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of character in the Individual citizens of
the community.

As a good citizen I should always be
in my place. When need, or an emerg-
ency confronts the country, I should be
where 1 can serve my country best. I
should use my influence to defend every
political issue that is righteous, and de-
nounce every political issue that is un-
righteous. If a great moral issue is
under discussion, I should use my in-
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themselves into a league offensive and
defensive against every form of evil that
invades the home and the community,
and diminishes the vitality of the national
lite.

As an Epworth Leaguer I should re-
member that my power for good is al-
ways proportioned to the culture, the
volume and the purity of my own charuc-
ter and life. The secret of power is not
80 much in the intellect, as in a will

fluence in battling with the r
and the best citizens for honor and truth,
and for the nation’s highest character.
As a Christian citizen I should neither
use my influence nor be identified with
any movement, political or otherwise,
that will result in the exaltation of any
man or of any cause that will interfere
with the higher development of the
national life. 1 should encourage
Christian men and women to organize

ly, fixedly, y held to and
pursuing the good.

Then as young people we ought to
dwell upon the thought, that we to-day
are natlon-builders; that we are laying
the foundation of an empire What shall
its character be? For answer let us
hold high the colors on the Maltese
Cross, bearing the motto “Look up and
Life up” for Christ the Church and
Canada.

Be Polite

MISS KATHLEEN McKEE, B.A,

HE place to begin practising this

lesson is at home. It s sald that

there 18 a certain bird which has
two voices. When it s out among other
birds its volce is sweet. It sings only
cheerful songs without even a harsh note.
But when that same bird goes home to
its own nest, its voice immediately loses
its sweetness and becomes rasping and
croaking.

Are there not some people who are like
this strange bird? They have two voices,
When they are out visiting they are
models of amiability, They are so polite,
8o gentle,” so kind. They are always
doing favors, always saying appreciative
things. But when they get home this
sweet, gracious voice at once changes and
becomes dull, harsh, impatient, and even

angry.

Now, why do they do this? Is it be-
cause they love their friends more than
the dear ones in the home? Not at all.
They just feel they cannot stand the
#train of being polite any longer than is
necessary, and are glad enough to enter
their own abode, where they may throw
off all restraint and enjoy what they call
the comforts of home.

Take for example a family living far
away from us. Their manners, like their
hats, are put on and off at the front door.
No smiling “good-morning” greets the
members of this family before breakfast.
They do not sit down to the table in an
orderly manner, but each one comes when
he or she gets ready. Then the fun be-
®ins: “I say, Jack, pass the bread, can't
you?" “You could reach it yourself if
you'd try,” snaps Jack, without making
the least move to oblige his brother,
Then a shriek rings through the room.
Jack’s arm and a pin point have come
in contact—and Jack moves. So does
‘Will, and so does the father. They move
in the direction of the woodshed, where,
Jjudging from the music, they enjoy more
of the “comforts of home.”

How much some people excuse In
friends that they fail to excuse in their
loved ones. If big brother spills a drop
of tea on a very ordinary, every-day
table-cloth, he is the clumsiest “chump”
that ever lived, but let a visitor upset
the teapot and fairly deluge the best
company table-cloth and .they say, “Well,
wasn't it careless of me to leave that
teapot 8o near the edge of the table. Now,
do not worry one bit. The stain will
ut; accidents will happen, you
Then little brother looks at
little sister and whispers, “My, fsn't it
dandy to be a visitor; glad I didn't knock
the old teapot over, Wouldn't I have got
it? It's the very best cloth, too.”

A young man carelessly stepped on his
‘wife's dress as she was going down stairs.
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“Grace,” he sald, impatiently, “I wish
you would either hold your dress up or
have it made shorter.” The wife said
nothing for a moment, then she looked
up into her husband’'s face and sald,
“Melville, if it had been some other
woman whose dress you had stepped on,
what would you have sald?” The young
man was honest and he replied, “I
should have apologized for my awkward-
ness, Grace, and I do now to you. I am
truly ashamed of myself. Please forgive
me!”

The truest politeness comes of sincerity.
It 1s not the kind that is observed in
fashionable life—the kind that mukes a
woman say to a caller, “ It seems an age
since you were here. I cannot tell you
how very pleased I am to see you. Now
do stay, I should be so glad to have you."
Then as soon as the door closes she ex-
clalms petulantly, “ My, I do detest that
woman. She just grates on me. I hope
she will never come here again.”

That kind of politeness may be donned
and doffed at pleasure as occasion re-
quires, while genuine politeness is a part
of the person. It is the manifestation of
solld and enduring qualities within,
Chesterfleld manners pertain to the out-
side and do not go skin-deep. He allowed
hypocrisy, when it was necessary, to gain
the applause of mankind and the chief
motive he presented for “elegant man-
ners " was to attract attention. He advo-
cated the “ whited sepulchre,” no matter
what uncleanness was found within, His
politeness was a sham. But genuine
politeness proceeds from real character.
It must be the outcome of the heart or it
will make no lasting impression.

Two young men were standing in the
post office when a young lady came in
and greeted them pleasantly. They raised
their hats and politely wished her “ Good
evening,” but as soon as the door closed
they began to make sneering remarks
about her dress. Now, why did they act
80 politely when the lady was there and
80 boorish when she had gone ? Simply
because they wished to be considered
polished. They had polish no doubt—a
great deal of it—but it was all on their
boots. Would it not have been better for
them had they kept their three dollar
hats on their empty pates and stood as
stiff as if their backbones were all in a
piece? Far better be boors than hypo-
crites.

True politeness 1s kind. It exhibits
itself in the disposition to contribute to
the happiness of others and to refrain
from all that may annoy them. We have
no more right to say an uncivil thing
than we have to act one.

A member of the House of Commons
twitted an English statesman about his
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humble origin. “I remembér when you
used to black my father's boots," he
sneeringly exclaimed. The audience sat
spell-bound, wondering how the states-
man would take such a cut. With a clear,
ringing volce that thrilled every man, he
sald, “ Yes, sir, I did, and didn't I do it
well.”

,Robert Burns, the great Scotch poet,
'was once taken to task by a little English
snob for recognizing a poorly-dressed far-
mer in the open street. “ Why, my dear
John,” sald Burns, “it wasn't his coat,
nor his hat, nor his top-boots I spoke to;
it was the man inside of them, and for
true worth he would weigh down a dozen
like you and me.” Some of the plainest
garments still cover the most beautiful
souls, and yet there are people who pay
more attention to the wrapping-paper
than they do to the jewel within. Really
polite souls do not make any difference
between well and poorly-dressed people
when it comes to manners. They treat
all with courtesy.

True politeness is grateful and readily
acknowledges kind actions. In darkest
Africa this quality is recognized and in-
gratitude or neglect to thank a person
for a benefit conferred is punishable. Can
we mnot learn a lesson from these
Africans ? Some of us have recelved a
favor from a friend. Have we expressed
our gratitude ? Some of us have received
an encouraging word from a neighbor,
Did we ever thank her? Every day we
recelve blessings from God. Are our
hearts overflowing with love and grati-
tude ? Every day we sit down to well-
spread tables and am I not right in say-
ing that in some homes the first words
are, “Pass the bread, please.” How
of us bow our heads reverently and thank
the Giver for all the blessings He has
bestowed upon us? How many of us
thank Him for our health, our friends,
our work, and for “the wild joy of liv-
1.g"? We are polite enough to read our
friends’ letters. Do we ever sit down
and take our Bible to enjoy God's mes-
sages to us ? We are polite enough to
Introduce a friend to other friends. How
many of us have introduced our friends
to the greatest of all friends—Jesus?

True politeness is gentle. It exhibits
itself in a refined, cultured manner. A
polite person does not indulge in slang or
vulgar conversation. He does not laugh
at the misfortunes of others, or ridicule
the weak and the afficted. He shows
respect to his elders and is considerate of
the feelings of everybody.

But the only way to be truly polite is
to be truly unselfish. There are people
who are 8o unselfishly thoughtful of
others in all their intercourse with them
that they are called “ just delightful ” by
everybody who knows them. They ques-
tion and listen with enthusiastic Interest,
They say kind words because they feel
kind. They avold unpleasant toples and
express their best thoughts, their truest
bellefs, their highest purposes and their
loftiest aspirations. They pour them.
selves into your soul and lift you up to
their level. They give you their very
best, You recognize their great gifts and
by doing so share them,

How can we be sure of being truly po-
lite? Paul, the pattern Christian gentle-
man, gives us this rule: “ Let nothing be
done through strife or vain-glory; but in
lowliness of mind, let each esteem others
better than himself. Look not every man
on his own things, but every man also
on the things of others. Let this mind be
in you which was also in Christ Jesus*
If we follow this rule, we shall not only
seem polite, but we shall be go.

In the pure soul, although it sing or pray,
The Christ is born anew from day to day;
The life that knoweth Him shall bdide
apart
And keep eternal Christmas in the heart,
—Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.




