
'
The very time to be helpful and pleasant is when otherpeople are cross. Sure enough,' thought she, ' that would be thet»me when it would do the most good. Iremember when Iwassick last year Iwas so nervous that if anybody spoke to me Icould hardly help being cross; and mother never got angry or

out of patience, but was just as gentle with me! Iought topay it back now, and Iwill !'
And she sprang up from the grass where she had thrownherself, and turned a face full of cheerful resolution towardthe room where her mother sat tending a fretful teething baby_ Maggie brought out the pretty ivory balls-, and began iojingle them for the little one.
He stopped fretting, and a smile dimpled the corners of \>Ulips.
'Couldn't Itake him out to ride in his carriage, mother?'she asked.

'
It's such a nice morning.''

Ishould be glad if you would,1said her mother.The little coat, and hat were brought, and the baby was
6oon ready for his ride.

'I'll keep him as long as he is good,' said Maggie; 'andyou must lie on the sofa and get a nap while Iam gone. Youare looking dreadfully tired.'
What a happy heart beat in Maggie's bosom as she trundledthe little carriage up and down the walk. She had done realgood She had given back a little of the help and forbearancethat had so often been bestowed upon her. She had made hermother happier, and given her time to rest.
She resolved to remember and act on her aunt's good wordsThe very time to be helpful and pleasant is when everybody istired and cross.'

MAKING LIGHT OF THINGS

Somehow I cannot feel very friendly and cordial towardMiss Bam,' said one girl to another. '
She does not ring truealthough Icannot tell just what the trouble is. Do you everfeel much like that when you talk with her?' ■

'

The other girl laughed before she answered:
'

Yes Ido andIhadoften wonderedif anyone else felt so. ButIthink Iknowwhat lies at the root of the trouble. She is not the real MissBain at all, but only an imitation.''
What do you mean?' was the astonished question, whilevisions of an impostor masquerading under the name of a-»absent girl floated through her mind.

Again her friend laughed. 'Oh, not that she is not theactual individual, but that she tries to be different from whatshe really is. Did you ever notice that she simpers almostexactly like that silly Miss Bee, and tosses her head like JennieWilliams, and says,
"

Really, how funny!" just like Sue Brownand lots of other things like other people? When she first camehere she was a quiet, pleasant little person with a cheerful laughand a. rather old-fashioned but attractive way of saying thingsIsuppose she thought she had better try to be up to date—you know, she came here from a little country village Butshe has spoiled her own individuality and gained nothing bytrying to adopt thaNof.others. It does not fit here, and if shecould see how much nicer she was when she was the real MissBain and not a patchwork of half a dozen girls, she wouldsurely
change back as quickly as ever she could. Don'tyou think so?'"

WHAT A HALFPENNY DID

There are things which it were well if we could all makelight of them. There are-those petty, carping words of criticismwhich are continually flying through the air, which, like a snap-
ping, snarling cur at our heels, area source of much annoyance.Why should we permit our sun to be darkened by the unwar-rantable criticisms of those who lack the elements of the truegentleman or gentlewoman? 'Think, sir,' said Samuel Johnsonto a worrying friend, 'how infinitely little that will seem a twelve-month hence

'
And the Christian may well extend the Visionfarther: Think, sir, how infinitely little our "light afflictionwhich is but for a moment," will appear in the light of

"
theeternal weight of glory.'

"
There -is a light-heartedness which

js,perfectly consistent, with true Christian thinking and living

An office-boy in Sydney owed one of "the clerks three half-pence. > r , -
■>

The clerk owed the casliier a penny. ' .' :
The cashier owed the boy a panhy.

~~
, ■
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WATCH THE CORNERS

In the words of another, 'Ido not wish you to be dull. Iwantyour sky to be as bright as heaven. But as you have a life tohve, and as you have a death to die, do not make -light ofthe great things of the soul. Do not make light of duty. Donot make light of purity. Do -
not make light of sin. Do

not makevlight of now.. Above all, in all, through all; do notmake light ofChrist. For to be Christ's is manhood, power,victory. And to make light of Christ is death.'

AN ORDEAL
One day a very voluble lady took her daughter, who was ill,

to see Abernethy. 'Which of you two wants to consult me?'sa,d Abernethy.. 'My daughter,' replied the older woman.Abernethy then put a question to the girl. Before she had achance to reply her mother began a long story. Abernethy toldher to be quiet, and repeated his question to the girl. A secondtime the womanbegan a story, and a second time he told her tobe quiet. Then she interrupted him a third time.
' '

Put yourtongue out,' he said to the mother.
'
But there's nothing .?„*

matter with me,' she exclaimed. 'Never mind; put out yourtongue,' he commander!. Thoroughly overawed, the womnnobeyed.
'Now, keep it out,' said Abernethy, and he proceeds]

to exumine iho girl.

When you wake up in the morning of a chill and cheerless day
And feel inclined to grumble, pout or frown,

Just glance into your mirror and y_ou will quickly see.It's just because the corners of your mouth turn down.
Then take this simple rhyme,
Remember it in time,

It's always dreary weather in countryside or townWhen you wake and find the corners of your mouth turned
down.

If you wake up in the morning full of bright and happy thoughts
And begin to count the blessings in your cup,

Then glance into your mirror and"you will quickly sec
It's all because the corners of your mouth turn up.

Then take this simple rhyme,
Remember all the time,

There's joy a-plenty in this world to fill life's cup
If you'll only keep the corners of your mouth turned up.—

Exchange.
THE ONLY HONEST MANMADE MOTHER HAPPIER

Mr. Horace Goldin, the great illusionist, relates the follow-
ing :— 'Iwas in New York when Isaw a crowd standing rounda street fakir. A couple of young fellows were among the ring,and Itook the watch off one of them, yanked the chain, andbegan to edge out of the crowd. The owner of the watchspotted me, and at once gave me in charge of a policeman-
and as Iwas prepared for all this Ienjoyed the walk to thepolice stat.on. Iwas there searched thoroughly, but no watchwas found other than my own. The young man, however, wasmost sure he saw me take his watch, and he insisted that 5tmust be on my person, as Ihad not had time id get rid ofit. "Why should these men who accuse me take things offthe policeman?" Isaid; and then asked, " Where is your badgeofficer ?" The policeman looked— it was gone. "I saw thisman, who accuses me, has taken it," and on being searched thebadge was found on him all right. Isuggested that the twoyoung men should be searched for the watch. They were butno watch was found. "

Search yourself," Ithen remarked tothe policeman. He did-the watch was in one of the insidepockets of his coat. "There," Iexclaimed; "you see, Iamthe only honest man of the lot."'

REAL OR IMITATION

Her aunt was busy ironing, but she looked up and answeredMaggie:

'Mother's cross!' said Maggie, coming out into the kitchenwith a pout on her lips.

1Then it is the very time for you to be pleasant and helpful.Mother was awake a good deal in the night, with the poor
baby.'

Maggie made no reply. She put on her hat and walked offinto the garden. But a new idea went with her.
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