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PLEASANT HOURS.

L}
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Tho Growlag Boy.
pY ELIZABETH GlBSON,

\When 1 shall be a man 1 shall be strong
Tou ﬂ’ghl whenever weakuess craves my
ald; *
No fear of scorn
afrald,
Or turn astde my
wrong

ghall make my soul

sword from smiting

my

the

And | shall love
brothers of
fleld

And street and alr—
the lors», the dog,
the bird,

No whlne of pain, no
death-cry shall bd
heard,

But precious lves fr ™
crnel  hands Tl
shiold,

1 shall be clean and
fresh to look upon,
And be as open alr
from conntry ways
In any city where 1
lfve my days;
Iy eyes the sky shall
show, my hair tho
sun.

“he little children see-
ing me shall sing:
The unged woman at
her cottage door
Shall  say. * ‘There
goes a man;” the
{frown he wore
Tha jaded lose, while
uew desires shall
spring,

1 shall
when my
sad;

Aud when my heart
fs gay, my song
shall rise,

A fount of human
feeling, to the

make music
soul fis

i am too small. Alas! I cannot hold
The whole world in my arms, sootho
every cnre;
But I can Iift my hands to God in
prayer,
To hetp me all the time I'm growing old.

THBE "“GRIT, BARE-LEGGED

NTANLEY 'S CAME Dt

LADDIE.”

Nearly a hundred years ago, 8 stuut.:
seckled-faced, awhward boy of cightecn
sears, dressed tn a ragged waistcoat and
short btreeches, without stockings or
»hoes, sapped one cvening at the door of
4 humble cuttage in northern England,
atd asked tu see the village school-
master. When that person appeared, )
tlie boy said. very modestly .

1 wouid lthe tu allumi your evening , books on engineering and mechanics, and ; the
spent his leisure in learning what they | with warm wa-

school, sir.”

“And what dv you wish to study 27,
asked the teacher, roughly.

1 want to learn to read and write, |
sir,” answered the lad,

The schooltaster glanced over the, ment of enginewright at one of the great | poor eye
face and rough clothes | collierles of northern England,*and he , not

bo)'s Rnomel)
scornfully, and sald, -~ Ver, wnell. sou
can attend, but a grit, bare-legged laddie !

lke you wou.d better be doing some , successful at first, but he was not’dis- ,it; . something
He sax his mistakes and jas

thing else than lcarning his letters.”
Then he closed the door in the {ads
face.

It that * grit. bare-legged laddie” had,

of rich and powerful
men, to hold conversa-
tion with kings, and to
Write my name amMong
the great ones of the
carth,” it Is likely he
would have called the
boy a fool to cherish
suce  wild dreams.
Yet this poor, ignorant
Ind, who did not know
the nlphabet nt eight-
een, accomplished all
these things before he
died.

He did it by hard
work and because he
made up his mind to
do the best he could
He kept peggling away.
His ignorance was a
misfortune, and not n
fault. lis parents were
toa poor to send him
to school. He was the
son of the fireman of a
pumping engine in a
Northumberiand col-
ltery  llis blrthplace was a hovel with
a clay floor, mud walls and bare rafters.
VWhen he was flve years old, he began
to work for his living by herding cows
in the daytime and barring up the gates
at night. As he grew older, he was set
to picking stones from the coal, and
after that to driving a horse which drew
coal from the pit. He went half-fed

was called upon to Luild long and diff-
cult llnes of rallway.

But his locomotives were oo slow; he
wanted them to run faster. [Ile pro-
posed to bulld one that would run at

the rate of twelve miles an hour.
Everybody laughed at  him. Some
thought that he was going crazy. One

gentleman, who considered himself very
wise, sald to him @

“ Suppose you Invent an engine cap-
abie of running nlne or ten miles an
hour, and suppose while {t was running
a cow should stray upon the track, would
not that be a very awkward circum-
stance 7"

« I ghould think it might be very awk-
ward indeed—for the cow,” he answered.

Wetl, he succeeded in making his loco-
motive, and at a trlal which took place
near Liverpool, it attained to the unpre-
cedented speed of fourteen mlles an hour.
By making certaln improvements, this
same cngine, the Rocket, was made to
attain the speed of thirty miles an hour.
People laughed no longer, but admired.

He was Invited as a consulting engincer
to forelgn countries, and wealth flowed
upon him. Phllosophers sought his
triendship. Hls king offered him knight-
hood, but he refused a title, preferring
to remain plain George Stephenson

A GRAIN OF S8AND,
“ Mother ! mother ! there's something

tn mv eve: pleaen take It out quick !

and half-clothed: but for **a’ that™ b+ | Flossy came ‘hurrying to her mather'.

CUTTING OUT THR NEW ‘‘LIVINGSTONE cavoz™

had a man's brave soul in his sturdy lit-
tle body.

For ceveral years he was assistant fire-
man to his father, ihen he was made
fireman himself. Subsequently, at the
age of seventeen, he was plugman of a
pumping cngine, & post superior to his
father’s.

But all this time, though ignorant of
books, he had been studying his engine.
Gradually he acquired so complete a
knowledge of his machine that he was
able to take it apart and make any or-
dinary repairs. The *“ grit, bare-legged
laddie ” was smarter than he seemed,
and this fact his teacher was not long in
;l:xdlng out after he began to teach
1im.

At the end of two years, by attending
evening school, he had learned all that
the village schoolmaster could teach him.
This brought his school life to an end.

taught and in experimenting. At last

he began to think about making better

engines than those around bim.
Mcanwhile he had secured the appoint-

gradually applled his plans for an tm-
proved locomotive. 1lc was not entirely

couraged.
corrected them. Before he was thirty-
five years old he had constructed several
locomotive steam-engines, and five years

anid to the schoolmaster. "I mean to| afterwards he had become known as a

pecome & great inventar, to be the friend I successful and energetic engineer, and |better go to

t

) but he sthl kept on studylng. He bought | then she bathed

roont. Her blue eyes were bloodshot,
her eyelids swollen, and tears were run-
aing down her cheeks.

“Why, what is it 7** asked her mother,
as she put her arm around the child,

“1 don't know, it's an awful big thing;
the wind blew it in my eve a minute
ago."”

The mother examined the afflicted cye
carefully, but could find nothing except
tears. .

‘“I don't see
anything in fit,
dearie.”

“But 1t f{s
there, mother;
please do get
it out. It makes
me 8O uncom-
fortable.”

The mother
looked again,

hurt eye

ter, and told
Flossy to keep
it closed for
a time, but the
did
get any
better. Some-
thing was 1in

big as a
marble, Flossy
thought.

“Well, Flossy,
I think we had

Dr. Wright and see what he can do,” sald
her mother, after trylog everything that
she could think of for the rellet of her
.ittle daughter.

Dr. Wright was the good doctor Flossy
‘oved, and she stood very quietly with
her face in he light as he kept her eyelld
open.

“ Ah 1" said the doctor, and in an in-
stant he held his instrument toward ber,
“ here 1t 181"

“ Where 7" asked the mother, “1 don’t
gee anything.”

1 don't either,” sald Flossy, * but my
evo does not hurt any longer.”

« 1p'g just a tiny speck of sand,” re-
plied the doctor, * too small to sce, unless
you know where to look for it.”

Some days after this Flossy was fidget-
ing about the room where her mother
was gewing, It was rainy weather out
of doors, and Flossy was in a bad humour
—nothing pleased her.

« please don't, Flossy,” sald her mother,
over and over again. *You make me
very uncomfortable. 1f you do not stop
worrying you niust go away by yourself."”

Flossy sat down by the window pout-
ing. 1In a little while her face bright-
ened, and she came to her mother and put
a little soft kiss on her cheek.

“I'm like that little grain of sand,
mother; don’t you think so ?" she sald.

“What do you mean 2"

“Pm not very big, but I make people
uncomfortable when my bad temper gets
in the wrong place. 1 love you, mother;
I love you truly, and I wouldn't hurt you
as that eand did me for anything. The

cand couldn’t help it-

' self, but I can and I

: +will right away.”—Qur
Boys and Gir's,

FINDING OUT HOW
TC BEGIN,

Two boys had sat
down together to work
out some problems in
clgebra.  One of them
bad been busy with his
pencil a full mirute
when he noticed his
comranion sitting with
folded arms and kn'tted
Lrows.

“What is the mat-
ter 7 he exclaimed.
“WVhy don’t you be-
cin 7

“1'm finding out how
to Legin,” returned the
cther, quietly, and he
went on think ng.
The first speaker cov-
ered a page of foolscap
with  flgures, found
himself in a labyrinth
from which there
seemed no escape, and
looking back over the
statement of the prob-
lem, discovered a mis-
take In his first equa-
tion. Long before this,
however, his companjon
had worked the prob-
lem through and
reached the correct re-
sult. -

To act without stopping to think is poor
economy. Nobody wastes time 8o
hopelessly as the person who decldes
without deliberation, who, because of his
wroug beginning, follows the wrong path,
and finally is forced to retrace his steps
end start again. A little hard thinking
befare we begin to act would save us not
only much precious time but many a
heartache as well.—Christian Common-
wealth.
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