
THE WESLEYAN, FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 23, 1881.

OUR HOME CIRCLE.

THE HELPING PRATER.
BY ADBLAIDB ASXE PBOCfOB.

Tbc monk was preaching : strong his earnest

From the abundance of hi- heart he spoke ;
Ai d the flame spread, in every soul,that heaiU, 

Sorrow and love aud good resolve ajvoie :
The noor lav brother, lznorant and old, 
ll,anke<l l.od that he had heard such words of 

gold.
“ Still let the glory, Lord be thine alonr"-

prayed the monk, his heart absorbed in

.. ThinebTt'he. glory ; if my hands have sown 
The harvests ripened in thy mercy s rays,

It was thv blcssmg, Lord, that made my word 
Wring light and lotc to every soul that heaid.

“ O Lord, I thank thee that my feeble strength 
Has been so blest ; that sinful hearts and cold 

Were melted at my pleading—knew at length 
How hweet thy service ami how sate thv told, 

While souls that loved thee saw before them rise 
Still holier heights of loving sacrifice.”

So prayed the monk ; when suddenly he heard 
An uugel speaking thus: “ Know, O iny son, 

Thy words had all been vain, but hearts were 
stirred

And saints were edified and sinners won 
By his, the poor lay brother’s humble aid,
Who sat upon the pulpit stair aud prayed.”

DUTY DONE.

BY SABAH K. BOLTON.

Hadaseah Granger sat alone by 
the open grate, her bands crossed, 
her bead bent, her brown eyes fill
ed with tears, yet her mouth firmly 
closed. To-night she had said “no” 
to the great wish and hope of her 
life, because she believed duty de
manded it.

' She had known Ralph Guernsey 
as a school ixfy, a college youth, a 
manly man, and there had been a 
half-felt but never expressed belief 
that in the years to come they 
would walk together. Hadassah 
had not said, like many girls, Be
cause I shall probably many, there
fore I shall not need, like Ralph, a 
college education. There will be 
no place to use it in the quiet rout
ine of home-life. But she said, rath
er, just as thousands of men say 
who go through college, but take 
up no profession : An education is 
a development that makes one ap
preciate life better, get more happi
ness out of it, stand on an equality 
with one’s fellows, and be fitted for 
any sphere to which circumstances 
may call. The best-educated wo
man finds need for every particle of 
knowledge she has ever acquired. 
Socially it gives power, with her 
children it begets honor and confi
dence as well as lov.e, and with her 
husband it makes her a companion, 
and her judgment so broad aud w ise 
that she is something more than a 
<Sreature of intuitions, swayed by 
fitful feeling.
* Hadassah had laid the foundation 
Broad and well for a useful life. 
She had studied Latin and Greek, 
with mathematics, under the host 
of teachers, and, while she had lost 
none of her feminine graces, she 
had gained strength, such as one 
needs in a life where each has to 
bear its own burdens and give its 
own individual account to its Maker. 
Mutual dependence the world needs, 
but it has no place nor use for help
less or idle women.

* And, now that Ralph’s college 
life was over, he had to come to tell 
Hadassah of what each so well 
knew, that the life of one was es
sential to that of the other. And. 
with heating heart and intense joy, 
Hadassah had listened, as we do to 
4i sweet song that we know that we 
shall never hoar again, or give our
selves up to a rapturous hour that 
we are sure can never come hut 
once. There is an indefinable joy 
in knowing that you are more than 
all the world beside to some w 
ing soul, that your presence makes 
all the days sunshiny, that your 
love completes the circle of human 
needs.

And this hour had come and 
gone, and was only a memory, as 
Hadassah looked into the fitelight 
of the grate. Ralph was her ideal. 
Perhaps we rarely, if ever, see that 
person hut once in life, and that 
early. Wo either become more 
practical as wo grow older, or wo 
are more fastidious in taste or keen
er iu judgment. But, with all her 
love, she bad told her heart and him 
that her first duty was to her father 
and mother, both aged, the latter of 
whom, an invalid, could not give 
her up. A brother was also at 
home, but he could not fill the 
daughter’s place. For weeks and 
months she had been coming to this 
decision ; but to-night it had taken 
*11 the courage and all the prayer 
of a trusting, devoted heart to say : 
411 will let nothing come between 
my mother and myself, while she 
lives and wishes it.”

Ralph Guernsey was benumbed at 
first by her refusal—a man’s plans 
are more a part of his life than he 

-knows—then he pleaded his cause 
with all the earnestness of one 
■whose destiny is bound up in that 
of another, and then he promised to 
wait and see what the years would 
tiring.

Business called him away to a
-tiistant city. Twice ho crossed the 
-ocean and journeyed in foreign

lands ; and finally, tor a man need 
a home with all its tender and de
lightful associations perhaps more 
than a woman, Ralph s heart al
most unconsciously went searching 
for its counterpart. Had he forgot
ten Hadassah ? Far from it ; but 
he rarely saw her, and when hedid 
it only added bitterness to his life. 
It was the old story. A gentle wo
man cared lor him in sickness, loved 
him and he was grateful toi the 
care and the affection, and he mar
ried her. . , ,

Meantime, Hadassah s father had 
lost all his property ; and she had 
become our teacher, a noble, self- 
posscssed woman whom we all loved 
and reverenced. Her face had 
grown more bountiful with that sort 
of marble fixedness that stern dut) 
gives; while the face of the young 
mother, even though it gets lines of 
care in it, grows riiorc noble and 
tender, with its changeful express
ion wrought by the sweet surprises 
and restful joy in the love of hus
band and children.

To Mrs. Granger, growing more 
and more like a child in her need 
of care and considerateness, Had
aseah was indeed a ministering an
gel. The mother seemed never to 
comprehend the sacrifice made for 
her sake, if, indeed, it be ever a sa
crifice in the highest sense, to do 
one’s duty. * Hadaseah was certain
ly happy in her work. She was 
moulaing the characters of a hun
dred young women, whose power 
in the world, whether married or 
single, would be very great. She 
was making her own home a cen
tre of refinement and Christian la
bor. She was a constant incentive 
to all her friends to live for some
thing other than mere personal 
happiness.

Sometimes, people said, “ What 
a pity Miss Granger isn’t married ! 
She would make such a noble wife.” 
But some one answered, “ Who 
could fill her place ? Is she no^do- 
ing more good where she is ?” Tut 
after both the aged father and mo
ther had died, and Hadassah was 
quite alone, the good people of the 
village who knew her heart-his
tory thought At was very sad in
deed that Ralph was not free now. 
Novels almost always e.'.d with the 
lovers coming together, but things 
are not always in real life as they 
are in books. At least the neigh
bors hoped that she would marry 
somebouy. Probably Hadassah had 
never seen any other manwhom she 
loved ; but she did her duty,and loft 
results with God.

A telegram came one morning. 
In a fearful railroad accident at the 
West, that all the country read 
about, Ralph Guernsey and his wife 
were among those of whom no word 
was ever heard. The blackened 
heap of ashes and iron girders in 
the stream told no names or last 
words or wishes. The telegram 
spoke only of little Mabel Guernsey, 
a child of four, left motherless and 
fatherless.

Hadassah at once started for the 
West, and in a few days returned 
with the fair-haired creature with 
eyes as brown as her own. Perhaps, 
said the good people, if she had 
children of her own, she couldn’t 
have cared for this little thing, and 
maybe God’s way is the best, after 
all. She seemed to have new life 
come into her heart. The marblc- 
like look faded out of her face, and 
the mother look crept in. And this 
was Ralph’s child, almost his own 
self again ! Henceforward, school 
duties were easier ; for a baby’s 
arms twined about her neck every 
night, and little hands gathered 
daisies and buttercups for her every 
day.

As the years passed, how thank
ful she grew for the gift of that 
precious child ! She has Ralph’s 
mind, thought Hadassah ; and its 
unfolding was more beautiful than 
that of the daintiest rose. With
doubtless the gentleness and devo
tion of her mother, she bad the 
strength and nobility of her father, 
A child at four easily forgets its 
sorrows, and to Mabel, Hadassah 
soon became both father and moth
er in one. Their walks and talks 
together were blest to each other. 
One grew toward maturity, and the 
other grew toward childhood again. 
Miss Granger’s influence in life al
most doubled, if that were possible, 
for the new cheer and hope she gave 
to all about her. Life seemed a 
satisfaction, a rounding out of earl}7 
purposes. l)uty done had brought 
its fulness of blessing.

And now word has just come that 
Hadassah Granger, ministered unto 
by Mabel Gurnsey, grown to girl
hood, has gone out of life in the 
midst of her work. Most of us go 
that way, but what matter if some
body takes up the work where we 
lay it down ? God does not lead us 
all in one and the same pathway. 
Sometimes we walk alone, some
times the way is shadowed ; but if 
wo do our duty where He puts us, 
in some future light we shall read 
the wisdom of his planning.—Cen
tral Advocate.

GOOD LOGIC.
“ Patrick Flanigan,” said the dis

trict attorney one day iti court, 
“ stand up and plead guilty or not 
guilty to the charge the common
wealth has preferred against yoi*-’1 

When Pat had complied with ttf

deferred, the yearning for home that 
coeld neither be repressed nor grati
fiai, threw a new light on the world.

How clearly it was intended for 
4ach as him, and how sweetly it

rme home to him ! How faithful,
were its pictures of human sin 

and sorrow ! How true its testi-• . , I 1* I (II1U Dvl l VO • AAO V A IA « VO AVO V I

polite request thus made by to# Of- ( mot)y against man, who will not re
tain 
leaving

Beer of the law, the attorney pro
ceeded to read from a paper in his 
hand a very graphic description of 
a certain transaction iu whiwh PaJt 
had Ixien engaged a few days before.

“ What say you? Arc y du guilty 
or not guilty ?” asked the attorney.

“1 not guilty of half thim ^ w ujia gul,v .........
things you ve read totnc,^ said Pat, ; an<] cherieihiug them with every en- 
1 coking at the Court ; but I did ! doapj act) and at last dying on 
have a bit of a row last Saturday.4 the cr03f# to redeem them Î And

ofrevo

God in his knowledge, hut 
him, becomes rain in his 

I imagination and hard in his heart,
! tilt thé bldbffi ôf Eden is gone, and 
. a waste howling wilderness spreads 
! around ! How glorious the out- 
: beaming of Divine love, drawing 
‘ near to this guilty race, winning

___-________g them
dcaving act, and at last dyi

never to tell invalids how bad they 
look. They will find that'oet soon 
enough themsèlves. Pleasant and 
encouraging whrds form the proper 
dialect with which to address them. 
These are just the words they need 
to hear. They are words of coin- 
lork and because they are such they 
ard- positively medicinal in their 
effects.

a bit of a row last Saturday i tfae cr0S3 to redeem them Î
a week. And 1 dunn° ! how bright the closing scene 0
1 did : for ye see I was stay in iat- n—th0 new heaven and tl

was
what____
dhrunk on the mancst corn wkiskey 
yer honor iver tasted.

“ But Patrick, we never tasted 
it,” said the judge, while a smile 
lurked in ambush behind the grave 
judicial countenance. r

“ Sure, now, don’t ye, though ?” 
said Pat, with a look of mingled 
surprise and incredulity. “ Well, 
thin, ye ought, jiet once, to know 
how it acts, an’ to pity a poor fel
low that does. Sure, vour honor 
grants license : an’ how do you know 
the mischief yer doing to honest 
men like myself unless you take a 
dhrink now and thin just to see 
how it makes a man behave his-
self ?’’ „

“ Who gave you the liquor, ’Pa
trick ?” asked the Court,on a voyage 
of discovery.

“ Well, I dnnno wat’s his name, 
said Pat, too honest to torn inform
er, while a gleam of true native hu
mor twinkled in his eye. ‘ But 1 
know I seed a license bangin’ be
hind the bar. You see judge, I 
was wroughlin’ for the city, in the 
streets/ jist close by, an* I was 
droughty ; and it was so handy Iwint 
in an’ took a dhrink that orient to 
have hurt a baby, and ia tin sec
onds I was crazy dhrunk, and that’s 
all I remember, till nixt morn in’, 
when I was boardin’ at Sheriff Ry
an’s hotel.”

“ But,” said the court, “ you are 
charged with perpetrating an ag
gravated assault and battery on Mr. 
3., the hotel-keeper.”

“ Well, your honor,” said Pat, 
“if I did, I only gin him back what’s 
in bis own whiskey. An’ if yer 
honor hadn’t give a license I 
wouldn’t ’vo bin dhrunk ; and jf I 
hadn’t bin dhrunk I wouldn’t ’ve 
got into the fight ; an’ if 1 
got into the fight I wouldn t’ve bin 
here this mornin’, onyhow.

This was a process of reason
ing new to the Court. It was a 
self-evident troth dressed in plain 
clothes ; and while the law was with 
the Court, Pat evidently had all the 
logic, and here summed up the mis
chief of the license system in a few 
sentences.

lation—the new heaven and the new 
earth, wherein dwelleth righteous
ness. Yes, he can appreciate that 
attribute—the curse is gone, death 
abolished, and all tears wiped from 
the mourner’s eye ! So the lonely 
man in his dull hut is riveted to the 
well-worn book, ever finding it a 
greater treasure as he goes along, 
and fain, when he has reached its 
last page, to turn back to the be
ginning, and gather up more of the 
riches which he has left upon the 
road.—The Rev. Wm. G. Blakie, 
D. D.

“IN

THELI VING STONE AND 
BIBLE.

Probably no human being was 
ever in circumstances parallel to 
those in which Livingstone now 
stood. Years had passed since he 
had heard from homo. The sound 
of his mother tongue came to him 
only in broken sentences of Chuma 
or Susi, or his other attendants, or 
in the echoes of his own voice, as he 
found it in prayer, or in some cry 
of home-sickness that could not be 
kept in. In long pain and sickness 
there had been neither wife nor 
child nor brother to cheer him with 
sympathy, or lighten his dull hut 
with a smile.

lie had been baffled and tantaliz
ed beyond description in his efforts 
to complete the little bit of explor
ation which was yet necessary to 
finish his task. His soul was vexed 
for the frightful exhibitions of wick
edness around him, when “man to 
man,” instead of brothers, were 
worse than wolves and tigers to 
each other. During all his past life 
ho had been sowing his seed weep
ing, hut so far was he from bring
ing hack his sheaves rejoicing, that 
the longer he lived the more cause 
there seemed for his tears. He had 
not yet seen the travail of his soul. 
In opening Africa he had seemed to 
open it for brutal slave-traders, and 
in the only instance in which he 
had yet brought to it the feet of men 
“ beautiful upon the mountains, 
publishing peace,” disaster had be
fallen, and an incompetent leader 
had broken up the enterprise. Yet, 
apart from his sense of duty, there 
was no necessity for his remaining 
there. He was offering himself a 
free-will o fieri ng, a living sacrifice. 
What could have sustained his heart 
and kept him firm to his purpose in 
such a wilderness of desolation ?

“ I read the whole Bible through 
four times while I was in Manyue- 
tna.” So ho wrote in his diary Oct. 
3,1871. The Bible gathers wonder
ful interest from the circumstances 
in which it is read. In Livingstone’s 
circumstances it was more the Bible 
to him than ever. All his loneli
ness and sorrow, the sickness of hope

EVERYTHING GIVE 
THANKS.''

Perhaps there is no command in 
the Bible that puts Christians more 
to the test than this. Life at best 
has much work and many burdens. 
By far the majority in the world, 
whether in the pulpit or the pew, 
the shop or the homo, labor early 
and late with little compensation. 
For the mother it is the old round 
of daily care, the turning dresses 
inside out, planning, hoping, work
ing after the children are asleep ; 
for the father it is the constant 
work at the bench, on the farm, or 
over the counter, amid the wearing 
competition of business, till the 
brain whirls and he longs for a place 
that he can sit alone for a moment 
and commune with himself. Life 
is not the rosy thing he looked oat 
upon when he was a boy. He hard
ly finds time to look at a paper to 
see what the great busy world is 
doing around him. He is trying to 
do his duty. But is he giving God 
thanks ? Is life a Psalm of Praise 
to him ? Is he thankful for each 
day with its dark hours and strug
gles ?

Perhaps wo are in work that is 
thoroughly uncongenial as well as 
confining; and yet do we carry a 
merry heart that doelh good, like a 
medicine ? Perhaps we are with 
those who fail to appreciate our 
ability or effort. VYe find the world 
grasping and each one living for 
himself. Others step in and fill the 
places we had hoped to obtain. 
Sickness, death even, comes to those 
who are dear to us ; yet do we take 
all as from One who knows the end 
from the beginning, and do we in 
everything give thanks ?

We are perhaps conscious of hav
ing made a failure on some public 
occasion where we had hopetl to do 
ourselves great credit. Are we con
tent to leave this with God if we 
have done our best ? It is easy to 
be thankful for the successes of life, 
but it is poor Christian living that 
is not thankful amid its ills. What 
a world this would be if Christians 
lived up to this high privilege, 
command, even to be constantly 
thankful. In such a state of mind 
there is no gloom, no fault-finding 
with the place where God puts us ; 
no irritability, no envy that anoth
er has succeeded, no distrust, but 
sunshine and peace and hope. Lot 
us take this for our motto, for one 
week at least : “ In everything

five thanks.” It will be a short, 
leased week, and God will be hon

ored.

f.

A HINT.
“ Why, my dear friend, how bad 

on look ! I never before saw you 
ooking so thin. My husband the 

other day met you in the street, and 
at first he did not know you. He 
said that you must have lost at 
least thirty pounds of flesh. Have 
you been sick, or what is the mat
ter? Hadn’t you better consult a 
doctor? You certainly want build
ing up." Such is the substance of 
the salutation with which a polite 
and educated lady greeted a friend 
whom she accidentally met in the 
street, and who had for several 
months been in rather poor health 
and was in an exceedingly nervous 
and sensitive condition. Did that 
lady stop to think of the painful 
and injurious impression which she 
made upon her friend ? Did she 
know that her words shot through 
her friend’s heart with a pungent 
and thrilling anguish? We pre
sume not; and yet the discomfort 
which she caused was none the less 
real. Her mistake is often commi t- 
ted and never excusable. The rule 
of good sense and good manners is

__ — is it so f
Is it so, O Christ in heaven, that the highest

suffer most ?—
That the strongest wander farthest, and most 

hopeless:)- are lost :
That the mark of rank in nature is capacity 

for pain,
And the anguish of the singer makes the 

sweetest of. the strain ?

Is it so, O Christ in heaven, that whichever 
way we go,

Vvallsof darkness must surround ns, things 
we would, but cannot kuow ;

That the Infinite must bound us as a temple 
veil uurent,

While the finite ever wearies, so that none 
attain content ?

Is it so ? O Christ in heaven, that the fullness 
yet to come

Is so glorious and so perfect that to know 
would strike ns dumb ;

That if only for a moment we could pierce be
yond the sky,

With these poor dim eyes of mortals, we should 
just see God ana die ?

SUNDAY WORK IN ENG
LAND.

When spending a happy Sabbath 
in a quiet mining English village, 
my host spoke of a marvellous re
ligious awakening that had, some 
time before, sent nearly everybody 
thereabouts to worship God in 
church or chapel. They had heav
en in their Sabbaths. I asked if 
letters were delivered there on the 
Loid’s day, and being answered in 
the affirmative, I wished to know if 
the postman was a devout worship
per. “He ia a bad man, sir, he is a very 
devil, sîr.” I could not bat intimate 
very strongly that it was not im-

Erobable that the thoughtless saints 
ad thoughtlessly driven him to de

nounce them in bis heart as hypo
crites and damaged himself ; 
and urged them to take steps 
to discontinue the postal delivery 
on the day which the Lord had 
sanctified. The postman needs a 
day of rest like other people; and 
all who claim it for themselves sin 
against the postman it they do not 
give it to him. “ Therefore all 
things whatsoever ye would that 
men should do to you do ye also to 
them : for this is the law and the 

,” enforced by Jesus Christprophets,
llimselfiimselfin those words. Mr. Allen 
illustrates the evil effects that show 
themselves in some cases from re
fusing body and brain the rest of 
the Sabbath. These may not appear 
in all cases, but they must exist in 
some measure.

While visiting a friend a short 
time ago, I was shown an album. 
One portrait in it was that of a fine, 
handsome man in the full vigor of 
life. “You might have taken a 
lease of his life.” remarked his sis
ter. “ But now there is no hope of 
his recovery,” observed his brother. 
His sorrowing wife is more lonely 
than a widow, and two dear little 
children are worse off than orphans. 
Because the husband and father has 
lost his reason ? Why? “ Over
work and anxiety,” was the reply. 
Ho held a good position, with a fair 
income, but lie lost his ]X>sitioii, 
lost his income and lost his reason 
for the want of rest. Ceaseless toil 
produced softening of the brain. 
“ He had no time to go to the house 
of God on Sundays. He was too 
busy. He had writing to do.” 
Poor fellow ! how little did he think 
that soon all this time would he 
spent in the dreary society of those 
afflicted like himself 1 It he had 
only had his Sunday’s rest 
and worship! If that busy brain 
had thrown away the accounts and 
books one day in seven, he might 
now have been happy in the bosom 
of his family.

Take another- ease, that of a man 
in more humble circumstances. For 
seven years he filled the position of 
a ticket-taker at a London pier. 
From eight o’clock in the morning 
till dusk, day after day, week after 
week, for seven years he stood at 
his post. During the whole seven 
years he had only two days’ rest ! 
At last his reason tottered, and he 
was carried away a victim of Sun
day pleasure-seekers—a victim of 
those who carry out the principles 
of the Sunday League.—Day of 
fleet.

A WORD TO GIRLS.
Many a girl is careless as to how 

much money a young man spends 
for her. Three and five dollars for 
a horse and carriage he can poorly 
afford perhaps, yet she will go with 
him week after week, with no par
ticular interest in him, unmindful 
apparently whether he earns the 
money or takes it from his employ
er’s drawer. He makes her expen
sive presents. He takes '^er to ., 
concert, in going to which àsoally, 
save for her pride and his gallantry, 
a horse car ride for ten cents would

be far wiser than a cairia<re haT 
several dollars. A young 
spoets a young woman all the 
who is caretul of the wav in JÜ.0re 
he spends his money, and will h 
permit too mneh to lié used |or t*01 
A thoughtful and well-bred 
will be wise about 1 
Presbyterian.

thesc a^Uerij.

OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

NELLIE AND HER DqLl

Little Nellie Palmer, one night 
alter being undressed, kneeled down 
as usual and began to say, “ rw 
father which art in heaven" hn* 
when she got as far as “ forgive^ 
onr trespasses, as we lbrgive,” gu 
stopped short and hurst into tea,,

‘■What is the matter, my childf 
said her mother.

“ Oh, mamma, I did not pray it 
all, and I can’t pray it. 1 
pray it,” she replied.

“ And why not, Nellie.”
“ Because, mamma, I haven’t 

forgiven Susie Flanders for epoilin* 
my doll’s face this morning. ™

“ But I thought that you had fop. 
given her, Nellie, when yoe «aved 
the orange for her to-day at dj* 
ner.”

“ I thought so, too, mamma, but 
you know 1 have not seen her yet • 
and when I think of that great info’ 
spot soaked into the wax, and think 
how wicked Susie looked, my heart 
feels wicked, too, and I’m afraid if 
she could look so at me again, that 
I couldn’t give her the orange then 
or forgive her either.”

“Not if you remember that it ii 
just such as she whom Christ told 
you to forgive ?”

“ Oh, mamma, I don’t know I" 
said Nellie, still sobbing. “ Pom 
dollie’a face will never be clean 
again, and Susie need not to have 
done it ; it would have been eaikr 
to bear it if it had been an acci
dent.” , *

“ Yes, I know, Nellie, and than 
would be less to forgive ; bat if yn 
can do it now it will be easier for 
yon to forgive greater wrongs when 
yon grow older.”

“ Why, mamma, what coaid be 
greater ? Dolly’s face is epofled."

“ It could be greater whea you 
are grown up, Nellie, to have soma- 
body put a great black spot on year 
character by slander. It is done to 
somebody every day, Nellie,’ and 
you may not escape ; and if 
cannot forgive a wrong to do 
how will you be able to do bel 
toward one against yourself?”

“ But, mamma, how can I make 
forgiveness, when it won t come it
self into my heart?”

“ You can pray to Christ to send 
it, can’t you ?”

“Yes,” she answered slowly ; 
“ but I would rather you would ask 
for mo first ; please do—won’t yoa, 
mamma ?”

So the mother sought the grace 
of forgiveness for the little girl, 
who then prayod for herself, and to 
her surprise added the Lord’s Pray
er. And she whispered, as she rose 
up, “I wasn’t afraid to say that 
then, mamma, for I felt forgiveness 
coming into my heart when we 
were praying ) and I shan’t be 
afraid to give her the orange to-mor
row.”—Sunday-school Scholar.

LEARN ACCURACY.
Every boy and girl should deter

mine to be accurate. In studying 
lessons be sure to get the exact mean
ing ; in talking, state the truth of 
the thing; in working,do everything 
just right. « I have lately heard of 
two hoys who worked in the same 
store. They wore named John and 
James. Their duties were alike, 
and they were required to be at the 
store at half-past seven in the morn
ing. John was always there on the 
minute, or a few minutes before the 
time ; James came the same num
ber of minutes after. When John 
arranged the goods in the windows, 
they were accurately marked and 
priced ; James forgot to put the 
number on, or priced them incor
rectly.

These are only two of the things 
which marked the distinction be
tween the two boys. But every day 
and week they grew further apart 
—John doing his work accurately, 
and therefore well ; James slight- - 
ing all he conveniently could. Soon 
John was promoted for carefulness 
in his duties. James was warned, 
to alter his manner, and finally dis
charged. The accurate boy grcW 
to be a wealthy, self-made man. 
Mon liked to deal with him ; they 
were sure of being treated fairly- 
James tried several positions ; hut 
lost them on account of his inaccu
racy in little details, and though be 
gets through the world somehow, 
ho has not the happiness and suc
cess which with the same opportu
nities John achieved.

There are many things that tenu 
to make a noble character. Plac* 
accuracy in the list,—School Jour
nal.
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