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“So of water drain a glass,
In my arbor as you pass,
And T’ll tell you what I love, and what I hate, John
Brown.

I love the song of birds,
And the children’s early words,
And a loving woman’s voice, low and sweet, John
Brown;
And I hate a false pretence,
And the want of common sense,
And arrogance, and fawning, and deceit, John
Brown.”

THE TRUE RING.

l LIKE John Brown’s philosophy, not only the few
lines I have quoted, but I like it throughout. I
always liked the swing, the rhythm, the hearti-
ness and good sense of it. I believe in it, I en-
dorse it, and wish I could sow its sentiments broad-
cast through the land. It has the ring of a true,
sane life, and holds up an ideal symbol of what
constitutes true greatness—not ‘“to inherit wealth,
estate, and high degree—not lineage, pomp, and
worldly honors—but a nobility of soul; merit gained
by truth and honesty of life and purpose; worth that
has sprung from innate feelings of humanity to
fellow beings; these are the wuplifting, ennobling
tenets “A Plain Man’s Philisophy” would inspire.

Pearlie Watson’s composition on true greatness
in Mrs. Nellie McClung’s new book, “The Second
Chance,” is not only entertaining, but wholesome.
Here is an extract: “A person can never get true
greatness by trying for it. You get it when you
are not looking for it. It’s nice to have good
clothes—it makes it a lot easier to act decent—but
it’s a sign of true greatness to act when you haven’t
got them just as good as if you had. One time
when Ma was a little girl, they had a bird at their
house, called Bill, that broke his leg. They thought
they would have to kill him, but next morning they
found him propped up sort of sideways on his
good leg, singing! That was true greatness.

One time there was a woman that had done a
big washing, and hung it on the line. The line broke,
and let it all down in the mud, but she didn’t say a
word, only did it over again; and this time she
spread 1t on the grass, where it couldn’t .an. But
that night a dog with dirty feet ran over it. When
she saw what was done, she sat down and didn’t
cry a bit. All she said was: ‘Ain’t it queer that
he didn’t miss nothing?’ That was true greatness,
but it's only people who have done washings that
know it!”
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“Tet's petend we have tea,” lisps the tiny tot,
as she pours out water in her little tea-cups, and
they sip and eat imaginary good things instead of
the bread and butter reality. “I’'ll pretend I'm a
big bear,” says Johnnie, as he crawls under the
table and growls. At home and at school, how
early this life of pretence begins! The scholar is
reading a story book, while pretending to be en-
gaged in his 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
are laid the foundations of this life of pretence.

It is a hard life, to be ever watchful, lest in
some unguarded moment the mask should be for-
gotten, and the affection that has shielded the
reality unveils the hard facts. It must be a hard
matter to crush the natural impulses, and substitute
for them a feigned personality, to assume a posi-
tion that cannot be upheld, to lead a double life.
It is so much easier to live naturally, to speak your
own thought, to appear what you are, to have a
glorious independence all your own. “Isn’t it a
treat to meet anyone who acts herself?” said a
man to his wife, as they discussed a new acquaint-
ance. Just to be one’s self, to adopt no mannerisms,
to affect no airs not peculiarly your own, to be
genuine, these are sterling qualities we all may
possess.

I do not like to see people who have no ideal
but those they borrow, who are carried about with
every “wind of doctrine,” and forever quoting other
people’s opinions. It is amusing the tight boxes in
which they sometimes find themselves. “I do
not like potatoes put into a pan, and all hashed to-
gether,” said a woman at a little gathering one day.
“I like them sliced, and nicely browned on both
sides.” “So do I,” *“And I,” said two others. The
fourth remarked brightly: “Oh, I do, they taste so
good, all chopped up with butter, salt and pepper,
and sometimes a little raw onion added. It takes
so long to slice and brown them for a big family,
all right where there are only two or three to cook
for.” Number Five did not voice her liking, but
she was grateful—she had eight children, and always
did her potatoes that way—and suddenly they all
remembered, and in the silence that reigned for a
moment there were recollections of how good her
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potatoes tasted, as well as a desire for another
chance to speak from the two echoes, who inwardly
admired the courage of the woman who dared to
differ, and thus saved the situation for her friend.
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Yes, I enjoy people who are outspoken, and
have a strong individuality, who freely say and do
what they think. I do not like to see people who
pride themselves on this immovability, and who
will not leave their minds open to conviction. That
is the want of common sense—pig-headed, if you
will—to seal the mind against a possible chance of
enlightenment. That is no sign of strength of

oharacter, and the person who practises it now is
behind the times; for we are called upon in this
age of advancement to forego many of our long
cherished ideas, and accept new light and logic.

Who can afford to be arrogant these days, when
fortunes are made and lost in a dav? Who can
haughtily look upon others when riches are only
ephemeral, for it is usually in connection with
wealth where arrogance is met. In my lexicon, I
would spell it in nine letters, too, ignorance. Driv-
ing through the streets of an old familiar town
one day, with a company of friends, a middle-aged
gentleman ruminated aloud in his slow, drawling
tones. “So this is the old Brown mansion—pret-ty
well gone to ruins—swell place once, and weren't
they just tight, too. eh?—kings and queens among
us—rode in their carriages, and we poor Smiths
trudged along on foot—well. well, changed about
now, we ride, and they walk—every dog has his
day.” 'T'hat’s the whole story, as I would describe
it, of arrogance. We cannot afford to snub the
man who attends to our furnace, or the woman
who stands at our tubs. ‘They may have memories
that you have not yet attained to, of full dress
suits and lovely grounds all their own, of gowns
and social functions you know nothing of; it is
just a case of, well—"Every dog has his day.” No,
no; arrogance has no place in this twentieth cen-
tury of the Fatherhood of God, and the brother-
hood of man.

Fawning—what does it mean? Webster de-
fines it—‘courting servilely: meanly flattering.” We
call that toadying, don’t we? A man has no re-
spect for the candidate, but he works for him, votes
for him, because he may make him useful in secur-
ing the position to which he aspires. A woman
“has no use” for another, but she invites her to
her home, flatters her, toadies to her, 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 practically no
benefit to us, because they are such jolly good fel-
lows, or because they have money, and means of
giving pleasure, and prestige. If that means fawn-
ing, like John Brown, I do not like it, for it like-
wise means deceit—the chief corner-stone.

Some one has said, "It costs more to revenge an
injury than to suffer it, so I do not like to see
people taking revenge for a wrong into their own
hands. Think of the time spent trying to out-
scheme the enemy, the dark, lowering thoughts, the
scorching soul revealed in the countenance, for
somehow it does mar our expression. John Wesley
said: “We cannot prevent the birds of the air from
flying over our heads, but we can keep them from
building nests in our hair.” And so, when our
nature thirsts for revenge, and bitter thoughts are
crowding in and pressing their claim, just remem-
ber that “The fairest act of a human life is scorn-
ing to avenge an injury.”

We cannot afford to go through life holding
grudges. 1f people do not suit us, and we do not
like their actions, or the way they treat us, we need
not make friends of them. We can be civil, and yet
they can be made to understand that into your ego
they can never enter, they are effectually barred
from your real self. It is yours to prohibit intim-
acy with uncongenial people, yours to ignore the
faults of those with whom you do not wish to as-
sociate, because of dislike, on your part or theirs;
the world is full of people, and there are kindred
spirits for every dlass and condition of mankind
and life is too short to parry thrusts and hold’
spite; live down that kind of thing, until

“The hatred flies your mind,
And you sigh for human kind,
And excuse the faults of those you cannot love

John Brown.” %

I love hopeful people, those whose vision can
see past the present cloud that dims their horizon
and - back of the darkness view the silver lining,
Call to your mind some friend whose sunny face
and hopeful disposition always gives you a brighter
outlook, some one to whom you turn in difficulty
a friend who is a very tower of strength when youxz
heart fails, and the way seems blocked. Recall the
day when desperation seized you, because of your
perplexities, and some strong impulse drove you to

unutterable extremities; when hope, in the guise of
a calm, far-seeing friend, stepped in, and through
her glasses, a gleam of light was afforded. You
imbibed the virtue of that grace, took fresh cour-
age, the mountain rolled away as you boldly faced
E&;éxggles,;ﬁd you remember the relief—yes, you
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