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iruessed they could lend a hand jnst as well
as their brothers and sisters. Hadn't Karl led
Haby Clarence safely across the street, and
didn't May jrive her hand to people just as

politely as Catherine, even if she was lefthanded1
"Coosies! 1 saiil you didn't know what you

meant by it," and Catherine ran oft to her new
society.

"Lot's have a Lend-a-Tov Society, if we
can't join their Lend-a-lland," proposed Vie.
"I'll lend my boat to John dates for a day.
he lias to stay alone while his mother is out
washing. Then tomorrow you lend him your
engine, Karl, and we'll keep him in toys for
a while."
"And I'll lend my next-best doll to Susie

Moore while she is sick." quickly promised
little May.
"And I'll lend my wagon to Jessie Jones to

draw her dolly in. I heard her mamma tell
my mamma that the doctor wanted her to
stay outdoors," said Sadie.

"Let's think of all the things we can lend.
ami oi an tlie loiks who can use them for a
while," proposed Earl.

That took some time . Each child had books
and playthings he or she would gladly lend.
Then they thought of everybody they could
lend these things to.why, it would keep them
busy enough. They ran off happily to do their
lirst lending.
When mamma heard of it, she made them

each a badge of red ribbon, with the name of
the new society, Lend-a-Toy, written on it, and
pinned it on their shoulders. Then they ran
off to lend toys to all about them.
"Can't you lend anything but toys?" asked

dear grandfather. "I want to borrow some
bright eyes to find my glasses."
"Can't you lend anything but toys? I want

to borrow some spry young feet to run an errand."This was Aunt Jane, standing in her
doorway.

"I want to borrow some hands to hold my
yarn." Grandma had a bright smile as she
said this; she knew about both societies.
"I want to borrow someone to play with

baby," and May was just as willing to lend
her time as her toys.
"Why, you are a lend-a-hand, just the same

as we are," smiled Catherine, as May and Vic
told her what they were doing.
"No, we're just a Lend-a-Toy Society; it's

just as good, and you don't know how the
children do enjoy the things we lend them.".

The Child's Gem.

THE THINGS THAT COUNT.

By A. G. M. Neil.
"I haven't been able to do a thing all day
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inai reany counts," saia a girl at whose house
I was spending the week-end.
"I expected to do so much today," she went

on, disconsolately . "T was going with some
of the girls to see the exhibits of the Polar
expedition at the museum, and I expected to
finish the bureau searf I've been embroidering,
and 1 was going to make fudge for the fair
to-morrow. Of course, I can do that this evening,but it seems as if it has been a wasted
day. 1 haven't done a thing that really counts,
yet I've been busy all day."
"You may not have done the things you intendedto do," 1 answered her, "but, in my

estimation, what you have done really counts
more than any of the things you have mentioned.You have done the more important
things in life."

Esther looked at me in surprise.
"I have been watching you all day, dear,"
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1 went on. "I saw you this morning before
you went to school, how carefully and diligentlyyou prepared your lessons. 1 noticed how
patiently you persevered with the difficult
problem until you mastered it; how particularyou were to have your rhetoric exercises
just right, even though you did them over severaltimes."
"Oh, hut those were just lesfcons," said Ks-

ther.
"But they all count," 1 replied. "You are

laying the foundation for future years. You
arc building up character, too.
"And this afternoon," 1 continued, "the

way you gave up your own plan for going
with the girls to the museum and stayed home
because your mother had callers and needed
you to help with the children counted for more
than you know. You sacrificed yourself to
help your mother and you did it not grudginglybut cheerfully and without protest. And
you made such a happy afternoon for the children.They are still talking about the party
with their dolls' dishes that sister nrawo

It counts a great deal, my dear, to make little
children happy.to make anyone happy. You
can go some other time to the museum to see
the Polar exhibit, for it will be there for some
weeks, but you might not soon have another
such opportunity for helping your mother and
making the children as happy as you did this
afternoon.
"You did not finish the bureau scarf, dear,

but long after the bureau scarf will be worn
out you will have the beautiful attributes which
you have been building into your character
this afternoon.patience, self-sacrifice, cheerfulness,helpfulness. You have been growing
in strength ami lioantv f fi,u-
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things you have done this day have counted.
will count.far more than the things you have
had to miss."

It is so, I am sure, each day with each of
you girls who read this. The things that count
in life, in character-building, in helpfulness to
others, in serving the Master, are not always
the biggest things, the things that show the
most. They are made up of little acts of kindnessand self-sacrifice, temptations met and
overcome, constant and patient striving toward
growth into that ideal which every rightminded,true-hearted girl wants to achieve. It
is right to be busy, to accomplish material
things, but often the things that count most
are the little, silent seemingly insignificant acts
of our daily lives.
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luiuucs come to eacn one ot you
every day, to do the things that really count
in the upbuilding of character. Watch for
them, do not slight or belittle them, and see
that your daily life is made up of things that
really count..Queen's Gardens.

THE PLAID DRESS.

By Mary Barton.
"T want a new, warm, plaid dress," said

1 lie little girl. "The days are colder and the
frost will soon be here."
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sheepfold near the meadow brook heard and
bleated to the shepherd : "The little girl wants
a new plaid dresk. 1 will give my wool."
So the shepherd led the kind old sheep to

the brook and called to the shearers: "The
little girl wants a new plaid dress and the
sheep will give his wool."
"Then we will bring our shears and cut off

the wool," said the shearers.
When the soft wool was sheared from the

kind old sheep, the shearers called to the carders:"The little girl wants a new dress, and
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the sheep has given its wool, and we have cut
and washed it."
"Then we will comb it out straight and

soft," said the carders. And as they held up
the wool, carded straight and soft, they called
to the spinners: "The little girl wants a new
dress, and the sheep has given his wool, and
the shearers have cut and washed the wool,
and we have carded it."
"Then we will spin the wool into thread,"

said the spinners.
Whir, whir, how fast the spinning-wheels

turned, singing all the time: "The little girl
wants a now dress, and the sheep has given its
wool, and the shearers have cut and washed
the wool, and the carders have carded it, and
we are spinning it into thread."
"Then we will dye it into beautiful colors,"

said the dyers, who came and dipped the woolenthreads into bright colors, red and blue
and green and brown."
As they spread it out to dry the dyers said:

"The little girl wants a new dress, and the
sheep has given its wool, and the shearers have
cut and washed the wool, and the carders have
carded it, and the spinning-wheels have spun
it into thread, and we have dyed it into beautifulcolors."
"Then we will make it into cloth," said the

weavers.

"Clickety click, clickety clack," went the
looms as the colored thread was woven in and
out mid mswln iiitr»
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Then the little girl's mother cut and stitched
a warm wool dress for the little girl. It was
a very beautiful plaid dress, and its gay.
bright colors were ever so becoming to the
little girl. She was very, very careful of it.
and she loved to wear it, because her friends,
the sheep, the shearers, the carders, the spinning-wheels,the dyers and the weavers had put
so much work and kindness into the cloth from
which it was made..Christian Guardian.

THE TRAILING ARBUTUS.

Helen Argyle.
A long time ago there lived an old. old

man in a great forest on the side of the mouu-
tain, lie wore a heavy coat and long furs,
because it was always cold there. He sat alwaysover the lire holding out his hands which
were blue with the cold. Icicles bung from
the eaves of the house and snow covered the
ground.
One evening as the old man sat over the fire

the IvCarch wind blew open the door and made
the old man shiver. There on the door step
stood a beautiful maiden. Her cheeks were
pink; her eyes were soft and tender, yet bright
as stars; her hair was golden like the dandelion;and her soft white arms were filled with
Pussy Willows; and on her head she wore
spring flowers, pink, purple, and white, and
soft green leaves. Her dress was of glasses
and tiny ferns; and on her feet she wore beautifullady slippers. ,

..As she stood there in the door of the old
man's hut she breathed a deep and sweet breath
and the air began to get warm and the ice
and snow to melt. The old man began to get
warm for the first timo ii> mo«w iT-
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tlrrew off his coat, and began to enjoy the
warm breezes. Then he turned to the maiden
and said. "J am the mighty Winter Manito.
Before me all things freeze and grow stiff.
The leaves and the flowers turn brown and
die, the little brooks and streams build themselveshouses of ice when they hear that I am
coming. The little birds all fly away southward,the frogs go away into the earth and
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