going to look for wild flowers
when she didn’t stop on the steps, one
day, but walked right past where we were,
farther in the grove. By and by, we saw
her moving about, as busy as she could

be, as if she was making a playhouse all’

by herself.

‘I think that would be awfully lone-
some,’ said Kitty, and I think we all felt
a little sorry and sort of mean, only we
wouldn’t say so.

The next day ’Manda Jane hurried off
just the same way, and the day after that,
too, and we could see her flying about and
fixing something. We pretended we didn’t
care what it was, but really we could hard-
1y play at all for watching her. But the
next noon, when we were getting ready to
go for our baskets, she stopped us.

“There’s a new store started down mnear
where you folks keep house,’ she said, ‘and
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if you want tea, sugar, soap, or—or any-
thing, the woman that keeps it’ll give
good measure and sell cheap.’

‘Store?’ we all said at once.

She was leaning against the teacher’s
table, her eyes all twinkly and laughing,
and she looked almost pretty—ever so0
much prettier than Maria, who jumped up-
on the table beside her.

“Yes; I've started a store,” she said, ‘and
I should think you housekeepers would
need to buy lots of things.’

We began to crowd round her, but she
wouldn’t tell us much, only to ‘come and
see,” and didn’t wait to have her ask us
twice, She had fixed up the prettiest
place with moss and green branches! There
was a nice, smooth stump for a counter,
and scales made of strings of birch bark;
there was white sand for sugar, and peb-
bles for coffee, and she had made cunning
little paper bags to put things in. Oh,
it was such fun! We bought and bought,
and she gave us some real gingerbread—
such good gingerbread that her grandmo-
ther made—because she said storekeépers
gave things when they had an ‘opening.’
‘We forgot all about not wanting her, and
almost forgot to play keep house at all,
because we were all the time running to
the store. She had so muth custom that
she said ome of us might be clerk, but
everybody spoke for the place, and so we
had to take turns. It was the very nic-
est noontime we’d had, and nobody ever
thought of leaving ’Manda Jane out after
that; we couldn’t do without her.

‘How did you ever come to think of any-
thing like that?’ Delia asked her one day.

‘Grandma made me think of it,” she said.
“You see, I felt a little bit lonesome, and
I thought’—her face grew red and sober,
and she stopped a minute, then she said
the words right out—‘I thought you girls
didn’t like me, and wouldn’t ever bhe
friends, and I told grandma there wasn’t
any place for me. ‘Make a place, then,”?
she said. ‘“All the world wants the ones
that are willing to make themselves want-
ed.”” 8o then I stopped thinking how you
ought to make it pleasanter for me, and
began to plan how I could make things
nicer for you.—Kate Hamilton, in ‘Sab-
bath-school Visitor,’ . ;

How to Retain Employment.

Be prompt in your attendance to busi-
ness hours.

Try to see how much you can do and
how well you can do it, regardless of your
wages.

Be courteous to everyone at all times.

Keep yourself posted up to date in your
business. Knowledge is power. :

Tend strictly to business during busi-
ness hours. 2

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send eight mew subscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger’ for remainder of
1903 at ten cents each, or four new sub-
scriptions at thirty cents each for one
year, and receive a nice Bagster Bible
bound in black pebbled cloth with 'reé
edges, suitable for Sabbath or Day School.
Postage extra for Montreal and suburbs or
foreign countries, except United States and
its dependencies; also Great Britain and
Ireland, Transvaal, Bermuda, Barbadoes,
British Honduras, Ceylon, Gambia, Sara-
wak, Bahama Islands and Zauzibar. No
extra charge for postage in the countries
named.




