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THE BEST YHAT I CAN,

“I eannot do wuch,” said a little star;
“Teo make the dark world bright,

My silvery beans cannot struggle far
Through the folding gloom at night;

But I'm only a part of God's great plan,
And I’ll cheerfully do the best that I can.”

“What is the use,” said a fleecy cloud,
“Of these few drops that I hold?

They will bardly bend the lily proud
Though caught in her cup of gold;

Yetl am a part of God’s great plan,
So my treasure I’llgive as well as I can.”

A child went merrily forth to play,

But a thought, like a silvery thread,
Kept winding in and out all day

Through the happy golden head;
Mother said, “Darling, doali you ean

For you are a part of God's great plan.”

She knew no more than the glaneing star,
Nor the cloud with its chalice-full,
How, why and for what all strange things
were;
S8he was only a ch1ld at school,
But she thought, *It is part of God's great
plan .
That even I should do all that I can.”

She helped a younger child along
When the road was rough to the feet, .

And she sang from her heart a iittle song
That we all thought passing sweet;

And her father, a weary toil-worn man,
Said, “I will do likewlse the bestthat Lcan.”

Our best! Ah, children, the best of us
Must hide our faces away
When the Lord of the vineyard comes to look
At our task at the close of the day,
But for strength from above ('tis the Mas-
ter's plan)
We'll pray and we'll alldo the best we can.

MER ANOKRYMOTS.

PRESENT.

One afternoon, towards the end of
September, the clocks in the City of
London struck four, and the daily
routine of business in the house of Pun-
kin Brothers came to a close. These
events were not peculiar to that particu-
lar day, buta story must have a begin-
ning. The numerous clerks closed their
ledgers, and stowed away their papers
with far greater alacrity than they had
ghewn in bringing them out some six or
seven hours before; and as they put on
their overcoats, hats and gloves, they
began to chat with each other. One
had got an order for the theatre for two,
and asked another to have a chop with
him somewhere, and then go thither;
others were members of Volunteer
Corps, and were ina hurry to get on
their disguises, and g» and be half-right
turned somewhere. All had some per-
sonal object, pertaining to love, war,
pleasure, or dinner, in view; in short,
the striking of the clock had a magic
power, and turned them from mechani-
cal cogs into men.

One young man went up to the head
of a department, and from him received
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papers, which he put into the breast-
pocket of his codt, and then walzed off
without speaking to his fellow clerks,
beyond bidding good-afternoon to one
or another, and assenting once or twice
to the fact of the weather being fine.

““A mean beggar, that Mag!eaun,” said
Jones, as he arranged the flower in his
button-hole.

‘‘Ay,"” replied Brown. ‘““He dines for

a shilling.”

‘“*And inks the rim of his hat."

‘‘Perhaps he is poor,’”’ suggested the
charitable Robinson,

“Poor!”? cried Jones. ‘““Who isn’t?
Millionaires are not commonly found on
clerks’ stools, He has a salary, and he
is not married; and yet he stin‘s, and
never goes any where, or does anything.’

“Perhaps he hasa vice,” suggested
Robinson, who always fought the battle
of the absent.

‘“Ah! he may have certainly,’ replied
Jones the Just.

““‘But it isn’t only his meanness,' said
Brown, who had made overtures to
Mapleson, which had been met with
more politeness than cordiality; ‘‘he is
so coufoundedly stuck up. Now, of all
pride, I hate a mean pride.”

The unconscious subject of all this dis-
aragement walked down Cheapside to
aint Paul’s Churchyard, where he stop-

ped before a bonnet-shop.

“Still there,”” he muttered; ‘‘that is,
lucky. How well it will become her!”

He entered, bought the bonnet which
had taken his fancy, and with the little
cardboard box in his hand, started off
in the direction of Islington. In vain
did Hansom ecabbies raise their whips
and omnibus eads ery: ** "Ton! '"Ton!”
He walked every step of the way home

Home was a parlor on the ground
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floor—a bright and cheerful parlor, the

though not costly, were in perfect taste.
There were flowers; there was a piano,
open; music and books lay about in a
comfortable, but not untidy way. Home
was a girl of nineteen, who welcomed
him with a smile, called him Harry,and
went into ecstusies over the bonnet.
Home presently was tea, tea treated as a
meal, not the meaningless supplement
late diners understand by the term

““What do you think, Harry!” ex-
claimed the young lady in the course of
the meal. |

“Think?"” replied Harry Mapleson,
with his mouth full; “why, I think that
if there were many men of fortune who
Enew that I had a sister who could
make such anchovy toast as this, they
would soon carry her off from me.”

“Young men of fortune do not marr
their cooks; the new bonnet is mue
more likely to rid you of me. But what
I was going to say was, we have got a
goosge,”’ |

“It isn't you, pussy, and it is not
me,"” quoted the brother, turning to the
cat.

‘‘Oh, what grammar!”

“The verb ‘to get’ takes an accusative,
Susan. But about the goose. How did
you steal it?”’ e

““ Nohow ; it came, logether with its
giblets, and half-a-dozen sherry.”

“What! Mr. Anonymous again?”’

‘“Yes.”

‘““He is very good,” said Harry, a seri-
ous expression coming over his face,
““‘But there is one thing that Idowish he
wngld send—his name. I hate myste-
ry.

‘““ But you like goose,” added his sis-

ter.
“Well, yes; frankly, I do—sherr
likewise. He says that he is an old

friend of our parents; but if he is
ashamed to acknowledge us now, I had
sooner be without his charity. Howev-
er, it is ungracious to say so; and after
swallowing a twenty-pound note, it
would be absurd to strain at a goose and
gibleta. We will eat the bird on the

ay set apart for that purpose by the
ch urgjh. Shall we invite our fellow-lod-
ger:

““Mr. Nicholson? Oh, certainly*”’

When the tea-things were cleared
away and the lamp lit, Susan Mapleson
seb to work upon her brother's buttons
and socks, and while she sewed and
darned, he read a novel aloud to her;
equitable division of labor!

Just as he had finished a chapter, the
hall-door closed, and observing that Mr.
Nicholson had come in and that it
would be a good plan to give him his
invitation at once, Harry Mapleson
rose and went out, returning presentl.,
followed by the fellow-lodger, an elder-
ly man with a slight stoop, who placed
Lis hat and umbrella on a chair, and
came forward to greet Susan, who tooz
Eﬁ' her thimble to shake hands with

im,

‘‘Have you been to the British Muse-
um to-day?’’ she asked.,

““Yes, my dear; yes, as usual;
leech a
books.’

‘“‘A leech? No; a bee.”

‘““Well, that is perhaps a prettier way
of putting it, and more complimentary
both to myself and the venerable au-
thors I draw from; they are flowery
enough sometimes too, But the bee
skips from bud to blossom in a gay co-
quettish manner, which would never
draw the honey out of a blackletter vol-
ume, let alone a medizeval manuscript.
1 fear that leech is more literal.”

“But then, what term would you have
left to apply to the publishers?" asked

Arry.

‘‘Nay, nay,” said the old man; “I can-
not complain. They pay me very well ;
there is not much competition in my
musty line.”

A tyro in phis omy might have

ronounced Mr. Nicholson to be intel-

ectual and benevolent, but it would
have taken an adept in the art to deci-
pher the expression which habitually
spread over his features. There was a
weary, hopeless, hunted look, which
told of great suffering, either mental
or physical—probably the former, for
the deep lines sbout his mouth
and eyes were of that character
which is worn by sustained ratter than
spasmodic action of the musecles. He
was a man with a terrible secret sorrow.,
I do not say that you would have
gathered all this on the present ocea-
sion, for when he was in the society of
the Maplesons he was a different being.
He was a lonely man; most workers
have two lives, a
natural one, but until quite lately he
had been a student and nothing else;
studying for his livelihood, studying for
companionship, even at meal-times;
studying to find an opiate. But since
he had formed an uaintanceship

Iam a
Pplied by the publishers to old

ornaments and furniture of which,lwhich soon ripened into friendship

professional and a |

iAm I correct?'
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with the young brother and sister, life
had aequired a new interest for him,
and that little parlor was an ark on the
salt waste of his existence.

He promised to dine with them on

| not doing more. You may have snbstan-

Michaelmas day; and then Susan gave

him his greatest treat—some of Mendel- | unwisely invested; or he may have a

ssohn’s musie. He would sit and listen
till ths water came into his eyes; and
this was not such a wvery curious,
phenomenon, for though the girl was

not any very brilliant Herfurmer, treat-
ing her instrument like a musical
trapeze, and going through all sorts of
wonderful gymuastic feats upon it, she
played with rare feeling and expression,
sending the notes into the heart as it
were. At half-past ten the party broke
up. Harry Mapleson considered that
as his sister rose early to look after do-
mestic matters, and get his breakfast for
him (for even a very small establish-
ment requires considerable attention
when yeu have only got the third part
of a servant to_‘‘do’’ for you), she ought
to be early at the other end of the day
too; so he invariably yawned and went
up to his room at the top of the house
before eleven. But when he got there,
he made no preparations for going to
bed, but Eut writing materials out on a
table, and drawing from his poeket the
papers which he had received from one
of the heads of departments before leav-
ing the office, he sat down to work, It
was three o'clock before his task was
accomplished.

‘*A slice of luck this,”” he said to him-
self on turning in at last; *‘just as I was
wondering how 1 should meet those
payments [ had overlooked without cut-
ting off some little expense,which would

Y | show Susan that 1 am hard up, I get

this extra job of work which will set
me straight. What a manager that girl
is! I am afraid she stints herself in

dress and that, though, which must not |

be; it shall not be, mother, if I can help
it” And thinking of her who was
gone, he fell asleep.

Susan’s bedroom communicated with
the parlor, and when her brother and
Mr. Nicholson went up stairs,she passed
into it, returning again soon with a
quantity of millinery materials, from
which she proceeded to concoctone of
those articles of feminine adornment
which fathers and husbands pay so
highly for.

“Poor old Harry!”’ her thoughts ran
as her nimble fiugers worked, ‘‘He
thinks that I do not see that his salary
is too little for our expenses, and I durst
not remonstrate with him when he
wastes his moneyupon things I really
do not want; it would disappoint him
so! How fortunate itis that 1 have got
this knack of making things; which
secures me employment at my own
home! How little he thinks that I so
often follow him into London, carrying
my work to the shop when it is com-

leted! The ordinary seamstress’'s work

tried at first was not worth while, but
they pay well for this. I wish Harry
would spend a little upon himself; I
durst not give him a new coat or bat in
return for his mantillas and bonnets.
The idea of his gelting me that; how
surprised he would be to learn that I
made it.

The air of Harrow-on-the-Hill must
be peculiarly brazing, if the proverbial
sentiment about the bird of St, Michael,
attributed to the boys educated there,
be founded on anything like praectical
experience. The goose, they say, is an
awkward dainty, being toomuch for one,
and not enough for two. I know that
if I had two sons who *“‘asked for more”
after finishing a goose at a sitting, I
should write to the Zimes. It is true
that there are geese and geese, and the
specimen sent to the Maplesons may
have been exceptionally fine; but though
they had gone into training, as it were,
by diningatsix instead of at one, and
though they had the fellow-lodger to
help them, they left pickings; and if
some Harrovian curls the lip of scorn, I
cannot help it; truth is my hobby.

When they Lad got their first glasses
of sherry after the meal, Harry said;
“We must drink the health of Mr,
Anonymous, please.”

“Mr. Anonymous,” repeated Susan
sipping.

“Mr. Anonymous,” echoed Mr.
Nicholson, who drank, and then added,
‘““Some relative?”

‘I don’t know,” replied Harry, “He
is a deed, or rather a succession of
deeds, without a name. He sent us the
goose; he sent us this sherry; he has
made us more valuable presents. Do
you think I ought to receive benefits
without knowing from whom they
come?”’

“Certainly,”said the fellow-lodger. “'I
think you have told me that in one of
his first letters this unknown professed
himself a friendof your—your mother’s.
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“Yes. But why such mystery?”’ |
““‘Oh, taere are several probable
reasons for that; he may be ashamed of

tial ¢claims upon him as a trustee of those
funds which I think you said had been

morbid dislike to being thanked.”

“'It is strange anyhow,” said Harry,
“that our mysterious benefactor should
not have come forward to assist us when
we most needed it."”

“When you lost your mother?”

“YE’E-”I

““‘Perhaps,"said Susan, ““he was not in
Enpgland then, and knew nothing about
what had happened.”’

““That is very likely,?’ said Mr. Nichol-
son, “‘especially as you were supposed
to be well provided for. Have vou not
said so?”

“Yes,” replied Harry; ‘‘our poor
mother’s little property was ina bank
which broke; but,thank God! she did not
know what bappened. She died in the
belief that her children were beyond
the reach of sordid cares.”

*It was abouttwo years ago, I think
you have said?”’

“*Yes, two years last August. I was
at college when summoned away to her
bedside, for ber illness was sudden and
short. And just as we were recovering
a little from the shock, ruin came. If 1
had been alone in the world I think
that I should have enlisted or emigra-
ted, for I felt very desperate; but fortu-
nately I had SBusan to look after, and
that steadied me., Well, we must not
c¢complain, I was fortunate to get my.
clerkship, and we managed to save that
piano, and a few things which werc
sacred in our eyes, from the wreck.”

““It was a sad biuw, and the cares of
life haye fallen upon you early, my |
young friends,”'said Mr. Nicholson,**bhut
pardon me for having led the conversa-
tion into such a melaneholy channel,”
he added, seeing that Susan had much
ado to restrain her tears., ‘I do not,
gnow how it happened.”

““Oh, Harry and I often talk over old
times; I like it,” said Susan. * It
would be a dreadful thing to avoid
speaking of mamma because she has
been taken from wus. It seems to me
that those we love are only really ‘lost’
when we banish them from our memo-
ries,”

The old man bowed his head and
sighed deeply. ‘“Have you any like-
ness of her?” he asked after a pause.

““Oh, yes,” replied Susan, and she
rose and placed a miniature portrait in
his hand.

He gazed at it in silence for some
time and then murmured, “‘How like?"’

“You knew our mother,” exclaimed
Harry in surprise. |

I mean how like your sister,” said
Mr. Nicholson, handing the miniaturc
to him., |

“‘Oh, yes, there is a strong family re-
semblance,” said Harry. *‘ But since
you will not have any moresherry, sup-
pose we go up to your room and smoke a
pi% while Susan makes tea. 1'

hen the old man and the young
one had settled down to the mutual ab-
sorption of nicotine, the latter referred
?g_aiﬂ to the subject of his personal af-
allrs.

““The only thing I regret,” said he,jl
‘“’s the way in which my sister is shut
up. It must be a dreadful thing for her,
poor girl, to be alone all day ; and it is:
vad for her to be entirely without any
companion of her own sex.” |

‘‘Have you no relatives nor friends?”
asked Mr. Nicholson.

Our relatives cast us off many yem-nj
ago on account of a family misfortune.
But there were some friends, who got,
me my present appointment, and who
would have taken charge of Susan. We
declined, because of that family affair; |
for Susan thought, and I thought, that
it would perhaps be brought up against.
her,if she mixed in the society to which
these friends would have introduced
her. Of course we did not put our refu -
sal upon that ground; Susan said that
she would not leave me, and I believo
they think me very wrong and selfisi.’
I am not quite confident that T am right,
myself; and yet the pride whicly]
shrinks from raking up an old shamo
can hardly be a false pride — ca!
it |

It is not an easy thing to decide in o
moment the degree of pride which eve-
ry man ought to allow himself—to point;
where the Proper eunds, and the Falso
begins—to beat the parish bounds be-
tween self-respeet and vanity., No won-
der that Mr. Nicholson pufied hard at
his pipe in silence. 1t was evidently no
lack of interest that held his tongue,
however, for he turned away his head,
and his hand shook as though it wers
palsied. And probably Harry did not
look for a reply; he was thinking aloud.
as much as talking to the other; and.




