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PLEASANT HOURS.

Gravdmothers Maxim.'
BY RLEANNDR W. P. BATES.

1 never could tell what my grandmother
meant,
Though she has tha wigrat of Lrnins;
“1 bave potired”™ she sald “Ig the
course uf my life,
That 1azy folks take the most pains”

I hatod to mend that short rip fn the

skirt
Of my dress where the pocket hole
strains,
And grandmother saw it and loughed as

sho sald -
" Yes lazy folks take the most palis*'

Aud that same lttle rip. when 1 went
out to ride,
Was caught in my Ubieyele chain:
Oh! then 1 romembored what grand-
wmothor sald, °
That 1azy folks tnko the most palns *’

IFor, instead of an fuch I must dew up a
yard,
And it's Just ag her maxim oexplains;
1 shall always bellove what my grand-
mother said.
*That lazy folk: take the most pains.”
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THE BETTER PATT,

*“To be worthy of love Is even a better
thing than to recelve 1t, and this s not
the end.” Thls sentence was the last
ono of a letter from a woman of fifty-
five, who knew what she was saylng.
The keenest jJuye of }ife had never ¢ome
to her. Sho had struggled with fate,
almost over sinoe she was a child, for a

livellhood for herself and a depondent |

relative  struggles ~cantily rewarded by
any thanks or tenderness even from her
who had shared thelr fruit,

She lhad written much, and always
purely, but she had never been able to
catch tho passing fancy, never mada a
“hit,"—and had reelved but small re-
turns for her labours,- small returns {n
that which procures food and clothing
and comforts fur the body.

Not for. her those shining successcs
which lift an author above want, and
put him in a position to do his best
work. Bits of verse, -the humble daistes
of tho poctic garden,—stories good rather
than great,—these were her contribu-
tions to literature, }ikely to die &s soon
as thehr author, leaving not a single
immortelle %o blozsom on her grave.

No decep, dear human love had ever
blessed her. Early orphaned, she had
no hushand, or brother, or father, to
make & home for hor. and she had never
carned enough to make one for herself.
Sho had longed, with all her woman's
heart, for love and fame and home, and
gflid one of her longings had been ful-

Judged by the standard of this world,
her Uife had been a fallure, and sho re-
cognlzed that, and spuke of it In the let-
ter from which we havo quoted. But
she would not so judge hersolf. It ghe
had not galoed all that she sought, ghe
had gainod tho bost part of it

"1 might be discontented,” she wrote,

it I stopped to think of the differcace
botween my wishes and my havings; bat

1f 1 have not prospered, at least I have
been fed; and it I 4&vo nnt heen famous,
at least 1 havo striven to do good and nnt
harm. and some humble souls
thanked me for the help my words ..
given them.

“And If 1 have not been loved, at
least I hava tried not to be unworthy of
belng s0: and, after all to bo worthy of
lovo is even a botter thing than to ro-
celve it, 2nd this is not the end.”

No, this 1s not tho end. Tho only real
ovorthrow of lifn I8 when sense triumphs
over goul, and wo barter future glory for
present galn.  'To galn tho whole world
and lose one’s own soul, were to sell lifo
itaclt for a child’s toy

How brief all those things are for
which most of us strive? To-day we
arn here, Wo concern ourselves about
the fit of & gown. tho success of a rall-
r-ad. To-morrow the white ghroud
cwthes us, and othier men, not wo, ride
on the ratiways we have built.

All tho kingdoms of the world, and
tho glory of themm—what aro thoy when
wo look down from the mountain-top ?

It God be for us, who, then, can pre-
vall against us? And if the thing for
which we strive with our whole suuls
‘ might bo not earthly riches or greatness,

or even to be happy and beloved, but
only to do God's wlll, to mako our souls
fit temples for his 8pirit, then can there
come to us no futlure, since God himself
is on our side, and must prevall,

8o we, It we are Gol's children and his
soldiers, can bear what the world calls
defeat—and look upward and onward to
tho coming glory, when tho past will be
ag a dream to onc who awakes, and on
the whole joy of tho etornal “ Now *’ our
glad souls may enter.

l A TEMPERANCE DOG.

iy . The old blue farm waggon, with ita
,load of fresh, groen * garden-truck,”
; Bave a pleasant touch of spring to the
city square, aad the farmer had such a
kindly faco and such a homely air about
him that many a man {n the hurrying
throng smiled half involuntarily as he
[ cauzht his eye.

But it was the furmer’s dog on which
the glances of the passers-by rested
longest—a  magnificont, pure-blooded
Newfoundland, black as coal, except for
a little patch of white on 4is chest and
a hint of gray with which advancing age
had touched hie muzzle. He stood on
the curb by his master, watching the
passers with oxpectant eye and wagging
his tail in dignified approval whenever
aome one stopped to make a purchase.

By-and-bye one man, who scemed to
bave more leisure than his fellows,
paused a moment to speak to him.

* What's his name ?” he asked.

* Dow,” replied the farmer, promptly.

“Dow ? That's & queer name for a
dog

‘“Yes, I s’pose it Is, but 1t fitg him,
Neal Dow is his full name."

‘“0Oh, I sce! Temperanco dog,” sald
tho stranger, smiling. * Never takes
anything but water, 1 suppose 2"

‘ Yes; but he's mors than that, He's
a prohibitioniet—a regular temperance
reformer.”

The stranger evidently wanted the
story, and the farmer continued,

“Yes,” he sald, “Jim Snow, a hired
man up our way, got him of a tin peddler
when he was about a year old, Jim
was a good worker and a pretty decent
fellow otherwise, but he never went to
town without coming home tho worse
{ ‘or lquor.

i ‘One day, a week or two after he got

the dog, he came home, as usual, stag-
‘gcrlng drunk. The dog was lying In
i tho sun on the doorstep. He had grown
y very fond of Jim, but thls time, instead
of running to meet him, he rose up,
growling, with the halr on his back ns
stiff as bristles, and overy tooth in bhis
head snowing. Any man in hig senses
would have kept away, but Jim was too
far gone to know what he was doing.
Ho spoke to him, but the minute he
started to go a step nearer the dog
fastened on his hand and there he hung.
Jim yelled, and the Spragues, where he
workeJ, camo running out, but the whola
family had all they could do to make
him let go.

“The next day the dog was as good-
natured as ever, but whon Jim came
home drunk agaln & week or two later,
he growled and snaried, just as ho haa
before, and finally went 2ff out to the
barn and stayed two days.

“Jim kind of took the thing to heart.
He'd had plenty of gocd advice before,
but it didn’t scem to take hold of him
the way this did, and after it happened
the third time, ho sald :

*“*Well, if T've got g0 low my dog Is
ashamed to assoclato with me, I guess
it's time to quity

““He stopped right thero—never drank
another drop, and never had another

bit of trouble with the dog from that
day to this.”

* At the titms it struck everybndy as a
mighty strange thing. We dldn’t know
how to account for {t. DBut about two
years ajterward the peddier told some-
body huw one time a drunken tavern

loafer atruck this dogs mother with a
| the shape wa find it.dn the market,

hot poker. and after that she would
never let anybody who had been drink-
ing come near her. 1 sappose her puppy
got tho trait from her.”
But how came tho dog in your pos-

scssion 7 asked the strangor.

 Well,” safd the frrmer, with a twin-
kle, “ youn sec my name is Snow—James
8now. [ was the hired man, IC it
hadn’t heen for Neal here I might be a
hired man yet {nstead of owning a good
farm. Poor old dog! He's getting
woll on {n years now, but I aln't likely
to fourget him,"—Youth s Companliun,

PLOUGHING AROUND A ROCK.

I had ploughed around a rock {n one
of my ficlds for flve ycars, sald a
farmer to a writer in Tho Advance, “and
I had broken a mowing machine knife
against {t, besido losing the usec of the
ground in which it lay, because I sup-
posed it wans such a largo rock that it
would take too much timo and labour to
removo {t. But to-day, when I began to
plough tor corn, I thought that by-and-
bye I might break my cuitivator against
that rock; so I took a crowbar, intending
to poke around it, and find out its size
once for all. And it was one of the sur-
prises ot my life to find that it was iittle
more than two feet long It was stand-
ing on its edge, and it was so light that
}l?ogld it it into the waggoa without

elp.”

**The first time you recally faced your
troubls you conguered It I replied
aloud, but continued to enlarge unon the
subject all to myself, for I do bellieve
that before we pray, or better, while we
pray, we should look our troubles square
in tho face.

“ Imagine the farmer ploughing around
that rocic for five years, praylng all the
while, ‘O Lord, removo that rock ' when
he dldn't know whother it was a big
rock or a little flat stone.

‘‘ We shiver and shake and shrink, and
sometimes do not care to pray about a
trouble because §t makes it geem so real,
not even knowing what wo wish the
Lord to do about ¢, when, i we would
face the trouble and call it by its namo,
onc-halt of its terror would be gone.

“Tho trouble that l{es down with us

"at night, end confronts us on first wak-

ing in the morning, is rot the trouble
that we have faced, but the trouble
whose proportions we do not know.

“Iot us not allow our unmapped
troudble to make barrren the years of our
lives; but may we face it, and with God's
help work out our own salvation through
‘t'”

Many a Christian has been ploughing
around a duty, a cross, 2 bad habit, and
woe know not what, for moro than flve
years, afraid to touch it or examine ft,
and it stands in the way to-day as it dfd
at first. Rout it out, man; it I8 an easy
job when you once take hold of it.”

PENS.
BY M. Z. KIRK.

Millions of people uee & pen thousands
ot times without glving any thought as
to how it §8 mado. OQur grandfathers

could tell exactly how overy pen they-

used was made, and just what kind of a
feather made the best. To-day we know
all about gome raro or sensational thing,
but frequently entirely overlook the
most common and useful ones. Becauso
an article 1{ke a steel pen is 80 cheap we
hardly think it wortk our time to inves-
tigate. If the rcaders of this article
should sst out to construct all the ma-
chinery to make & single steel pen It
would roquire about $50,000. Astonish-
ing as this fact s to most of us, it may
make the process of manufacturing pens
more intercsting.

Through the kindness of Alexander
Wood, ot the Esterbrook Steel Pen Co.,
the writer had the unusual privilege ot
inspocting the process of manufacturing
pens. The raw material comes to the
factory in the shape of hard steel straps.
These are placed in crucibles and heated
to the proper temperature to scften them.
They are then annealed and cold rolled
to the cxact thickness and width to make
tho grade of pen desired. The steep
straps aro passed und.r the cutting ma-
chines, which are operated by girls, and
a plece Just the right slze and shape
drops out. If you will examine your
pen you will sce ono or more holes in it.
These are punched in the steel by dies
that have been constructed by very
skilled machinists, who receive about
fifty dollars a weck for their scrvices.

| Tho pleco of stesl Is now ready tn b.

anncaled. Each one must then In
placed by hand in the machine tha
marks the namo and number on it. I
all the work thus far has beon perfect .
done (and no other kind of work witl g
at all), the plece of stec! iz placed In o
marchine which bends and crushes ft into
Thu .
far tho prucess has been quite eompil
cated, but the moro one studies the nice.
smooth movement of a perfect pon the
more difficult all theso processes hecome.

They are now ready to bo placed In a
cylinder and properly tempered over n
very hot fire.  Thoe amonnt of heat &gp-
plled at this point produces the desired
colour of the pon. On examination we
find they vary in colour from a allver
gray to a bronze, After holag cooled,
tho pens go to a lttle room, whore thoy
aro given an oll varnish bath and quick.y
dried,

All tho rough edges are ground oft by
hand, and finally the point is split and}
the pen is complote. At last they go to
the packing-room and are counted h;
welght and packed in little boxes, as we
gco them in tho market.

From the above wo can.sco how easily
wo often overlook small things. How
true thig Is in our evoryday lifo, W
neglect the little deeds of kindness and
the little words of cheer because a single
one does not amount to much,

“I WILL TELL IT."

Many a physiclan has gained his prac-
tice by one patient telling others of his
cure. Tell your neighbours that you
have been to the hospital of Jesus and
been restored, though you hated all man-
ner of meat and drew ncar to the gatles
of death, and maybo a poor soul just in
the same condition as yourself will say,
“ Thig 18 a message from God to me,”
Above all, publish abroad tho Lord's
goodness, tor Jesus' sake. He deserves
your honour. Will you reccelve hls
blessing, and then, llke the nine lepers,
give him no praise ? Wil you be like
the woman in tho crowd who was healed
by touching the hem of his garment, and
then would have slipped away 7 If so
I pray that the Master may say, * Some-
body hath touched me,’”” and may you be
compelled o tell the truth, and say, “1
was sore sick in soul, but I touched thee,
O my blessed Lord, and 1 am saved, and
to the pralse of the glory of thy grace J
will tell it, though devils should hear it.
1 wil} tell it ang mske tho world ring
with it, according to my abllity, to th-
praiso and glory of thy saving grace."—
8purgeon,

The Faithful Friend,

In a very humble cot,
In a rather qujet spot,
In the suds and Jn the soap,
Worked a woman, full of hope,
Working, singing, all alone,
In a sort of undertone:
" With a Saviour for a Friend,
He will keep me to the end.”

Sometimes, happening along,

I had heard the semi-song,

And I often used to smile,

More in sympathy than gufle,

But I nover said a word

In regard to what I heard,
As she sang about her Frlend,
Who would kecp her to the end.

Not in sorrow, nor la glee,

Working all day long was she,

As her children, three or four,

Played around her on the floor,

But, in monotone, the song,

She was humming all day long:
* With a Sav.our for a [riend,
Ho will keep me to the cnd.”

Just a trific lonesome she,
Just as poor as poor could be,
But her spirits always rose
Like tho bubbles in her clothes;
And, though widowed and alone,
Cheered her with the monotone,
Of a Saviour and a Friend,
Who would kecp her to the end.

T have seen her rud and scrub,
On the washboard in the tub,
While the baby soaped in suds,
Rolled and tumbled In the duds,
Or was paddling in the pools
With old scissors stuck in spools,
She still humming of her Frlend,
Who would keep her to tho ond.

Human hopes and human creeds,

Have their root in human needs,

And I would not wish to strip

From that washerwoman's 1ip,

Any song that she can sing,

Any hopo thzt aong may bring,
For the woman bag 1 Friend,
Who will keep her to the end, .



