TiwoRliEws,

The Dark Side:

It's such awaste of timeto cook-
I’mjust awalking cookery book.

| make and bake the morning through
Thefavourite piesand pudding too.
Andthen, in half an hour or less,

My toil hasgoneto nothingness.
It'swaste of timeto dust the stairs,
Tocleanthebrassand polish chairs,

To sweep and pick up bitsof fluff,

For nothing’sever clean enough.
Fiveminutesafter | havedone,
Someoneissuretoromp and run,

Kick out thestair rods, flick the mats
And slam the doors and scare the cats.
Some sticky hand issureto press
Thebrassesfromtheir sprightliness.

| tidy up and do thedusting,

But all thewhilemy wingsarerusting.
Then, washing day, it seemsto me,
Isjust awaste of energy.

What useto stand before atub

And soak and rinse and blue and rub?
Next week the selfsame garment’sstain
Will comeinto my hand again.

It's such awaste of timeto mend:

One has no sooner reached theend

Of last week’s pile, than-need you ask it?
Thisweek’sfillsup the mending basket.
The stockingswhich were haleand hardy
Return from each picnicking party
Weak and worn and wanly show

Great gaping holesin heel and toe;
While buttons have a cantankerous way
Of disappearing every day.

Sponging off the spotsand ironing creases,
Betweenital I’'mwornto pieces.
Woman, from cradleto grave,

Isnothing but agalley dave.

The Bright Side:

I’ vedone an angel’ swork today!
Yes, such an honour came my way.
Real angel’swork! And, lest you doubt it,
I’'mgoingtotell youall about it.
WEell, first, | cooked. It wasso nice
To planthepies, stewed fruit andrice.
God sent Hisangel onceto make
Cakesfor apoor wayfarer’s sake.
But just today He honoured me
And sent thetask my way, you see.
Then, whilel tidied up the place,
Gaveevery knob aradiant face,
Back of my mind thisthought would lurk,
That | wastill at angel’swork-
Putting away coats and dresses
Andmoving small unsightliness.
For, oh! ’tissuch alovesomething,
Just strai ghtening out and freshening.
And after that | washed afew
Small woolly garments, old, not new,
Things| had rubbed and rinsed before
Quiteforty times, or even more.
Andas| hungthemontheline
| thought what Godlikework wasmine!
To cleanse-ah, mel-to wash out stains
Till not asingle speck remains.
S0, later intheday " twas sweet
Tositand rest my tired feet,
Mending the clothes, and planning out too
How to make old thingsinto new.
For surely 'tisan angel’ sway
To put thingsright from day to day,
Tofind thin placesand repair
The glad rags and the sturdy wear.
Sincewear and tear must surely be
Onthissideof Eternity.
I’mfeeling very proud to say
I’ vedone an angel’swork today!

-Author Unknown
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