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The Second ‘Education,..

Somebody, a very wise somebody, says
that everyone gets two educations—the first,
the one his teachers glve him; and the sec-
ond, the one he gives. himself.

When one finds himself at a loss about_

something he should .have lealned in due
season, it is a comfortable. sort of relief to
his mind to cast it up to his teachers, or:to
some lack on .the part of school a.uthorltles,
that he finds himself wanting. But in the
second education no one can do this, He

cannot ease his mind and excuse his mis-, .

takes by laymg them upon other shoulders.
His own must bear them.

Moreover, one teacher may correct ‘wrong
theories and practices of another, but what
is a teacher to do with one.whose self-edu-
cation is faulty? No human power outside
oneself can compel any change in what one
wills to do for himself.

There are school rules in plenty a.bout'

promptaess in attendance, but nothing that
teachers can say or do will give one an edu-
cation in punctuality unless the scholar
drills himself into being in time.’ '

Then there is accuracy in makmg state-
ments and in doing one’s work. This is a
fine constituent of character. The teachers
who hear recitations and direct experiments
may insist upon exactness, and may give
low marks upon examination papers that

_are not clear, but if the student does not

apply himself, he will never be accurately
educated in.the world. It is not only in the
schoolrcom and college that such self-edu-
cation goes on. One may give an exact re-
citation, and state and demounstrate a prob-

"lem clearly, who habitually make loose, un-

guarded, careless statements in hisg talk,
never concerning himself about the exact
Perfect sincerity and truthfulness
should be a part of all character-building;

but “what zéademic rule or college reguire-

ment can make it compulsory? The student
can only exact it of himself.

There is the second education in courtesy,
in self-denial and all unselfishness, in
thoughtfulness, in the feeling of responsi-
bility and accountability. Think how jm-
portant they are,, Can they be acquired or

absorbed in the class-room from any profes-

'so_r or preceptor, without amny effort on the

part of the student.

Self-control is an essential which comes in
the course of the second education. It is a
magnificent thing to be able to control one-
self, to keep within bounds the mighty pulse
of passion, the bounding current of feeling,

the rash judgment and opinion, the hasty»

word, the impulsive action.

In receiving an education from teachers
most scholars know when they get it. They
have a certain consciousness of acquire-
ments and the examinations show where
they stand. But in the education g1ven to
oneself, there is great danger of ~ slipping
through the days without a thought of it,
and of finding that bad habit and most un-
desirable traits have been built into the
character in beedless, unwitting fashion, af-
ter they have become fixed. That which we
are accountable for ourselves is of vital im-

portance. Take heed to the manner and
maiter of the second education. — ‘Silyer
Link.’ :

Whom to Invite.

The old & minister closed the book and
looked “around the .village church..

‘You are told,’ he said, ‘ when you make
a feast to call to it, not your rich neigh-
bors, but the poor, the maimed and the
blind.
out a fine dinner or supper this week. Some

‘years, Phil; s

" thought.

It 18 a great entail.

. Now none of you are going to set -

" of us never in our lives gave a great enter-
- tainment. -
each one of you when you go home to con-

Yet the order’is to us. I want

sider wha.t God has given you Dbesides fooa

 with which to make a ‘feast and who are
* the poor Tolk-whom you should bid to it =

People - glanced, smilmg at each other,
for the good man was full” of queer’ sugges—
tion. But the idea remained in the minds

of some of his hearers, making their Sun- -

day afternoon uncomfortable'.
It bothered Phil Dorrance as he sat alone
in his room., . He usually sat alone, except
when at his mea.ls Phil was the black-
smith’s son whom - his ta.ther, by dint” of

" years of hard work and saving, had sent to

college. ~ He was gra.tetul to his father,
but he felt his educatxon had made a great
gulf between him ‘and the old man. His
companions. were his classmates. He had

meant to spend this afterncon with some of

them, dxscussmg a paper he had written on
the hlstory of the Reformatlon Instead,
he took it downstairs to the kitchen where
his father and mother in- their Sunday
clothes sat noddmg over the fire. How
‘bare and empty thexr lives were—work and
gleen !

‘I want to rea.d you something I have
written,” he said, cheerily.

They drew up their chairs, their eyes
sparkling with pride and ‘delight, and lis-
tened with a keen, shrewd intelligence that
surprised him. They were able, too, to.cor-
rect some mistakes that he had made and
to give some facts mew to him. ]

‘I haven’t had as pleasant a day for
aid the old. man, when the
pnper was finished.: His old mother said
nothing, but kissed him, her eyes full of
tears.

In another farm‘house Gmce Peel sat, also

thinking of the old doctor’s suggestion. .
She was -a: musician from the- city, who

cared only for classical music. At home
her playing gave keen pleasure to friends
whose musical taste had been cultivated.

‘They are my rich neighbors,” she
Rising, she went down to the
parlor and opened the piano. -

¢ Suppose,’ she said, ‘ we sing some hymns
—all of us/

The farmer called in the boys excitedly.
‘We ‘haven’t had the piano opened since
Nancy went away,” he said. ‘Come, grand-
ma, I'll move up your chair, You must
join in. i

They sang, ‘Jesus, Lover of My Soul,”and
* Nearer, My God, to Thee’ ' Sarah, the
black cook, came to the door and threw
in a wild note of triumph now-and then.
The discord sometimes made Grace shiver,
but she played on. ' ' o

Grandma asked for the old hymns she
had sung when she was a girl, and the boys
for ‘Hold the Fort.

. 'When the afternoon was over the farmer
said to Grace, ‘It’s been a real happy. time.
You play as*well as my daughter Nancy.’

Grandma laid her
Grace’s shoulder. “The happy hours zue
50 few at my age !’ she sald. ‘God bless
you for givlng me ‘this one, my child !’

So the minister's suggestion was carried

-out—American Paper.

" *God has lent us the earth for our life.
It belongs to them who
are to come after us, and whose names are
already written in the book of creation, as

to us ;'and we have no right, by anything"

that we do or neglect, to involve them in

-unnecessary penalties or to deprive them of

benefits which it was in our power to be-
queath.'—John Ruskin, L »

. skill was wonderful.

“ed, timidly :

wrinkled- hand on‘

Using the Pieces.

Some years ago there lived and worked
in Italy a° great artlst in mosaics. ' His
© With bits of glass
and stone he could ‘produce the most strik-
ing works-of art—works that were valued’
at thousands of dollars.

In his Workshop was' a poor httln ‘boy,
whose business it was to clean up the floor
and tidy up the room after the day’s work
was done.” He was a quiet little fellow and :
always did his work well. That was all the
artist knew about him.

One day he came to his master and ask-
‘ Please, -master, may I.have -
for my own the bits of glass you throw up-
on the floor 2’ - e

‘' Why, yes, boy,’ said the artist, °The
bits are good for nothmg‘ Do as you -
please with them.’ ’ '

Day after day, then, ‘the child might
have been seen studying the broken pieces
found on the floor, laying some on one side, -
and throwing others-away. He was a faith-
ful -little servant, and so year after year
went by and found him still in the work-
shop.

One day his master ‘entered a storeroom
little used, and in looking ~around came
upon a piece of work carefully hid behind
the rubbish. He brought it to the light,
and to his surprise found a noble work of
art nearly finished. He ga.zed at it 1n
speechless amazement.

‘' What great artist could have h1dden Lis
work in my studio ?

At that moment the young servant en-
tered the door. He stopped short on see-
ing his master, and when he saw the work
in his hands a deep flush dyed his face.

‘What is this ? cried the artist. *Tell
me what great artist has hidden his master-
piece here ?7-

‘ Oh, master,’ -faltered the as’oomshed boy,
‘it is only my poor work. You know you
said I might have the. bxohen bits you threw
away.’

The child with an artist soul had gather-
ed up the fragments, and patiently, loving-
ly,t wrought them into a quderful work of
art. T .

Do you catch the hint? ‘Gather up the
bits of time and opportunity lying about,
and patiently work out your life mosaic—
a mastexplece by the grace of God— Ex-
change.’

A Man of Prayer.

(By Mananne Farningham, in the * Eno‘lirh
S.S. ’I‘xmes ')

He has the wise and merry heart,
His laugh is real, his jest is glad,
In quietness he does his’ part
If gay or sad. ’

He walks beside you in the street,
His watchful eyes lcok out on men,
And all whom he may chance to meeX

Love him again.

He does not talk of that he feels, -
But in his secret soul he knows

'How powerful is 'the faith that heals

And Dbrings repose.

He does noi spend a day alone,
For God is with him everywherg

- And by his spirit he Is known

A man of prayer.

The stormms may beat above his head,
And the thick darkness shroud his way,
But he is not uncomforted,
For he can pray.

He has two lives; and one he gives
To daily duties as they come ;

The other tranquilly he -lives
With God- at h’ome‘.

And he is-happy every day,
Although .the world .is full of care; . .
Because his heart, through all life’s way, -
Finds rest in prayer. ’



