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HOME AND BOHOOL.

‘Do Massa ob de Bheepfol’|*

{The following poem In by Mis Sn\)y

Pratt M*Lean, anthor of *“Cape Cod Folks.”

i “Without regard to ita dialeot,” says a

,eritic, 1t is one of the most baautiful
; poems In the English languags.”]

. Dx Maws ob de sheepfol’
Dat grard ds sheepol’ bin,
Look out in de gloomerin’ meado: s
Whar de long night raln bigin—
So He call to de hirelia’ shepa’d *
Is My shesp, is dey all coms iat

O, den anys ds birelin’ shepa'd,
Dey’s some, dey’s black and thin,
And some, dey’s po’ o)’ wedda's,
But de res' dey's all brung in,
But do res’ dey's all brung in,

Den de Massa ob de sheopfol’

Dat guard de sheepfol’ bin,

Goas down in de gloomerin’ meadows
Whar de long night raia begin—

So He lo’ down de ba's ob de sheepfol’,
Callin’ sof’, Come in, Coms in,

Califn’ sof , Oome in, Come in!

Den up t'ro’ de gloomerin’ meadows,
1't0' de col’ night rain and win’,
And up t'ro’ de gloomerin' rain-pat
Whar de slest fa’ pie‘oin® shin,

De po’ los® aheep ap de sheepfol’
Dey all comes gadderin’ in,

De po’ loa® ahesp ob de sheepfol’
Dey all comes gadderin® in,

David Maydole and His Hammoer,

Ix one of his lestures, Mr, James
Parton tells “how some men havo be-
come rich.” In conneciion he relates
the story of the famous American
bammersmith. It proves the “re-
qaently-urged levson that the surc way
to prosperity is the honest way—to do
everything well, better than anybody
else if you can,

Last winter, in Norwich, & besutiful
town near the ocentre of Now York, I
went over to David Maydole’s manu.
factory, where one hundred men were
employed making hammers—snough
1aen, you would suppose, to supply the
world with hammers. He ilo?o( the
most perfect examples of a king of
business I have ever me: with iﬁxmy
lite, It every kisg of business were
such as he, we should have the millen-
nium the year after mext. A plain
litds man ix he, past sixty now, but in
the fuil enjoyment of life, and in the
full emjoyment of his work. Upon
being introduced to him, in his office,
not knowing what else to say, and not
being aware that thers was anything to
bo said or thought about hammers,—
having in faot taken hamwers ior
granted,—1 said, “ And here you make
hammers for mankind, Mr, Maydolet"

“Yes,"” aaid ho; “I've made hammers
here for twenty-eight years,”

“Well, then,” said I, atill at a loss
for a talk. y ‘‘you ought to
be able to make a pretty gsod hammer
by this time.”

“No, #ir,” said he, “I nover made a
pretty good hammer; I make the best
hammer made in the United S:ates.”

And 20 he does. Every hammer is
mado most carefully by hand, aad tem-
pored over & slow fire as deltcately as
Delmonico’s ook broils a steak for his
pet gourmand, Then a hickory handle
that has beon weasonsd for two years is
put t0 it and it is & hammer that dare
show iteelf anywhere in the world,
There ir thought, and consoience, and
good feoiing, aad high principle, and
busineas semse in it. Lt speaks its

ud.

maeker's praise wherever it goes, and as
long o8 is laste—and it will last very

o did me the honor to give me one
of his hammerw, whish has ever since

hung conspioucuely in my roem, admon-

any vain protence but as woll as 1 oan
every tims, never letting onn thing go
till T havs done all th it was possible to
mske it what it should be.

Upon our return to his oflise, after
goiig over tho works, he toll mo his
story. It is a reprosontative story,
Twenty-nine years ago, when he was a
rad-side hlacksmith, six carpenters
came to the village from the next
county to work upon a new church, one
of whom, having loft his hammer be-
hind, came to the bla>ksmith's to got
one made, there being nono in ths vil.
lag store,

“Make mo a good one,” maid the
oarpenter; ‘as giod & one as you
know how,”

“Bat,” ssid the young blacksmith,
who had already convidered hammers,
and had srrivad at some notion of what
& hammer ought to be, acd had a pro-
per contempt for cheapness in all ity
forms, ¢ porhaps you don't want to pay
for as goo1 a one a3 I can make,”

“Yes, Ido; I wanta good hammer.”

Aud 8o David Maydolo made a good
hammer—the best one, probably, that
had ever been made since Tubl Cain,
aud one that perfectly satisfied the
carponter, Tae next day the man's
five companions came, each of them
wanting just such a bamwer; and
when they were done the employer oams
sud ordered two more.

Next, the store-keeper of the village
prdered two dosen, which were bought
by s New York tool-merchant, who
left a stauding order for as many such
mumers 88 David Maydole could make.
And from that time to this he has gone
pn making hsmmers, until now he has
ono huudred and fifleen men at work,
He has never advertised, he has never
gnahed, he has never borrowod. He has

ever tried to compete with others in
price. He hes never reduced a price bo-
eauss other men had done so. Hisonly
care hasbeen to make a perfect hummer,
to make as many auch as people wanted
sad no more, and to sell them at a fair
price.—Good Words.

Treating., )

Oxx of the most absurd of all foolish
customs is that of inviting & crowd of
friends or strangers up to the bar to
** take something at my expense,” Men
do not buy other things, either useful
or ornamental, in this way ; why should
they mske an exception in favour of
this poisonous draught, which is the
oause of most of the crimes which curse
thethhnd, and which fills the community
with poverty, mourning and woe? S)me
one has son:ibly said ;
“Now, boys, if you want to be
generous, and treat each other, why
2ot select ome other place besides the
liquor-shop 1 Buppose as you go by the
post-oftios you remark, ‘I say, my dear
tellgw, come in and take some stamps ;’
these stamps will coat no mory than
drinks allaround, Or go to the clothier's
and say, ¢ Boys, come in and take a box
of collars.” Walk up to a r's, free
aund generous, and say, ¢ What kind of
ooffee will you have!’ Why not treat
to grocerie hy the pound as well as
liguors by the glass! Or, take yoyr
comrades to & cutler's and say, * 1'il
stand a good pocket-knife all around.’”

This would bs thought a strange way
of showing friendship ; but would it not
b3 better than to offor to friends »
maddening, poisonous, deadly draught ]

Suppose & man shonld keep a den of
rattle-makes, and allow men to comein

me % work, not fast mor oo
muoch with & showy polish, nor with

and bo bittex at sixpence a bite, Would

it be u seusible thing for a man to in- | ah

vite all his friends in to bo bitten at
his expanee! Ty it wo th our while to
turn our friends into bru os, maniacs,
and nuriere's and their homes into
hells of trouble and divrasms, by giv'ng
them ¥ somethiog to drink at my ex:
ponsal™ ¢ At the laat it biteth Jike a
serpent, a~d stingelh like an adder,”’—
Wayside,
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Like Cures Like,

¢ Harvoo, Tom {"

+"Is that you, Joo¥ T haven't meen
you for a long time,” Jue was return-
Ing home with his tools hung over his
back., Tom wae walking thwards the
town with a clock under his arm,
Their pathe iay together, so they walked
on,

“Where are you golng, Tom 1"

“On & bit of mu errand for my
missus,”

“ What, the timepiece won'c go"

¢ Well, not exactly that” After a
few minutes’ silence,

*Tom," said Joe earnestly,

% Woell, speak on man,”

** Maybe I shall offend you if I do.
Bat I was going to say, you're not going
to ¢ The Golden B lls’ with your clock,
are youi”

“ What if T am 1" said Tom, trying
to laugh, “It will make the tenth
pledge ticket for my missus to hide up,
go careful as she does, on the mantel.
plece ; and then she says to me, ¢ Tom,’
#ays she, ‘the house gets bare aw the
pledges do incresse, and then there's
the interest on 'om too.! ¢But,’ says I,
‘ what's a man todo? the wages is low,
snd the food's desr, aud if the two ends
won't meet, they won't, that's all,”

“ Aye, my wife and yours woald tell
a difforent story,” said Joe. “ I pledged
some‘hing once ; my missus did say
it was the best thing in the house, too,
though I don't know for that, but this
I kaow, she cried for joy when she sa»
the pledge ticket—and, best of all,
there was noin-erest to pav, Somehow
it has paid me intereat each week sincs,
80 that we’ve got along quite handsome
like,”

" Here’s fine talk; none of your
jokew, Joe.”

“1/s no joke at all, Tom, but sober
earnest, every word, and if you like, 1'1
explatn, 1 needn’s tell you, Tom, that
I knew the inside of the ¢ White Lion’
once as well as ever you did,”

“That's true, sud a fine fellow you
were for a song, t0o: we've missed you
thix Jong time,”

¢ 1t's not been & ‘ miss* but s ¢ find*
to me,” maid Joe, laughing—* g gilver
wine nigh at haud—sven in my own
pocket, Butioexplain; I was 1~oking
over some old books one day outside
Boan'sshop, and took up one that seemod
to me medical like ; ¢ no,’ thinks I, ‘X
don't cave for you ;' but just as I was
shuttiog of it up I saw these wo
¢ Liko cures Like. ¢ That'y odd,’ thinky
I; ¢like do cure liko;’ what do it
mean { Well, then, these words stuck
to me, and I turned them over apd
over agsin in my mind, but no megn
like seemed tu coms out of them. Well,
one day ip‘oomea our {ract disiributar
—* Oh, B:idge,’ says she, ‘are you jn?
I'm so glad to find you at home ;! and
then talked to me s bit very pleasant
like, aud presently she remarked o
picture over the chimnay, aud said how
Pl‘ﬂtﬁx‘}fr wa ‘,'1.‘59; belonged to my
mother’s mother, ¢ though
never o part with it.’I”’ sedl \
“¢And I hope you never wiil,’ says
]

ing { able and happy :

“"Bays 1, {It's what I shall huye ¢
afore night.'

¢ OhI'm a0 norry,'says she, ‘arayy
obliged to pledge it! Oun nothiag 1o
done to gave {+ 17

“'NotatIknow,’ says I Bhe look
ab't smiling and said, T think T know
what would, 81me dootors say,  Lik..
cureslike,"and T think there'ssometrut),
ini6. What will you say i T suggrat
» pledga for & p'edga ns a remedy ! Tuo
t;hl u:ublnenoa for the pawnbroker

e
P “Well, it eame down npon me ljke
thunder that there was the meaning
of ¢ Like oures like.’ ¢ I'll try it' says
I, ¢ that Twill,’ and with that i T didn’
hear my wife whisper, * Thaak Gad.’

“*Then my remedy will be too lato
next week,’ enys she, ’

**Well, {V's ooming down pretty
sharp upon me to do it all of & momont
though,’

“‘I d-n’% wish to hurry you,’ says
sho, ‘only it seems to me your choicn
will bo to-night between whethor you
will pledge yourself or your picture;
on the one pledge you'll by paid in.
terest, namoly, ths weekly amount of
your hard earnings with which you
now help to make the publican rich
On the other you muat pq.’

¢ It's true as I'm alive,’ saysl. ¢ and
I'd slgn this very minute if I could,’

“‘You can,’ says she, 1a ring down a
paper before me, with thoss worde— I
hereby promise, hy the grace of God, to
abetain totally from all intexioating
liguors,’

* And with that I took aud sigred
it

¢ ¢ And now, says she, *let us kuecl
down and ask tho Lord Jesus Ouarist to
put his zesl upon it and strengthu ycu
never to break it

“And,” added Joe in & reverent
voice, I bloss Gd, though that was my
first prayer it hesn't been my last,
When a msn has the driak in him he
can't pray,”

*Joe,” uaid ‘Tom, suddenly standing
still and turning round, ** I'll go hack.
Tl not pledge thiy clock—it's ths
wrong thing, 1t's myself I il pledge ani
save my clock, thas [ will,”

“ Bravo, fdend,” sald Jos, g-ssping
hia hand,

“0>mo along homs with me,” said
Tom; “come and write out for
me what you have sigued, that T may
agz i't’too, and hear my wife eay, ¢ Thauk

.) . ¥

And 5o she dil; and from that day
the pledge tickets began to disappear,
snd the furniture to reappear, and the
bare room looked hom »liks again.

And Jos und Tow, now fast friends,
wore often asen together talking
earnestly to a brother workman, and
the burden of thsir talk was—* Like
ouren like,”—Te npsrancs Record.

Loaves, Plants and Koots,
‘lihnxii- & remedy for ;he ills of ;’;h
and spirit, compored of leaves, ’
and roots, which, if taken witg‘l“‘ o
wry face, will maka suy persay‘esect:

Leave off smoking and dy2king.
Loave off okewing and rafiog.
Leave off awearing, .
Plantyour plessureip:9 heme circle.
mPimt your businey® S0 honour-
stle smployment, |

Plant your faith* truth,

Rook your habi 8 MW,.

g8 in bepeyalanes.
R w0t your for’ in God.

t -
ﬁ;‘: d’;f;};?o sce the Holy Sorip-
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