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"So o>f water drain a glass,
luIn my arbor as you pass,

And l'Il tell you what I love, and whnt 1 hate, John
Brown.

I love tbe'song of birds,
And the chidren's early wurds,

And a loving woman's voice, low and sweet, John
Brown;

And I bate a false pretence,
And the want of common sense,

And arrogance, and fawning, and deceit, John
Brown."

THE, TRUE RING.
ILIKE John Irown's philosophy, flot oniy the f ew

fines I have quoted, but I lilce it throughout. 1
always liked the swing, the rhythnm, the htearti-

ness and good sensc of it. I believe in it. I en-
dorse it, and wish 1 coui sow its sentiments broad-
cast through the land. It bias the ring of a true,
sane if e, and holds up an ideal symbol of wbat
constitutes truc greatnss-not "to inherit wealth,
estate, and high degree-not lineage, POrnp, and
worldly honos-but a nobility of soul;,menit gaincd
by trutb and bonesty of if c and purpose; worth that
bas sprung from innate feelings of fhumanity to
fellow bings; these arc the uplifting, ennobling
tenets "A Plain Man's Phlisopby" would inspire.

Pearlie Watson's composition on truc greatness
iu Mrs. Nellie McClung's new book, "The Second
Chance," is flot only entertaining, 'but wbolesome.
Here is an extract: "A person can neyer get truc
greatness l'y trying for it. You get it when 'you
are flot looking for it. It's nice to have good
lothes-it makes it a lot easicr to aot decent-but

it's a siga of true greatntess to act when you haven't
got thcm just as good as if you had. One time
when Ma was a littie girl, tbey had a bird at their
house, caled Bill, that broke lis leg. 'Pbey thought
tbey wouxl have to kill bimt, but next morning they
found him propped up sort of sideways on bis
good ieg, singing! That was truc greatness.

One time there was a woman that had donc a
hig wasbing, and hung it on the fine. The line broke,
andI let it ail down in the mud, but she didn't say a
word, only did it over again; and this tinte she
spread ijt on the grass, wberc it couldn't faîl. But
that night a dog with dirty feet ran ovcr it. Wbpu
shc saw what was donc, she sat clown and didn't
cry a bit. Ail sfi saitI was: 'Ain't it qucer that
he didn't miss nothing?' That was truc greatness,
but it's only people whio have donc washings that
know t 1"

"Let's p'ettenid we bave tea," lisps the tiny tut,
as she ponrs out water in ber littie tca-cups, and
tbey sip andI cat imaginary good things instead of
the bread and butter neality. "l'Il pretend I'm a
big ber, ayq jobnnie, as ie crawls under the
table antic growls. At home and at scbool, hQw
carly this life of pretence begins I The scholar is
neading a story book, wbilc preten ding to be en-
gaged in bis lessons; the mother pretends she is
going to bed, and steals away to a party; the father
makes business pretensions to the world, and so,
arc laid the foundations of this îf c of pretence.

t is a biard 1f e, to be ever watcb fui, lest in
some unigua,-rded moment the mask should be for-
gotten, and tbe affection tbat lias shieled the
reality unveils the bard facts. t must be a hard
matter to crush the natural impulses, and substitute
for tliem a feigned persontlîty, to assume a posi-
tion that cannot be uipihel, to leatI a double life.
It is su much easier to live naturally, to speak your
own tbougbt, to appear what you are, to bave a
glorious independence ail your own. "Is't it a
treat to meet aniyonie wbo acts berseif?" said a
man to bis wif e, as they discussed a ncw acquaint-
ance. Just to bc one's self, to adopt no maunerismns,
to affect nu airs not peculiarly your own, to bc
genuine, tbese are sterling qualities we ail may
possess.

I do flot like to see people who have no ideal
but those tbey borrow, wfio are canried about witb
every "wind of doctrine," andI forever quotiug othen
peopîe's opinions. t is amusing the tiglit boxes in
whidli tbey sometimes find themnselves. "I do
not like potatoes put into a pan, and ail hashed to-
gether," sad a woman t a littie gathering one day.
*II like them sliced, andI uicely browued on both
sides." 'So do 1,'! I"AntI ," said two otjbers. TPhe
fourth remnarked bightly: "Oh, I do, they taste so
good, ail chopped up with butter, sait andI pepper,
andI sometimes a littie raw onion added. t takes
so long to slice andI brown tbemn for a big ïfamily,
ail righit wbere tbere are only twu, or thiree to cooký
for.", Number Five did flot voice lier liking, but
she was grateful-she had ight childreni, ansd always
did ber potatoes that way antI sudidenily they al
remenmbered, andI in the silence that reigned for a
moment there were recollectiomis of how good ber

potatues tasted, as well as a desire for anothen
chance tu speak from the two cboes, who inwardly
adrnired the courage of the woman wbo dared to
differ, and thus saved the situation for ber friend.

Yes, I enjoy people who are outspokcn, andI
bave a strong individuality, wbo f reely say andI do
w4iat they tbink. I do flot lilce to sec people who
pride themseîves on this immovability, and wbo'
will flot leave thein minds open to conviction. That
is the want of commun sensc-pig-beadcd, if you
wil-to, scai the mînd against a possible chance of
enligmtenent. That is no sign of strength of
obaracten. and the person wbo practises it now is
behlind the times; for we are calletI upon in this
aze of advancemcnt to f orego many of our long
cbcnisbcd ideas, and acccpt new ligbt and logic.

Who can afford to be arrogant these davs. wlien
fortunes are madIe and lost in a day? Who can
baugbtily looki upun otihers wbcn riches are onîy
epohemeral, for it is usually in connection witb
wealtb wbere arrogance is met. In my lexicon. 1
would spell it in nine le'tters. too, ignorance. Dniv-
ing tbrougb the streets of an oltI failian town
une day, witb, a company of friends, a middle-aged
gentleman ruminated aloud in bis slow. drawling
lunes. "So this is the old Brown mansion-Pret-tv
well gone to ruins-swell place once, antI weren'î
tbey just týght. too. eh ?-kngs and queens among
us-rode in their carnîages. and we poor Smitbs
trudged along on foot-well, wcll. changed about
n<sw, we ride, andtI îby walk-every dog bas bisday."ý That's tbe wbole story, as I would describeit, of arrogance. Wc cannot afford tu snub the
man wbo attends to Our furnace, or flic woman
wbo stands at Our tubs. Tbey may have memonies
tbat you bave flot yeî attained to, of full drcss
suits andI lovely grounds aIl their owmi, of guwns
andI social functions you know nothing of; it is
just a case of, well-"Every dog bas bis day." No,
no; arrogance bas no place in this twentietb cen-
tury of the Fatherbood of God, and the brother-
hloud of man.

Fýawning-what docs ih mean? Webster de-
finles it-"courting servilely: meanly flattering." We
euth11 lat toadying, don't we? A man bas no re-
sj)pect four the candidate, but he works for hum, votes
for bim, beanise he mnay make bim useful in secur-
ing thbe position to which lie aspires. A womnan
"bus no use for anoîber, but she invites ber to
lier humne, fiatters lier, toadies to ber, because she
wants to participate in the grand entertainment she
gives, and share in the good time. We tolerate the
objectionable traits of those who are practieahiy no
benefit to us, bec-ause they arc sucli jolly good feci
lo'ws, or because îhey have money, andI means of
giving pleasure, and prestige. If tbat means fawn-
ing, like John Brown, I do flot like it, for it like-
wise means decet-the chief corner-stone.

Some one bas saîd, '"It costs more to revenge an
injury than lu suifer it, so I do not like tu sec
peuple taking revenge fon a wrnng mb tb eir own
liands. Tbink of the time spent inying to, out-
sobleme the enemy, tihe dark, lowcrnug thougbîs, the
scorching soui revealed in the countenance, for
somehow it does man our expression, John Wesley
said: "We canuot prevent the birds of the air f rom
flying over our hcads, but we can keep tbem f rom
building nests in our hair." And so, when our
nature tiists for revenge, antI bitter thougiîs are
crowding in andI pressing their dlaim, just remem-
ber tbat "The fairest act of a buman îf e is sconn-
ing to, avenge an injuny."

We cannot affor.d lu go througbhlf e holding
grudgcs. If peuple do flot suit us, andI we do flot
like thein actions,,un the way tliey treat us, we need
nul make fnienda rof them. We can bc civil, andI yet
tbcy eau be made to undenstatid thai into your ego
they can neyer enter, they are effectually barned
from yuur real self. It is youns lu prubhibit intim-
acy witb uncungenial peuple, yours to ignore the
faults of thouse with whom, you do flot wish to, as-
sociale, because of dislike, ou your part or theîrs;
the world is f ull of people, andI thene, are kÎidred
spirits for every olass andI condition, od mankind,
and life is too short to panry tlrusts and hbld
spite; ltve clown that laind of thing, until

"The hatred flics your mind,
AndI you, sigh for buman kind,

AndI excuse thc faults of those you cannot love,
John Brown."

I love liopefuil people, those whose vision can,
sec past the present cloud that tIims their horizon,
andI back of the darkness view the silver lining.
Caîl to, your mind somne friend wibose sunny face
andI hupeful disposition always gives yvou a bnighier
outlook, sume unoie to whomn you turui in difficulîy,
a friend wbu is a very tower of strength when yourheant fails, andI the way seems blocked. Recaîl the
day whein despenation seized yuu, because of yuur
perpiexities, andI somte strong impulse drove you to

unutterable eXtremities; when hope, in the guise of
a calm, far-sceing friend, stepped in, and tbrougb
ber glasses, a gîcam of light was afforded. You
imbîbed the virtue of that grace, took fnesb cour-
ape, the mountain roiled away as you boldly faced
the troubles, andI you nemember tle elif-yes, you
rememben. Then pass it on; some une. cIsc needs
your bopefuluess.

Among my gifts last Christmas was 'a little
book entitîed, "The Beanties of Friendsbip," ful
of jewels of tbougbt, a book I wanî close by me.
une 1 shahl read many limes, andI because the giver
close s0 wisely, knowing the beant andI wonk of
the recipient, il shahl some day lodge in the drawen
labelletI "sacred," wbcre many other relics of by-gune days-locks of bhain, andI sbining cunîs, antI
bundles of yclow letters lying side by side, witb
oltI fashioned pliotographs, and boxes lied witb
faded ribbon, repose. Here is one of the gems-
"Friendsbip is a word, the very sigbit of whicb inprint makes tbe beart warm." I value my fniend-slips, îbey are dean tu me; thcy mean su mucb inthe busy lives we leatI. We are sumtiîmes ubligedlu neglect them, but we feel tbey understand; weseemtu tIndop the thread of our intercourse attimes, andI montîs or years rolby, we meet andIresume the old tics, for friendsbip's flame bas stiliburned on. t rcnews itself, and requires nu cx-planation o>f the long slence-that is the real, thetruc, the genuine.

Sancasm I heantily dislîke, altbough I believethore are limes wben it is necessany as a means @fdefence againstitislf-when Greek meets Gncek, asil wene. t may be ail rigbî betwecn editors, antIpublic men on the platfornWho shake lands antIlaugil over it aftenwands, but among social fniends.
andI in the family, il should have nu place. Theeffeet is su cbilling, a coldly-worded retont meantto burt; in fact, it is deadly between people wboshouid love cacl. otler, it kilîs tbe fluer sentiments,tInt should exist in thc famnily relation. t is closely akin 10 ingratitude, whicb is a commun foe mndomnestie hf c, because il is cutting, andI of whiclh ibas been said, "Far keenen tban a senpenî's tootb,it isto10have a tliankless chiltI."

John Brown did flot like -the constant wbinc ofthe foolisli who repine, a-i turu their good to cviiby complaint." Neither do 1. We f ail into Ibathabit. But il dues not help us., Lt becoanes con-irmed witb many, andI thein wlole conversation isnbued with urmunings, uintil the listener iswearied of bearsmlg of the woes and troubles thatouglit to, have been buricd in the long past, andImsfonîunes iliat are heltI in anticipation. Wliy op-press others by grumbmuigiat oun lot, wby nultake the "sunny side," andI find a joy in living, bc-Iieving that the tide may turn, andI bear yuu wîtb iltu, success, andt th îe fulfilment of Youn ambitions?
Truc, i is easy pt talk; te rut is deep; the effortcosts someîhing that penlaps we are niot equal to,but it is worîh tnying lu take life's bardships witba spice of humor.

Such multitudes of tliougbt cnowd upun mue asmy space grows less that inhd ibard lu pick antIcboose. I dislike cruelty in any formn, to buman orbeast. The boy who exercises a bullyang spirit uverthose weaken ur smalien than bimself, I like to sec.meet bis Waterloo" ai ilie bauds of sumne cumpe-tent person; andtI he girl wlio deals out scorn, mcclwth payment in ber Qwu coin. 1 lîke to bear ofsume one hursewbipping the man who beats liswife, andth îe strong anm of île law inlerferingwiîli the inluman mother who unxnercifuily wbipslier cindren. I dslike to wtness the dscomfonîsthat arise f rom idlencits andI laziness, andI haie tosec peuple sufer because of it. Marty homes couldbe bettered, andI lives matIe bearable if the beads ofit were thrifty antI industrious.
I love music, especially sad music wiîh a litilewail inii i. Somethîng i thin.me responds tu ithestrain of sadncss noticeable In SOme inistrumentslîke thc plaintive undertone o! the hagpipes. **Ilove a simple Song, that awakcs emtiot nes snong,"and grave oltI famîlfiar bymus like -()ue Sweetly

Solemu Tbougît," andI "LeatI Thou Mie On." 1was always fond o! neading, but my taste las alter-cd wîh the ycars, and mure suber works wîîb îlecunnent literabure of île day, ile place o! booksof fiction I devoured in my'early years. Even yet,a. good love sîury, well olI, lbas ils attraction.

Editon's Noe.We tIare to atIt that we know
soet ing else that Jennie Allen MOOre does flot1I-n fact, shc hatei, andI that 's tO bc mnsquotetI.Thc office staff knuw what lu expect when a blun-tIen occurs, especially when it gives a wif e an'evil eye" inistead cf an .. agle eye," as lappenetIlu the Januany number. We ail wincecl when îleavengmng angel descenided, for every line of lIaitletter savored of *"Now, wiIl you do îî again?""H-atI you only given that eye to île lusbancl," sitesaid, "kt mighi have _em ed more fitîîng."

Aro un d the Hearth
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