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THE MAN WHO WORKS

“The man that is so far advanced that
he likes the work he is doing.” said
My, Stoggleton, “has reason to feel hope-
ful of himself. I suppose that the very
great majority of us go through the work
we have in hand the easiest wvay we can
and get through it, skipping we’ll be glad
when it’s finished; but the next jobh will
be just the same, There will be just
about so many hard places in it, and
then we’ll be wishing just the same
that we eould gt throngh that job.

“The fact appears to be that w= are al-
wavs trying to shirk the present job.
We fechle sort of way,
and the next thine we tackle we are go-

mean well in

e to do right ap to the handle, but
wir 1 we strike that, when that beeomes
the present work, do't we tey to ghirk

that ton? Wo do, indesd. And that's
what we doall theotuzh b —daily put-
ting off our bhest endeavors till to-mone-

Kind of & miserahle thine to do;
isn't it?

oW,

“But oceasionally yon meet a man
who puts in his best licks every day and
rejoices in the labor.
what

He doesn't eare a
the next
bring tohim he ean handle it, whatover it
is. Just now he's engaged with to-day’s
labor, and he does that up thoroughly
and eomplete and searches out the Inst
nook and cranny.  He isn't tryingto seo
what he can pass by, but what he ecan
root out, and he goeg home satisfied with
his work, and he’'s the one man in a
thousand that leads all the rest. and his
pay corresponds with his labars. —Ex.
— — —
The Navaho Blanket

But in the land of little raing

Of can you rift and cactns-plain,

An Indian women, short and swart,

This blanket wove with patient art;

And day to day, thronzh the vear,

continental i& going to

CHEMAWA

AMERICAN |

Before her loom, by patterns queer,

She stolidly a st ny told,
A legend of her people, old.

With thread on thread and line on
line,
She  wrought curions  design)
The symbol of the day and night
Of desert and of mountain  heighy
Of ji]lll'nu}’

cach

long and storm-heset
Of village passed and danger mel
OF wind and season, eold and heall
OFf famine harsh and plenty sweef
Now in this paleface home it lies,
"Neath careless, unsuspecting eyes
Which never vead the tale that runs
A course of ancient mystie suns,
e,
l'il(]l'
Appeals in vain its pictured lore;
An Indian blanket nothing more.
—dwin L. Sabin,in Ex.
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To ms, is simply many

Of figures barbarous and

Mark Twain
spector of persons, and a story 18 told of
him and Bishop Doane which is worgh
repenting.  [toceured when Mark T waid
was living in Martford, while De. Doan

ag a1 humorist is

was the rector of an Episeopal churel
Twain had listensl to one of the gon

doctor’'s best s:qarmons  one  Suandy

morning, when he approaehed him
anid, in]il"l_\': “I have I'Jljll_\'i" Vol
[ weleome it as

[ fiaved

sermon this morning.
would weleome an old friend.
bhook in my library that containg evey
word of 11"
“Impossible, sir”
indignantly
“Nbt at all
sald Twain.
“Then T shall trouble you to gend
that book,” rejoined the rector, with di
nity
The next morning Dre. Doane receive
with Mark Pwain’s compliments, a di
tionary.—Ex

eplied the rocta

[ aszure yon it is ten s




