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PREFACE.

Many times have I watched the differently tinted clouds
as, on airy wings, they gently floated across the summer

sky. I have studied their nature, have wondered at
their construction, and have almost wished they could be
more durable. I have tried in a feeble way to arrange
them in permanent form, as nearly as possible. I have
painted them on canvas, as overhanging and giving tint to
trees, houses, mountains, and $eas; I have painted them en-
circling the rising sun, then overshadowing * the sunset’s
radiant glow; ” T have painted the monstrous thunderheads,
the dismal storm cloud, the snow cloud, the giltredged ¢loud,
and the one with a silvery lining. Some of these paintings
hang on the walls of our “ home, sweet home; ” so we can
at any moment look at them and be somewhat reminded of
the real objects, with their many forms and tints.

In my quiet, serious moments, reflections drift into my
mind like the many-tinted clouds, then chase each other a
little while and sink beneath the horizon of thought. Now
and then T catch one and make a pencil drawing of it or
place it in a blank book or in the columns of a local period-
ical. Friends have repeatedly asked me to gather up
and arrange in book form some of the thoughts I have
thus preserved, but I have timidly shrunk from the task.
It seemed presumptuous for me—Iiftle me—to undertake

(iii)
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such u thing, eepecially sines “ of making many books thers
is no end.” But I bagan to reason thus: Every one desives
to leave specimens of his or ber labor as keepsakes or me-
miontoa for the loved ones left on the ghores of time; then
why should it scem more presumpinous for me to leave a
colleetion of my musings than quilts I have made, pictures
T have painted, and other works of my hands I hope io
leavaf Bo, while standing on the first rounds of the twen-
tioth sentury, I have made the attempt.

Then what nama shall the litde volume bear? © Seat-
tored Thoughts at Random Strung ™ is the most appropri-
ate title I know, for the book is prineipally the reeult of
odd moments and offland efforts; but as the length of this
title might diseonrage the reader, T shall seleet o shorter
one—" Heawrasrone Ecmora”  This will also be sppro-
priate, as most of the wriicles have boon writton by the fire-
gide, and are, to & great extent, echoos of the heart's emo-
tiona, With few exesptions, no attention will be given to
the date of the composition of these articles or the ciroum-
etances gnggesting them ; so they will, indead, be # seattered
thoughts at random strung,™

The reader will doubtless observe that in some of the ar-
ticles the “ figures " are slightly overdrawn for the sake
of emphasizing the thought.

Tt is not the purposs of the book to follow any beaten path
of science or to attempt on intellectun]l display. It will
leave Inrge words for philosophic minds; it will leave the
beautiful Aowers of languege to be plucked by those whose
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.' literary stature is sufficient to reach them. Its objects are:

To try, in a meek, unassuming way, to lift the veil of melan-

choly from the hearts of some who have grown weary and
heavy-hearted pondering over the mysterious clouds of our

existence, and to assist them in banishing the clouds and 4
finding the golden sunshine; to aid in the proper education : J
‘of the heart; to lift some walyward youth out of the quick- i)
sands of temptation and vice; and to point the discouraged

mind to the contemplation of a higher, holier life in that

world without a cloud. Let such be its echo; then God

~ speed its humble mission! Morrie L. MeExs.
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HEARTHSTONE ECHOES.

LIFE’S ECHO.

“ None of us liveth to himself, and no man dieth to himself.”

RipprEs quiver on the surface of the lake long after the
stone has reached its bed of earth. Speak aloud while sail-
ing on the placid bosom of Echo River, and, though three
hundred and fifty feet beneath earth’s rugged crust, the
myriads of crevices and “ clifflets ” of the gray limestone
walls take up the sound and toss it, like a plaything, back
and forth, back and forth, until its vibrations and reverber-
ations fill the immense cavern hall, then die away in the
dark distance.

Every life has its echo—its influence. The character of
this echo, its extent, and its number of repetitions depend
upon the surroundings and the force which produced it.
It can be made sweet and soothing, or it can be caused to
harshly grate on every ear tuned to the melody and harmony
of life. The lives of both good men and wicked men re-
mind us of this; the echoes of both will be heard long after
the forces that propelled them shall have ceased to be. The
first transgression ; the first brother murderer ; the fatal look-
ing back at Sodom’s flames ; the mistake of “Jeroboam, . . .
who made Tsrael to sin ”—all these and many others send

(1)



2 HEARTHSTONE ECHOES.

harsh echoes down time’s rushing river. These echoes, how-
ever,are to a great extent overpowered by thrilling vibrations
from the lives of righteous Abel, obedient Noah, faithful
Abraham, and meek and lowly Moses. Resting here, faith
enables us to see the life of the peerless One, whose echo
rises in the first century, growing louder and louder, until
peal after peal it resounds along the ages, and will never
cease until blended with the musie that will ¢ make the uni-
verse vocal with praise.”

Echo speaks without a tongue, yet its voice is heard the
world around. Church and college buildings are echoes of
the heart’s warm impulses; so are the various reformations, -
such as the great prohibition movement. We trust that
such echoes will continue to roll along the corridors of time,
becoming louder and extending farther while the ages come
and go. ; ‘

We are too much inelined to let our lives be nothing but
echoes—to only repeat what others have said, instead of
having thoughts of our own; to live off of the labors of oth-
ers, instead of working for ourselves.

The world is a great whispering gallery, from which are
often echoed our very tones; then how essential that our
accents be gentle and kind! If we speak harshly to it, we
may expect a harsh reply; if we treat it with silent indif-
ference, it will doubtless treat us in a like manner; if
we speak in love and tender sympathy, its tones will nsu-
ally indicate the same spirit. “Can any tongue speak
fairer?” We should be like an echo—speak when we are



WEAVING. ; 3

spoken to; but should not be like an echo—always hav-
ing the last word. As Longfellow’s arrow was hurled
through the air and lost, but was at last found, un-
broken, in an oak, so our words, which we often consider
“wasted on the desert air,” may long, long afterwards be
found “in the heart of a friend.” Likewise, a mother’s
love, echoing in a youth’s brave heart, sometimes checks his
downward wanderings and points him upward. In every
way we should exert our best influence while living; then
we will be neither afraid nor ashamed to
“ Let Echo, too, perform her part,
Prolonging ev'ry note with art,

And, in a low, expiring strain,
Play all the concert o’er again.”

WEAVING.

We are aware that the warp of life has been placed in
the loom, and we are all busily weaving. The shuttles are
flying thick and fast. Our feet are on the treadles, con-
stantly moving—dewn, up, down, up—keeping time with
the old town clock; our hands are busy, catching the shut-
tles and arranging the threads; our minds are constantly
planning and studying how to follow a certain design.

Calmly watch the mystic weavers throwing their shuttles
to and fro, amid noise and wild confusion. Some are con-
tent with a rough, coarse, common cloth, because it requires
less study and work; but every enthusiastic lover of the
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sublime and beautiful aspires to something of better qual-
ity. Some are content with cheap, perishing dyes; oth-
ers select -splendid colors which never fade. One person
~weaves into his web the most delicate tints of Flora’s bower.
Another weaves the azure of the vaulted skies, interspersed
with gold, green, and scarlet—richest, gaudiest hues; but
his eye soon becomes wearied by the flaming, flashy colors,

And “now with the gold of the wheaten sheaf

He mingles the brown of the russet leaf.”

In this mystic web called ““life” some weave a soft, del-
icate fabric; others, the “ rough and ready;” still others,
a fabric of skips and knots—a regular ‘ knickerbocker.”
Some weave that which is strong and durable; others, the
flimsy gauze, frail as cobwebs—beautiful to look upon, per-
haps, but too delicate to be of service. Some weave with
slow, stubborn, rebellions motion, complaining at every stroke
of the beam ; others, with hands swift and willing. The lat-
ter class, cheered by the sweet service of song and animated
by pleasing environments that seem to strengthen their
arms, make their weaving a pastime, and their work is

“Soft and smooth and ever spreading,
As if made for angels’ treading;” .
the former class in mad haste jerk the sley and tangle the
threads, making many ugly “balks” in the beautiful pat-

tern.
Some “snap the minute, delicate threads
Of their curious lives asunder,
And then blame Heaven for the tangled ends,
And sit and grieve and wonder.”
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Some weavers so quietly and patiently ply the shuttle
‘that their threads never break, nor snarl, nor fray, nor tan-
gle; with others the fabric becomes so skipped and worn
and soiled, the threads so frayed and broken, that they be-
eome discouraged, fretted, and nervous, spoil the beautiful
design, and would fain give up the task. When their work
is finished, it is not accepted as a good article; it shows blots
or stains placed thereon by many a tear that need not have
fallen had they but stopped to correct their mistake at the
first little tangle. Some appear color-blind; they seem to
think one shade will answer as well as another, and thus
- they spoil the pattern. Some want to weave the entire bolt,
leaving no work for others; some try to do all their part in
one day, and thus die from overwork; whereas a much
larger number would gladly leave it all for other hands
to weave.

At this great, whirring loom of time we all weave our

”  gome,

separate threads—* some, stained; others, fair;
silk ; others, wool or cotton, flax or tow. The warp is, in the
main, our natural selves ; the woof, our thoughts, our moods,
‘our words, our actions, Some weave in too much of their
own pride, temper, sensitiveness, and indomitable will; oth-
ers make a broad “ ground ” of their own dark, deep sor-
rows—their mingled fears and sighs and tears—then
“ stripe ”” with their neighbors’ vanities and criminal faults.
There is a class, however, that will grace the loom with a
beautiful web of pure character, tenderness, truth, and love,

illumined by a Roman cross that gems the center.
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The Mnstor Workman stands near, and sees if our
charnctor is renl—sees if we ingeniously intermingle the
shining warp und woof of ench day so as to imitate the
pattern pssigned us; then he rolls it back on that mys-
terions beam, Wo hear hiz voics, as it were, in the rattle
of {he loom ; we see his pages of history unrollad from the
beam. O, the mystic weavers, the mystic thrend, the mystic
web of lifal

Into the warp and woof of every book much is woven
which the reader may regord as spurions or foreign: for it
in fullv as easy to criticise as to wrils & book. To him it
may appear ag but © a ercss and pile of threads ™ interlased
g0 a8 to form o pattern which may pleasa or displease the
famev. “° To the writer almost overy filament hos its own
associntes—how each bit of silk or wool or flax or tow waa
laboriously gnthered or was blown do him, when each wos
spun by the wheel of his faney into yarn, the color and tint
which his imngination gave to esch skein, and where each
wuﬂn.u]]gwminm-ﬂ:lail]ﬁuhf the shuttls of his pen.
No thread ever quite detaches itself from ite growth and
spinning, dyeing and weaving, and each draws him back to
hours and places seemingly wnrelated to the work.™

If this, my first attempt at “ bookmaking,” may fortu-
nately escape the hypercritical gaze of thoss who erificise
but fo condomn, I trust that it may find its way over the
lowly doorsill of some humble cottage, carrving with it a
bright thread of good cheer to be woven into the web of
some dizeouraged life.
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CHASING BUBBLES.

Tmme’s great index finger has since then made several
revolutions, each time pointing one year farther toward the
sunset wave; but memory brings back that d;y, distinet as
yesterday. It was the birthday of somebody’s little boy.

“ Six years old to-day—'mos’ @ man! What mus’ I do
’cause it’s my birthday? I'm now too big to sit on mam-
ma’s knee and be a ‘ba-a-by.” Look at me! Don’t you see?
T’ve quit playin’ ¢ girl > now—quit wearin’ dresses. Look
at my new trousers! I'm a man now—'mos’ as big as papa.
It’s rainin’ so hard, mamma says I mus’ play in the house.
Mammas is awful hard on little chilluns; but while we’s lit-
tle they will have their way. O, yes! Iknow what I'll do:
T’1l blow bubbles; that’s what.”

With a short cane and a pan of soapsuds he is soon ag
busy as a bee. For four hours he is oblivious to everything
outside of the family room., Omn an adjoining lot carpen-
ters are toiling hard, completing the inner work of a house;
the busy saws are making music for the tired workmen,
while the hammers go—tap, tap, tap—as a timely accompa-
niment. This dear little boy, however, does not see the
carpenters, neither does he hear the music of saw or ham-
mer; he is busy. The rain is falling almost in torrents,
but he sees it not. The outer world gives him no trouble
now. The carpenters are no more intent on their work than
is the boy on his; the merchants feel no more interest in
their business; the king on his throne has his mind no more

fully absorbed in national affairs than is the mind of this
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dear little innocent absorbed in his business, for he is blow-
ing bubbles.

Yes, blowing bubbles. Here is one ascending to the
ceiling. There! it is coming down. He runs under it and
blows it up again. It is now about to strike the mirror,
but he blows it back ; it bursts, is gone. He makes another;
it strikes the lamp, and is no more. Another ; he blows too
hard ; it bursts. He blows one over the bed ; it falls on the
counterpane and disappears. Watch the next ; it falls on the
carpet and rolls over and over and over, to his great delight.
The next floats about through the room at his bidding (at
his blowing). When he makes one which he considers a
success, he applauds with his chubby little hands (as “ Blind
Tom ” applauding his own music), thinking he has won a
great victory. : L

For little children this is splendid recreation, and by it
several object lessons in science may be taught.  You may
thus teach them many things about colors and their com-
bination ; may show that bubbles must have light in order
to reflect the beautiful colors; tell how the prismatic colors
are produced, and explain what a rainbow is; speak of the
tenacity of soapsuds as compared with clear water; tell
about how the bubbles are made to rise by being filled with
warm breath, which is lighter than eommon air; and may
then draw the comparison between bubbles and balloons.

That boy is much older now; he thinks he is too large to
thus amuse himself. Really, he supposes he has quit that
kind of pastime, but he has not; he still spends much of his
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precious life blowing bubbles. They rise before him—
with assumed names now, however ; and he recognizes them
ot by their real name, “bubbles,” but by their nom de
guerre. They call themselves “ life’s realities,” some hav-
ing assumed the artistic names “ Fun,” “ Pleasure,” “ Hap-
piness,” “ Necessity,” and such like; whereas others wear
somber colors, and call themselves “ Trouble,” * Work,”
“ Self-denial,” and “ Hard Times.” With all the ear-
nestness of his baby days he still chases the bright-col-
ored ones and bows and moans over those of somber hues.
But—Ilook !'—he is not alone in his fanciful employment;
there stand some much older than he. What are they do-
ing? Watch them! They, too, are blowing bubbles. The
workmen around them are busy at their various pursuits,
the saws and hammers are now making coffins that may
imprison their bodies ; yet they regard them not, for they are
thinking about their bubbles. They watch these intently
as they fly higher and higher in the air; they dash after
them as they sail away. How amusing to see ‘ grown-
up boys and girls ” chasing bubbles! But examine these
bubbles carefully. They say something; not only do they
reflect the beautiful rainbow colors, but something is printed
on each of them. Their mottoes are running people wild.
Look! What does that large, beautiful one say ? Read it!
It says: “ This old country is too small for me.” So it
breaks loose from the cane that gave it its start and sails
away toward the far west. The man watching that bubble
says: “That’s me, shore!” Then he goes and does like-
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wise. He is a middle-aged man, whose life shadow is al-
ready pointing eastward. He sells, or gives away, what he
and his wife have worked hard for, leaves friends and kin-
dred, and chases that bubble in search of a country large
enough to contain him. By the time he reaches his desti-
nation he finds that the bubble has lost its force, and so has
he ; not a very large eountry is required to contain him and
his possessions now.

A fair maiden is watching the next brilliant bubble.
Painted on its round cheek of beauty (pretty as her own)
she spies jewels and- diamonds and fine clothing—such as
she covets, but eannot consistently wear. Below them she
sees written in small, dark letters: “ Your parents are not
very good to you; they do mnot dress you as they should.
Come, be mine; I will give you all the fine things you want.”
She attempts to break loose from parental restraint and
grasp the bubble, but a mysterious something prevents her.
So there she stands, or sits, and pouts, watching that bubble
and murmuring to herself and to her troubled pavents its
doleful words, changed to suit herself: * They don’t dress
me like other girls, or like they are able to do.” Thus she
deprives herself of the rosy-cheeked angel, Contentment,
and robs her hard-working, self-sacrificing pavents of a
sweet-spirited, happy davghter. If they have been un-
kind to her, it is by being too indulgent. Time speeds
on. The bloom and beauty of her youth are wasted in cov-
eting the transient possessions of the vain old queen, Style;
and before she is aware a sordid frown of discontent has
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frozen over her features, rendering the jewels she already
possesses unbecoming in the extreme. Another girl seizes
that bubble, presses it; it is gone.. Boys, does this expe-
rience in any respect fit you?

A young married eouple are intently admiring a bubble
now. The picture it presents is a magnificent home, with
elegant furnishings—not the homely cottage in which their
parents “made their start,” not even the one that is the
result of their lifetime savings. It far surpasses either—is
“up to date,” has all the modern improvements and the
most pleasing environments. They let go everything else,
eagerly seize it, and cherish it a little while; then it must go
to pay their debts, and they blushingly, but thankfully, ac-
cept a back room in the humble old cottage home. Yonder
is the picture of another charming home; but—Ilook |—it is
embraced in flames, and in a few moments the result of a life
of honest toil is nothing but a little pile of ashes.

Another bubble says: “ With all your getting, get riches.
Follow me; I will lead you to a mine of gold.” Some one
chases, but finds the dazzling material to be only yellow
sand. “All that glitters is not gold.” He pursues another
“gold hug” (gold bubble). This one is true to its la-
bel. Things turn to money at his touch. He gathers
it; hoards it; tears down his banks and builds greater.
Finally he is summoned to that other country, the land of
spirits; tries hard to arrange otherwise, obtains all the
aid he can, and pleads with the messenger to release him
from the obligation; but he must go. Hurriedly collect-
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ing as mueh of his wealth as possible, he starts with it; drags
it alo-ﬁg until he reaches the banks of the deep, turbid river;
checks his baggage; and— “ No, no!” exclaims the Cap-
tain. “You cannot bring that heavy haggage on board; it
would sink the boat.” “ Then I pray thee, O Captain, let
me stay with it.” “No, no! You are my captive, and
the time is up. All aboard!” And the despondent man
crosses death’s river, leaving his possessions on this side to
be a “bone of contention ”—only bubbles, which burst at
least as soon as they touch death’s chilly tide.

What striking similarity between many of life’s achieve-
ments and soap bubbles! Both reflect outward light and
beauty ; both are perishable; both often paint bright visions
of a golden future in some far-away land; both often
bring disappointment. Frequently a young man works
hard, earns money, and spends much of it for indulgences
that take the gilt edge from his cultured character and blunt
his finer feelings, while the remainder slips from his grasp
and disappears. Wealth and fame are often obtained
through bloodshed and tyranny, and many have chased fleet
ing pleasures to their own destruction. They had better
have been sitting on the floor making soap bubbles.

_ The little boy greatly admires the many beautiful col-
ors of his toy balloons, and who does not? But let him
catch some of them and weigh them; what are they now?
Many of life’s most brilliant phases prove to be mere bub-
bles, but there is a place where we may store our treasures

and they will never vanish.
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Each of these tiny globes has a sweet mission, after all.
It reflects a beauty and sublimity that should inspire the
desponding heart with courage and hope, and seems to say:
“Tf I, only a fleeting bubble, bursting at the slightest jostle,
can display the hand of love and power divine, how much
more is required of you, O men of little faith!”

The articles in this volume may be regarded as mere bub-
bles floating through the balmy atmosphere of more solid
literature. Then I shall try not to paint on them visionary
pictures caleulated to lead the mind astray. I would like
to paint thereon a miniature rainbow to entertain some
child, and thus teach him the bubble’s mission. I would
like to convince him that the color of the bubble called
“life ” depends largely upon the rays of light thrown on it;
that if it appears too dark, it needs to be placed in higher
light. If these articles, though transient bubbles, may but
serve this purpose; if they may give some older person
a few moments’ pastime or cast a gleam of hope over
some discouraged and gloomy life; if from them, though
dimly reflected, some one may ecatch a glimpse of the Sun
of Righieousness and the “ home of the blest,” then I shall
have my reward.

Turee things with which we are too economical: Kind
words, appropriate smiles, charities. Three things with
- which we are too extravagant: Money, time, tongue.
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THE GREAT MIRROR.

Many pleasures and advantages and some disadvantages
are derived from the common looking-glass, even the small
pocket mirror. Where there is beauty of complexion or
features it is sure to be observed ; therefore some individ-
uals give the mirror considerable attention. But—Ilo!—
on the other hand, imperfection of face or toilet is just as
perfectly reflected ; and, sad to say, with most of us the lat-
ter predominates. We would be much better pleased with
ourselves if all mirrors would flatter. Even the eolor of
eyes or hair is thus shown; and if we have neglected hair,
teeth, or toilet in general, our mirror will inform us of the
fact.

“ Smile at the world, and it smiles back at you; frown
at it, and it frowns in return.” Thus the world is a great
looking-glass.

Beyond the deep waters there is a certain hall with a
magnificent painting overhead, the work of some European
artist. Many people visit this hall and feast their eyes for
hours on the grandeur of the work, continually finding some-
thing new and attractive to admire; but the eyes grow
weary and the head aches from so long gazing upward.
Some one devised a plan for relieving this difficulty. An
‘immense mirror was placed on the floor, so persons could
look into it and see the great beauties of the elegant paint-
ing overhead. Thus with life. TFrom the beauties and
grandeur of earth we can form some idea of the glories of
the eternal “ home of the blest.” Qur powers of vision are
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too short to reach them; but God has kindly placed on his
footstool a wonderful mirror, into which we can look and
.see beautifully reflected the indescribable elegance of the
glory land. The more we gaze into this great reflect-
ing medium, the more we see in the upper world to ad-
mire.

The mirror is also a reflector of character. Have you told
a falsehood? Go to the looking-glass on your dresser, look
straight into your own face, and ask yourself: “ Who am
I, guilty of such a grievous fault?” Repeat your own
name, while looking at yourself, and see if you are mot
ashamed of it; then ‘go to that greatest of all mirrors, your
Bible, and there see how your falsehood looks. Have you
taken that which belongs to another? View yourself in
this great mirror, see the flushes on your cheeks, then watch
yourself turn pale at the thought. Have you wronged your
neighbor? Are you an extortioner? Have you required
usury? IHave you oppressed the widow and the or-
phan? Examine closely your character as reflected from
God’s never-failing mirror, and see if you are contented
with it. Have you taken the Lord’s name in vain? Tave
you been guilty of drunkenness? Have you sold whisky ?
Are you still selling it, even on the sly? Do you in aﬁy
way encourage any one to partake of the sparkling bever-
age of woe? The Bible will show you your picture. Look
at it! Tt is not merely a “ proof ” entitling you to another
“ sitting ”” ad libitum. It is the finished work of the great
Artist, showing your exact features; it is lifelike.
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If we will stand before the Bible mirror as we stand be-
fore the ordinary looking-glass, feeling as much interest in
it, we will see not only our good traits, but also our errors,
follies, and sins, which we did not realize we had until we
thus examined ourselves. Frequently we think we see a
mote or cinder in our neighbor’s eye and want to kindly re-
move it for him; but by looking closely into this holy mir-
ror we find, to our utter astonishment, it is a beam in our
own eye. The reason we do not find it sooner is that we
will not look closely into the mirror. It is strange that we
can see our own good qualities better than those of others,
while to us the faults of others are made so prominent and
to many of our own we are blind.

An imperfect mirror invariably makes an imperfect re-
flection. In a small room in the “ Moorish Palace,” at the
World’s Fair, there were arranged in some comical and com-
plicated way a vast number of mirrors, reflecting just that
many images of each individual. These images were of
various sizes, shapes, and proportions; and the result
was a comical confusion, for mno one could recognize
his own face or figure—sometimes exceedingly long and
slender, sometimes short and “ dumpy,” like the “brown-
ies,” and with mouth like that of an alligator. In another
room the mirrors were so arranged as to cause a very few
persons to appear like a large concourse of people. One
woman cried out that she was about to suffocate, and asked
to bhe quickly removed from that densely-crowded room,
when it was positively known by her friends at the door that
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she was the only individual in the room. Another trou-
ble about these complications was that when an individual
tried to get out of the room he was fully as apt to go farther
in, for the reflections would bewilder him so he could not
know which way he was going.

So if we try to see our true character reflected from va-
rious and complicated mirrors, we are sure to receive dis-
torted views—too broad or too long, one-sided, or in some
way out of proportion. Sometimes the more we fry
by these bewildering reflections to get out into the true light,
the more tangled we become, until we appeal to the true
guide. Our great spiritual mirror is free from spots and
dust and waving blemishes, and is fully guaranteed. by the
_ firm from which we obtained it—the great and reliable firm
of Father, Son, and Holy Spirit.

When about ready to start anywhere, we, as a rule, go
before the mirror to see if our toilet is properly arranged.
So when about to pass from earth to the next life, we should
stand before the mirror of God’s truth and see if we are
ready. We may think our spiritual toilet is properly ad-
justed, but on close examination we may find some very
important changes to be made.

Again, we should not wait too long before making this
examination, for sometimes we have no time to prepare
just before starting. We may not know the train of death
is due until it arrives at our station, for this train runs
on a peculiar schedule. Tt is too late to make our arraﬁg&
ments after it comes, and we cannot at our pleasure wait
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for another train; but as we have lived, so must we die and
appear before the great Judge.

Reader, are you prepared to die? " Go to that greatest of
mirrors and see,

THE “LOST SCHOOLHOUSE.”

I rorMED its acquaintance in the long ago, when Dun-
lap, Tenn., was a tiny infant, eradled in the beautiful vale
of Sequatchie. The “ Lost Schoolhouse” was old enough
to be mother, perhaps grandmother, of the village. It was
doubtless the alma maler of some who helped to build the
little town, which is situated on the highway from Jasper
to Pikeville. Its name was very appropriate, as it was sit-
uated some distance from the public road and was hidden
therefrom by a dense forest. A well-beaten path led
thereto frem the public road; but at times was ob-
structed by fallen limbs, pine needles, and oak leaves.
When the “lost ” was found, it was in a very small sedge
field near the “ Dividing Ridge,” which runs north and
south throughout the beautiful valley between and parallel
with the Cumberland Mountain and Walden’s Ridge.

Around that house still eluster many pleasant memories.
I well remember its appearance. It was not a modern
building. Nothing was said of its Gothic roof; its cor-
ridors, baleonies, museums, libraries; its spacious halls; its
“up-to-date ” folding desks; its opera chairs; for it was
simply a ‘“little old log cabin [not] in the lane” Its
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¢ stick-and-clay 7 chimney was “tumbling down;” its
rough-hoard roof was almost “ caving in.”  Its benches were
.rustic in the superlative degree—Ilong, splintery punch-
eons, or split logs, with small, round hickory posts run
through auger holes, elevating the seats so high that we little
folks had to keep our feet swinging to and fro to keep them
from ¢ going to sleep,” as we had nothing on which to rest
them while for hours long and weary we daily went over our
b-a, bis; a-b, #bs. The surroundings were enchanting.
Dense forests that had never been disturbed by the wood-
man’s ax were made cheery by nature’s sweet * winged
choir; ” and now and then were seen a fleet-footed rabbit
jumping across the path, a squirrel fleeing from us and
seeking refuge among the leafy boughs of the trees, and—
need I say?—occasionally a hideous serpent trailing its
lowly length in the dust in front of us or hissing at us from
the roadside. Springs of clear water, sparkling and pure,
gladdened the eyes and throats of thirsty children, while a
rippling brooklet quietly wended its way over a gravelly bed,
seeking the company of neighboring waters. Walden’s
Ridge was only a few miles eastward, and from behind it
- the morning sun quietly climbed, walked proudly athwart
the skies, then modestly retired beyond the tall Cumber-
land Mountain, which looked down upon the “ Lost School-
house ” from the west.

As the school was near town and especially for the ben-
efit of the town children, there was a large crowd of
us in attendance, and a merry crowd were we. Our little
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“hearts always leaped with joy when our kind teacher an- -
nounced, “ Recess!” but when, two hours later, he called
out, “Dinner!” the boys gave a simultaneous yell; the
girls, a modest (?) shout or shriek; and such a stampede
—pellmell, helter-skelter over benches and each other, tear-
ing our long-sleeved, homespun cotton aprons on the splintery
benches, the larger children priding themselves in pinch-
ing the little ones, pulling their hair, snatching off their
“ headbands,” or treading on their shoeless toes with their
own heavy, toeless shoes—just anything to make them cry,
hoping they would receive a whipping, which would give the
“big boys” something to laugh at, holding up their books
so as to hide from the teacher their odd grimaces. But
onward we rushed for bonnets, hats, and dinner baskets.
Greedily and quickly as possible we swallowed our lunches,
for “dinner time” meant two hours’ solid fun. * Club-
fist,” “thimble,” “hide and seek,” “jail,” “Ant'ny

? werer daily

over,” and “ poor puss, I want your corner,’
played with renewed animation; while for more violent
exercise we girls engaged in “ jumping the rope” (a grape-
vine substitute), and the boys had a regular, old-fashioned
“fox chase.” One swift runner was the “fox;” two or
three were “ hunters,” yelling and blowing horns ; but most
of the boys were “ dogs,” and such a set of barking hounds !
Grapevine swings and sappling horses admirably served the
purpose of the trapeze and gymnasium of later days. The
clever forests abounded in “scaly barks,” ehinquapins,
chestnuts, persimmons, beechnuts, gooseberries, and huckle-
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berries to gladden the eye and tongue of the school ehild,
whose relish for eating always stands mext to that for
- play. We were also a jolly band of little musicians, and
how we could and did sing, especially on our way home!
“ Blow Ye the Trumpet, Blow!”  From Greenland’s Tey
Mountajns; ” “ How Tedious and Tasteless the Hours!”
and many other contemporary songs were sung at the top of
our voices, until it seenied to us that if the trumpet had
then been blown loud enough to drown our music (?), its
peals would have almost reached ‘ Greenland’s icy moun-
tains ¥ and “ India’s coral strand;” yet the hours were by
no means “tedious and tasteless.” T imagine I can now
hear the echo caused by Cumberland Mountain’s catching
the sound and sending it back to the “ Dividing Ridge ”
whence it started. Talk about happiness! TLook among a
throng of innocent children, like we were, and you will find
nothing else. Why should we have been otherwise? Wa
had no care, except to be careful not to fall and break our
milk bottles, which we intended to sink in the bubbling
spring until dinner time, and our mothers had long since
taught us that if such accidents should happen we should
not “grieve over spilt milk.” It had never entered our
minds that progressive ideas would ever make it possible
for ehildren to learn any faster than we; and if any one
had spoken to us about such studies as algebra, philosophy,
rhetorie, or astronomy, we would have thought they belonged
to a post-graduate course, or some other course we had never
‘heard of.
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On our way we passed a large, open field, a free pasture
for the town cattle. Each prominent member of the soci-
ety of “ milch kine ”” wore a badge, which we called a  bell,”
and each child could readily designate the tone of his cow’s
bell. We called our cow “Muley.” She was large,red, horn-
less, and somewhat vicious. I can prove the latter statement
by a slight sear on my nose. When she lifted me over tle
fence one evening, she failed to warn me of the rocks on the
other side; but I excuse her now, though I was not willing
to do so then. Suffice it to say I am still afraid of a cow
without horns. Well, really, I treat all cows with becom-
ing courtesy when I chance to meet them on the street. If
they prefer the sidewalk, the middle of the street will answer
my purpose, mud or no mud. It seems to me that I could
distinguish the clear, sweet tone of old “ Muley’s ” bell to-
night, were I to hear it among a hundred. It did not sound
quite so sweet to me while she was helping me over the
fence, however, as it always did in the pasture near the
“TLost Schoolhouse.” Frequently some of the little boys
would drive their cows home as they went from school;
 then what music we would have—the jingle of cow
bells—some of the tones, coarse; some, fine; school-
boys’ yells—Iloud, louder, loudest; schoolgirls’ song§—~
high, higher, highest! No wonder nature took up the
chorus and reverberated it from cliff to cliff along the
mountain side. Had Walden’s Ridge been a little nearer,
it would also have shared the pleasure as the songs and
gshouts of merriment glided over the laughing waters
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of the Sequatchie River and threw back kisses at the
happy little throng. The sparrow’s chirp, the jay’s ery,
the whip-poor-will’s call, the dove’s plaintive cooing, the
frog’s croak, the serpent’s hiss, the lion’s roar, the panther’s
seream, the locomotive’s whistle, would have had poor show-
ing amidst our noisy throng. Even the teacher sometimes
needed much sympathy, especially the last day of the ses-
sion, when he had to give the school a candy “treat” or
receive a blessing—no, a ducking. How well I remember
the day we chased Mr. Deakens nearly all over the woods,
through blackberry patches and jungles of alder, swamp
dogwood and hazelnut bushes; made him fall over logs,
jump fences; and tried to run him into a large pond! He
promised us the “treat.” T can now almost see that im-
mense bundle of gay-striped stick candy, which “ fairly be-
wildered and dazzled our eyes ” (and mouths) as he kindly
divided it among us. These were our *commencement
exercises.”

Years have glided by, and where—O, where—are those
merry lads and lasses? Where is my kind teacher? Where
are my schoolmates, my playmates, my classmates? Where
are the Eliots, Ootens, Phelpses, Smiths, Cains, Hatfields,
MecDonoughs, Stuarts, Heards, Vaughts, Alleys, Johnsons,
Walkers? Their school days are over. Time has scattered
them far and near. Many now have large, prosperous fami-
lies, while others have sipped the dregs from poverty’s bowl ;
some occupy prominent positions in society; some, now
sires and matrons, live in the same community (my kind
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teacher among that number); but where are the others?
Many—O, so many!—have passed over inte the land of
spirits. And where is the “ Lost Schoolhouse?” Echo
faintly whispers, “ Where?” It is lost to the world now,
its charms, incidents, and surroundings living only in the
memory of a spared few; but

“, . . . dearto my heart are the scenes of my childhood ”

and the sweet memories that still lovingly place me on their
downy wings and tenderly carry me back to the little hut
in the old sedge field. It served its purpose well. What
was learned there was learned to stay—mno superficial smat-
tering. The building remained faithful to duty until bet-
ter ones in the community were ready to take its place.
May each of us learn a lesson from this humble little cabin
—a lesson of fidelity. May we be faithful to the mission
assigned us, so that when our body,  the house we live in,”
shall give place to a more durable one and, like the * Lost
Schoolhouse,” shall return to dust, we may at least leave
pleasant memories for our friends who survive us.

THE OLD PERSIMMON TREE.,
Ir trees could talk, I would call for the autobiography of
a certain one I know. It stands between the “ Lost School-
house,” in which some of my first school days were hap-
pily spent, and the little town in which we then lived. Tf
it had a tongue and language to tell its own story, I am sure
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we would gladly listen. It would tell of eclipses, of cy-
clones, of droughts, of waterspouts, of snowstorms, of earth
quakes, of “ wars and rumors of wars,” until our minds
would grow weary of its eloquence; then it would give rest
to our mental strain by coming down to common things—by
telling us of the thousands of busy bees and many-tinted
butterflies that have been fed from the sweetness of its blos-
soms, of the many birds of gay plumage and sweet voice
that have perched among its branches, and of the many
happy children who have partaken of its luscious fruit.

Its age I cannot tell,butIknow it has been “yielding fruit
after its kind ” ever since, and even before, the Civil (un-
civil) War of the sixties. Both armies passed almost under
its branches, for it stands beside the public road theytraveled
in passing through the valley. It showed no partiality,
was no prejudiced politician, was ““ no respecter of persons,”
hence gave of its sweet fruit alike to the “boys” of the
blue and of the gray who at different times were encamped
around it. Hundreds of its neighbor trees were cut down
to make fires under the “camp kettles ” and to warm the
aching feet of “ somebody’s darlings ” far away from home
and mother. Tt was present when the glad tidings of peace
joyfully resounded throughout the shady vale, gladdening
the hearts of Sequatchie’s noble daughters, sisters, wives,
and mothers by indicating a safe return of their dear
ones who had not met death on the blood-stained battle-
field. Since then many other hundreds of trees have been
felled by the woodman’s ax to warm the inhabitants and
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cook their food or to feed the sawmill’s greedy tooth; some
have been uprooted by the tornado’s breath ; fields have been
cleared near it on either side; but, somehow, it has been
spared—why, we cannot tell; but we could easily tell why
we would spare it: as a cherished relic of olden times as
well as for its usefulness.

There is something peculiar about this tree. Its fruit, lus-
cious and abundant, has never been known, I believe, to pro-
duce a seed. When, as a tiny schoolgirl, I trudged along to
the “ Lost Schoolhouse,” this tree, then small, but fruitful,
was exactly on our way ; and during the season that *possums,
persimmons, and “ fatty bread ” were abundant we children
showed this tree great respect by daily stopping and cheer-
fully partaking of its offered hospitality ; and I well remem-
ber one thing that added to the interest was searching for
seed, one man having offered a dollar for one that was well
matured. It became rumored that this tree produced seed-
less fruit, which increased the curiosity to investigate. More
than thirty years have passed since the close of the war be-
tween the States; a reign of “ peace on earth, good will to-
ward men,” has blessed our beloved America; but, judg-
ing by appearance, not much peace has this tree enjoyed.
Though willing to give up all its treasures as fast as ma-
tured, the greedy passer-by has impatiently and ruthlessly
beaten, bruised, and scarred it for its very work’s sake.
The hand of persecution has fallen heavily upon it; the
tooth of time has gnawed in it great holes. Seven years
ago, while visiting the little town near by, my husband
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and I made a special call to see my good old friend,
the persimmon tree. Need I have been surprised at not
recognizing this dear old chum of the long ago? Neither
did it seem to fully remember me; for when introduced by
one of my lady friends after a separation of a quarter of a
century, it only bowed its aged head modestly in the gentle
breeze and said not a word. Who can wonder at its not
recognizing me? I do not look exactly like I did when,
as a wee schoolgirl, I wended my way to the * Lost School-
house.” My face is not so fair as then; my hair does not
hang in black ringlets around my neck as it did when, at
the age of seven or eight years, I skipped along on “light,
fantastic toe,” with lunch bucket, a pint bottle of sweet milk
(to be placed in the cold waters of the bubbling spring until
dinner), McGuffey’s second reader, and Webster’s blue-
backed speller.

The hand of progress has wrought wonderful works
in that part of the country, as shown by the railroads and
many new towns which have been built in the interest of the
immense wealth of iron and coal; but what of our persim-
mon tree? Like an unshaken erag on a mountain side, it
has braved the storms of these many years; and though
dingy, searred, and bruised, it stands firm and continues
faithful to duty. The Savior’s eulogy on the humble woman
beautifully applies to this tree: * She hath done what she
could.”

As the tree casts off its foliage to battle with the wintry
blasts, lest the additional weight should overcome it, so man
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must lay aside many of his superfluous ideas and habits in
order to successfully battle with the rough conventionali-
ties of life. This tree gives fruit to its cruel oppressors.
What a lesson to us—not “ railing for railing: but contrari-
wise blessing!” It * overcomes evil with good;” for the
harder it is beaten, the more freely it showers its blessings
on the earth. Sometimes the harder Christians are perse-
cuted, the more they bless the world with spiritual fruit;
and “ by their fruits ye shall know them.”

Many trees will not give up their fruit unless it is beaten
off, but will cling to it until it “ dries up ” and becomes
useless, There is a class of so-called “Christians” who cling
with great tenacity to what little spiritual fruit they pos-
sess until it is “frailed” off with rods of persecution ; then it
is like the seedless persimmon—very good to the taste and
sight, but with no inclination whatever to propagate good
fruits.to benefit others. They desire to be fruitful, but per-
suade themselves that charity belongs at home. The rays
of their spiritual lamp shine brightly enough at home (un-
der the bushel), but searcely ever reach the hearthstone of
a poor, dejected neighbor, or even the church house, unless
the pulpit is that day to be occupied by some great or flow-
ery speaker. To the Sunday school and prayer mesting
their lamp is a “ dark lantern,” with the dark side foremost
8o it cannot light their way.

The reason some church members do not benefit any one
by their fruit is because they are so much like “ other trees ”
(like the world) that no fruit is expected of them; amnd



Tar OLD PERSIMMON T'REE. 20

hence they are not beaten, not persecuted. IListen! The
sure way to keep from being “ persecuted for Christ’s sake ”
is. to walk hand in hand with the world; keep your light
hidden, and no one will once suspect that you are a child of
God.

The tree we are considering is now very large, old,
weather-beaten, rough, and ugly; but pleasant associations
~ clustering around it make it still attractive. = A person may
be scarred, rough-featured, tanned, and homely; yet to
the eyes and hearts of love he can he fair and beautiful
still, made so by agreeable disposition and.continued use-
fulness. This tree top is somewhat out of proper shape,
limbs having died and fallen therefrom. In old age the
mind, supported by a feeble, afflicted body, may lose many
of its most faseinating charms and not be so well balanced
as in days gone by. When this persimmon tree shall be-
come too infirm to yield fruit, it will by some be cherished
for old times’ sake; when a good and useful person has be-
come too old and feeble to do active labor, he will still be
loved, cherished, and tenderly cared for on account of good
done in the past and for the sake of sweet associations. As
an old, reliable “landmark,” the aged Christian stands,
as it were, with outstretched arms, one hand pointing back
over a long and well-spent life, the other hand pointing for-
ward across the rapid river to a blissful eternity, where the
hand of infinite love is sweetly beckoning: ¢ Come home.”

Later.—A message reaches me that this famous old tree
has finished its work—it is dead. A piece of its bark now
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lies on my table—sent to me as a memento, like a lock of
hair from a departed friend. Two years ago (1900) it
yielded fruit as nsual, then died with the century. It faith-
fully served its community until time placed a heavy finger
on its veins and caused the life current to forever cease to
flow. Long will it live in the memory of a “ spared few ”
of the sons and daughters of the fair Sequatchie Vale, and
from it may we all impress the lesson of faithfulness.

MRS. SMITH’S CHIP BASKET.

Mrs. Smrru has a chip basket. It is a homely, common-
place little article; but is right useful. It contains large
chips and small chips; long chips and short chips ; new chips
and old chips; thick, broad, straight chips and thin, narrow,
crooked chips; rough, ﬁgly, dusty chips and smooth, pretty,

“clean chips. This basket makes a poor show, but it has an
advantage: not very much is expected of it. Some of its
contents are very good, but in too sntall pieces to amount
to much; and when she begins to take them out, she is ut-
terly astonished at the great quantity of trash in the basket.

This queer chip basket is Mrs. Smith’s mind, filled with

all sorts of trash—nothing of much importance. The cause =

of this odd accumulation is her varied experience—-her
short-lived employments. It is somewhat after this fash-
ion: Mrs. Smith has a large number of tissue-paper pat-
terns to place together in complicated form. She is ar-
ranging them on the bed very cautiously, with studied care,
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precision, and thought. It is difficult to place them just
right, and much depends upon her doing so. Now she has
more than half of them properly adjusted—notches to fit.
Some one suddenly raises the window; a puff of wind
blows all the patterns off the bed. Woman disappointed, time
wasted ; the work must be done over. But—lo!—some of
the most important patterns have been blown into the fire—
are gone, and cannot be replaced.  (So much for that chip. )
She begins to write an important letter; is interrupted
once, twice, thrice. There! the train has gone; it is too late
to send it. (Another chip!) She concentrates her thoughts
on a certain theme and tries to formulate ideas which she
hopes will be upbuilding to moral and spiritual character;
but by the time the “ muses ” begin to settle thick around
her, some foreign element “shoos” them. away, and they
refuse to return. (What a chip!) '
Now, do not begin to ask who Mrs., Smith is; you are
well acquainted with her. She is your neighbor—and a
good one, too. You remember her husband passed into the
land of spirits two and one-half years ago, leaving this deli-
cate little woman to tread life’s uneven path without his
strong and willing arm to lean upon. So she is having a
. hard time trying to make a comfortable living for four
little children, to rear and educate them properly, and has
tried several avocations. True, she has many kindred
seattered around, who seem in deep sympathy with her and
help her considerably—that is, they come to see her often
and help make way with what little she earns by daily toil.
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When she manages to get a new supply of provisions, they
somehow (or some other how) right then manage to
be without and thoughtfully borrow (?) part of hers,
lest they spoil on her hands. They dislike to see food
wasted these “hard times,” you know; so they help her
take care of hers—in a hurry. She decides to take a few
paying boarders, thinking they will be more profitable in a
pecuniary sense than her nonpaying ones ; but the number in
the nonpaying class so far exceeds the other class that the
profit is devoured in the ratio of “sixteen to one’—six-
teen consumers to one provider. Strange to say, she gives
up the boarding business as unprofitable. (A great, big,
rusty chip!)

She next tries school-teaching, and hires some one to keep
house and take care of her children through the day. Dur-
ing her absence her “kinsfolk and acquaintance” feel if
their special duty, as well as pleasure, to see closely after
“the poor, lonely little children, whose dear mother is off

’ so several of them come daily, and

working for them;’
often make it convenient to dine with the new housekeeper,
who, of course, must treat them right and prepare the best
meal possible, because they are relatives and dear friends
of “ Mrs, Smith, the school-teacher.” Others come late in
the afternoon, and decide to wait until after supper, so they
will get to see Mrs. Smith and hear from her school. They
sincerely hope and pray she 1s gettine along nicely, and feel
sn sorry she has to work so hard to make a living for her
poor little orphan children. “ Poor woman! She deserves
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go much eredit.” And eredit is all she gets from these con-
suming sympathizers. (More chips!) But the said Mrs.
Smith sees clearly that the overmuch sympathy will not
only swallow her salary, but will also spoil her children;
so she decides to select. some employment that will enable
her to stay at home with them. She has been reared to
work, and can earn an honorable living for her little family
if not interfered with. She tacks up her sign, “ Dress-
maker,” and soon has plenty to do and gives general satisfac-
tion. TIn a little while,however (as soon as her work becomes
known as first-class), these selfsame “ beloved. friends ” and
others just as dear bring her more work than she can do.
Of course she is not expected to charge her own dear ** kin-
folks ” anything; could not think of doing that—is only too
glad to accommodate them; and will work for her neigh-
bors at half price. Remember, these are the very individ-
uals who sneered when she put up her ““ Dressmaker * sign;
they said she could not make dresses “ fitten for a cook to
wear.” (A threecornered chip!) Sometimes the poor
woman becomes confused and nervous, and feels like her
brain is turning around like a whirligig or flutter mill, and
that it is as insignificant as a basket of chips.

She now has her lap full of sewing, carefully placed as
she wants it. The “baby boy” suddenly sereams in the
back yard, as if he had cut off his toe. She, motherlike,
dashes her work on a chair and runs, finding that the old
hen has robbed the child of his biseuit; then she returns to
her work, whiech must be finished in limited time (persons
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are often very exacting of a dressmaker). Where is her
thimble? Her needle is lost; her scissors are lying on the
hearth, with the point broken off; her spool of silk thread
has rolled into the fire. She must call little Sallie to run
hastily to the store for more thread. Sallie, unfortunately,
has a leak in her memory ; brings white silk thread instead
of blue; must go back up town—woefully against her will,
of course. But the lady is waiting for her dress, and Mrs.
Smith must complete it before the evening train. Sallie
loiters a little while in town, looking anxiously at the heau-
tiful bisque dolls and lace fans in that large show window,
wondering what rich man’s little daughters will soon hap-
. pily possess them; she then returns with the thread, and
her mother’s work is eagerly resumed.

“ Rin-g-ng-ng!” goes the doorbell.

“ Run to the door, Sallie!”

Sallie runs. “ It is Mrs. Haste, mamma. She wants
to borrow the latest designer. She is in a big hurry, and
cannot eome in.”

“ Well, take it to her, dearie.”

“ Good morning, M?s. Smith! O no! Keep your seat;
I cannot stay a minute. T hate to bother you, but am wor-
ried to death about my new dress and want you to advise me
a little. Tell me all about how to make it; you can tell me
in a minute; then T must go. T must not take a minute of
your time, for I cannot imagine how you can possibly get
that work done to-day, anyway; but I just must have my
dress done by Sunday, for I have no dress fit to wear to
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church, and have already stayed away two Sundays on ac-
count of not having any. I want something new and
stylish, something to correspond with my new hat. O,
you just ought to see that! Tt is perfectly lovely—the cut-
est thing, and so becoming; but I have had it two weeks
and could not wear it for want of a new dress to correspond.
If T do not hurry, it will go out: of style before I get to wear
ity after all.” ~ " -

Exactly forty-seven minutes are consumed in planning,
showing, and discussing Bon-Ton and Buttrick styles; then,
after the usual womanly “Much obliged, good-by, come to
see me; ” “ 1 will, you ecome back;” “ Thank you, T will,
you be sure to come, good-by,” Mrs. Haste takes her de-
parture. (Blessed chip!)

Poor Mrs. Smith, wondering what gave her such a horri-
ble nightmare, resumes her work with wearied form and
anxious expression. She is now making the machine fairly
fly.

“ Tingle-ingle-ingle ! ”?

“ Telephone! Run, Sallie!”

“ Tingle-ingle-ingle-ing-ing-n-n-g !

“Run to the ’phone, Sallie! Sal-lieee! ’Phone, Sal-
lie! ”

But Sallie has skipped off to take care of Bob, and Mrs.
Smith has to answer it herself.

“ Halloo, Mrs. Smith! This is your friend, Mrs. Wise.
I just want to know if T can borrow your very latest sleeve
pattern, and if you can send it over by your little girl, as T
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haven’t a single soul to send for it and need it right now.
I dislike to trouble you, for I know how you are rushed
with work to-day; but you are always so good you do mnot
mind doing ‘a little thing like that; and then Sallie——dear
little soul!—it is only fun for her to run over here and
back.” '

After nervously listening to a ten-minute jabbering
over the ’phone from a woman whose intellect poorly har-
monizes with her name, Mrs. Smith hunts up the pattern,
then Sallie; then she must take care of “ Baby Bob” and
try to sew until the pattern is carried across town to Mrs.
Wise. In the meantime she answers the "phone four times,
feeds two tramps, and is entertained (?) by a “ picture
man,” a traveling optician, and a book agent trying io sell
a book on “Child Training” written by an old maid.
Sweet little Sallie, childlike, lets her memory leak again;
forgets that her mamma urged her to ““ come back as quick
as possible; ” stops, both going and coming, to gaze a while
at the coveted treasures in that wonderful show window,
each time spying new beauties which gain her admiration
and consume her time. But she returns and takes charge
of little Bob again. The older children have not returned
from school.

“ Rap, rap, rap!”

“ Some one at the kitchen door! Run, Sallie!”

“ Gude ebenin’! Say, is dat ar dress done? Ole miss
say she has ter start to de train in half hour, and has tes
w’ar dat very frock; dat dis am three times she’s sent fur
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it, an’ can’t wait a minit longer. Who-ee! Ize run so fas’
my breath’s gone back on me.”

-So Uncle Simon stands at the door puffing and blowing,
mopping his face with his old bandanna, and fanning with
his broad-brimmed straw head shelter until the last two
hooks and eyes are sewed on the dress and the bundle is hur-
riedly pinned up and handed to him.

“ Gude ebenin’, missus! But, say. Ize ’hout ter furgit
to tell yer. Ole miss sed tell yer yer’d haf ter wait on her
fur de money tell she gits back; dat it 'ud take eb’ry cent
she had—an’ mo’, too—to make dat big trip to Wash’ton,
Nu Ork, Niger Falls, Buff'lo, and all dem big places to see
de big show; but dat she’d pay yer jist as soon as she gits
back home, ef she has any money lef’; dat it’s a good debt
eben ef it’s neber paid.” And off goes Uncle Simon in a
hurry.

Somehow, by this time Mrs. Smith has a kind of wearied
look. Do you wonder that her mind is like a chip basket ?

UNEQUALLY YOKED.
L
CHILpREN, be quiet, please, and listen to a short story
founded on truth. Little Master Idleby and little Miss
Domore were near neighbors in their baby days, he only a
few months her senior. ““Idleby” was only a pet name,
or nickname, being a contraction of “idle boy,” and was
at first applied with hope of reforming the child of his
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thoughtless, idle habits, through disgust. In early child-
hood these two began to show evidence of unusual at-
tachment for each other. In school they preferred sitting
side by side, reading from the same book, standing by each
other at the blackboard, eating their noonday lunches to-
gether, and being partners in the various games. Teach-
ers and students wondered at their apparent eongeniality,
for they were entirely different types of humanity. He,
though fully her equal in general mental capacity, was lack-
ing in resolution, as was shown by his being entirely will-
ing to receive assistance from her ready hand and mind
instead of preparing his lessons by means of his own brain,
which was stupid only from want of exercise.

As they fast climb into their middle teens, seek an oppor-
tunity, if you please, and peep into their private home lives.
Watch, listen! Perhaps you may ascertain, on general
principles, why the boy is willing to receive help on his les-
sons; also why the girl is willing and thoroughly capaci-
tated to give the coveted aid. TFirst, visit the little girl’s
home. Go early. You find her up and doing, as her name
indicates. She is bl‘ight and happy, busily helping her
mother with the morning work and singing a merry tune.

“ Now, daughter, go, get ready for school,” enjoins the
mother.

“No, mamma; I want to do more of the work first, so
you can rest. You look tired, and I must not leave too
much for you to do.”

Next you are peeping into the boy’s home. Now, Tdle-



UnrquaLLy YOKED. 39

by’s father died three years ago, and among his last words
to this boy were: ““ Son, be good to your delicate mother.
Help her with her work all you can, and see that she does
not have a hard time. The other children are all too
small to help her now. Be quick; be industrious; be a
man! T repeat: always be good to your mother.” Now
you may see how the dying father’s admonition was car-
ried out.

“Wake up, Idleby, my son! Get up quick and help
your mamma! You know we have no cook now, and T am
not at all well. Make a fire in the stove and draw some
water right quick, please.”

“All right, mamma ! ”’

The aching, feeble woman hurriedly arranges her toilet
and hastens to the kitchen. All is silence there. She goes
back to the boy’s room door. “ Rap, tap, tap, rap!”

“ Son, are you 'most ready ?”

No reply.

¢“Tdleby, Idleby!”

“ Heh, ma’am!”

 Make haste, boy! I am waiting for my fire and water.”

“ 0, mamma, I'm so sleepy! (I don’t see why every-
body don’t keep a cook.)”

Back to the kitchen the mother goes. She makes the fire,
draws water, prepares breakfast; but not to the terror or
disappointment of the boy (he has permitted her to do
this before). Aroused by the breakfast bell, he gently
stretches himself, yawns, gets up reluctantly, dresses slowly,
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yawns frequently, and manages to find himself in the dining
room in time to severely criticise the fare and ask if there
are “ any more warm biscuits.”

After breakfast he kindly asks his mother if she wants
anything from town. Somehow, the average boy does
not seriously object to going “up town.” She tells him
she wants several things from the grocery store, and also
the mail, just as soon as she can get them. She then hands

him the list and a basket, and urges that he shall hurry

back, lest he be late at school.

“All right, ma’am ! ” and, scarcely waiting to receive or-
ders, off he darts toward town.

His name right now seems to be losing its significance as
a contraction of “idle boy.” Six hot biscuits, three cakes
of sausage, butter and molasses in proportion, and two cups
of strong, hot coffee have aroused him from his lethargy.
He is wide awake, strong, and active now, and can almost
fly to town. e is always quick enough at starting; his
trouble comes afterwards. Soon he spies a blue jay in some-
body’s cherry tree and stops to cast a stone or two at it (and
to sample the cherries).  Then he sees Jim Baddy and
Jack Wild chasing a rabbit; and, of course, common cour-
tesy demands that he shall assist them. The rabbit soon
disappears, and so does the boy; the latter, toward town
with rapid steps, for his mother is in a hurry, you know.
Mr. Toad hops out before him in a friendly way, and Idleby
stops to tease him a while (idle boys like to tease). Next,
he sees a toy halloon ascending on the wings of the wind.
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He stops and watches it until it appears a mere speck in the
sky, like a black pin head.

Town at last; groceries and mail secured ; a few innocent
games played—parcheesi, erokinole, logomachy; a friendly
cigarette; a little social chat; another cigarette.

“Boys, I must go home; mother is in a big hurry for
these things. Good-by! See you later.”

Homeward bound he swiftly glides, with conscience light
as his brain. This is not the first time he has treated his
mother thus; so the strokes of his conscience fall less heav-
ily than they once did. But on he goes, hurrying home-
ward.

“Just look! T’Il declare! They are playing baseball,
and T just must see that. It’s a test game between our
town boys and the ‘nine’ from Idlewild, and I wouldn’t
miss it for a dollar. T'Il put this basket of things right
down here by this tree, where nothing will disturb it. My
arm is tired of earrying it, anyway. I will go and watch
the boys play a little while—just long enough to rest my
arm—then take the things right on to my mother. She
will only think it took the clerk a long time to count the
eggs and weigh the sugar.”

Off he darts to the ball ground.

i #

Moments unconseiously multiply and step back, until two
long hours mark the time of his watching. The game is
ended; “our nine” are miserably whipped (unfairly, of
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course) ; Idleby, sorry he witnessed the defeat and very
angry with the victorious opponents, resumes his journey
home by way of the tree where he deposited his basket.

“Just look where the sun is! It is now after ten o’clock.
I have missed my rhetoric lesson, sure; but I don’t care.
I didn’t know it, anyway; and it is no advantage to me.
I never expect to be a school-teacher. It will soon be time
for my algebra, and T haven’t looked at it. The teacher—--
but I know what I’ll do: T’1l sit right down by my girl, Miss
Domore, and copy her examples, like I did yesterday.
Then I'll know they are correct, for she never makes a mis-
take.’Q

He arrives at the tree. What a comical sight! What a
spectacle! Tour dozen eggs, a dollar’s worth of sugar,
three packages of soda, two ounces of pulverized black pep-
per, one ounce of cayenne, a dozen bananas, a dozen cu-
cumber pickles, a package of chocolate, a package of cocoa-
nut, three bunches of celery, several letters and newspa-
pers—all mixed on the ground in strange proportions; all
torn. up, broken up, mashed up, chewed up, and a goodly
portion “swallowed up;” while two large neighborly hogs,
puffing and blowing, are still busy, triumphantly mixing the
ingredients with their noses, which are thoroughly white-
washed with the soda and sugar, which novel paint is
“there to stay,” being securely glued by the egg mixture,
giving it a golden tint, while the pepper will not soon per-
mit their noses to become chilled. The friendly swine have,
indeed,  wasted his substance with riotous living;” yet
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they appear more thoughtful than he, for they seem to real-
ize that it is time the ingredients were being mixed ; in fact,
it is entirely too late for his mother to use them as she de-
sired. This being his birthday, she intended surprising
him with a splendid dining and having a score or more of
his special friends to be at his home awaiting his arrival
from school at noon; but her plans are all disappointed by
his delay. This is but a fair sample of his happenings and
mishappenings between the cradle and manhood. He is
prompt and fast at one thing, however ; that is time killing.

Years move on. The characteristics and habits of their
childhood cling to the young man and young woman; and,
regardless of the wide difference, this couple become ardent
admirers, true lovers; and, decidedly against the better
judgment of their parents and friends, before reaching
their majority, Mr. Idleby and Miss Domore are united
in marriage. Mysterious notion! )

It is dolefully whispered around: * Unequally yoked!”
“She has driven her ducks to a dry market;” “ What a
downward step!” “Didn’t she manifest queer taste?”
Her only apology is that she loved him. No doubt this is
true, but could she not have learned to love a man worthy
of her? Marriage without love should never be, but it is
an erroneous idea of some young persons that the *¢ first
love ”—the premature love of youth—must never be can-
celed. In some instances “first love ” proves genuine, but
in many cases the “ideal ” of childhood is far from being
the ideal of the same mind when mature. Tt is a serious
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mistake when persons marry having dispositions and ideas
so different they can never be harmonized. Such can
never be congenial companions; hence they can never be
really happy, prosperous, or useful.

From a desirable home and from the advantages and lux-
uries of her girlhood Mr. Idleby takes his bride to the
“dingy hut in which she is to be the humble queen. No
king will rule there, but an indulged, spoiled, indolent man
will “boss.” But he often told her he would put away
his childish habits when he married; and she believed him,
of course. Like too many other good resolutions, his were
made of weak material; so they soon break, and he natu-
rally drifts back into the same old channel—has to be awak-
ened two or three times every morning, dresses slowly,
yawns as in boyhood, and goes to breakfast late, but in plenty
of time to remind his wife that the biscuits are getting cold,
the steak is tough, the butter is old, and the coffee is not
half settled. He also gently (?) reminds her that his
“ good old mother ” always kept his breakfast warm when
he happened to sleep a little late. Occasionally he arouses
her early, says he must have soon breakfast on account of
his work, and faintly adds, “If I can help you, just call
me; "’ then he gives vent to a dismal groan, turns over, and
“drops off to sleep ” again. As a rule, when a man says
that, it is equivalent to saying, “ Do without me if you
can; ” for he knows she is not apt to eall him.

Never were two persons more unequally yoked; and,
what makes it seem so mysterious, they knew they were en-
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tirely different, having been reared together. She is quick,
practical, skillful, economical, tidy, industrious, intellectual,
refined, cultured ; he is slow, sensitive, pettish, and requires
continual petting, and, although extravagant, is very untidy
in appearance. (Is it not strange that those who spend the
most money on their toilet are often farthest from being
neat?) If he goes on errands of speed, he forgets when to
come back. He does not forget to find fault, however,
though he is a very poor provider. He wants her to cook
exactly what he likes best and exactly the way he wants it
cooked—every time. He is a chronic old grumbler. Oceu-
pying his favorite corner in the little fireside circle, he
smokes and chews and spits, and spits and chews and
smokes, before eating, after eating, and between meals, to
the thorough disgust of any tidy, refined woman. In the
strictest sense of the term, he “ boards with his wife,” but
boards on credit. He spends enough money for tobacco to
clothe her in silk, yet reminds her of the poverty of his
pocketbook whenever she asks for fifty cents to have her
last year’s hat made over. He is sensitive as a mimosa
brier, and “ flies to pieces ”’ as quick as a touch-me-not. e
should be labeled, “ Handle with Care;” for if you do not .
always approach him with greatest tenderness, his feelings
will be ruffled and projeect like the quills of an angry poreu-
pine.

She has rare musical attainments, and there was a time
when he appeared passionately fond of musie, but since
their marriage he has given her no encouragement what-
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ever in this respect ; so, like most of married women, she has
entirely given it up.

They are fully as unequally yoked in religious sentiment
and practice. She finds sweet comfort in the precious
promises of God’s word, and, though a busy little woman,
finds plenty of time for scriptural study and general read-
ing. e, though a noted idler, a regular loafer, has no
time for Bible study, and can never become interested in
the “ old book,” anyway. It is always the busy person who
finds time for mental development; an idler has no time
for anything, sees no merit in any book. This man be-
comes absorbed in some flimsy ““ism;” will not investigate
the merits or demerits of anything, but either drifts with the
current or takes some nonsensically-stubborn position, and
stands like the rock of Gibraltar, regardless of sense, rea-
son, or revelation.

Death will call for this ecouple by and by. She will be
ready. - She stays in the fold of safety, is always ready.
He has started to get ready several times; at least he has
said he knew it was his duty to become a Christian, did not
intend to die out of the church, and was thinking about get-
ting ready to make his arrangements to consider the mat-
ter as soon as he was good enough and could finish his work
and find time to read the Bible through and learn his duty.
Poor man! He is so very slow his friends fear he will post-
pone his preparation until the angel doorkeeper will an-
nounce, *“ Too late!”” and then close the door.

Are you acquainted with this couple ?
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“Well, have you heard ¢the latest?’”

“ No; what is it?”

“ Why, Miss Whimsey is married, at last!”

“Who in the world ¢ I certainly feel sorry for the man
who has assumed that burden. Poor fellow! He will
have his hands full. Pray tell me who is the unfortunate
man.”

“ Mr. Willing Indulgence.” _

“Tdo wonder! Poor man! Well, his name sounds like
he might have the will if he only has the power. I doubt
his being equal to the emergency; but it is his lookout, not
mine. I am glad of that.”

Now, Miss Pettie Whimsical has for a long time been a
fruitful subject of neighborhood gossip. Being the baby
. and only daughter in a large family, she, unfortunately,
was indulged in babyhood and girlhood until indulgence
ceased to be a virtue. It is no longer a virtue when the
receiver ceases to appreciate it—begins to e@e@ more and
more, to consider indulgence nothing more than her rights.

Imagine you are spending a night with that family and
sleeping, or trying to sleep, in a room adjoining the family
room when “ baby " is only a few months old. At noon of
night the priceless jewel awakes and begins her usual tune,
pitehed in a high key..

EL

“ By-e-e-e-e!” sings the mother, half asleep; but her
voice does not harmonize with the baby’s voice; it is in a

different key.
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“ Father knows what his little girl wants,” utters the
deep, heavy voice of paternal affection; and he quickly
arises and lights the lamp, for nothing else will please her.

When she grows tired of looking at the light, her papa
or mamma (this time her mamma) must get up and
walk with her; for she is the baby girl, you know—the
“ firstest and onliest ” one—and it will never do to’let her
cry. She likes walking, and is now all smiles; but even
mothers become tired of walking after a while on a cold
night. “ TRock, rock, rock!” goes the little erib. “ By-o-
baby!” sings the tired, sleepy mother; for baby must not
ery, you know. “ Swing, swing!” goes the little ham-
mock ; but she does not want to swing this time; she wants
to be walked. Up jumps papa and puts her in her pretty
buggy. The little old eradle sufficed for the boys, but they
were boys; she is a girl, and must have all the up-to-date
conveniences. He draws the buggy back and forth, back
and forth, violently across the floor, making a loud and lone-
gsome roar. (Who could sleep in the next room?) Even
papa is growing weary of the fun. The child pitches her
voice higher, still higher.”

“THush! Go to sleep, you little imp!” d

“Now, papa'!” says his wife.

Then he slightly coughs, twice only. “Alice, you will
have to get up and do something with this child ; she needs
killing. She will give me a spell of la grippe. I have
already eoughed my throat sore. I’'m going to bed.”

The poor mother, with that dreadful headache caused by




UNEQUALLY YOKED, 49

expostire and frequent loss of sleep, has been coughing and
sneezing for an hour, and is now too hoarse to sing “ Roelc-a-
by,” but gets up again—aching head, aching side, aching
'back, aching heart—and again walks with the baby; while
the little creature ““coos” and looks at her with sparkling
eyes, wide-awake as a sunflower. She is delighted while
her mother walks. Beholding a crystal tear drop that has
left the baby’s eye and is resting in a dimple on her little
cheek, the mother’s heart is touched again, and again she
decides her treasure must not ery. With aching limbs and
aching frame, the walking continues, until the infant, weary
of waking, goes to sleep. The mother returns to her bed,
not much against her will. She is tired enough to “ sleep
without rocking;” so is the visitor in the adjoining room.
Why all this disturbance ? . Simply because baby is spoiled.

Swift-winged time speeds on. The little girl is so badly
spoiled that even her friends can scarcely tolerate her. The
neighbors dread to see her coming. She is into every con-
ceivable mischief—pulling things out of machine drawers
and off of dressers; overturning chairs; seratching furni-
ture; whining; fretting; interrupting the talkers; calling
for this, that, and the other thing to eat; soiling things with
sticky, greasy fingers; then off into the yard, breaking vines
and pulling up flowers; back into the house for another
buttered biscuit, then water, then cake and pickle—until
the poor mother is worried and the neighbor visited heaves a
sigh of relief at their departure, though she loved the child’s
mother and always gave her a hearty welcome. It hegins
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to be a meighborhood saying: “O, my! Yonder- comes
Mrs. , and she’s bringing that unruly child. Why
didn’t she leave her at home? Mrs. is a good, sweet
woman ; but—1la, la I—that horrid Whimsey ! ”

Erelong Pettia is a “ grown-up” schoolgirl. A home-
spoiled child usually gives the teacher trouble, and Whim-
sey is no exception to the rule. Regarding herself as a priv-

ileged character, she wants to he petted and humored in
every whim, and thinks she can break the rules with abso-
lute impunity. Miss Pettie Whimsical must not be repri-
manded for anything, for she has always had her own way.
Her parents and brothers have always seemed to regard it
as a special privilege to wait on her and grant her every de-
sire; so they have humored her until she is very exacting,
and would be miserable if denied even a slight request.
They are by no means wealthy, but have a niece income, or
she would have almost sent them to the poorhouse before
this time, she is so extravagant. They worked hard for
what they have, and it was a pity for them to waste it on her,
unless she appreciated it more.

When her parents started out on their wedded existence,
they were very poor indeed. She had nothing, and he had
to borrow money to buy his wedding outfit. When he
would speak of marrying, his mother would, in a jovial way,
sing to him:

“As you have nothing and your girl has nothing,
Don’t be in a hurry to wed;
For nothing and nothing together make nothing,
And nothing won’t buy your bread.”
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But, ultimately this situation was no disgrace and no dis-
advantage to them. Both having been reared poor, they
did not expect much in the way of indulgence, and were
willing to work hard and live economically—about the hap-
piest condition in which people can live, after all. It was
often said she was the most graceful woman at the washtub
in that community, and that her songs sounded sweeter when
acéompanied by the gentle musie of the washboard than at
any other time. For many years they lived in a humble
rented cottage—he, working for a very small salary; she,
with her own industrious and willing hands, faithfully and
smoothly running all the home machinery and carefully
training the young heart tendrils of an interesting fam-
ily of boys. Their lives of uprightness and Christian con-
secration won for them the confidence and esteem of their
fellow-men, and it was predicted that they should some
time see better days. Little by little, by honest endeavor,

they arose from poverty. He attained to special promi- -

nence as a citizen, while she was always one of those sweet,
amiable, refined, self-sacrificing characters that are loved
and admired by all. Their financial promotion did not pro-
mote ( ?) them to indolence and laziness, as is too often the
case in these latter days. Persons properly reared to hard
work under the “old constitution ” are not very liable to
drift into a state of chronic do-nothingness. This couple,
having themselves realized the sting of poverty, have al-
ways fully sympathized with the poor ; and, not content with
only saying to the half-clothed and hungry, “Depart in
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peace, be ye warmed and filled,” they have manifested that
sympathy in a more substantial way. They have given lib-
erally of their means for benevolent purposes, also for the
upbuilding of the Master’s work, and, while blessing oth-
ers, have themselves been greatly blessed. By skillful :nan-
agement and continued industry they have secured a very
desirable home, and have been able to give all their children
a very good, solid, practical education. Their sons, having
inherited a goodly portion of their parents’ energy and skill,
are among our most useful, influential, and highly-respected
citizens. The only objection urged against this family is
their sad mistake in rearing this little girl the way they
have. To them was intrusted the beautiful lump of clay,
out of which they were expected to mold the best possible
image. It was their duty to use the best advantages they
had to the best effect they could; then if the image should
be marred, they could not be censured for the failure. In-
stead of acting thus, they designed a “ wall flower; ” and
she did not resent—was easily molded into that shape. She
has been a “ parlor boarder 7 all her life, demanding what
she pleased, feeling confident from experience that her de-
mands would receive prompt attention. She has exalted
ideas of life, however, and there is ot a stigma on her moral
record. There is no discount in her appearance. She cer-
tainly dresses elegantly, is a beautiful young lady, intelli-
gent, and the very embodiment of grace. She has had the
best advantages, and has many rare accomplishments; but
they are seriously clouded by that dreadful disposition—
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irritable, sensitive, exacting, and unpleasant in various other
ways. If any little thing goes contrary to her notions, she
almost drifts off into Bunyan’s “slough of despond ”—
pouts, sulks, ecries, makes herself miserable, and drives
every smile from the household. She scorns the very idea
of work; says the world owes her a living (or some man
does), and there are plenty of persons to work without her.
She would rather read novels any day; so she spends much
of her time reading them, thus filling her bright mind with
trashy literature, feeding it with froth. Her mother long
ago quit asking her to assist in the home work, for she was
never ready to help, and manifested such a spirit of un-
willingness as to make even her pretended assistance a draw-
back instead of a relief. Is it not astonishing that the over-
indulged child always shows the least gratitude? Whim-
sey has always seemed to consider herself under special
obligations to “ boss ” the family, then criticise their work.
She would keep strictly aloof from the kitchen and dining
room until the meal was prepared by her mother, then go
in abruptly, look around scornfully, and say: “ Well, we
have nothing at all to eat to-day, sure; I thought you would
have ”—so and so.

Like many others of Adam’s race, Whimsey has spent
more time studying about what she wanted than thanking
for what she already had. Notice it when and where you
will, and you will ascertain that, as a rule, the member
in every family who criticises most severely, dictates inost
lavishly, and complains most uncompromisingly if his
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whims are not granted is the one who does the least of the
work and defrays the least in the family expenses. It is
almost as bad in this respect in the natural family as in the
great spiritual family, the church. In each the grumbler
or fault-finder is the “ parlor boarder.”

Poor Mr. Willing Indulgence! I fear he will want to
appeal to ““ the powers that be ”” before long to have his name
changed to “ Tired-of-it.” He does not know her yet like
I do. He never heard of her until that grand barbecue
here about three months ago, but says her eaptivating eyes,
bewitching smiles, soft and sweet voice, and placid coun-
tenance were too much for him; and he decided then and
there to win her hand and heart, if possible. T’ll never tell
him how she has been petted and spoiled nor how she came by
(earned) her names, “ Pettie ” and “ Whimsey.” I'll let
him have the fun of finding it out.

IV.

Six weeks have passed. The eouple have returned from
their tour, and have gone to their beantiful home which he
bought and furnished in grand style before their marriage.
He had Mrs. Goodlady and Miss Tidywise (elegant women)
to assist him in selecting and arranging the furniture, tell-
ing them he did not want them to consider the money ques-
tion any item at all. THe said that he had plenty of
that; that he expected to marry but once; and that he
wanted the home as nearly as possible worthy of the beau-
tiful bird he was going to put into it, wanted it fitted up to
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suit the taste and convenience of the greatest girl in the
. wide, wide world—the “ just one girl.” When they inti-
mated that possibly he had extravagant ideas, he said he
did not want to be extravagant, thought that was entirely
wrong, but had long since learned that the “ best is cheap-
est” in many instances; that there was no economy in
buying “common ” furniture, neither any “fad” which
would soon look out of style; so he wanted everything at-
tractive, “up to date,” and durable.

Miss Truthful was there yesterday, and she says their
home is “ awfully nice, perfectly lovely; *” that from kitchen
to parlor everything is arranged with exquisite taste; and
the finest piano—whe-e-e! Having plenty of money, he
wanted to give his pretty bride a happy surprise. I intend
calling on her to-morrow just to hear her unjust eriticisms
on the house and its furnishings. If she is pleased with
anything, it will be the first time. I have known her all
her life. She is nothing but a pet, a spoiled baby. Poor
man! He will regret spending all that money in less than a
year. Do you hear?

“ Good morning, Mrs. Indulgence! I have come to pre-
sent my congratulations. I have wanted to call on you ever
since you began housekeeping. I was so hungry to see your
lovely home. Indeed, you were a lucky miss to be presented
with such a home, and it so splendidly furnished, too. The
location is charming; everybody says it is by far the most
desirable in town.”
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“Well, y-es; the house does right well, I suppose, for
beginners; but it is not planned at all according to my
taste, is so inconvenient and miserably ugly. The rooms
that are plastered are as white as snow. They make me
think of ghosts every time I enter them. I like the plas-
tering slightly tinted. Then all that highly-embossed and
ingrain paper in the other rooms—fine indeed, but I do
not like the colors; they do not harmonize with the various
tints in my fine paintings. As to the location, I think it is
perfectly awful; would rather have any other lot in town.
It will all do to begin with, though; but I always said that
when I married I would have a nice home at first, if T never,
did afterwards. You know that young folks have high aspi-
rations. They have exalted ideas of life and a perfect
mania for elegant homes. Almost anything will do for
older people; they have had their day, and it is nothing
more than their duty to see that their children have a good
time; but it is the strangest thing to me that most parents
act as if they want their children to begin with nothing, as
they did, and work hard for all they expect to have. T would
like to know what they want with what they have laid up,
except to give to their children. As children grow up, they
respect their parents’ pocketbook much more than their au-
thority. Nothing can please a son or a daughter more than
to play at random with father’s purse string. = This is the
favorite toy; and when deprived of it, what further nse—
I—I—TI mean I do not see why parents will not always
grant this pleasant little privilege. It keeps children in
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such good humor. There is nothing they enjoy more. I
believe in young people having a good time, and money is
just what can give it. It takes lots of it, though; and, say
(don’t you tell him that I said it; I have told him often
enough), I would never have married the man I did had
it not been for his wealth. He is not a bit handsome, and
I never could love him like I did his rival, Mr. ; but
how I do love his pocketbook! He has money in half a
dozen banks; so if some of them fail, he will have others to
depend upon. . . . O, me! I’m almost tired to death
trying to arrange things in some passable order. Mr. In-
dulgence thought he would do something smart; so he
bought all this ¢ old-timey ’ stuff and had these ‘ tacky ’ old
women to help him arrange it—or, rather, to throw it into
the house; and—T’1l declare!—it’s the ¢tackiest’ mess T
have ever seen. It’s perfectly hideous. I justlaughed out-

right in his face when he brought me here, everything looked
s0 funny. He ‘kinder’ smiled, but didn’t laugh much;
and I do not believe he appreciated my looks and comical,
three-cornered smiles as I gazed around at the ludierous
display. Ie seemed to think I would sanction everything;
but—mercy ! —that would never do. It would look like I
had no better taste or judgment than the women who helped
select and arrange the old things. I wanted to let him
know on the very start that I had been better reared than
that. I have guyed him about his asscciate judges’
until I do not believe he likes it a bit. You see, he used
to go with that ugly old maid, Miss Tidywise; and her aunt,
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old Mrs. Goodlady, wanted him to marry her. I wish he
had, if this is a sample of the way he is going to treat me.
But go through the house (if you can get through for the
dirt), and look at the rest of the so-called ¢ furniture.” The
piano there does very well, but—well, I would have se-
lected a different style altogether; but I guess T can make
out with it a while until I can sell it for half its cost, then
buy the kind I want. Decidedly the worst trouble I have
had thus far is with my servants. They worry-me to death
they just will not—"" .

“Servants? Pray tell me what you want with servants.
There are only two of you to work for, and both are young,
strong, and able to do what little work you need.”

“Little, indeed! You may call it ¢ little ’ if you want to;
I don’t. There’s all the cooking and that abominable dish
washing; then all the sweeping, dusting, shopping [she
failed to mention the grumbling, visiting, and gossiping]—
a thousand and one things to do. You are just like Mr.
Indulgence. Don’t you think he wanted us to try to do
our own work? He said he would help me; that we
could live on half of what it would take if we had cerv-
ants (I didn’t know I was marrylﬁg a miser) ; and that we
could keep everything so much cleaner than servants would.
Poor idiot! That is just what I want with servants—to
keep the house clean and to do the work, so I will not have
to get my hands black and hard and rough as nutmeg grat-
ers. He has always been tied to his mother’s apron string,
and has watched her do and do and do and helped her do
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until he thinks it is nothing but right for women to do the
drudgery. His mother actually.taught him to wash dishes,
make up beds, sweep, sew on buttons, and do many other
unnecessary things. lle really tried to reason with me on
the subject of Lousekeeping, but I was too smart to listen.
He carefully reminded me that he had put waterworks all
through the house; had the coal and kindling in arm’s
length; had arranged with a dairyman to bring milk and
butter to the kitchen door, likewise a groceryman to de-
liver our provisions; had his office in the adjoining build-
ing, so I would not be without his company long and so he
could always keep up my fires and do the chores; and then
had the impudence to say he didn’t think we would need
any help; that he really needed the exercise and would
gladly help me. (Pitiful paupers that we are!) Such stuff
to choke a bride with! Now, what would my hands look
like on the piano keys after I had washed dishes for a year?
And what would I look like running to answer the telephone
and the doorbell every time, just like I had been reared in
abject poverty and had always been used to work? He
made me mad then and there. T set my limber tongue on a
high pivot and whirled it round and round until T told him
what I thought of him, of my sad disappointment in ¢ our
home,” as he called it-—this pen of trash in which he has
caged me. I strictly informed him that I would never at-
tempt to keep house one week with less than three servants—
cook, housegirl, and errand boy. [It is astonishing how
much use young persons can find for “ servants,” especially
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young persons who have been reared without a servant in
the house, except their father and mother.] T also wanted
a groom, but thought if my husband wanted to see after
the dusty horse and carriage, leave his work, close his office,
and take me driving every afternoon, he might do so; I
would leave that little matter with him. He didn’t object
to doing so before our marriage, and I wanted to know how
long he would hold out that way. However, I think it looks
so much nicer for those of our standing to have a regular
coachman ; don’t you? It is so ‘tacky’ for the man him-
self to drive. Then it looks so much grander to see several
servants about a home; it looks as if persons are living and
up to date.”

“ Stop, woman! You frighten me. You are flying too
“high and too fast. If you do not mind, you will light low
and drag that good husband down with you. You are dis-
couraging him on the start.”

“ That’s what he says, but I'm determined to live while
I do live; and—what do you think #—the other morning,
after our first cook left us, he lovingly said: ¢ Now, wife, let
us be right smart and qe’g breakfast ourselves.” I agreed,
knowing I could soon convince him. He had the fire roar-
ing in half the time the errand boy would have been dress
ing, made the coffee (and it was coffee, too), broiled steak,
toasted cheese, scrambled eggs the nicest, and then came
and woke me. He had left nothing for me to do except to
make biscuits. Now, honestly, I had never made a biscuit
in my life; for, in my rearing, at times when we had ne
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servants, mamma always did the cooking, and I—I enter-
tained the company. She couldn’t do both,you know,she was
so delicate; and it was no trouble to me to keep ¢ dressed up.’
Moreover, she said she had always thought there ought to be
one pair of soft, white hands in every family. But back
to my biseuit story. Mr. I
to use, where to find them, and said one cup of buttermilk
would make plenty of biscuits for us. Tle then said per-
haps I had better measure the ingredients the first time. I

told me what ingredients

remembered hearing our cook say it took three cups of milk
each meal to make our biscuits, but I thought I would obey

my husband ¢ this once;’

so I measured my milk, flour,
soda, salt, and lard—one cup each—and in went my
hand, diamond ring and all. I stirred and stirred and
stirred, but it wouldn’t thicken sufficiently. I had often
heard of kneading dough; I certainly needed some then. I
called Mr. Willing from currying the horses to come and
doctor my biscuit dough. ¢ You need more flour, my dear,’
he said as soon as he leoked at it. He then quickly washed
his hands, sifted some flour, helped to get the biscuits ready
for the stove, and managed the baking, while I straightened
up things in the dining room. ‘Who-ee!’ came ringing
from the cookroom in a few moments, with an old-fashioned,
side-splitting laugh—a regular, boisterous ‘ha, ha!’
¢ What is the matter? Now you are making fun of my bis-
cuits, and I won’t make any more. I told you I couldn’t
cook; I told you so. My motto is: “ If at first I don’t sue-
ceed, I try, try no more.”’ He came to the table, sober
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as a judge, with the steaming biscuits that had all run to-
gether and puffed above the top of the pan. ‘Just look
how pretty, dearie!’ he says. ‘Didn’t they rise nicely?
A regular golden loaf! I will telephone to the bakery
(next block) and get some hot buns to mix along with our
nice biscuits.” Down we sat to breakfast. After he gave
thanks, I broke open and buttered a biscuit; so did he; but
they were yellow as gold, and did not smell like mother’s
biscuits. ‘O, what yellow flour!’ I exelaimed; ‘ and per-
fectly musty. That grocer ought to be—" He gently
stopped me, and said that nothing was wrong, except I had
put in a little too much soda; but I’ll declare I never used
a bit more soda than I did milk, salt, lard, or flour. He
had the audacity to say he would show me how to pro-portion.
the ingredients the next time; but I quickly informed him
that he might have the pleasure of instructing the cook;
that T was not going to be a slave for any man. He drooped
his head and looked sad. Then I think he tried to retaliate,
for he ate three buns and only the top crust of one of my
biscuits, after all the pains I took in making them for him.
Suffice it to say he had a cook here to get dinner, and will
have the next time you hear from him. He regrets it be-
eause she is so careless, is breaking up our dishes so fast;
but I don’t care for that, There will be plenty of dishes
after I am dead and gone, and I am not going to worry over
little things. I don’t like those dishes, anyway.' They
are of an excellent quality of China and were very costly,
but I dislike the decorations. They are wild roses, and I
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prefer clover blossoms; they are so much more artistic.
But never mind; they will soon be gone, then I will select
for myself. Glorious privilege! The housegirl broke the
only thing I was really proud of—that large cut-glass fruit
bowl, one of my handsomest bridal presents and from one
of my old sweethearts, the nicest man that ever waited on
me (I was a simpleton for not marrying that man). I
cried my eyes red when she broke it; but when ‘ Rastus’
broke that large mirror in the folding bed, Mr. Indulgence
almost cried, and I nearly split my sides laughing, because
I knew that meant a new suit of furniture for my room.
I don’t like the finishing of this horrid old furniture; I
don’t consider it up to date.”

This was the preface to her prodigious catalogue of ob-
jections that she carefully explained to her young husband.
She seems to have been born in the objective case, com-
pared as an objective adjective and conjugated as an ob-
jective verb; and I do not see why every young man did
not decline her as an objective noun or pronoun. She ob-

| ~ jects, and objects; and when the patience of everybody is

worn out, she begins a fresh chapter of objections. T am
fearful she will drive that poor man to the lunatic asylum,
to a drunkard’s grave, or to suicide. He certainly has a
“wasp ” to contend with.

V.

Twenty-three years have rushed by. Their firstborn has
cast his first vote ; their oldest daughter has married a drunk-
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ard, a gambler—to get rid of the taunts at home, she said.
Three other boys and a baby girl have completed the family.
Once has Mr. Indulgence been forced to screen himself be-
hind - the bankrupt law; thrice have they scen their home
reduced to ashes (twice in consequence of careless serv-
ants). They have seen their married daughter negleeted
and maltreated by the brute she mistook for a husband;
they have seen tears of anguish wrung from her tender
heart. Often have they lovingly received her back into the
home of her childhood when she had to flee for safety from
the drunken beast. Hungry, unnerved, quivering, scream-
ing, she would rush for refuge to the home and hearts of
parental love. More than once has her father supplied her
with the necessaries and comforts of life; but the being to
whom in youth she innocently plighted her vows has dis-
‘posed of everything he could to satisfy the burning thirst
for the mad demon, drink.

Weeks and months have found Mrs. Indulgence prostrate
on an invalid’s couch. Five years ago the hand of afflic-
tion fell heavily upon the two youngest children; and the
precious little boy, aftes a few days of indescribable suffer-
ing, peacefully passed into the realm of spirits. Then
night and day, week after week, anxious watchers waited
by a bedside. The unfeeling death messenger seemed to
be leaning over that bed trying to decide which of its occu-
pants he should take first, for the mother and her little girl
were very near death’s door. .

“ 0, Death, hear my petition, I implore thee; spare my

|
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sweet child and take me!” exclaimed the sorrowing, snffer-
ing mother.

The little one, slightly startled, softly raised her wazen
fingers, her almost transparent hand, as if to say: “ N,
no! Don’t take my dood mamma; take me, take me! "

The heart-crushed husband, the doting father, showered
down the tears he had long kept concealed and wept aloud:
“Q, Death, hear me, I pray! Spare my dear wife and
babe! Here am I; take me!”

Such tender pleadings apparently touched even the cold-
hearted death angel, and for a while he stayed his hand.
Soon he leaned over again, looked at one, then the other,
ag if still undecided. He then calmly reached his skeleton
fingers toward the beautiful babe.

“0,” shricked the fond mother, “spare, O spare, my
darling child! You must not take her! I cannot give
her up; I cannot live without her! Take me! O, take
me!”

“You know not what you ask, woman,” replied the an-
gel (through the tongue of the skillful physician) ; “ for if
your little one lives, she will be no more comfort to you;
if she shall go away, she will be blessed both now and for-
ever.”

The father’s heart was filled almost to bursting. He felt
as if he could endure no more. Trying to grow submissive,
he went into another room, where he could be alone with
his God, on whose strong arm he had long leaned for sup-
port when earthly fascinations seemed converted into im-
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penetrable clouds of darkest gloom. He knew his Father
Friend had never forsaken him; so after this troubled hour
—this Gethsemane of trials and heartaches and victories of
resignation—he fervently prayed amid deep heart throbs:
“Thy will, O Lord, be done.” Returning to the mother,
he found her still frantically pleading for the babe to be
spared, as if perfectly rebellious against everything sacred
and wanting her desires granted regardless of consequences.
She had her wish. The death messenger gradually loosed
his grasp and left the waxen figure of the innocent child
prostrate beside the invalid mother. But nevermore can
the beautiful babe (two years old) climb up and caress the
lips that respond as none but a mother’s ever can ; nevermore
can that little tongue lisp the sweet names  papa,”
“ mamma,” as heretofore, for there is serious trouble in
the spine and brain; never again can the little girl walk;
never again can she speak rationally. Her mind is for-
ever gone. O, would that the death angel had taken her
with her little brother! But she is spared. Why, O why?
Echo solemnly answers: “ Why ?”

It is too true that we often know not what we ask. We
pray without understanding, and sometimes in a rebellious
spirit, as if to say: ““ Not thy will, but mine.” In the first
place, we sometimes pray without trying to serve the Lord,
without even an attempted obedience to his precepts. How
can we, how dare we, ask him for more blessings while we
are so unworthy of what we already have and while we
stand in open rebellion against his holy will? We have no
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promise of answer to such petitions. “Why call ye me,
Lord, Lord, and do not the things which I say?” It is
our glorious privilege, our unmerited honor, to call on “ our
Father,” but it should be with the spirit of humility and of
willing, loving obedience. In the next place, we appar-
ently presume to think we know our needs better than the
Father does, whereas frequently if the very things for which
we pray should be granted, they would be to us a curse.
Our prayers are composed too much of requests and peti-
tions; mot enough of expressions of gratitude for blessings
past, present, and prospective. We often ask for useless,
and even harmful, things. Think of our multiplied re-
quests, as if trying to make the Lord a pauper by asking him
to give away everything that is good and desirable! We
often pray in a very dictatorial spirit, telling the Lord ex-
actly what to do, when, and in what manner. No mortal
knows enough of the future to insist on his own wishes
being granted, and it should be with fear and trembling
that we approach the throne of grace to ask for more bless-
ings. ]
Every home must some day have its Gethsemane; so with
every life. There will come a crisis in which we will ar-
dently crave the granting of our own desires. We will
either be almost, if not altogether, rebellious against the
powers that rule, or else we will with bleeding hearts meekly
submit and murmur not. The shadow of death sometimes
hangs over our homes, and to us all is appalling dark-
ness. As the bitter cup is ]aeld to our lips, we go in secret
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to our Father for relief. In anguish of soul we each may
ery: “O my Father, . . . let this cup pass from
me.”  In our weakness we try to peer into the future.
There we see nothing but irreparable loss and impenetrable
gloom resulting from the sad affliction that is impending.
We see no possible good that could result therefrom, whereas
we think we see much harm that would be avoided and great
good that would without doubt be accomplished by eounter-
manding what seems to be the inevitable. Then, with all
the earnestness of our hearts and with no evil intent, again
we implore: “Let this cup pass.” The soul within
us then makes a desperate effort to throw off all selfisiiness
and yield to what is right. The finger of faith points us
back to the garden of olives. Though the passover moon is
full, it is clouded by the heavy weight of that mournful
hour, and we behold -

“ Night with ebon pinions brooding o’er the vale;”

we watch the royal Son of David as, with solemn, but ma-
jestic, tread on hig own funeral march, he begins “to be
sorrowful and very heavy’” we hear this Man of sorrows
saying to his selected trio, “ My soul is exceeding sorrow-
ful, even unto death: tarry ye here, and watch with me; "
we see him go “ a little farther ” and fall on his face, as if
in the very shadow of the cross and under the stinging
scourge and the hiss of torture; we hear the pleading out-
burst of his agonized spirit: “ O my Father, if it be possible,
let this eup pass from me.” For an instant a mighty bat-
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tle seems raging between two natures, the human and the
divine; but as in the lonely wilderness, so now in this gar-
den of sorrows, divinity is victorious; the Son of man is
in humble subjection to the higher will; and though in his
deep earnestness his sweat falls as great drops of blood, we
hear those words of sublime submission: “ Nevertheless not
as I will, but as thou wilt.” Having nobly submitted of his
own will, he, after this troubled hour of Gethsemane, is
calm as the unruffled sea. We sce him return to the three
he had appointed as a kind of inner guard; we hear his
touching expression of disappointment that in this dreadful
crisis he seemed deprived of all human sympathy—that
even his chosen three, whom he wished to have near him
in his woe, had become so overpowered they could not
watch with him “one hour.” “ Watch and pray, that ye
enter not into temptation,” tenderly admonishes the ]o‘ﬁng
and future-knowing Savior. “ The spirit indeed is willing,
but the flesh is weak.” He leaves them and prays again
and again, not again requesting that the cup of anguish
may pass from him, but that he m;l,y be enabled to fulfill the

divine will in completing his sacrifice—his glorious work of

human redemption—that he may glorify God and magnify
his love. From this let us learn the beautiful lesson of
resignation. .

“ Prayer pulls the rope below, and the great bell rings
above in the ears of God,” said Spurgeon. But we should
be careful not to ring that bell so as to ask God to do for us
what he has commanded us to do for ourselves; uneither

3 PACE
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should we ask him to do anything not in accordance with
divine sanction. If we could have perfect resignation to
the Father’s will, it would strengthen us, fill us with peace,
and fit us for nobler work; it would, comparatively, change
the cross into a crown, Gethsemane into paradise, death
into immortal glory. How farseeing is the faith and how
divine the sweet spirit of submission that amidst the deepest
trials can say:

“ Father, remove this bitter cup,
If such thy sacred will;
If not, content to drink it up,
Thy pleasure I fulfill!”

Y.L

What has become of our *

“ spoiled baby,” our neighbor-
hood nuisance, our troublesome schoolgirl, our ungrateful
bride, our torturing wife, our * society woman ?

There is an ugly chrysalis that contains a beautiful but-
terfly, but this butterfly cannot be admired and appreciated
until after it breaks forth from its dingy shell. Miss Pet-
tie Whimsical’s heart has”all the time contained a good
principle; but it has been so deeply imbedded in self-con-
ceit, so thickly covered with humored whims, so securely
hedged in by petrified pouts, so firmly walled by stones of
self-will cemented with the strongest solution of egotism,
that the jewel therein eould never be discovered unless that
formidable wall should be ernshed. The strokes of con-

science might “ tap, tap ” forever; the voice of duty might
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cry for admittance; but to no avail. The pleading love of
indulgent parents and hushand and the heavenly gift of six
bright, promising children were insufficient to penetrate the
Leart wall and let the crown jewel appear. The battering-
ram of affliction at last planted itself at the door of that
heart and demanded entrance. “ Rap, tap, tap, rap!”
Harder, harder, still harder! There! The cement of ego-
tism has given way. Now a stone of self-will has been re-
moved, now another, and another. Those petrified pouts
have been melted by the lava of the heart’s anguish; those
humored whims and that self-conceit have been dissolved
by tears of regret; and now nothing is in the way and the
heart jewel appears. The chrysalis has been opened and
the beautiful butterfly has come forth, no longer deserving
the name “ Pettie Whimsical Indulgence,” but “ New Reso-
lution.”

Throughout all these weary years this good man has
known that his whimsical wife was fast dragging him down-
ward, and often has he kindly told her so; but the only
effect was to ruffle her feelings, set her sensitive nature afire,
and make her even more disagreeable. He has long since
learned that there is no peace at heart without peace in
the household ; so he has been determined to try to gratify
every whim as long as financially able; then if he should
have to fall, she could but fall with him. He would keep
her up as long as possible. To keep a wife blinded, or even
partially so, as to his financial embarrassment, is a griev-
ous mistake made by r;:lany a husband, and often with
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serious results. Frequently when a man of natural spirit
and enthusiasm realizes that he is failing as to worldly
means, he tries to keep his wife from becoming cognizant
of the fact, lest she should be humiliated or feel disap-
pointed concerning his ability to comply with his youthful
vows. She keeps drawing and drawing on his means until
she draws the very “ lifeblood ”” out of his purse strings be-
fore she is aware of it. If she realized the situation, she,
if worthy of the name “ wife,” or even * woman,” would
willingly, gladly lessen her claims, sacrifice her avarice, and
curtail her expenses, and thus help to hold him up out of the
quagmire of financial depression. Mrs. Indulgence was not
thus deceived. At last, however, under the force of many
and varied circumstances, she, like the weary prodigal,
“came to herself ”—not. only to find that she had wasted
her substance with riotous living, but had also obscured the
light from noble lives.

“ O that I could live my life over!” often sighs the {ruly
penitent woman. “ How differently would T act! T would
know how to appreciate the self-sacrifice of my fond par-
ents, whose delight it was to labor hard that T might have
the best advantages. Never would I call them ‘ old fogies’
and snatch the reins from their hands that I might do as I
pleased. I now sadly realize that the course I pursued in
girlhood was inclined to bring their gray hairs in sorrow
toward the grave. And think of my dear brothers! How
did they keep from despising me? They humored me;
they petted me. I scorned their very indulgence, yet de-
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manded more, still more. If I could live my life over, T
would also have more regard for my own health and less
regard for the styles that enfeebled my existence. My par-
ents warned me; I heeded not. Fashion was my ideal
queen; I was her obedient subject. My parents pictured
for me an invalid’s couch, with myself as its unfortunate
occupant. T laughed them to scorn, and said: ‘ You know
not what you say.” They showed me an image of distress,
with shriveled face, disheveled hair, distorted features,
brow heavily knit by pain, body stooped by torturing aches,
and mind clouded by dread disease. The image stared at
me with a ghastly grin that made me shudder. They
said that was myself after a few years of imprudence. I
turned away in disgust, and told them they were crazy.
I also informed them that I was going to follow the die-
tates of my stylish queen and let the future take care of
itself.

“Again, if T could live my life over, I would not neglect
my obedience to my Lord. I would remember my Creator
in the days of my youth, while the evil days come not; I
would lean on his strong and willing arm, not only in hours
of adversity, but also in times of temporal prosperity; I

would gratefully acknowledge him as the Giver of all good.
In early girlhood I had a strong inclination to flee to the

good Shepherd; but as I grew older, I became more and
inore absorbed in worldly thought. My heart became liard-
ened. I loved worldly amusement more than godly gain.
Ungrateful creature I! How has the Lord kept from ecast-

ALY
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ing me off, as he did the wicked king, among the beasts of
the field ?

“If T could live my life over, how differently would I
act toward my devoted, indulgent husband, who has wrong-
fully sacrificed his time, his money, his pleasure to com-
ply with my unjust demands! He gave me smiles of affec-
tion and words of good cheer; I gave in return cold frowns
of displeasure and humiliating expressions of unkindness.
He gave me pure love; I centered my love in his pocketbook.
In everything he tried to please me; in haughtiness of spirit
I tried to appear even more displeased than. I really was.
How has he endured me all this time? Tt is a wonder he
has not been driven to desperation; but, as God’s nobleman,
he has patiently braved himself against despair, and through
all this-torture and temptation has remained entirely free
from evil habits and rash acts. Noble man he is! Many
a man with similar trials would have sought solace in a
gambling crowd or tried to drown his trouble in the ine-
briate’s bowl. God bless the man who has been so true to
the unworthy woman who did not merit his love or esteem !

“ Moreover, I would see more closely after my house-
hold instead of trusting all to careless servants. Our heau-
tiful home, with its splendid furnishings, so lovingly pro-
vided by my companion in the days of his youthful pros-
perity and happiness, would doubtless now be ours to enjoy,
had it not been for my lack of watchfulness, my lack of
gratitnde. Never—no, never—would I commit my tender
" babes to the care of a thoughtless nurse; for had not my
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precious baby received that fall which injured her spine,
having been left at home with a nurse while I was secking
pleasure in a country drive; had we even been notified of
the fall in time to give the proper attention, doubtless the
little darling would now be sound and well, in school or
playing merrily around the hearthstone. Poor little suf-
ferer! Yet, with all her affliction, she does not give me
half the trouble I gave my parents, for she never objects.
My other daughter—so young, so attractive, so pure—would
never have married that drunkard, that desperado, had I
made home pleasant. As I think of her humiliation, her
distress, her torture of body and soul, my heart almost
bursts with grief. Think of her in innocent girlhood—by
nature beautiful, affectionate, intelligent ; think of her now
—a drunkard’s wife, dejected, mistreated, in want, miser-
able! T have watched our homes crumble to ashes; have
watched our gold slip unjustly from our fingers; have suf-
fered indescribably from the pangs of affliction; have seen
the skeleton .grasp of death seize one of our sweet chil-
dren when I was too weak to raise my pillowed head, and
when the lifeless little body, dressed in burial robe, was for
a moment placed by my side, friends kindly lifted my head
that I might imprint a loving, sorrowful, good-by kiss upon
the marble lips and cheeks; I have kept almost constant
watch over our afflicted little girl; yet all these trials to-
gether T count as joy compared with the anguish of soul T
have felt concerning our older danghter, who has become
the unfortunate vietim of a worthless man. Tanguage




76 HEARTHSTONE ECHOES.

would falter and fall wounded and defeated if forced to
even attempt a true deseription of her sorrow. Never this
side of the dark, deep river will she find relief, and all be-
‘cause I failed to do my duty as a wife and mother. Re-
morse, remorse! O, if T had only known— But the past
I can never undo; it is a sealed book, whose clasp I cannot
find. O God, forgive! Parents, brothers, husband, chil-
dren, I implore you to forgive!

“1I have resolved what I will do: I will arise and go to
my Heavenly Father through faith and profound obedience,
and henceforth my life shall be consecrated to his service.
I will so live as to renew the shattered confidence of my
husband and other loved ones; I will live aright. T have
sown the seed of discontentment and strife; it is but just
that T shall reap a harvest of anguish. As Byron once said:

“*The thorns which I have reaped are of the tree
I planted. They have torn me, and I bleed.
I should have known what fruit would spring from such a seed.’

“T will meekly submit, and will carry the load of grief
cheerfully, trying all the time to lighten the sorrows and
brighten the lives of others till I am permitted to lay my
burden at my Savior’s feet.”

She became a thoroughly converted woman. Many-—O,
so many !—who make earnest resolves as to better living
afterwards retrograde, fall back into their old paths; but
not thus with this woman. Abiding by her resolutions, she
became and remained a humble, obedient “ follower of the
Tamb; ” a devoted, practical, happy wife and mother.

B ele o iy e e R
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That home looks very different now. Poverty reigns
there, but reigns in peace, love, and contentment. TRiches
found wings and fast sailed away from where they did not
seem appreciated—some flying in one direction; some, in
another. A very large per cent sought in vain to gratify
idle whims; part was buried in the ashes of home; part
was cruelly caught by the extortioner and the monopolist;
while a goodly portion appropriately found lodgment in the
homes of physicians, who faithfully, patiently, and skill-
fully watched over the sick and the dying. Their present
home is a small rented cottage. Their furniture is plain and
somewhat scarred and broken, having been rescued irom
the last fire (nothing was saved from the two former fires) ;
but this is a home now, for hearts of love are here. It is
enough to cheer almost any despondent heart to pass by at
eventide and hear that happy family as with the spirit and
the understanding they make melody in their hearts by sing-
ing: ‘

“There is beauty all around,
When there’s love at home!”
There is joy in every sound,
When there’s love at home.
Peace and plenty here abide,
Smiling sweet on every side;

Time doth softly, sweetly glide,
When there’s love at home.

“In the cottage there is joy,
‘When there’'s love at home;
Hate and envy ne'er annoy,
‘When there's love at home.
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Roses blossom 'neath our feet;

All the earth’s a garden sweet,

Making life a bliss complete,
‘When there’s love at home.

“Kindly heaven smiles above,

When there's love at home;

All the earth is filled with love,
‘When there's love at home.

Sweeter sings the brooklet by,

Brighter beams the azure sky;

Q, there’s One who smiles on high,
When there’s love at home.”

The once invalid mother is now a reasonably strong
woman, and has become a willing, industrious home keeper,
with the timely aid of Mr. Indulgence and the boys, all hav-
ing learned to use the dish rag and yield the broom with be-

coming grace.
“A charge to keep I have,”

submissively sings the fond mother, as she so frequently
tries in vain to attract the attention of the poor little girl
who five years ago was so bright, so full of baby life and
cheering smiles, but who ever since that time has been
as helpless as in her first month’s existence and unable to
distinguish one friend from another—a helpless, hopeless,
mindless charge.

During all this time—almost one-fourth of a century—
of sad trials, Mr. Indulgence has retained that same mental
equilibrium ; that composed, serene disposition; that sweet
spirit of resignation which characterizes the true child of
God that he is and has been since his youth. His wife’s
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conscience had been so completely seared over in childliood
by whimsical gratifications that nothing short of rough ex-
perience seemed able to melt it into submission. Reader,
understand me, please. I do not claim that these irials
were sent for that purpose, for frequently the most conse-
crated Christians have similar tribulations, as in this in-
stance the just had to suffer with the unjust. We can never
in this life know exactly how much to attribute to  direet
providence,” and we should be careful along this line. Some
of the thoughts I would like to impress in this little serial
are these: The impropriety of overindulgence, the evil of
procrastination, the danger of not correcting evil habits, the
importance of nipping error in the bud, the evil of ingrati-
tude, the need of watchfulness, the peril of neglecting the
soul. When we realize that our hearts are growing hard
and cold; when we find that we are inclined to become re-
bellious against the right, not fully appreciating the benefits
we receive from God and from the loved ones he has given
us, let us not wait until some dire calamity shall befall us
to melt our hearts to penitence. Though sweetness often
comes forth from bitter, it is not necessary or right for us
to create bitter in order to extract the sweetness therefrom.
There will doubtless come a time to each of us when we
will sadly regret the misspent parts of our existence and
would fain recall many of the days and years long since
fled ; but—alas —it will be too late.

Youth, take warning! ¢ Now is the accepted time."”
Catch the golden moments as they pass; try to make your
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life like a fair and pleasant day; let the morning sun of
your existence drive away the gloom of night, arise in its
noonday splendor to cheer and bless the world, then gently
sink in sublime simplicity beneath the western sea, leaving
a brilliant halo to make the world rejoice that you have
lived.

SHATTERED ROSES,

Ererry-THREE milestones have been passed since this lady
started across the plains of time, but her love for the beaun-
tiful has not vanished. Yesterday (September 12, 1896)
there was placed in her hands a small box, having been ex-
pressed from Marianna, Ark. Those soft, nimble fingers,
faithful workers for more than three-fourths of a century,
were hastened by a mind of curiosity to open the box, when
—behold |—shattered roses, withered flowers, were exposed
to view. “ Worthless, useless,” do you say? You may
think so; some would thus consider them ; but though much
of their beauty has vanished, their fragrance departed, to
her they retain both. They are emblems of love from

~unseen friends, ties to draw the heart of this noble woman
toward those of her unseen sisters in the great cause she so
much loves—the cause of Christ.

It is sweet to be remembered by absent friends, and there
is a feeling of peculiar appreciation when kindly consid-
ered by those we have never met. This is the feeling now
in the heart of this good woman, and she would like to meet
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those friends and verbally express her gratitude for their
loving consideration. Circumstances will doubtless forbid
this pleasure, but she hopes to meet them over yonder where
flowers never wither. Exceedingly fond of flowers, na-
ture’s little eyes of beauty, she always took special delight
in cultivating them until age gently removed the little hoe
from her hand. She says persons who care nothing for
flowers  do not love our Savior as they should.”

I watched her as she carefully, tenderly removed each
little beauty from the box. She admired and commented
on all. Then I began to think of the great similarity Dbe-
tween flowers and our own lives. God made both, and for
a noble purpose. Both can be useful in many ways; both
are frail and tender while very young, and must be ten-
derly cared for, but are somewhat  toughened” hy the
atmosphere and other surroundings; both require food, wa-
ter, light, heat, and air; both need cultivation, in rich soil,
by tender hands of those who feel for them special interest;
both may be spoiled by neglect, also by overindulgence;
both must die—may live to be withered by the frosts of
time, may Dbe snatched from the parent stem without a mo-
ment’s warning. While the bud is yet in its infancy, we can-
not tell the color or the properties of the forthcoming flower.
So in babyhood ; but as the petals open one by one, we dis-
cern the characteristics of the forthcoming man or woman.
* Tn that little box bed of choicest flowers were concealed
many thorns. So life’s beauties and joys are interspersed
with thorns of displeasure as well as with trials many and
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severe. Let us be cautions how we indulge by greedily
dipping too deep into life’s pleasures and luxuries, lest we
are pierced by a thorn of deception. These flowers were
apparently ruined, but by means of abundant moisture and
fresh air they revived, and this morning many of them look
beautiful. Thus human life may appear almost extinct,
but by kind attention and medical skill, together with the
dews of God’s grace, it may revive and be pretty and useful
stil. When these little beauties of nature shall have all
faded and passed away, the memory of them and of the
thoughtful donor will still linger fresh in the mind of the

receiver ; for

“You may break, you may shatter the vase, if you will,
But the scent of the roses will hang round it still ”

in the form of sweet memory. So the life of a Christian
may fade away, his body may return to mother clay ; yet his
works will remain. In the fond memory of loved ones he
will still linger, and, although dead, will yet speak.

In many respects this lady reminds me of these shat-
tered roses. Like them, she has been shaken by the jars of
time and of a long, wearisome journey, until her body is
naturally somewhat shattered. In the long ago her erect
figure, her firm flesh, and her strong muscles indicated
more than an ordinary constitution. Her black, curly
hair; sparkling, brown eyes; features, regular and smooth ;
complexion, fair and aglow with the roses of health—these
gave her an attractive appearance, at least to her loved
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ones ; while she possessed an amiable, sweet disposition that
won innumerable friends. In the sick room she had but
few superiors. She was a messenger of love, with willing
hands always finding something to do; she was a sunbeam
to divert the attention from ailments and calamities; she
was as a garland of flowers with good cheer for the suffer-
ing, discouraged invalid. Flowers may wilt, but still be fra-
grant and their colors bright. This dear old Christian pil-
grim’s features are somewhat withered by the frosts of
more than fourscore winters; yet her mind remains remark-
ably clear; vision, splendid ; disposition, sweet and cheery.
She grows old gracefully, and is still gentle and lovely—
a character to be admired. Time may blight the rose and
deprive it of beauty and fragrance, but where it has cher-
ished associations it will, like “ a flower from an angel moth-
er’s grave,” be prized as a sweet relic of the golden yesterdays.
This loving old grandmother may be so blighted by age; her
step, once so elastic, may become so enfeebled ; those eyes,
so dim; the ears, so “dull of hearing;” the hair, so
bleached ; the once erect shoulders, so stooped under the
heavy pressure of years, as to cause her, by some, to be con-
sidered homely and useless; but to the heart of love she is
“ young and beautiful still.”

Many, many flowers and buds were tastily arranged in
the little box which was opened yesterday—far more than
we would have thought it could contain. Many—O, so
many !—are the kindly virtues, noble qualities, erowded into
the general make-up of this little woman. We did not
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realize the beauty of the box until its contents were closely
examined ; likewise, those who know her well are the only
ones who can realize her worth. The same can be said
concerning any noble, consistent, Christian character.

HOW TO BE MISERABLE.

Bg idle. Why? Because while “he that labors may
be tempted by one demon, he that is idle is tempted by a
thousand.”

Cherish Discontent (oldest child of Idleness).

Live always in the “ golden past.”

Worry constantly about “ to-morrow.”

Encourage fretfulness and scolding; for they will never
bring out Christian graces, any more than a March north-
easter will cause the honeysuckles to bloom.

If perchance a spirit of love or kindness springs up with-
in your heart, crush it as you would crush a deadly viper.

Stir the cup of affection with an icicle.

Take no advice; learn only in the bitter school of expe-
rience. ‘

Deal in “ futures.”

Sleep away the best part of the morning, lest you be-
come famous; for

“The heights by great men reached and kept
Were not attained by sudden flight;

But they, while their companions slept,
‘Were toiling upward in the night.”
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Try to darken, waste, and impair life’s best activities,

Live for nothing ; have no purpose.

Linger near the trap that has once ensnared you.

Be as “ moody ” as possible.

Sit in “ grumble corner ” night and day, and you will
have a genuine attack of heart fever.

Waste your best opportunities, thus securing abundant
want.

Pine over your losses; magnify your crosses; take no no-
tice of your many blessings.

Pray without working.

Confide in riches.

If you make a great mistake, repeat it.

Lose command of yourself; then you need not worry
about trying to control others.

Cleave to that which is evil; abhor that which is good.

Disdain the idea of laboring.

Be indolent. True, the door of success is labeled
“ Push,” and Ben. Franklin says, “ Plow deep while slug-
gards sleep, and you shall have corn to sell and keep; ” but
take courage, be slothful, and you shall escape the annoy-
ance of the sale and the trouble of keeping.

Close your eyes to the beautiful; close your ears to the
truth.

Be like the clematis, which always climbs about on it-
self, losing sight of the trellis that supports it.

If in doubt, give up in despair. “ Industry pays debts,
while despair increases them.”
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Be cross while others are pleasant, but never pleasant
- while others are cross.

Watch the man or the woman who fails, then “go, and
do thou likewise.”

Carry the key to everybody’s business chest.

If any one asks you for a favor, give him your fist.

If your enemy hunger, curse him; if he thirst, give him
“ strong drink.”

Always practice naughty manners, for “ manners make
the man.”

There is always “ room at the top; ” so stay at the bot-
tom, where you will not be alone.

Crush out and bury sweet memories, and on their grave
plant only the bitter seed of doleful bygones.

If your parents reprove you for your wrong doings, avoid
their society.

Object to all your mother, wife, and sister do; or if you
chance to approve of something, be sure not to tell them so.
If they ask for your assistance, give them your tongue.

When you reach home from work or school, do not for-
get to abruptly ask if dinner is ready and if there is fresh
water drawn.

The complexion of home life depends upon the disposi-
tion of the inmates; so be as sour as possible. Strong acid
paints home “ blue.”

Keep your mind corrupt by feeding it on froth—by read-
ing impure literature.

Inasmuch as lieth in you, live “ at outs ” with all men.
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With all your ‘getting, get contention. It is easy to be
pleasant when everything goes right.

Encourage evil thonghts; for as a man “ thinketh in his
heart, so is he.”

Always be despondent, and the cobwebs will grow thick
over your brain.

Cultivate anger; it is a disagreeable feeling, and will
greatly aid in rendering yourself and others miserable.

Spend half of life sowing “ wild oats;” the other half
will give you employment—reaping the harvest.

Become a chronic fault-finder, so you will not have to
“go in a gang by yourself.”

Use every device to obtain money, for “ the shortest cut
to poverty is trying to get rich in a hurry.”

Ascertain what your specialty is, then disregard it and
try every other vocation.

Always be assured that the wrong officers have been
elected.

Trust false friends. Like your shadow, they stay by you
in sunshine, but forsake you in the shade.

Rush headlong through life, forgetting that it is by pa-
tience the mulberry leaf is changed to silk.

Nourish the bitter thorns of strife; and wherever you
go, scatter thistle seeds.

If you suffer financial loss, spend your time moaning
and pining over what is gone, never thinking of what is left.

Annoy your neighbors with all your troubles ; get them to
help to take care of your * family jars.”
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Search yourself for your virtues; search your neighbor
for his fanlts,

* If at first you don't succeed, try, try ™ no more

Live without aim, for a steady purpose is one seeeet of
Progrags.

I you desire amything done, go to the man of leisure, for
he never has time for anything.

Always have the * bloes" and divide them with svery-
body arcund you,

Think and talk about how much worse the world is be-
ooaning.

Study mueh about things you want, but cannot obtain,

If you bear anything good about your neighbor, deny it.

Sponge on vour friends and relotives; they will not
sea you starve. Den. Franklin says: “ To be thrown upon
onn's resources is to be east into the very lap of Fortune ™
So be eure not to rely on yourself, und you can easily keep
out of Fortune's lap.

I you ean do no deed except a good one, do nothing;
if you can speak paught but a kind word, remain eilent;
if nothing but pure thoughts, fiit through your mind, put
your brain to sleep.

Shun edueation and merality ; they are forees that help
to move the world.

Frequent the saloons ; carry with yon o diploma from the
rum shop—a rod nose,

Stand in your own light and fight your own shadow,

Object evermore; pout withont censing,
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Ben. Franklin suggests: “If a man empties his purse
into his head, no one can take it from him.” Empty yours
into your throat.

Wear a long face; refrain from smiling.

Spend a little faster than you make. The way you spend
your income is an index to your finaneial brain.

Lavishly spend all your dimes, and your dollars will not
trouble you.

Let your expenses always exceed your income.

If your salary is small, spend it in fast living; if you
receive only four cents a day, spend five cents.

Light your money in the end of a cigar.

Wear your best clothes every day, and perhaps some one
will be silly enough to think fine clothes make a fine  gen-
tleman.”

“If sinners entice thee, consent thou ” in all things.

Avoid instruction, for “whoso loveth instruction loveth
knowledge.” .

If you have nothing to say, say much; for “even a fool,
when he heldeth his peace, is counted wise: and he that
shutteth his lips is esteemed a man of understanding ”
(Prov. 17: 28); and “ whoso keepeth his mouth and his
tongue keepeth his soul from troubles ” (Prov. 21: 23).

If you have a good reputation, ery it down. You can
crush it in a little while, but it will take years to regain it.

In those quiet, serious moments that come to all of us,
study all about how sad your condition is and how gloomy
your prospect.
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“Creeds are narrow; truth is wide.” So select some
narrow, shaky plank of opinion, only broad enough for
“you and your wife; your son, John, and his wife—you
four, and no more,” and walk thereon until you fall hence.

When you awake in health, always forget to thank your
God.

Pray for daily bread, then wait for the eorn to come to
you already “ shelled.”

Disregard the laws of nature and of God, then censure
Heaven for letting you suffer the penalty.

Consider everything on earth impure, and Heaven will
have no use for you.

Observe these simple rules and “ apply externally, inter-
nally, and eternally,” and I will guarantee them to perma-
nently cure the malady of happiness or contentment.

For reliable testimonials, apply to Mr. Talk And Do
- Nothing, Grumble Corner, Misery; also to Miss Tonguie
See Bonnyface, 13 Disconsolate avenue, Tattler’s Bend,
Idleho.

For further information, inclose a two-cent stamp for
free samples and catalogue «of particulars to the firm of
Do Little & Steal, Pouting Furnace, Loafer County, U-
make-us-go.

Ix spoiling a girl, you make trouble for her husband; in
spoiling a boy, you make trouble for his wife. This trouble
will be realized by and by.
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FOREST JEWELS.,

TuE forests seem vain of their glory to-day. They stand
out on dress parade, sporting with the sunbeams. Each
tree is arrayed in brightness, each bough weighted down with
little jewels of sparkling brilliancy.

Yesterday and to-day the wind and sunshine have been
striving for the mastery, the sunshine trying to melt these
jewels into tears,and the north wind consolidating them, con-
densing the tears into sparkling beads, which, like diamonds,
reflect the sun’s bright rays. The forests stand in shining
array, each tree stiffening itself as if proud of its jeweled
tresses; but though this erystal drapery is showy and beau-
tiful, it is cold and disagreeable—kept so by winter’s chilly
breath-——while the cheerful, sunny-faced day king would
fain relieve the trees of their icy mantle and robe them with
foliage tender and green.

We have many bright-eyed “ little jewels ”” in our homes,
our schools, our Sunday schools—jewels of worth, fast de-
veloping into diamonds of grandeur that shine resplendent
in Heaven’s true light.

Let us learn a lesson from the little icicle, the crystal
pendant of the forest. While King Winter is preparing
his subjects for their icy garments, he deprives them, leaf
by leaf, of their beautiful robes of gold and green; so while
the proud heart is preparing itself for vain display of gold
and precious stones, it gradually lays aside its vestures of
holiness, then dons those of visible splendor. Again, when
the' warming beams of the morning sun begin to shine upon
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the ice-crowned trees, we see proud nature’s tears begin to
fall; then, one hy one, the icicles, whether pearly beads
or glittering spears, will loose their hold and fall to
the ground. Likewise, when the Sun of Righteousness
pours his healing beams through the gospel into the heart of
nature’s wayward child, some of the vain displayof this world
will fall, like cold and weighty icicles ; the remainder, as tears
of penitence; and he will turn his weary, wandering, trem-
bling feet toward the Father’s house. Let us ever keep our
hearts open to the reception of God’s truth and grace; let
these melt the icicles clinging to our cold and weak natures,
warm our affections, encourage us, and impress us anew
with a realization of our own dependence and with a deeper,
stronger, truer love for God and for earth’s weary pilgrims
to the “ summer land.”

LIFE—WHAT IS IT?

You quickly say it is nothing but a flower or a song;
that as a “flower of the grass,” it soon withers; that as a
song, it is wafted away on the évening breeze. Then if it
is a flower, let it be the rose of happiness, the lily of purity,
or the dandelion—the pledge of blithesome May; nourish
it, cherish it, train it, that it may bloom in beauty here and
finally be transplanted in the “ garden of delights.” If it
is a song, keep your voice clear and soft, and sweetly sing
it to the tune, “ Praise God, from Whom All Blessings
Flow.”
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You believe it is more like a Ekaleidoscope. Close your
eyes to everything else, turn it in every direction, and each
angle will present new beauties.

Yousay it is only a bubble floating on the bosom of time’s
turbulent sea. Then, ere it bursts, throw on the light and
let the bubble reflect the hand of divinity.

You compare it to a vapor, a span, “ a tale that is told.”
As a vapor, let it carry the fragrance of loving-kindness to
the sin-sick soul; as a span, reach across it with the hand of
charity; as “a tale that is told,” may it be the same “old,
old story of Jesus and his love.”

You now regard it as a composite thing—a kind of mo-
: saic. Then select such precious stones as humility, kind-
! ness, integrity, sympathy, patient endurance, fidelity, and
| charity, and arrange the colors to spell the words “ God is
I love.”
| You call it a play on the great stage of action. Then
| play your part well. Do not, by your awkwardness or lack
of ¢kill, make your Trainer ashamed of you. The time
of aetion is short; the effect may be unlimited. ¢ God
is the Author; men are only players. These grand
pieces which are played upon earth have been composed in
heaven.”

Now you are considering life as a pilgrimage or journey.
How unwise you are, then, if you stray from the right road
and do not return till the twilight shadows gather thick and
dark around your pathway! However, if numb and weary

on the mountain you have to sleep in the snow, try to warm
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that freezing form beside you, and thus you will both be
benefited.
You say it is a wilderness, and you sing:

“This world’s a wilderness of woe.”

If you think thus, you should carry with you the torchlight
of immortality, that you may keep out of the marshes and
jungles and earefully avoid the pitfalls by the way.

You say it is a desert, with blazing sun and scorching
sands. Look! Yonder is an enticing oasis, yonder is an-
other, and still another. Go to them for rest and comfort,
and there slake your mental thirst.

You say it is a dark, dismal cloud. Look for its silvery
lining,

“Alas, what a heavy burden is life!” you dolefully cry.
Then lighten it and brighten it as much as possible by cast-
ing off the superfluities. Assist your neighbor in bearing
his burden, and God will help you to bear yours. Patiently
carry it to him who in tears and blood has traveled the same
road ; humbly and prayerfully lay it at his feet; do as he
directs, and he will give you rest.

“Life is a fearful storm,” you say. How little infatu-
ated you are if you can sleep while your bark is being driven
amidst unknown waters! Listen to the tempest’s voice, and
see the lightning’s fiery tongue flash athwart the heavens!
Arise, go and kneel on “ Calvary’s bleeding brow,” place
your hands together above your bowed head, and meekly

sing:
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“Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in thee.”

What is life? You say it is a little rivulet flowing down
a mountain side over rocks and through deep gorges. Then,
as you float down the stream, fringe its banks with flowers;
sow them thick with seeds of loving-kindness.

As a broad, deep ocean you see it now. Be a lighthouse,
so that when the storm-tossed mariner is ““ rocked upon the
raging billows ”” you may warn him of the deadly breakers.

Your vision has suddenly contracted. You now see life
as nothing more than a small, pale, delicate planf. Then
remove it from the hothouse of your narrow opinions; give
it the air and sunlight of God’s truth; let it be watered by
the gentle dews of his grace; do not suffer it to be erowded
with worthless weeds of worldly ambition to steal away its
richest soil; forget not to fertilize it with the Christian
graces.

Now you say it is a garden or park. True; and it con-
tains not only its “ tree of the knowledge of good and evil,”
but its forbidden fruit as well. It is both an Eden and a
Gethsemane.

It is a candle, you have decided. Place it not “ un-
der a bushel,” neither behind a screen of gold, but upon a
“ candlestick ; ” then with it “ search diligently ” until you
find some ““lost coin ” (lost soul), thus making the angels
rejoice.

It is an hourglass. Well, “life is not measured by the
time we live,” but by the good we do. “ He lives twice




96 HEARTHSTONE ECHOES.

who lives the first life well.” As one by one the little grains
of sand pass through the glass, let them sparkle with deeds of
kindness and love.

It is a tangled skein. Then “let patience have her per-
feet work.”

Now it is more like a ball of yarn. Are you not busy
knitting? “ Click, elick!” go your needles. Stitch by
stiteh your work is finished. Your ball will soon be un-
wound. See that your work is not rough and knotty. May
your thread prove smooth and strong all the way through,
not wound on a large center (heart) of worthless material.
Such is the hypoerite’s ball.

Now it is a mizture—a regular bittersweet.” Give
thanks to God for the sweet, and with it try to sweeten the
bitter.

Life is an echo. Then use words and tones you will
not object to having repeated. Do not let the echo be like
the sob of a mighty sea, but like an angel’s song of peace and
good will.

It is a phonograph. Are you willing for your life work
to be preserved and given over and over to the promiscuous
world ?'

Now it is a kind of ore—a peculiar composition of gold
and silver, iron and clay; and Tennyson says:

“And heated hot with burning fears,
And dipped in baths of hissing tears,
And battered with the shocks of doom,
To shape and use.”
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With chisel and file shape it as nearly like the divine im-
age as you can, then leave it in the hands of the great Sculp-
tor. “He will treat you right.”

“ ¢ Life is but an empty dream,” ” you have decided. Then
feast on wholesome spiritual food, so the dream will not end
in a frightful nightmare.

“Tt is merely a shadow,” some one has whispered to you.
Then stand not in the light of those who want to see, but
stand where you ean screen some one from the parching
rays of persecution.

But your vision has again expanded. You are now gaz-
ing at a great menagerie composed of persons whose natures
represent all kinds of animals. Then you be sure to keep
on the plain of the highest ones. Do not cultivate the cat
and dog nature—sly and stealthy or ready to bite, scratch,
or snarl on the slightest provocation. Be not the parrot—
merely an echo or imitator—with no ideas of your own;
nor the stupid sponge, firmly stationed on the rock of do-
nothing, absorbing all you can and keeping all you get; nor
vet the vulture, always seeking that which is unclean and
disagreeable. Be not the terrapin, carrying all your pos-
sessions on your back. Be not the monkey—merely a
shrewd beggar, though a fine mimie; nor the swine, caring
only for what you consume; neither the stinging wasp of
scandal nor the kicking mule of stubbornness. By no means
be the porcupine, with quills of semsitiveness projecting
in every direction, ready to pierce even your very best

” o«

friends. “ Beware of dogs, neither cast your pearls
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before swine; ” try to induce “the lion and the lamb” to
be congenial. Be the ingenious ant, laying up your win-
ter store at the proper time; and the gentle dove, carrying
in your mouth the olive branch of peace instead of the tongue
of slander. By all means avoid being the “ dog in the man-
ger ” or a “ wolf in sheep’s clothing.”

You represent life as a great canvas. See that it is
stretched smoothly on a substantial frame, and you can
paint thereon a superb picture; learn to mix your colors to
advantage and handle your brush with skill and grace; bring
out your high lights, deepen your shadows, then use your
blender to soften the effect; let the frame be oak or wal-
nut, bronze or gold; and when your painting is finished,
it will be left hanging in the hall of your friends’ memory
to remind them that your life was not a failure.

You say it is a circle of seasons. Spend the balmy
springtime sowing the seed from which you desire to reap
" a bountiful harvest in summer and autumn; then in winter
you will enjoy the golden fruits; and, having completed the
cirele, you will enter the spring of another existence.

You speak of it as a succession of hills and wvalleys.
Climb the hills patiently, and the task will be easy. Many
of the tallest mountains are only imaginary difficulties
which vanish on approach. While you are in the valley,
look upward for the stars.

But you are older now, and you view life as more real.
You see in it much to do. You eompare the world to a
schoolroom, a workshop, a beehive, an art gallery. Then,with
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Christ as your teacher, try to properly educate your heart;
and be a student, not merely a school goer. Keep your tools
bright by use; let them not rust in the tool chest. Be a
working bee, not the despised drone to be stung from the
hive in derision. See, by all means, that you make a good
negative; then test your proof; see that it brings out the
proper expression; use reliable chemicals and good mate-
rial all the way through; and neglect not to give your pic-
ture the proper “ finishing touch.”

Now you are looking at life as a building. Very well.
If you will lay an imperishable foundation, use none but
the best material, see that the work is well done, then keep
it well insured in the never-failing company of Heaven,
your house will stand the storms of time.

You speak of the mystic loom of life, and say we are all
weavers. Select a suitable design and imitate it, using col-
ors that will not fade; for, as suggested by the sweet, but
lamented, writer, “Ailenroe,”

“When the day is done, the loom is still,
And the arm no longer obeys the will;
‘When the nerveless hands the shuttles drop
And the tired feet the treadles stop—
Then, before the Master’s eyes, unrolled,
Lies the long day’s work heaped fold on fold.”

You say it is a race, like that of Olympia. Then “lay
aside every weight, . . . and run with patience.”
The victor’s reward shall be a erown—not here, but at the

end of the race; not of withering olive leaves, but of life
evermore.
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By this time experience has convinced you that life is a

battle.
Then, my comrade, up and doing,
‘With bright armor—sword and shield!
Still aspiring, still pursuing,
Drive the foe from every field.

Arm yourself well for the conflict. Do not shrink back
into your tent while the battle is raging, neither try to hide
when your name is called on the muster roll. Stand firm
at your post of duty. Lift your head and gird yourself
for brave and cheerful toil. March when your Commander
says, “Go;” stop at his command ; fire when he says, “Fire;”
“ground arms” and put your sword into its sheath at his
bidding. Be sure you have enlisted in the right army, and
keep on the proper uniform, lest you be mistaken for the
enemy. Never prove traitor. Use proper weapons, then
beware lest you fire at the wrong party. ‘ Stonewall ¥
Jackson was sorely wounded by his own men, who almost
worshiped him, which injury probably led to his death.
Many unconsciously fight and spiritually wound valiant
soldiers in the Lord’s army, when they really believe they
are fighting Satan and his host. Lee spoke of it as losing
his own right arm when Jackson fell. Thus our great Com-
mander claims the injury when his soldiers are maltreated
“ Saul, Saul, why persecutest thou me?” As a good “ sol-
dier of the cross,” avoid rashness; consider well; be vigi-
lant; be brave; be faithful. Then, after the hardships of
war are over, your rest will be sweet; your glory, bright
after the darkness is past; your victory, grand after the
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conflict is over. * There are victories to be won more glo-
rious than those of the historic fields of the world’s con-
fliect—evil habits to be subdued, passions to be overcome,
temptations to be resisted, and life consecrated to noble pur-
pose.”  Avoid all warfare that brings carnage and blood-
shed, but bravely fight in the army of the Lord.

You speak of it as a walchlower. Then, “ watchman,
what of the night ?”

At last you think of life as one brief day. Then, for
humanity’s sake, place in it as little cloud and as much
shine as possible. Life’s sun, sinking in the west, “ shines
back on clouds unremoved and intensifies their blackness;
but good deeds, spots of radiance, are even brighter because
of his searching beams. Do not blacken the morning sky
with evil deeds; do not, after a glorious morning, cut off
the sun in his noonday splendor; do not, after a fine morn-
ing and glorious noonday, place along the evening horizon
a somber cloud to overshadow those who have been watch-
ing your life with such intense anxiety, pleasure, and hope.”

“ Dost thou love life? Then squander not time, for that
is the stuff life is made of.”

FILLING THE GRAVE.

Mucu has been justly said and written concerning the
large, warm heart of the Irishman—of his devotion and
fidelity to those he loves. Live worthy of his esteem, and
as a rule, he will almost die by you.
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More than two deeades ago one of Ireland's native sons,
My, Jolin Patterson, was employed by an old genileman [
well knew to do some farm work. He was alone and de
jected, thousande of miles from home and relatives. The
blune Atlantie—so brond, 20 desp—Ilay between him and the
bome of his youth, All his near rvelatives, except one sis-
ter, slept beneath British eoil. Tle wae among strangers,
without money, and in feshle health. But the friendly
ateamer that landed him safe on Ameriea’s eoil did not fail
to bring with him that large, faithful Irizh heart, which
soon won for him many friends. He became devoutly at-
tached to the noble elderly couple who had shared with him
their splendid, eomfortable, and hospitable home, snd he
loved vach member of the family. For a little grandson of
theirs, then a wee infant, he soon began to manifest fond
attachment, which grew stronger with the possing years.
He would gladly linger in the grove mround the eountry
chureh and  take care of the boby ™ during services, When
this bale was a litile less than two years old, his friend was
caring for him during the serviees of a protrocted meet-
ing, and one day let him go to see what he would do. The
wee one quickly started toward home, not knowing he was
o0 closely watched. After some distance the road diverged
into three. The boy paused, twrned this way and that,
quickly surveyed the three roads, looked very serious for
g moment; then, with o look of assuronee, o brightened
countenunee, and quickened slep, he started homeward, to the
great delight of his kind watcher, who thowght it marvel-
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ous that his little eharge could know which rond he was in
the hubit of traveling. By this time the vigilant friend
had permitéed the child to get o good way ahead of him,
ind, being very feeble, found it rather difficult to overtake
him. 5o he spoke excitedly to a mon who was passing on
a mule, “Hend that boy!" which request was readily
gromted.

At any time when this child would eee Mr. Patterson re-
turning from work, he, with ready little foet and with
ehubby, dimpled hands oplifted, would rim to meet him
at the front gate, his prattling tongue joyfully exclaiming:
40, Pash! Pash!™ No matter bow far the man had
walked or how hard and rough had been his work, he was
never too tired to take tle ghild into his arms, carry him
into the house, and entertain him with a litfle fond play.

Yenrs have sped away. Fleot-winged time hag wronght
many changese. Two other little jewels were set in that
family ring. Years after this the ring wes broken, and the
first jewel dropped out.  That boy was there no longer to
brighten the lives of his parvents, grandparents, or his good
old friend. Near the same ecuntey chureh, two miles from
that loved old home, to-day (Febrnary 1, 1002) a white
mantle let down from the clonds keeps the cold north wind
from his lowly bed in the * silent eity,” and a marhle shalt
tells us where his body lies, while loved omes sadly miss him
from the freside,

The devotion of this Irish friend had grown stronger and
stromger, and was much appreciated by the boy and hiz par-
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ents.  After the little mound was raised, thiz man touch-
ingly suid to the weeping parents: “ You need not be afraid
of that grave’s being neglected while T live” THis word
has proved true, as it always does. Aonth aftor month,
year after year, he has earviod his shovel two miles, filled
every sunken portion of the grave, and watehed after it with
proverbial devoticn. His long-continned sttention is eufi-
gient to cange others to say: “*Behold how he loved him 1™
Sametimesa the gentle zephyrs fan the cedars that wave orer
the inclosure, the mocking bird sings praises there, and the
Inrk warbles a weleome to its mate; sometimes the dewdrop
paints & little rainbow and throwe kizees at the morning
sun ; emnetimes the drought parches the clay lips that seal
from human sight the onee stalwart ficure of that boy;
but this same faithful watcher carries the kev to the iron
gate und forgots not his charge. The bodies of the dear
old eouple he so0 much loved now sleep in the same family
inelosure ; and their graves, as well as those of theie de
parted ehildren, are cherished, filled, and guarded by Lim
with the same tender love. Sometimes froat nips the buds,
paints the folinge, and drives the birds to the far-away
sunny Southlond, while on that hillside ® the seeds of the
future are sleeping under the leaves of the past; " but thoss
hallowed mounds are not neglected.  Sometimes when even
the rippling streams are frozen over and the trees are brown
and hare, he rides throngh bleak forest and horren meadow
from the dear old cottage home to the churchyard to see if
the graves need care.
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When his enrth life shall be ended, when those indastri-
ous hands shall have grasped for the last time their shovel
and spade, when his worn-out bedy eholl be slesping on the
snmn quict hillside, may some thouglitful friead be left o
eee that his * grave is kept green; ™ for hard indeed is the
Leart that would negleet him, If living, T want o elaim

the pleasure of pssisting in ot least raising o morble shafe
in his memory over his grave as near as possible 1o the
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graves he has so long and so tenderly watched,

For many years he has been o faithful soldier of the
cross, keeping his armor far brighter than many with bet-
ter ndvantages. We trust that he will live prepared for
the blessed land that needs no graves,

PAY DAY,

Yee, pay day is coming by and by. How does your ae-
eount stand §  Have you bad a reckoning?  If you neglect
this duty, you will be astonished when you go to make o set-
tlement. Tnless you keep a regular memorandum, your
sccount will be greater then you think, How many times
have you ever found it less than you expected T How often
have vou fonnd it greater !

Decagionally our good snd relinble merchants make o
slight mistake, which they will as readily reetify when their
attention is called thereto; but, as a rule, the error is ours.
Tt is often hard for us to distinguish between our needs and
enr wants; en we many times buy articles we do not eape-
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cially nead, and which, therefére, make no vivid impression
on our minds. Soon we forget having bought them; and
when pay day eomes and our attention is called to thess
little items, we are sometimes inclined to donbt the cor-
rectness of the statement ; bot on eareful reflection, by look-
ing over the list and observing the date of purchase, we,
after n while, slowly and almost relnetantly eall it to mam-
ory, and find that the merchant was only faithful to his
frust,

A greater pay doy i= coming before long; and whila we
have time and opportunity, we had better be examining the
aceounts and ascertaining how our records stand. Have
we kept a faithful memorandum | If not, we may be sure
there is more charged ogninst us than wo imagine. Per-
haps we have thoughtlesly purchased things just beenuse
we desired them and for which we had no special need ; per-
haps we did not oven ask the price, bul simply permitted
the merchant to charge them to our account. When
pay day comes, we may find that they were more eostly than
we expected, and wers probably not genuine articles. We
thonght they were " eolid metall™ but we now ascertain
that they are only plated with silver and gold, and endure
but for ¥ a senson ; ™ yet we must pay the full price.

Younyg lady, fora long time you have been going to the store
and purchasing little articles, with the understanding that
# papa will make it all right ™ with the merchant ; but thera
is one secount agninst you which vour father cannot settle,
It is your gin secount.  Few must pay that ascount. yonrself,
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and no reduetion whatever will be made in consequence of
its being * you"

Young man, vour father has been “ standing pood * for
You in your idle * trades,” He has paid out many hard-
earned dollars to get you ont of trouble; he hae settled many
4 store account and livery bill that you should not have in-
enrred, rather than have his boy entangled in the litigation
of the country. At that great reckoning your good old fa-
ther eannot stand between you and the Judge

Man, when you left those little ehildren ot bome begring
for food, elothing, and edueation, and that huomble, faithful
wife coaxing and pleading with vou to atay with her and the
little onee—1I say, when you left them last night and went
“up town * and hought that jug of intoxieating fluid, did
vou ask its cost! Did the runseller give you the price in
dollars and cents ! Tf o, he decsived you. Tt priee ean-
not be thus eatimated. To the value he pluced upon it you
may sdd hungry ehildren's pleadings, good wife's prayers
and tears, your own mental depression and epiritual decline.
This will atill be o Jow estimate to place upon it, for it may
eost you far more than this, and you may have to pay the
full price—youwr own soul,

Thus with all our rude, wicked pleasuree.  They may be
gold-tinted, but are not genuine; they are only gilded with
the brillinney of frivolity, which corrodes s soon na exposed
to the light of eandid investigation. Our faithful Judge
gits enthroned on high and makes no mistakea. Tt is much
safer to *count the eest ™ and “ pay as you go.” Then
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when the time eomes to © balanee accounts,” vou will feel
guch swest relief by hearing: “ Well done, thon good and
faithful cnstomer! Your sccount is sottled ; you owe noth-
ing. Moreover, this firm kindly offers » magnifieent pre-
mium to those who purchase their goods and pay promptly.
That preminm is a erown of fadeless plory to be worn in
the eternal paradise of God. Such is yours. Go to your
Iﬂ‘“‘ﬂt"d."

THE FROOF SHEET.

FarquesTiy when an article from my pen appears in
print, I nm shocked, moriified, and almost horrified at the
errors I doteet-—mistakes in spelling, punctoation, or con-
gtruction ; mistakes T would gladly eorrect, if possible, be-
fore they meet the reader's eye.  Sometimes these mistakes
haves been made by the publisher; sometimes, by mysalf;
for both parties are human and lisble toerr. T would al-
ways gladly read the proof sheet and sorrecr the errors, but
seldom have this privilege. The errors go before the pub-
lie, and are aften ploced to my eredit, whother justly so or
not, -

It is thus in life.  We make many mistakes ; many others
are made againat va. Many of the mistakes we make we fail
to realize at the time; many of those made agninst ns we
eould probably correct if we kmew it in time. We cannot
poasibly obtain n glanos at the proof sheet, eannot repablish
the work of an hour or a moment ; &0 the record goes hefore
the public. Each day is a page, and at down it i= blank, pure,
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white, On it we write, either for weal or for wor.  While
writing, wo should remember that we cannot see the proof
gheet ; therefore we should not wse puzzling hierogiyvphics,
which might be incorrectly and mysterionsly deeiphered,
but should write in an onmistakable hand and have our ideas
80 elear ne to be distinetly understood.

The printer may innocently make mistakes (to err is -
man}. Many times we esst mereiless refloctions on an in-
experienced printer for his typographical errors. Think
how many little pieces of type are pieked up and arranged
in preparing each eolumn for the press! No wonder mis-
takes are made Yoo and T might not do half so well.
‘We should try it and see hefore we say too much, The very
ensiest work is to find fanlt, and the severest eritice are ofien
the ones who know the lesst, especially about the subject
oonsidered. The school-lencher is unduly criticised, espe-
cially by some who hove never taught; the young, inex-
perienced Christian s often condemned by those not deing
half s6 well; the preacher is censured by some who do not
know in which Testament to look for the book of Romana,
If these unjust eritica would only eorrect their thoughts—
the * proof shest ™ of their rough comments—Dbefore the
harsh words esonpe their lips, what relief |

The printer should remember that a blemish on hia pa-
per, o misspelled word, an ineorrect verb, or even an in-
verted lotter, will atiraet more attention than many letters
and words in their proper attitude. Likewiss, we who wear
the name of Christ should remember much is expeeted of
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us, and any misstep or inconsistent set will attrpet more
attention and receive more comment than many desds of
righteousness. Doth should be eareful to make as fow
blunders ag possible. The publisher has one grest advan-
tage, however: be can inspect all his work ; and, if he tries,
be can correct his inaccuracies before they are brought 1o
the public gaze; whereas in outer life our mansivers are
frequently made known to others as readily as to curselves,
In our private meditntions we ghould changs, modify, and
eorveet our formulated plans, und thus sove ourselves muoch
trouble.

The publisher should not elaim to do good work unless
capacitated and determined to do so. A man should not
clnim to be a first-class worker in the great vineyard unlesa
his work will justify the “ well done.” We nsually know
where we ean have good printing dons—hy the samples sent
forth ; we usually know where to find penuine Christions—
¥ By their fruits ve shall know them.” In this life we may
be held responsible for errors made by others. Many an
innocent man has gone to the gallows or the guillotine;
muny martyrs, in conssquense of fidelity to their God, have
been eonsumed by the maddening flames or tortured at the
Bridge of Sighs. The innocent SBon of Mary wes nailed
to the eross in consequenee of the mistakes of others.  But
let us not be disconraged. The great Keeper of life's rec-
ord makes no mistakes, His publishing apparatua is al-
waye in perfect order; hie mind, always clear, Hence the
record will be true to life.  1f we could cnly be permitted

v
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to glinee nt the proof sheets of cur characters; if we eould
Haop oureelves nz others see us™ and a8 we are viewe] b the
all-seeing Eye, doubtless many times we would hiush and
mg many times turn pale, weep, and plead with the record-
ing angel to let us correct our blunders; but doubiless he
wanld ealmly reply: * Your thoughts served as proof sheots
for your characters; why did you not correct before send-
ing to press? Yoo had a perfeet model; why did youn not
imitate i1 "

HOW ARE YOU BUILDING?
I

Imrronverory illustration : Building a House.

Congider the plan, material, eost (weigh your pocket-
book) ; employ workmen or & contractor; have a written
ngrecment; let the work begin,

1. Foundation, Congider its importance; dig deep—
down below the  frost line; ™ lay the foundation on solid
eluy or rock; make a firm sapport for the superstructure—
a foundation *sure nnd stendfast,” a foundation able to
gtand the fury of storms and sweeping floods,

2, Framework, Select only strong, sound, solid mate-
rial; then see that all parts are well braced.

8. Carefully measure each piecs of material,

4, Have all the work well dome, leaving no “ looes
perews,” no erevices to be hidden by additional molding.

5, Bes well to the eovering; let it tuwrn both rain and
Enow.
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6. Look after the heating capacity. See fo the chimneys
ond flues; let them ot be mere amokestacks; they should
both draw well and throw out heat.

7. Let the pointing be well dome, so that the building
will not soon become weathar-benten. Consider durability
g well us appenrrnce.

8, Pay the workmen or the contractor not in promises
alone; you are not sntisfied with promised work

0, Uee taste and skill in furnishing your howse Har-
many between house and eontents should be considersd.

10. Have the house and the furnishings well insured ;
compare eompanies, and patronize the one you beliove most
relinble.

11. Keep your dues thoroughly paid np; yet try to pro-
teat the property from damoge. Do not be careless bocause
of insurance.

1L :

God has wisely econstructed for each of ns a house—the
body, which is the temporal palace of the soul. He is the
great Architeet, He has mynltﬂ the coet;™ he has
wisely planned the structure, * like unto himself "—henea
“up to dete,” of pood materinl, adapted to his purpose;
he has laid the proper foundation ; he has exeeuted his plans
in ways satisfactory to reansonable and uneomplaining mor-
tals, but best understood by himeelf; he hos selected strong,
durable materinl (bones) for the framework; and he hos

wisely protected all the delieate parts (eves, lungs, ete.)
by proper bracing and projections.  Each piece is meas-
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ured, i3 an exnet fit. This great Architect does joint work
—mnkes no mistakes. When mistakes are made, some
other agency is at fault

The building is now well finished, and he hos placed firo
therein, hns tested it, has breathed into the nostrils the
breath of life. He has painted the building, has tinted it
with the glow of health; he has inhabited it with a liviag
spirit—the man proper.

Now, having done his work well and provided all kindas
of material, he leaves man to furnish the building secord-
ing to his own teste. He las placed before him the good,
the bad; the wholesome, the poieonous; the clevating, the
degrading: the perfeet, the deformed; the beautiful and
sublime, the homely nod ridiculous; ulse dirt in meurnful
phundanes.  Epeh piece of material is labeled and its qual-
ities nre deseribed. Full and free inatroctions are given as to
how the building ean be fitted up for the happiness and well-
being of its possessor, alse for his misery and destruction.
S0 if man selects the wrong furnishings, be alone is to bo
censured, Ood does not foree him to select the best; for
this would deprive him of velition, without which man
would not be man.

I11.

Character building is only furnishing the house we live
in, the strueture God hos erected as the temporal pred e
of the soul. An ideal character is pictured out before na.
W have explieit directions for imitating him, and the ma-
terinl is supplied.
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In arranging a room, we do not first erowd it with keavy
furnitore, which will have to be lifted or rolled from place
to place while we epread, streteh, and tack down the earpet.
We first earefully put down the carpet, see that it s straight
and free from wrinkles, then bring in and arrange the other
articles pecording to taste and convenience, Neither do
we fill the apartment with articles which are not only ex-
pensive, but also usaless, ugly, unclean ; which will not only
enil our apparel and other things eoming in contact with
them, but will endanger our health, our intellects,our morals.

In eatablishing o charaeter, dig deep; Iny o =olid foun-
dation on the bed rock of sincority—not on the shaky, miry
quicksands of doubt and fekleness. Spread your earpet
enrefully ; streteh out the wrinkles of skepticism and hypoe-
rigy ; see that it is etraight and emooth ; then make it secure.
Now bring in your furniture, gracefully areange your
drapery, and decorate your walls, The inhabitant of this
wonderful charseter structure, also, is permitied to select for
himself. Before him, side by side, are placed good and
ewil—the tree of 1ife and the froit forbidden. OFf which
will he partake? One is lubeled, * Eat and live forever; ™
the other, © In the day that thon eatest thereof thou shalt
surely die.” In other words, bountiful material i at his
door, both good and bad. He may fill his honse with the
choicest articles, and be happy and useful ; or he may £11 it
with vile rubbish, and be miserable throughout time and
eternity. He may choose as he will. Which do you think
the man will select ! Before him are placed humility, love,
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integrity; arrogance, hatred, falsehood. Which will he
chooge ! Suppose he gradually, but knowingly and volun-
tarily, colleets into his new, elean palace all the foul ruk-
bish it ean eontain, Suppose he refuses the chaste and se-
leets the vile; lines his hoose with nnsightly pictures and
paintings, then flls his brain with obhecene liternture,  Bup-
pose he is careful to keep his eyes on that which is wicked,
his feet treading the paths of viee, his voice tuned to un-
chaste musie (7). Buppose, instead of gathering sweet,
wholesome herhs, he looks around until he finds a filthy,
nausepting weed, then chews that and easts from his mouth
the disgusting saliva; again, dries some of the weed, and,
with its assistance, converta his throat into a chimney and
his nose into & donble emokestack. Suppose he opens wide
hiz throat and swallows the demon drink, when bhe knows
full well that it will derange his physical makeup and
spread cobwebs thick over his briin.  Suppose he now opena
those polluted lips and thence pours forth bitter onthe and
violent rebukes agninst those intrusted to his care, cursing
even the God who made him after such o noble pattern and
provided him with snch bounty. Supposa ha erowds into
hia beautiful building the very elements that the book of
ingtroetion plainly saye will east him into an abode of ever-
lasting misery and wos, Buppose he refuses to pay the in-
surance, denies the debt, finds fanlt with the Master Builder,
harshly eriticises the plan and work, defying the very pow-
ers of Heaven, yet elaiming a full share of its glory.
Thoes man pver pot thosd
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IV.

Let us glance at some of the rough, impure, unsightly
articles of furniture that many persons have selected for the
temporal homes of their souls—persons, too, with reasonable
intelligence and fine advantsges. If o man hes no mind,
he is not responsible, and, therefore, is axensed ; if he has o
little sense and realizes he Los but little, we are in deep
sympathy with him, whereas if he has but little sense and
thinks he has much, we have no patience with him. S,
friend, if you have but little sense, try to have enough to
know you have but little.  'We are speaking of persons with
good natural endowments and ressonably good epportuni-
ties, and wha, in spite of these, will squander time and ad-
vantages and At up the abode of their souls with that which
is unworthy.

One piece of this furniture so commonly selested is a
large trunk of insincerity. This contains all kinds of false-
hood, fickleness, flirtation, protense, and decoption, and is
very diffieult to manage. If you try fo raise it, sit down
on it, or move it, it is 0 ¥ tricky ™ it will fly up, slip avay
from you, assume some other form, or dash at you and thrust
you with ite forked tongues of fire; it will blind you and
throw vou, you know not whither, Tt is dangerous; it is
in no wiy trustworthy, You had better let it alone. Tis
owner is the most difficult person to deal with. You can-
not lead him to o higher life or instill into him the possi-
hilities and prineiples of the same. He is flokle—stands
on o “ shaky ” fonndation. As o boy, he has no “ stick-to-
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itdveness; " he iz eprnest and excited over every new un-
dertaking, but soon becomes restless nnd tired, then changes
to something elss, As a man, he has no steadfastness, no
firmmnesa,

Then, boys and girls, first put into your character edi-
fico that bed-rock sincerily which will have o tendency to
keep other things in proper place.  In all the relations of
life manifest the quality it indicates. At the foundation
of pure character you will find o good heart, benevolent feel-
ings, and a well-balaneed mind.  Be swre you are right, then
ba firm, steadfnst, immovahle, Thus you may live an open-
fooed life, with an unfettered conscionce, You may look
the world of mankind in the face, and proudly, happily,

though not arrogantly, eay that in this respect you are free,

V.

Another vile article of furnitore that many select and ap-
propriate to themselves is that Inrge eabinet of murder.
Open its various divisions and see what it containe. Here
is a large deawer filled with homieide—records of persons
killed in various meoners, Bome have been murdered
through maliee ; some, through envy ; many have committed
glow smieide by improdence in eating and dress; others,
through the use of opintes; many bove swallowed the red-
eyed demon, the viper drink, end elose by their side lie
the blackened characters who * put the bottle to their neigh-
bors" lipe.” TIn amother drower we find character murder.
Bome of thizs has been peeidental, but many of the unfortu-
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nate vietims have heen stubbed with the poisonous tongue
of slander and insinuation.

Outnumbering all these are the multiplied instonces of
time killing, These are seattersd profusely thronghout the
variona apartments of the enbinet. Some of them are la-
beled * Study; " some, * Fun; ™ and many, * Work; " but
the true lubel on each would be * Lost Opportunity,” for

" How often wa nre grieving and longing all fn vain
IFor & blessed opportunity that will never come agnin!™

The mest ludicrons piece of the nnnecessary furniture is
that comical little fickle bor, Tt is possessed by & girl in
her carly teens, The bovs borrow and use it sometimes,
but they soon willingly return it to the owner, whe can play
upon it with astonishing ease.  She giggies at this, that,
ind the other; at her ovn wit or that of any one else. She
pigeles if anything either funny or melancholy i anid;
in either case it is gigele, giggle, giggle, Ter first eonsin
has n whining machine, und it is hard to tall which is lesa
to be envied, One whines and the other gigeles, then
one giggles and the other whines, The sighs and half- |
crving tomes of the whiner are ealenlated to distress you, '
Ikm:fﬂ?ihﬂfmlhyun think she is on the verge of de-
gpair, jost ready to go to the poorhovse or full into o eni-
cide's grave, Bhe whines if she is poor, for “ she necds
maney, and needs it bad; " she whines if she is rich, for
" mopey iz such o care; ™ ghe whines becanse it rains and
then becnuee the sun shines bright; she whines at the
weather, ot anything and everything, until we * fool o
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sorry for ber,” when really we are the ones who need sym-
pathy. She enjoys whining, but it is distressing to har hear-
ere, and almost as disgusting ag the noisy * he-hehe ™ of
that little “ tickle box™  But hush!  * Speak of an angel ™
—here coanes our litde girl aguin, with her © tiekle box”
She wiggles at her consin®s whining; she giggles when vou
tell her wou mre sick, and, in 0 plerling giggle, tells von
ghe is “awfully sorry.” She has a brother, known as the
" grinning lnd.” He grins while she giggles, then ghe gig-
gles while e grins and says: “Heh!"™ They grin and gigele
all the time their whining cousin whines, then she keepa
a timely secompuniment by whining while they giggle and
grin.

Look pround at more of the useless furniture.  You will
spy st rouch, soiled bimdles seattored here and there,
filled with extortion, covetousness, deceit, ¥ and such like”
There lies one burat open. Its comtents have swelled, like
bot rice, uutil the cord has broken and the founl contents
are oxposeil.  That bumdle is labeled * Exaggeration,”
nnd it is fondly cherished by many. When we see it, wo
are reminded of the man whe was arraigned before the
chureh for exnggeration, i reply was: © Yes, breeth-
ren, I deeply reoret to know this i= my besettinge sin;
and I bave shed barrels and barrels of tears over it.”
Again, we are reminded of the man who deseribed o cer
tnin house in London. He was anxions that people should
know he had “ been somewhere ™ and hod seen some of the
vorld's wondere. He was given to exaggoration, and a
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friend bad agreed to always remind bim of it. He be-
gan by saying: ¥ The honse is nine hundred and ninegy-
nine feet long, six hundred and eighty-four feet high, and
[just here his friend touched him on the foot]—and three
feet wide,” When hie hearers expressed utter astonizhment
at the odd proportions, he said: “It ie a tape factory.™
Children, let us be careful, lest we waste too many worda
building * tape factories™

Near that ugly bundle is another bundle that likewise
hes swelled enormously and buret open.  On it is written,
“ U'ncontrolled Temper; ™ and from it issves o dark-green,
poisonous stream of unkind words and profanity. Turn
quickly away from it, lest some of it tonch and poison you;
then ponder in your heart why even one person in all the
wide world will have that bundle in hi= home. Yet some
of our very best neighbors, nnd—shall T say it +—oven some
church members, actunlly seemn passionately fond of that
foul, imeouth bundle. A bov in Boston, quite small for his
yoars, wag onoe jeered by four large men, one of whom said:
¥ You will never amount to much, will never be stronr
enough to do mueh work: you are too small” The boy
kindly, but guickly, veplied: * Gentlenen, I know to my
gorrow that I am small and weak, but I can do one thing
that none of you ean do: I can keep from swearing.™

Lock to your left! There, on a high marble base, sits a
large, attractive-looking eask of some kind,  Teally, it looks
like a magnificent soda fountain, We are tempted to partake
of its exhilarating eontents.  Let ws po nearer and see what




= How Are You HULomwg, L opar

itie. Look! Itis boiling over. See how brilliant it is as
it beads and sparkles in the sunlight! What o delicieus,
refreahing drink! Even the cazk containing it looks so cool
and enticing, itz sides moist, us the hot air from the outside
is condensed by its contaet, forming grest erystal drops
which chase each other in little cool streamlots down its side.
It is so inviting; it iz & fountain fres; is = freely flowing
for you and for me. We have only @ hold onr enpe and
they shall be filled. Let uws take u drink. Fie! The
lonthsome, disgusting stuff] Tt is nauseating; it is con-
temptible. Tts nnme is © Egotism.” Dho you know of any
ong—farmer, drummer, merchant, lawyer, or even preacher
—who has brought the cask of egotism into the earthly home
of his soul §
VL

Then there is that pernicious old gramdle bor, Why
does any one solect itf Tt is a8 old as time, is of no use
whatever, is by no means ornomental, and is one of the
very worsh onemics to home happiness. The first thing
we se¢ on opening it is & smaller box containing the powder
of semsifivencss. Did you ever see that low species of
mushroom which swells up like a toad and is semetimes
rudely callad * the devil’s enuff box?™ Yes; 1 kmow you
have seem it, especially if you have ever lived in the sountry.
Squecre it gently when it is thoronghly ripe, and it will burst.
If you are not enreful, its comtents, like other bad snmff,
will fly right into your face and eves, making a lasting im-
pression.  Thus with the sensitive box: if yon squeese ib

i
——— e el
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even gently, it will burst, and the powder will fly, like snuff,
into your gwan eyes or like ashes thrown windward. It will
catise intense pain that will often resch your very heart.
Ba careful. Do not touch it, lest it fly to pieces, like a
tovel-menoct, or shrink away, like the sensitive brier, or
strike at you, like the quills of an angry poreupine. If pos-
gible, refrain from speaking while near it; for many times
oven the soft vilrations of the voiee of love will agitate its
foul contents, burst the soft bax, and the powder will fly,
like disturbed thistle seed, ond will sometimes mingle with
other combustibles of kindred natares; then all will ignite,
and—O —what o drendful smoke they ereata]

You will be surprised that this little “ gromble box ¥ can
eontain so much disagreeabls rubbish. Do not tooch it;
but, with lipa elosed and hands behind yon, venture to lean
over & moment; peep eautiously into the box and view its
contents, DBesides the small box of sensitiveness, von will
g larme quontitios of fuult-finding, evil forebodings, boe
rowed troubls, ete,

Soane of the disagreenble contents of the box originated
near the beginning of time, when a FOUOZ AT Wi repri-
manded for killing his innccent brother.  Since then man
hae eoomed prone to deny being his * brother's keeper,” has
lived too much for self, has wanted te do exsctly ag he
pleased, and has formed the Caizlike habit of pouting or
grumbling if prﬁhibited. This pernicious habit has heen
multiplied almost to infinity. Its name is “ Legion,” and
in mony instamees it hes become epidemic, contagions, he-
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reditary, and ehronie. It accompanies some persons from
the eradle to the grave, The infant will ohject if the Tight
is put out; the little boy or little girl will sometimes oom-
pluin when asked to get out of bed in time for breakfast,
then throughout the day will likewize object when asked to
do the litfle chores to ralieve the poor, tired mother, Many,
many times will that loving, self-sacrificing, wonry, hroken-
down, nnd almost invalid mother draw water, carry wood,
or make fires rather than ssk that stout, eosy-cheeked little
lad or lassie to quit play or even leave the cozy fireside to
relieve her, Why! Hecanse she wonld rather do the work
twice, wonld rather exhaust her already tired muscles, than
hear the unpleasant murmurings that so often follow her
requests,  Momeover, those complaining words from the lips
of n dear, dorling ehild burn lile embers in @ mother’s hoart,
and work ruin to her shattered norves, thus doing far more
injury than the work would do her good. Tf thoes sweet,
rosy lips of childhood eculd enly realize the many warm
kisses of nffection they reesived from that doting mother
before they ‘were old enough to be loved by others; if they
could only know of the tender wateh oare, the intense anx-
iety, the sleepless nights, the scalding tears at difforent times
during eickness of balyhood ; if they could enly know how
mueh pains have been taken in trying to train them to speak
aright ; if those lips eonld enly look into that heart of un-
ghed tears when they speak in horsh, nngrateful tones to
that fond mother, doubtless when next tempted to speak
thus, they would woluntarily lock themselves securely
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againat that unkind word and not let it escnpe.  Oftentimes
the dear children mean no harm by thess thonghtless com-
plaints.  They love their mother dearly, and do not wunt
to neglect her.  Really, they expect to do the work she re-
quests of them, but it seems that they have to prefix it with
gome gonr objections. It is a pity to thus epoil so mueh of
the sweetness of childbhood, depriving both the children
and the parents of a largs portion of the hliss they would
otherwise enjoy. Probably the child is just beginning to
May some long, tedions games, and is cheery-faced, with eyes
bright, full of glea, happy 28 a free birdie, when called to
do something for mother. ® Wait a minnte till T fin-
iali this game,” is the impatient reply. After ton minutes
of weary waiting, the mother enlls ngain, Bhe ealla the
third or fourth time. Now the child comes—alowly, relue-
tantly, with countenanes fallen, long faes, knit beow, pro-
jecting lips, and with that doleful question: * What do yon
want §

Many snch children are only thoughtless und indifferent,
not realizing that it is any more than @ parent’s duty to do
all the chores and let them have & * jolly good time” One
eommen form of this eompluint is thet other ehildren have
a better time than they, They fail to realize that a pair of
little arms lovingly encireling her neck, o kiss of affestion,
and a word of gentle aweetness from those same procious
lipa, having axchanged a pont for a aunny smils, wonld eost
but little, would work wonders in that tired mother’s brain
and be a balm to her discournged heart, Lowe, theugh not
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blind to fanlts, i ready to forgive; and, as expressed by
Phebe Cary: ¥ Sometines one smile ean glorify a day.”
Mother love regards children as little eherubs to help o pre-
gerve her, and their innocent smiles help hor to besr wp undor
the ills and misfortunes of life. Mother love will follow
the chilil, regardlees of his grumbling, through sickness or
health, poverty or wealth ; through prosperity or adversity;
through the palsce grand or the prison cell. With him it
will nscend either the tall lndder of fame or the conviet’s
soaffold, Ordinarily the child should never doubt for one
moment the sincere love of o mother or father,

When children vield to the unpleasant habit of murmur-
ing, it will unconseiously grow on them. Tt is like stirring
tho cup with an icicle: it grows colder and colder all the
while, At lnst they will bhegin to complain when reminded
of their evil habits or of the necessity of taking care of their
elothes or their health. As they approsch manhood and
womanhood, they begin to criticise the commumity, =o-
cioty, the country, and the church. If one obstacle is re-
moved, they search closely and critically until they find an-
other. Bo it is grombls, gromble, gromble, Tt s said
that * every time a sheep bleats it loses o mouthful.” Think
of now mueh jov and good we losa by the pernicious hahit
of sulking or murmuring |

Strange to say, if you will look around earefully,
you will find at least a small “ gromble box ™ in almost
every household. Tt has rather 2 homely name, T admit;
buat its name ia decidedly too good for the box and its de-
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testable contents.  Little boy or litthe girl, examine the for
niture in your home and see if there is any “ gromble box.™
If #0, look into it enrefully and see if you ean find your pie-
ture. If it is thers, take it out quickly, before your parents
find it in such bad ecompany. Father, mother, is your pie-
ture in that box1 If I mistake not, I see the likenesses of
many, if not most, of ve—=some, photographed on the box
lid; others, old-fashioned daguerrectypes, showing ancient
date, but =till troe to life—chronie gromblers. Do you not
see the pictures! Look again!

Yonder is another droll piese of furniture. Look over
thers in that corner! What is 161 It resembles a * flying

jenny,”  See how it sping round snd round, fast enough to
make vour head swim! * Five cents o ride!™ Noj read

that sign agnin. It says: “ Free ride!™ Let us try it
“Halt!™ But it will not halt The manager says wo
must jump on while it is going, but we will not do that,
There are plenty on boand, without us, and we do not
eare for the * sonr grapes,” anyway. We see what it i
now ; its nama is * Hobbyhoree,” and we had better sty off,
lest it throw us over the brink of*destroction. The differ-
enoe between a real horse and a hobbyhorse is that the ono
can usually be stopped, while the other eannot, or wsnally
is not
VIL

You will likewise be astonished when you examine some
of the other furniture selected by responsible men and
women and brought into their charneter homes,  Here sits
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o large basket of alighted work, lobeled A Lick and n
Promise.” 1Lt shows it has received the “ lick,” but * prom-
ise " is ulways future, you know., Most of our homes con-
tain * lick-ind-promise " baskets,

Yonder is a little dark something on a Ligh perch near
the ceiling. It looks half starved; it is so shriveled or
wrapped up in iteslf that we can geareely see it, and the
one who labeled it was (oo saving with Lis ink to write the
nome distinetly. It somewhat resermbles a soreech owl, and
perhaps i= one, for its eyes are its most conspicuous foa-
ture. Let me see. Lend ma your glasses, pleasa, O, yes!
Now I see. Ite name, “ Stinginess,” ia right between
its big, glassy, glaring eyes. Hugged close under its
left wing, near its heart, ia the “ miser,”” peeping out be-
tween the feathars, looking for a pemny; but he is too
small for you to see. Do not strain your eves looking for
him.

Laziness lounges over there in the opposite corner. He
forgets that * sloth, Iike mmst, consumes faster than labor
werrs, while the veed key 1= always bright.” He haa jusé
been aroused by the breakfast bell. Do you not see him
rubbing his eves? Ha is usually awske st mealtime; but
often, when his appetite has not been sharpened by labor,
his breakfast ie not very inviting. He thinks his wife onght
te go and prepare a special dish to “ tempt his appetita,”
wherene really the very best thing to do for it is to let it
reat a while, #s his body is doing. Tt iz not fair to keep
hiz appetite working hard all the time his body rosts.
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It has been tempted entirely too mueh already—perhaps
last night at supper.

Near Laziness is Theft, with large wings outstretehed,
rendy to dart at everything that is left unwatehed, He will
not ¢énly steal onr purses, but will also steal our opportu-
nities, our talents, and our souls, The ngly rogue takes
specinl delight in preving upon the unguarded moments we
curelessly let fly. His double consin is the savesdropper, who
is too well known to need deseription. e epends mueh
of lis time around the telephons, eatching gossip * on the
wing."

In the center of the room is a large, deep husin of stag-
nant fluid— Chronie Melancholy, 1t never sees light, henes
is full of evil forelodings—borrowed trouble, In the cor-
ner git two churna, like twin sisters, with their never
tiring dashers forever going. They are “ churning up ™
the Taults of their neighbors, their school-teachers, their
physicians, their eounty officials, their preachers, their
church, If one beeomes a little tired, it slightly checks ita
dasher o few moments; while the other kindly doubles ita
gpeed, 8o no time will be lost.® Thesa twin churns are,
reapoctively, named “ Tattling™ and * Baekbiting,” and
without them the world would loss much—gossip.

Yonder zits a queerlooking somothing. It looks like a
large vellow cat when a little black dog comes into her pres-
enee.  Yon kmow bow the eat “ swells up b bask,™
ridises her bristles, growls, squalls, and then dashes at the
dog ns if wanting to serateh his eyea out; and she does
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perateh, ton. This vicious creature is Jealonsy—a dis-
agrecable and dangerons character. Bhe hos o twin sister
named “ Envy,” who is even more o be dreaded, innsmuch
as she is stronger and more determined in her low pursuita,
She will reach down lower and resort to meaner things in
order t0 earry out her ovil purposes. The two so closely
resemble that many of their infimate friends canmot dis-
tinguish them. They are so very disagreeable it i as-
tonishing that people will rocoive them inte their homes,
“Jenlouey is the green-eyad monster which doth mock the
meat it feeds on™  In the langunee of another: *Jealousy
is snid to be the offspring of Love; yet unless the poremt
mukes histe to strangle the child, the child will not rest
until it hos poisoned the parent.” * Envy turns pale and
sickens if even o friend preveile” * Bare envy withers
at another's joy and hates that oxeellense it eannot reach.™
By cherishing either of these passions we are only hlowing
the fire that burns us and kindling it more and mors, We
are acknowledging our ewn inferiority as compared with
thosa we envy, for “ envy is o kind of praise.” We envy
none exeept those we consider our superiors in the qualities
envied, and thus make the distance betwesen uz and them
even greater, The large dog scarcely aver barks ot the
train j the little one frequently does,

Look under the bed of Dissbedienes to Parents, and yon
will see outstretehed on the floor, face downward, the littla
Ponting Machine. Tt ia not o very noisy machine; indesd,
it is often perfectly quiet, except a low * snubbing,” like
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diffienlt breathing. Sometimes even this eeases, and it
soems that the little machine has stopped for want of breath.
Turn it over quickly, and you will see its face drawn into
a seore of wrinkles. Be careful! Tt is “tricky.” The
band sometimes flies off, and the spokes fly ont of joint in-
atantly, Tt ie little, bot it may serateh you violsntly or
kick you like a deranged pun. It can be made o good little
machine, however. Tt only needs “ boxing.” Little friend,
be agrecable, or stay by yourself. If vou are going to pout,
erawl under the bed, ont of sight: them do not serabch or
kick. Il not be eo sour that your very eountenance and
vaiee will curdle the hearts of those who look at vou or hove
to hear you speak; do not poison the atmosphera of your
friends and neighbors with your own unfortunate or dis-
ngreeable environments,

Yonder is the queerest thing of all. No one can describa
it, for it ehanges too aften. Tt makes you think vou ean-
not possibly live without it; yet try to grasp it, ond it is
gone; parsae it, and it flies bevond your reach; attempt to
imitate it, and it sssuwmes some other form.  You think it
beauntiful, * perfeetly lovely.”* You select it as n model
and hurriedly collect materinls to make something that
will resemble it; but by the time you have finished your
. work the model has changed color, shape, und proportions
until your attemapt looks out of date and ridienlons.  About
the nearest you can attain to eneeess is to hove some kind
of * snup-shot "' picture arrangement ; and the first time the
object seems gtill, draw your “ trigger ' instantly, There
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will, even then, be a kind of double impression in the pie-
ture; but it will lock very natural, will serve to fill spues
in the “ Bon Ton” They tell me this is a noted god-
deas, and that those worshiping at her shrine by far outaom-
ber those who bow submissively to King Tmmanuel. She ia
a queer-looking ereaturs, to say the lesst, and dresses so
comically. Sometimes she wears & collar so high and stiff
that she almost hosg to stand on o table and tiplos to seo
over it. It netually makes hor turn her head as if there was
a large earbuncle on the back of ber neck. Tt makes o red
ring around her neck, and sometimes causes the museles of
the face o Jook distorted. Tt zeems to be trying o usurp
authority over chin and ears by commanding them te give
up their positions and take o seat higher up on the head.
The next time you look ot her, probably her dress will not
have any neck at all. Bhe is as changeable as the March
wind, and commands na as she pleases. We * hear tha
eonnd thereof,” and where she leads ve we will follow as
gloetdy ns we rensonably =an, even from the sublime to the
ridiculons, Poor, dependent ereatures we! The nome of
this goddess iz “ Btyle,” snd a tyrannieal sovercign ia she.
But, strange to eay, temples have been erected in honor
of this mmgodly goddess throughout the land; at least o

small one is found in every home; and subjects are continu-

ally worshiping at her shrine.

{dver thera on the washstand is a little brown jug of spir-
its—the * I-will-and-I-won't,” * Yon-ghall-and-yon-shan't **
spirits. ‘These spirits are frequently partaken of by differ.
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ent members of the family, handed freely from one mem-
ber to another, then back, again, and aguin. After their
cups bave been filled and emptied frequently, each partiei-
pant returns to the waslstand, washes his bands, and, Pilate
like, declares himself invocent—fres from the contenta of
the ugly little jug, which bears the right label, © The Lumst
Word,” or “ Retalintion.™

Have you noticed that large, inflated balleon ¥ It is the
hypocrite, puffed with the gaseous ideas of self-importance
—the “ big-T-and-litthe-you " principle. He is o regular
Pharises, publicly thanking God that he is not like other
men, On the contrary, other men may consistently thank
the Lord thet they are not like he is—a “ whited sepuleher.™
“ Woir unto vou, seribes and Pharisees, hypoeritea! ™ But
we wust not examine this balloon too elosely; lest we pune-
ture its beantiful eovering and eause it to shrivel to noth-
ingmess. Another reason for staying aloof from the hvpo-
erite is that he stands on o loose plank—the trapdeor of
fulsehood—just barely strong enough to sustain his own
light weight. 1f a single pound of investigation should be
added, the trapdoor wounld give way, and down would go
the balloom, hypoerite and all. Wa have looked at this per-
nicions furniture long enough, anyway. We might come
to the concluslon that all homes ave fillsd with just such
atufl is this, and nothing better, which wonld be a most glo-
rious mistake

Lot us now visit the schoolroom and see how things ap-
peeier there,
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VIIL

From kindergarten to slussic hall the student is building
day by day. Tools are furnished, directions are given,
overseers are appointed.  Each student builder shonld have
rooms in his structure for lingunge, mathematics, seiences,
and literature; also for resolution, homesty, nprightness, and
truth. His motto should be, * Purpose and Determina-
tion,” and should hang ot the door of his heart, He should
provide hivaself with improved text-books, alss with the best
books of reference; then, eomparing wise men's views,
ghould sift them earefully and enutionsly, refuse the decay-
ing theories and doubtful opinions, and keep only the infal-
lilske.

The world is an open field, and the resources of mind are
infinite. How strange that all students do not enjoy build-
ing wisely and securely! They should see well to the fun-
damental prineiples, which, sad to say, are to-day, in many
places, being woefully neglected. Tow often we hear the
most astonishing blunders in English made by those who
#tand before the world as standard bearers from our collepe
halls, those whose life work is to teach the younr tongue
how to talk! These errors are most frequently in the very
firet principles of language—in the use of verbs and pro-
nouns, The double subject, the sngular ©we,” the ob-
jeetive “ L and the nominative “ me ™ are as common as
slang among some &lite college graduntes. It would certainly
be wise for (he tencher o watch more closely and try o cor-
reet these blunders in the langunge of his students, and thus
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he would doubtless become more sccurate himself. Cor
rect the little school goers to-day for eaying ® papa—he,”
# mamma—she,” and in many inatances they will ery out,
“ Pleonasm ! ™ and thus try to justify the most ridieulous
Llunders,

The active, hopeful, joyful period of college days should
b more sneredly wsed ; should have a sound, solid hasis; then
good judgment should be exercised in selecting material for
building. Brutish sport and the demoniae of dangeroms
gumes, which eoarsen the natore and blunt the finer sensi-
hilities, should be strictly avoided. As some one has said:
 Btudents do not need foothall, with bruizes, fights, broken
limbs, and death. There iz but Little common sense, and no
cultivation for their higher nntures, in such selfish, brutish
sports,” The games and study should be cheerful, upbuild-
ing, and caleulated to instill self-respect, at the some time
muintaining justice to others. “ The college student who
follows oo idenlity of manhood is the best representative
of the coming man,” He is one who las learned to think.
Many visions of such o voung man have grown into reality, -
to the utter nstonishment of the avernge school goer, “A
country without slavery, without doels, with edoeated
women, with thought flving over the world as ravs of light,
with men talking with voire across the continemt, was only
a vigion fifty wears ago; it is a reality now.” Another
fifty years may witness changes o8 great as these, and even
greater.  Who will bring them about?  Who but those no-
hle young men and young women who at home, at schoal, at
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wark, are learning to think high and wide and deep; who
geit in life something brighter and more real than the mists
of mere ¢lasgie honor, which many obtain without mesiting 1

The wise student hwilder will not fear expminations and
finals. The closing day will be to him, in many respects,
the merriest dav of all the glad school year, and will be
hailed with unbounded joy—not alone because of vacation
and freedom from study, but alsoe becanse of freedom of
conscience and knowledge of useful work in sight. Happy
that student with visions of hiz own, that atodent who has
learned to think! Thoogh he may be quiet now, the world
will hear from him later on.

“Think for thyealf. One good [des
Hut known to be thine own
In better than & thousand gleaned
From flelds br othars sown,”

IX.

As in the mental and moral, so in the spiritaal, churacter,
each individual is largely responsible for his own edifice,
Erch spiritual heart is o temple wherein God may dwell.
Ench person is a workman, with tools provided, and is daily
building. Heshonld select the firm foundation, the bed rock
of God's eternal trath, with Christ a3 the chief corner stone;
then he should exnmine carefully each piece of material he
plases thereon, such as faith, virtne temperanee, patience,
godliness, hrotherly kindness, and charity.

When Mr. J. F. Robertaon nrranged o build the ehureh
at Crockett Mills, Tenn.—that splendid edifice which is
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a troe specimen of the godly works of Mr, Hobertson and hia
family—e =poke to the contractor thues: * Now, sir, you
may ploee in these walle just as many soft, inferior briclks
and bats ns you please; but just as sure as even one goes in,
and I find it out, T will nol pay you a eent.” BSufflee it to
say the work was not slighted,

Ench Christian is building a spiritnal temple. He shonld
bewnre of soft bricks, erumbly stones, unseasoned timbers;
and he should uso plenty of cement, serews, and naile, that
his structure be strong and stendy. Reader, have you any
moft hricks in your edifice that may erumble and fall from
their places when touched by the finger of investigation,
appression, temptation, or persecution | In our family res-
idence we have one peculinr chimney, a few of whose lower
bricks evidently eontain saltpeter, or something similar, ab-
eorbed from the earth. These have become eoft and erum-
bly, nnd ronches and erickets are frequently found nib-
bling at them. Oceasionally it becomes necessary to e
move eome of the worst bricks and fill their ploces with
others.  Be assured, kind reader, that if your epinitual chor-
acter s composed of soft, half-burned, or porous bricks,
eontaining too mueh of the wenker minerals or alkalis ab-
sorbed from the earth, the erickets and ronches of tempta-
tion, perseention, and reproach will continually nibble at
you, until, particle at a time, you fall, and' great will be the
fall. Buch materinl scarcely ever fallz o whole brick st a
time, but crnmlles awny, littla by little, alwaye giving an
pppearance of dilapidation. Bometimes its infection seams
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to be spreading and affecting the adjoining bricks, in which
ecase it is gently, but necessarily, removed and other mate-
rial substitnted.

Too many whose names are enrolled ns spiritual builders
seemn to regnrd their edifice complote as snon as the founda-
tion is lnid. Tmagine a man living in a house (1) with
only o floor—no walls, no roof, no furniture! When the
July sun, with its yellow beams, shall scorch his cheeks and
ilmost bail the blood in his veins; when the floode shall
eome and the cold rain shall fall in torrents on him; again,
when December shall hiss with its northern breath: when
great ice stones shall pelt him from the lowering clouds;
when o thick, snowy mantle shall wreap him close, as in &
winding sheet, then—0O, then—will he realize his error and
will try to complete his housa; but too Inte, 100 Inte!

No spiritual work avails anything unless buill on the
foundation Rock, Agnin, this Hock alone is not suffieient.
Imagine a man going to judgment with a foumdation and no
building or with a building having no foundation |

If our destiny is already sternally fixed, we con do noth-
ing; therefore we shonld not be held responsible. If all
will be enved regardless of astion, why try to do anything be-
yond fulfilling moral requirements | Again, why admonish
uz to stand firm, * be steadfast, immovable,” to be careful
Iest we fall! But the Lord save: * Hear and do.” He
also gays: “All that are in the graves ghall . . . ocome
forth; they that have done good, unto the resurrection of
life; and they that have done evil, unto the resurrection
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of damnation.” He also says: “ Depart,” * Vengeancs,”
ato., bevanse they lave done nothing; “ Be ye doors of the
word, and not hearers only, deceiving your own selves.”
Lot us all see that we have selected the proper founda-
tion—Christ; let ve wisely build thercon according to di-
vine directions. Then, when our spiriton]l edifice i oon-
pleted, we can step from its highest pinnacle—home.

X
Boys, girls, ¥ou are erecting charactor structores duy by
day. As the quiet momentz build the years, s0 your ovory-
day sections build vour character. You are building intel-
lootually, morally, spiritually—building for eternity.
Yours may be & castle grand
Or o wreck upon the sand,

* Than halld It clean and bigh and broad;
Bulld It far the aye of God.™

"When o masen builds a wall, the course of bricks he
laid yesterday is the foundation on which he is laying an-
other course to-day.™ Li]-im'riea, what you build on your
charncter walls to-day serves as the basis on which to place
te-morrow’s work, CGod las kindly given ench of you n
nies little cottage of your own, far more valushle than a
brick or stone palace, It is n conveniont house, with rooms
guited to all the virtues and nccomplishinents necessary to
make you happy and useful, Tt has rooms especially
adapted to virtue, justice, and truth; for these kittle * dai-
tieg of life ™ will need to hold many private counsels in
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salving the problems of your eonduet. They should have
large, free rocms in the heart of every boy and girl, and it
ig mot a safe young mon or young woman who will bar or
lock the heart's door against them. T said you were build-
ing eharacter, Tou are either building or tearing dowm.
Which are you doing? TRefleet 0 moment.  Within the last
year or two have you formed any hobit thet ie veelees and
even in the slightest degree demoralizing? If so, right
now have the manly herolsm to lay it sside, You are doubt-
less to some extent it master now; but if you do not crush
it, it will ba your master by and by. Is your character bet-
ter or worse than it was one year age?  Are you trying hard
to improve it or carelessly permitting it to go down? Are
you trying to become a man or a nothing? If you strive
carnestly for nobility of character, you will not fail of your
reward. The good of earth will either love or detest the
habits you are forming. Which shall it be? With tem-
poral blessings and with God on vour side, you are his mil-
lionnires, Then tnke advantage of this, and be something.
Do not let your character house be an empty ahell You
can make it either a prison from whose gloom you eannot
escape or o vast palace filled with all that can delight. If
it is now a desirable palace, you ean eause it to lose some of
ita bright eoloring and gilding every day until nanght will
remain but faded remnants of its pristine beauty. On the
other hand, if your life thus far has been only a kind of
prison—an abode of gleom—yon are privileged to break
down the bors pnd open the prison doors by obedience to
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God's spirit of troth and graee, which will then set your
own fettered spirit free. Then joy will naturally beam
from your countenamce like jets of light. You will be
happy. How sweet the consolation arising from the mem-
ory of o well-spent life! As Bocrates says:  Be the very
man you wich to appear.” * Make j“n‘n.ratlt" necessary o
somebody,” siye Emerson. Leave off the * superfluity of
nuughtiness ™ and eherich all that will beautify and enrich
vour soul.  Use your will, yet guard your will ; for it is the
citadel of your charmeter. The “I will™ and the 1
won't * will continue to chase cach other all along the ave
nnes of your existence until you take a positive stand for
the right in each virtne. Aceording to your will power will
vour character be; ascording to your character will your
desting be.

Then hunt out the sources of power and wealmess in your
own character. The very “thorn in the flesh ™ may be
made the source-of your greatest power for good. BSet a
gtrong wateh at every character gate of your heart. * Do
not let Batan make you believe that you are good enough;
this iz one of his strongeat chaine” Tho not say you are
invulnerable to temptation. If you feel yourssif too meek
to yield, think of Moses; if too holy, consider David; if
too patient, think of Jobj if too wise, think of Bolomon;
if too strong, look at Samson.  You may have in your char-
acter gome weak point you hove never dissoversd—one that
has never been tested—and in an hour when you are least
expocting * Delilah * may ery ont, “ The Philistines be
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upon thea, Samson!™ and you may be suddenly shorn of
your strength,

Thoughts, purposss, plans, words, and actions are the
principal stones or bricke used in building character, henee
in determining destiny. As you arrange your charae
ter strocture, it constantly discleses your inward self,
Your faults and failings, as well as your noble deads, are
laid bare to the serutinizing eve of the outer world, and your
heart dwindles when it eomes in contact with small things
and narrow interests, The greatest man is he who chooses
and followa the right, who wine love by his own wooing.
The pleasure of deing good is the only one tliat never wears
out. About all the benefit we derive from the temporal
life (besides its somman blessings} is the result of being
good and doing good, together with that grand social fea-
ture—all those precions fascinations connected with home
and radiating therefrom wuntil they embrace all humanity.
Thie nobility of purpose, carried into effect and cheered by
the blessed hope of o bright forever, cerininly maokes lifa
worth living.

Let not your life be stained by erime. Never try to
acquire fame and popularity by “puffs ™ either begged
or paid for; pever let any ome say he has *F dragged
you up; " and be still more enveful never to let any one
drag you down. The door of suceess is labeled * Push.”
Then, if need be, push your way through thorns and bram-
bles; hoe your own row; fight your own battles; shoot the
“bear ¥ youreelf; chop, blaze, or earve your own way up
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the hill of suecess, As regards this life, lot a spotless char-
neter be your gim, my boy, my girl. Merit ity and it shall
be youra, A good name—think of ite value! Do not wear
it without meriting it. Weer it consistently; secure it by
worthy mesns, Build upon your own record, not that of
your great-grandfother. I falee acensation be heaped wpon
you, like the amiable Joseph, ealmly live it down. Let it
along, and it will die of starvation. Pliee for yourself a
high standard, and strive to attain thersunto, If you ean-
not reach it, reach just as high as you con; then try to reach
still higher. The little boy's arrow went higher by the at-
tempt to hit the sun than if be had been shooting at a
tond. Wealth and genins may eommand admiration; only
true character secures respect. Neither can you buy your
lot already improved ; with divine aid, you yourself must
build. If you con possess nanght but s sound eharncter,
stand firm on it, and you will be better off than a erowned
king who is impure.

God has blessed you with rich mental endowments—
power of discerning between the upbuilding and the degrad-
ing; be has then left you to fit up and andorn the palsee of
your soul as you please out of his unwasting fullness. At
the eame time he has given you instroctions, advising vou
and pleading with you to arrange it to your own honor and
his glory. If you are wize, you will select the very best
fumiture. At first glance it may appear too costly, but
vou will at last find it to be far cheaper, handsomer,
more durable. Tt is a wise and kind provision of prowvi-
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denee that the purest traits of character are far less costly
and less expensive after being purchased than thoss perni-
eions traite thal destroy vsefulness and peoduce only mis-
ery and woe, The furniturs that God would have you se-
loct will need no cleansing, no polishing, no apologies.  Bet-
ter still, it will never wear cut, rust out, break down, or go
out of date. Something  later " may eclipsa it for a while,
but will prove to be a mere “ fad," while the very bost is
the “old relinble™

You have been patiently looking with me at some of the
rubbish selected hy persoms who have knowledge without
diseretion. You have seen the evil of seleeting sueh fur
niture as insincerity, murder, theft, dronkenness, self-ron-
evit, stinginess, tattling, egotism, hypocrisy, sensitiveness,
grumbling, procrastination, indolonce, melancholy, jeal-
oiEy, onvy, retalintion, ote.  If yoo fill your honse with
these, there will be no mom for articles of a better quality.
If vou even mix in the bad with the good, the Intter will
ghow to poor advantage, and will doubtless be injured by
the bad. Tut your mind’s eye is tired ; we must give it o
pleazant ehange.

Look just outside your deor, and vou will see the ma-
terial you need. Tt iz all lobelad. Took at the labels:
dd ED‘I:I.EI..II'.I!I:I.E_TJ“ L1 Bmmdmﬂ [ E}'mpllh}’," [1] Eiml_
ness,” *# Salf-control,” "l'ndu.-.tr;r.'," " Love,” © Patience,”
# Economy,” * Prudence,” “ Home Piety,” “ Thoughtful-
ness,” “ Congeniality,” and “ Taet™ (without tact, talemt
ig reduesd to less than half value),

e
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Be wise! Bring all these and similar articles into your
quaint litile ecttage howme, and you will have no desire for
the conrser furniture. TFrame the Golden Rule and hang
it ut the entrance; selact Order ns your private secretary,
Good Management ns your treasurer, DMscretion as your
chief eonnselor, and let Love be the reigning quoen.  Then
be well insured in the relinsble company of Heaven; keep
your dues thoronghly paid up by unreserved cbedience to
the great spiritnal guidebook, the word of God; continne
to offer the ineense of Prayer and Thanksgiving on the
golden altar of Gratitunde, and your house will indeed be a
home.

* Om what are you building, my brother 1 ™

“ELECTRIC TIP;" OR, A COMICAL NAMESAEE.

Iin you ever think of how many sorry namesokes some
great men have?! T would not name o child for a man of
world-wide or national renowmn, lest he prove to be a bur-
lesque and bring reproach upon the honored name, There
is many a Ben, Franklin who will never subjugate the Hglht-
ning; many & Christopber Columbus who will never dis-
eover a continent ; many a George Washington who may ent
down the cherry tree, hut will never be “ first in war, first
in pence, and first in the hearts of his connteymen.”

From the north to the south and from whers the mom-
ing sun geems to toss his first kiss at the awnkening earth
to where he Jooks huck of her with meod-night glanees, eles-
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trieity plavs with the elements as a child playe with familiar
toye. It shoots its dazxling arrows athwart the skies,
cloaving the dismal clouds, eonsuming atmospherie paisons,
cleansing the blue vanlt of its impurities. It is the most
faithful servant of the firmament; yet it has stooped to
parth, fluttered ot the feet of man, and become his errand
bay, anrrying his messages and lighting his way.

Like great men, electricity has many sorry namesakes,
muny ludicrons burlesques. One visited our home o fow
years since wearing the name “ Electric Boles,” or, as the
agent expressed it, " Eleotrieity Solea” Thess were sup-
posed to be highly charged with electricity, and, worn in-
side of shoes, were to cause such perfect eireulation of blood
as to render cold feet a trouble of the pust and keep the hu-
man frome proof against all ills; henes they would dis %
with “deetgrs’ bills™ and patent medicines, and, through per- 78
feot health, would render life sublime. Although suspecting
frand, my sympathy for the agent—a poor, feshle woman—
eaused me to buy two pairs of soles; but the foot-warming,
health-producing electricity failed to secompany them. I
did not eensure the innocent woman; I censured the firm
whose money-making scheme had indueed her to beceme an
agent for propogating frand.

Electricity has another pretty little namesake that hos
more recently visited our town, ealling himaelf © Elestris
Tip.” He iz o eute little fellow, bright and handsome,
and perches him=elf upon an ordinary lump wick to spread
tho flames and prodece the aqual of on clectric light. He
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is fo serve for two years ; the wick is to nead trimming ouly
evory fow weeks, or months; the lamp chimney is never o
bocome smoked ; in fact, this little Plarises is to do almost
everything except to furnish light without oil. Many of s
blindly jumped at the fraud, and eagerly grasped it as o
first-elass labor-saving arrangement (to which we women do
not seriouely objeet). We very soon discovered the secret:
In order to obiain this wonderful result fezcept the light ),
get. the lnmp away in a clean place for sale-keeping; then
the “tip ™ will last, the wick will not nesd trimming, and
the chimney will not beeome smoked.  Follow these direc-
tions carefully, and sneeess is yours, muarantesd.

Herein we are forcibly reminded of the various packages
of needles, lead penecils, patent * solder,” furniture ghoe,
furniture polish, door eatches, pash locks, and many other
impesitions which have deceived our unsuspecting citizens
and carried from our tewn the patronage so justly duoe our
honorable home merchants. Like a preacher from n dis-
tanee, foreign “ goods ™ often seem to © take best with the
people”  Home industries and home talent should be eul-
tivated and encournged ; them we would not have to pur-
chasgo all our conveniences, our musie, our literary gems,
from the passing publie and run the risk of their proving to
be merely © aleotrie fips"

Another rival of * Electrie Tip ™ hos been around, He
was 0 poor, lame, desrepit man, enrrving & supply of “in-
sect exterminator " (fifty cents per ounce), positively guar-
anteed to keep out all insects by three or four drops be
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ing placed on cotton and suspended in the room.  He offered
five hundred dollurs’ reward for o fly fonnd in o reom thuas
equipped. The poor old eripple locked too innocent to be
euspocted of frand ; o we purehased the fluid, and he * went
on his way rejoicing.” The oil or varnish was so highly
flavored that the flies considered it a lnxury—a dointy des-
sert for such tasty epicures (1), The elated agent failed to
leave us the additional dircetiona:  Be sure your door and
window sereens are insect proof, then keep them securely
ologed ™

Why do not such charscters offer something worth buy-
ing, or frankly, yet humbly, neknowladge that they are
“ beggars,” ask for a little money, and not add crime @
erime by giving “ nothing for something " Simon was
not the first man who used soreery and © bewitched the peo-
ple; ™ neither wae ho the Inst.  Aponts have heen canveas-
ing the country with their impositions, deceptions, hypoe-
risy, falschood, ever since their father carried the first pack-
agn thereof to the quiet Eden homa, - They are still proudly
“walking in his footsteps,” having in view the same ob-
jeal—gain, But these crafty pedestrians serve admirably
to teach us paticnes and to make us watchful. We ghould
ever be on our guard, for we “ lmow not the day nor the
hour ™ when some frand seller shall some, and we may for
get to eny: ¥ No”  Thie cunningly devised eystem of bag-
gury =0 closely resemblos genuine honesty that it is liable
to miglead n= and conse ue to negleet worthy agents, even
poor outeasts who are real objecte of charity.
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The fraud agent dees not always carry his package from
houee to house, neither does he alwaye stand behind a gilded
screen ; but he oftentimes denls out his sordid goods in &
bottle of patent medicine, in a yard of ealico, in a pair of
ghoes, in a barrel of sugar, in o pound of butter. He comes
nearer and places it in the father's hand, on the mother's
tongue, in the child's disposition, in the young lndy’s parlor,
He enters our ecourthouses, our echools, cur churches,
Bometimes we permit him to blindfold ws; then, like the
bungry birdie, with open mouth we accept all he says.
The mother hird will not deceive, but we may be deosived
by counterfeits—by various kinds of frands. Satan is often
tranaformed into “ an angel of light." Need we cxpect hot-
" ter things of his stewards

Thousands ascept the fraudulent aamples in Christianity,
thinking they, like the * eleotric tips,” will save time and
labor; others grosp them, hoping they will ward off  in-
sects ™ of perseention. We need not be decoived concern-
ing hoavenly things, though vile theories be daily ploeed
on our doorstep or ponred into our ears, for we have the
great Teet Book with which to compare the * goode.™

The chief Agent is coming by and by, and he will give
thia matter a thorough teet, assigning to eaeh his just re.
ward. Let us watoh, therefore, lest we bo numbored with
those who practice {rand.

How to act 50 a8 not to be crowded: Heep in the very
beat society, and always speak the truth,
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SMALL SUBJECTS.

Some porsonz have wondered and asked why I so fre
iquently write on snch small, unpretentions subjecta. T will
give my apology for doing so.  When you look for the melon
on @ pomegranate vine, are vou disappointed when you fail
to find o pumpkin?  Or do you expeet to find a cocoannt
on a May-apple bush or a fifty-pound watermelon on o en-
enmber vine ! On the other hand, if you should see a fonr-
ishing gourd vine spreading its broad leaves and long armes
over fenee and bushes, and, going to it for o langre pourd,
ghould find growing thereon only a small, green, sour gooae-
berry or & green persimmon, how would yon feel ¥ Well,
if I should always seleat o grand, fruitful, flowery subject,
you might expect to find as its outgrowth a much larger
thought than I am able to present. Yoo might expect a
large pumpkin or watermelon and find only a small, green,
erooled-necked eymling. Therefore I often select amall
themes, s0 my reader will not expeet too mmeh—eso he may
at least recover from the dizappointment.

THE “THUMB PAPER."

Da you remember ever having a “ thumb paper,” and how
it looked ¥ If not, the morning of your existence bears
recent date.

Beautiful enrds, such as children now grow tired of, wore
unknown to the little Inde and lassies twoscore years ago,
We then took a picce of newspaper or an old lettor ; folded
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it in the form of a *love box,” or in smne other unique
ahape; and used it as a thumb puper. We were usually for-
funate if we could secure o half sheet of blank writing pa-
per to use in this way, for this was a rarity. Suoch exteav-
agance was not often indulged in. We felt wonderfully
blessed, were elated and exeited, if we chaneed to come in
paseession of o pretiy button card, especially one checked off
with narrow pink stripes. Bmooth, highly glazed, parfectly
white, with its delicate pencilings of pink dividing it into
exnet half-ineh squares—O, bow beantiful! How we
prized it, and how it made us the souree of envy for our
little schoolmates] Dut we did not object to their envy,
just a0 they did not obtain our thumb paper. Bometimes
it was actunlly neeessary to hide the book at recees to keop
the eard from mysteriously disappearing.

A loving mother ones gave her two little ehildren o large
button card—exactly the kind I have described. She waa
ready, seissors in hand, to divide it equally. * Please, sis-
ter, let me have the whole card,” said the brother, whose
older mind had alrendy formulated a plan for utilizing the
rare beauty, *“ No, no!™ erfed little Mary. * Half of it
in mine—mamma says it i&—and T'm going to have i1 ™
“ Please do let me have it all,” tenderly, bot earnestly, en-
treated the anxious little man. “T want it for o special
purpose, and it will be too small if divided" *I1 won't
do it! T won't do it]™ the little sister exelaimed, * Bul
T'll pay you for your half,” said her brother. * You shan't
have it! I want it for a thumb paper to go in my new
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speller, Mamma said she would cut it in two, and she will.”
King Solomon, of old, convinesd the erring woman with-
out dividing the ehild that was a *“ bone of contention,” but
this indulgent, impartial mother failed to reconeilo the baby
girl so easily ; so ghe humored the childish whims, and of
the one beautiful card she made two pieces. With a ook
of disappointment, the good boy necepted his portion and
turned away defeated. Little Mary jubilantly scampered
awey to hunt her © new speller,” mischievously tossing her
aurls as she looked back over her shoulder, and cunningly
gaid: * T tald you I'd have it! "™

Faor the length of an average lifetime the grass hae beon
growing over the grave of that noble boy., Little Mary ia
passing life’s meridian now. Time has shaken the eurl
from her tresses, is blotting the luster from her eves, and is
fading the roses from her eheeks; the old, relinble artist is
gradunlly, but surely, penciling her dark hair with white
But ofton—-0, eo often [ —does her mind @it back 1o the
seoned of her childhood ; and while recalling the meny happy
ingidents, a dark spot arises before her mind’s eye, and on
it she sces o pair of sharp scissors dividing that beantiful
eard. Not many dark spots haunt ber childheod musings,
st this one often does: snd she now fecls that if it wers
possible to unlock the treasuries of the past and restore that
brother to life, her first words to him, after the jovous greet-
ing, would be: “ Pardon my childish greed, my brother,
dear. Here, take the whale eard! T will gladly, lovingly

give you my part; it is yours, all yeura™
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This little incident really occurred. Do you eay it is
too simple to relate? Though it scoms of minor impor-
tance, no one but Mary knows bow many unplessant reflec-
tions it hns given her. How gladly, thankfully would she
blot that litile greedy act from ler miemory, if she conld!
But perhops it hos been thus indelibly stamped there for
you to see, Hittle reader—yes, vou. T you will profit by ik,
she will be glad she permitted me to tell you, She hesitated
& pood while before grunting me this privilege; but Mary
ia n warm friend of wing, and consented wfter I told her
I thought it might do good. Do you ever have such roflee
tonz? No, not now; but you will have in Inter years, T
fear. Now is the time to be good, loving, and troe to your
dear ones and to all.  Be eareful that you do not tressure up
remorse or sad reflections for future years. Better saeri-
fice n little of your self-will to gratify others, even thongh
you see no reason for doing so, than show too much deter-
mination to have your own way in every little thing. It
is in the little deeds that we see the niceties that distinguish
life.

But I have wandered from my theme At that early day
we did not speak of 8 bookmark; we said ¥ thumb paper,”
and that is exsetly what it was—n litera]l rest for the thumb,
to prevent eoiling and wearing out of the book. Tt was a
very casentia]l part of each student’s personal property, for
without it the * blue-backed speller ¥ suffered sadly ; and a
book was expected to last the pupil until his edueation was
eomplete—was often handed down, like outgrown elothing,
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from one elild to another. 1 onee had a pupil who had no
book except that which was left as o beritnge from hLis
grandfather; and that pupil was not a member of a very
poor family, either,

The rate of eacl ehild’s advanecement counld boe calenlnted
by the thumb morks on his book; the duller the pupil, the
deeper and more worn were the marks on the first pagres.
Three places were especially damaged——first, at the alpha-
bet, where the child of average talent spent days, weoks,
and sometimes months (according to the regularity of his
attendanes and the progressive idens of the teacher), bafore
be eould say all the letters ® down,”™ then * up; ™ secondly,
at the “a-b, abe; ™ thirdly, st that prinee of poges always
to be remembered by the old “blue-bock ™ veterans as
“baker." Thit noted page stood as a great signal, or sign-
board—as a tall post o the boundleas field of literature to
which the ehild of high sspirations sagerly pointed, and
which he longed to reach, feeling that when he shonld reach
that page and learn to spell “ by heart ™ all the words there-
an, he would have completed half hiz * collagiste course.™
A few other diffienlt pages ehowed footprints {thumb prints)
of the diligent stodent, ns * horseback,” * cessation,™ * pub-
liention,” and that far-famed page of prodigious words—
“ immateriality,” * unintelligibility,” and * ineompreben-
gbility.” Buffice it to zay thet the lntter hall of the
book eenreely ever snffercd muneh persecution, unles it
was ot the pictures near the back, where old Troy sadly
learned the folly of evil associations and where the little
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boy found it wes not safe to invede his neighbar's apple
orchard.

Children, = wo leave the old thumb-paper dispensation,
wit see portrayed at least two or three distinet lessons appli-
cable to the present day. One iz progression. The worn
and greasy thumb paper has given place to myrinds of beng-
tiful cards snd ealendars of the most artistic desipns. The
champion of the log schoolhouse, Webster's * blue-backed
apeller,” hos been superseded by vest libearies of text-books
less tedions and far more attroetive; nod the litde bare-
footed tota of that day, who still live, now see their places
fillad hy others no more intelligent, but better dressed and
with better sdvantages. The log schoolhouse, with its
puncheon floor, ite many nareow windows in roof and walls,
its rustic seats, and its mammeoth fireplace, has served its
purpose well, and has long since been sucoseded by the
magnificent college, the pride of the glorious, but newly-
buried, nineteenth century, The length of time then usn-
ally devoted to the alphabet will now teach a child to read,
write, and spell, besides giving him a right good idea of
numbers and of the elements of the mother tongue, as well
as some knowledpe of the natural sciences.

{in the other hand, do we show n full appreciation of thess
superior advantages? Do we strive as hard for thoroughe
neze ng we should ! Do we not often disregard our wonder-
ful opportunities and drift into habits of extravogunoe—
not only as to property, but alia wasting much precious
timef If in the I]mmh—pnpt_:r nge—rihe oge of limited ad-
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vantages—a boy or girl conld become even a fine speller,
reader, and mathematician, how mueh more is expected of
the youth to-day! This is certainly the age of golden op-
portunities, if we will only embrace them,

WOMAN'S INFLUENCE

Wao will deny that woman Las influence? Will youf
Will you? DMy neighbor, brother, friend, will youf

To me it seems hardly appropriate to sssign this sub-
jeet to n woman., Her trivial part in lifes great play eould
be hetter estimated by man, her royal superior, her sover-
eign companion, I think to him shonld have been assignad
this wondrous task. However, I verily beliove all will read-
ily admit woman has influence. Will you? Thank you!
Then my task will not be diffioult, sinee I will have no
argument to produoce,

As in the dawn of time, even 80 in the golden now, to
her * better self ™ woman often save, “ Eat,” and he © sat-
Eﬂl;." il SJEF[“ ‘nd IL=I (1] ﬂm; i3 “m thi-'-f“ ﬂ-nd hﬂ
“ doeth it; ™ “Go," and he—is gone,

Adam eould ealmly slumber while the heavenly Burgeon
extracted from near his heart that marvelous rib; but too
wenk was he to withstand his beloved when her nimble fin-
ger= presented the forbidden froit. Samson could conguer
ferocions heasts, carry off city gotes, and pull down theater
walls ; but his strength vanished before the decoy of shrowd
Delilah, Elijah hesitated not to forelell to the desperste

il
= i
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Ahab the forty-two months' drought, then on Mount Car-
mel stood undaunted before eight hundred and fifty wicked
prophets, o Heaven-sanetioned witness of their sndden ox-
termination; but when the lovely (1), the amiabls (1),
the sweetspirited (1) Queen Jesebal gemtly raised her
dainty fist aguinst him, he “fed for hia life.”  In every age
« Adam haa had his Eve:; Samson, his Delilah; Ahab, his
Jezebel ; David, his Bathshebn ; Solomon, his * danghter of
Pharooh ; ¥ and Herod, his Horodias—man, the acknowl-
edged head ; woman, the many-jointed neck that turns the
head.

You will never deny woman's evil influence (even hefors
sho becomes the farfamed * mother-indaw ™). You al-
ready know too well her many faults—her extravaganes, pot-
tishness, impatience, vanity; her powers of exaggeration
(enmsing you to believe the intruder is a Hon or rhinoserca,
when it iz only n monse) ; but has it ever been intimated
to yom that woman has a tongue; that she is chiefest among
fault-finders; that her favorite of all pursuite is tattling—
foremost in earryving news, especially bad news, and noted
for having the * last word ™ (part of ¥ woman®s rights,” you
know)? If not, probably T can give you some waluable
information,

* Nature, sesming partial In her asds,
Mads man the strongest

But then, in order Lo amends,
Mada womas's tosgue the loagest."”
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Bwift says:

Bhe slis lormenting ev'ry goest,

Nor gives her longue a moment's rest,
In phrases battered, stalo, and trite,
Which meslern Indies osll * pelite’ "

Tongue ! not alwaye even * ted in the middle," but some
times get om a pivot, 8o it may torn in every direetion—
the outburst of a violent temper. Tongue! cunmingly
barred and bedged in by two rows of ivory fencing and
closed in by nature’s ingemious tollgate, m pair of broad
lips; then placed far from the heart, that it may not uniter
all the heart conceives; yet an “wnruly evil” Tongua!
that often runs almost for ages without s guide—without
oven boing wound up,

" Where {a the man who hns the power and skill
To stem the torront of a woman's will?

Fuor I sha will, she will, you may depend om °L;
And If sle wan't, she wen*t; so that's an end en "L"

It has been anid that

" Wainan néver sibimlla
Butl will have her way or will have her fie™

After long consideration and much meditation upon the
great reputation he possessed in the notion, King Solemon
decided that it was more pleasant to keep * boch.,” on the
house top than dwell in & mansion with a erabbed, conten-
tious woman; and he eertainly knew what he was talking
pbout. He spoke that which he did know and testified to
that which he had seen. Man can guide the lurgest steamer
on the Poeific Oeean, but not woman's tongue; ha ean con-

¢
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trol the most vicious animals in the menagerie, but wom-
an's tongue he can neither tame nor eage—rnener 7 ng, nevaer.

Now, my beloved sisters—my weak, morose, cribbed,
vain, extravagant, fauli-finding, tattling sisters—will our
superiors demy our influence! Aeqoaintsd, as they are,
with all our weaknesses, is it not strange that without us
but few men seem content !

“The world wos snd; the gnrden was o wild;
And man, the harmit, sighed=—t11 womon smllad.”

He hins kept her by his side {from foree of habit, of coursa),
until without her he is like a bird with a broken wing—
one-sided ; like a species of bird that a Persian poet tells
us of, each having only one wing, but by the sodperation .
of o pair of birds the fAight is made with sase.

Gentlemen, pardon me, please, I dislike to appear pre-
sumpinous, for modesty should adorn our humble clnsa;
but, hionestly, I do not believe woman's influence iz all evil.
I cannot think the neck alweys turns its head in the wrong
direction ; but I readily admit woman iz sometimes 2 man's
m,mnﬁmﬁ!lmiﬂrtmaﬂ{lnﬁ.ughjm&m For
four thousand years she wae your elave. The roipn of
Christ has made ber free. Thanks to Christianity for her
promotion |

Woman does not make very great pretensions.  In noted
achievements she iz scarcely known. As to intellect, she
generally suecumbs as man’s inferior; in physical strength,
weak. The Bible uses but litile space eulogiring woman.
The blunted peneil of patriotic fame dimly seribbiles the
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name “Joan of Are:™ the business world reluctantly me-
knowledges ite Hetty Green; while the charity secker
warmly grasps the name * Helen Gould" In the literary
skies o few gturs of the thivd and fourth magnitudes ave
reaoymized—as Jenn Ingelow, George Elist, Elln Whesler
Wileox, Mrs. Humphry Ward, Charles Egbert Croddock,
Harriet Beecher Stowes, Phebs and Alica Cary, and a fow
others ; while the beloved name * Frances E. Willard ™ will
honor the pages of history until the last recorded utternnes
of time. Tn the langrunge of Barrett:
" ®ot wamnn with trajtorons kiss her Savior stung,

Kot ghe denled him with anhely tongue;

8he, while aposties shrank, eonll danger brave—
Last at his cross nnd enrliest st his grave™

Has woman sny influence! What is home without a
woman ! Home is her ehisf study, her workshop, her arena.
Sehools, society, church, and nations are but the outgrowth
of home. This is why “the hand that rocks the eradle
rules the world.” Bpeak of the world's great heroce—we
find them im the quiet homestead. The hercins of the
Bouth to-day is not she who longs for the ballot box, the
stage, the pulpit, or the bar; not she who finds chief delight
in outer display or greatest gold. The true heroine of the
Sonth to-day is she who gracefully, wisely, and willingly
reigns as queen over her little home kingdom, lopking to the
best interests of the girls and boys, engrafting noble prinei-
ples into their hearts, T repeat: this is why “ the hand
that rocks the eradle rules the world,"”
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Do vom nsk the extent of woman's power for good | Eter-
nity will reply. That bher usefulness iz greatly impaired
by the luck of better health, no one will deny. Health and
woman did nol seem congenis]l companions; =0 thoy have
long since been divoreed. Queen Style changes her ideas
with the ever-changing moon, and commands woman to
Leep step with her. In hor efforts to thus maintain her po-
#itiom in the socinl world, woman's mind ofien becomes
confused ; her body, wearied ; the entire telegraphio nerve
system, unstrung,  Man, do not eensure too severely her
frailties, but raise your strong will agninst this ever-chang-
ing, oppressive, nnjust, ungodly queen.  Start her back to
the “ great Paris ™ (“ Parea ™), and pray that, happily, tha
ship on which she sails may share the fate of the Maine.
Then you will have a more congenial companion, & more
efficient helpmate; your purse strings will last longer; and
future generations will rise up and eall you * blessed.”

A good sister, wife, mother—* these are they that make
the poor man rieh," aays a man of merit. He also says,
“A man is what a woman makes him; " that young la-
dies have it largely in their power to mold the charncter of
young men. Then lift vour eves, vou fnir dooghters of
Teunesson, and hohold your work! * The harvest truly
is great, but the liborers wre few.,” Go, gather o rich
harvest of souls, and be assured that a strict necount will
be kept in God's jeweled ledger. Lose no opportunity.
Dioubtless in that “ great day coming " many will blush
with shame or shrisk with horror when they see turmed o
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the lefi certain young men they might have rescued.
* Gather up my influence, and bury it with me,” havo been
the dying pleadings of o misspent life. If anything could
cnuze tears in heaven, it surely would be lost opportunity.
In the beantiful “city of the dead ™ at Lexingtom, Ky,
stunds u tall, handsome monument erceted 1o the memory
of a young lady, I kanow not who, Its appearanes indi-
eates wealth and eare, but it attracis peculiar sttention,
It is perfectly black, and presents in large, distinet, white
eharaeters the doleful inseription: ® Tt might have been.™
I know not the story. It may have been a wrecked life;
it may have boen lost opportunity in some other form. Do
that ns it may, that doleful inscription bespeaks volumes of
hidden grief and almost eurdles my blood as I think of
it: * It might have been.,™ The pazeer-by tries to ascertain
the seerel (50 bo ean communieate to others), but the ernsh-
ing gravels benenth his feet seem to harshly echo: * Tt might
have been.” The beautiful evergreens nod to esch other,
then raise their heads and straighten themselves aa if in awe;
the weeping willow bows low to the inevitable, The lofty
ghafts surrounding it seen to gees in wonder; hundreds
of buried soldiers who lie near and point their markle slaba
upward, like s0 many bayonets, seem to say, © To fight and
die for our eountry is sad, but not half so sad as this; what
ean the trouble be ? ™ while the stately spire of onry Clay
loama high above, and from its lofty pereh bis marble statuo
points henvenward as if saying: * Up yooder the mystory is
known—" it might have been.”
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What is the eeeret of woman's pood influence! Is it her
beauty ! If eo, a larpe majority of va are sndly exempt
from service. Tnlock that large heart of hers, and you
will find the seeret.  Her heart is a great eombination lock.
Its goldem key is lowe. With it she nnlocks other hearts
and pours in the soothing halm.

To the mother prefminently is given the faculty for home
making. 0, that sweet, familiar houschold ery: * Where's
mammal” How natural, coming from the child jost in
from school or the wearied husband from the store!l I¥
should be heard ; something seems wrong without of. ' Woman
is no longer her own after becoming wife and mother.
Called of God to fill this position, sternal interssta are som-
mitted to her eare; and the family tie suffers by the loss of
her perscnality. She is the humblest of burden bearers,
and her helping hands and willing feet find plenty to do.
Bhe enjoys loving, helpful sympathy. Do not be so spar-
ing with it, young man, and older one. DTl not be afraid
of ¥ gpoiling mother; " she is made of very good material.
The growing and distressingly dangerous tendency to-day,
eapesially among the young, e to consider other plases mors
degirable than home, * Tied to mother's apron stringl!™
exelaims the boy in his early teens. Yea, boys; and sty
there just as long as you can, lest you become wedded to evil
habite. Tkd you know it! Danger comes just after you
break loose from that famous ™ string.” Look! Bes the
quickeands and whirlpools just beyomd! There darkness
falls, the wind is high, dense clouds arise. (Ask some of
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these older “ boys * for a bit of their experiencn ) The
wreek of boy or girl i2 often truceabls to improper home
life, but mever to the prodent mother's “apron string.™
Larger boys, when you have a “ night off,” call on yoar
mother.

The enthusiastic farmer and his stalwart son are in this
asembly. God bless them and their faithful, earnest toil !
Without them, how very soon would our conntey eome to des-
olation and our appetites to want! A fertile, well-managed
farm is a perpetual Klondike. (By the way, boys, on the
farm is an excellent place to find a wife—a girl with selid,
practical judgment, edueation, and exporiones; not a * bird
in a gilded cage.™)

" The city hos mony sttractionn,
But think of its vices and woef

Hetter risk the old farm = while longar;
Dem't be In & horry fo go.

* Betier stay on the farm o while longer,
Though profits come in rathar sbow.
Remember, you've nothing to risk, boye;

Den®*t be in a harry to go.*

It is in the farmer’s home we find womsn's work
most effectual. Why! Because men and boys stay at
home more elosely there. There are not so many induee-
ments to leave, Their evenings are spent in the home eir-
ele. Their bodies, after a day's steady work, are tired
enough to rest; and at an early hour they lis down to peace-
ful dreams, exempt from many temptations presented in
the city.
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How nttractive the well-regulated farm home—neat,
comfortable, with its gardens, * its orchards, its meadows,
its deep-tangled wildwood,” its green fields, and ita wealth
of golden grain ; horses, cattle, sheep, and the swine of “alden
fame "—all with plenty to eat, at home, with man as their
contented king! In the schoolhouse hang the middlings
and hams; in the cellar are bushels of “ yellow yams;™
that spacious barn is overflowing with corn, fodder, and
now-mown hay; while in the garner is the staff to make
bread of (and to divide with village neighbors). The
pigeon, without fear of being molested, gracefully sails the
farm over, surveys his broad heritage, comes back, enters
the little many-windowed mansion prepared for him on
the barn top, folds his white wings, and goes to eleep amid
his multi-feathered companions; and old Tray, after a
hearty supper, quietly sluombers in his cozy kennel. For
thiz work of the farmer and his boys we see & counterpart.
We see woman's footprints—not only on the plano treadles
and around the flower beds, but we also see them as she
anxionsly looks after the I.'urkej'l and guineas, carefully
houses the litile chicks, them sees to the butter and aggs,
which she skillfully converts into “ puddings and pies that
fairly bewilder and dazele our eves " ag her work-weary fost
tread * that old kitchen floee.” Day's work ended, supper
over, nuts eracking in the cormer, * whiteeaps ™ playing
“ leapfrog ™ in the corn popper, music in the purlor, Tabby
sleaping on the rug, the cricket chirping under the hearth,
the katydid withont, papa reading the Book of Truth, ull
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lovingly ecommitted into the Father’s keeping, o pood-night
kigz, “ Good night! ™—a model Christinn home, a beantiful
type of heaven, the nursery of heaven, heaven begun. Loved
ones departing are links eonneoting earth with heaven,

Woman in this home: First, she is baby girl; then
sho is sister, wife, mother—with influenee all the way—-
touching with magie spark the heart of humanity to kindle
t flume divine. Bhe is youwr mether now, her dark locks
# blondined ** by the chemicals of time. She has arranged
for a erown “ over the river,” and will soon go to receive it.
While she is with wvoun, respect hor. If wyou love her, tell
her so. Do pot wait to express oll your apprecistion in
marble and floral praises over her grave. If you love her,
i gpeak it out,”

*“THE BABY.”

To watch and 1o nodrigh with tenderest care
Thiz Hfe bad 18 placed In ouf Lrisl

Tiw peinls will open the fower to declare,

‘Which mar be s rose, or & iy so fair,
Or & thisile o encumber the dast.

May Heaven direct it to blossom aright,
To Uft its head toward the fulr sky,

To open Iis petals in heavenly lght,

And thus be o Dower s0 pure and so bright,
Accepted in monslons on high.

Einblem of lhnoospie, lilotlve little dove,
Like Maoah from the ark did release

To securs the bright token of heavenly lowe,

To carry the message as sent [rom above,
Thae allve leal—emblem of peaca,
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May love, peace, and honor this lnved ons nttend,
His pathway with blessings be strown,

Humility ond truth in his character blend,

And Josus, our Savier, to him be o friend,
Whils merey [rom hesven 18 shown,

An innocent lnmb, with a Shepherd on high,
Who o'er hlm cloes viglls s keep,

Wha will some with & hexvenly host by and by,

While anthems of prafses resoand through the sky,
And guther b heaven Bis abeap,

May this, our little dariing be one of the fold
Reoelved [n that sternal home,

Abounding In Joys and pleasares uninld,

Whaose gates are of pearl and whose strests are of gald,
Where all of the ransomed shall roam.

[Lafer—The bud had opened almost the last folded
petuls into sweet maturity, when it was plocked and carried
henee. The dove took its fight from earth; the Shepherd
lifted his lamb seross the tidal wave.]

DIXIE WHISPERS.

Wrrn other membere of our family, I spent the winter of
1804 and 1893 in the fair Southland. The scemery on our
way was varied—ifrom low marshes to level eotton fields;
thence to the rocky heights of the Cumberlond Mountain,
with its Lookout Mountain overlookinger beautiful Chatta-
nooga and smiling down on the fertile valleys quietly sleep-
ingr in the mountain®e arms.  We passed myrinds of cedars
a= besutifully and symmetrically shaped a2 if trimmed by
the fingers of art; then thousands of seres of lofty pines,
with one side goshed about three feet above the ground, from
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whieh ineisione the turpentine flowe.  As this dries, it turns
white, and, covering about half the trunk of each tree from
the gnah to the ground, looks very much like tombstones,
On a moonlight night these turpentine crchurds resemble
immense graveyards.

The people of Florida poesess many charming traits.
They are large-hearted, kind, and nnselfish, seeming to loss
eight of eelf in trying to make others happy. They are
a troe fype of penuine hospitality. They greeted us
mare like cherizshed schoolmates than strangers.  Children,
herein lies a nseful lesson. As there is a differenee in
greotings, there is o corresponding difference in the feal-
ings of guesta. In our beloved, our native, Tennessee, as
elsewhere, when we see strangers enter school or churoh,
we often look and act as if afraid of them; roll cur eyves
wildly at them, ss if sspecting them to be refugess from
smallpox or yellow fover, bringing germs of the eontagion
for our especial henefit.  Many times we are too seomomieal
with our thouglifulness, our smiles, our kind words, and
our hond shakes.

Most of the tropieal fruits are too well known to need
deseribing, such as the orange, lemon, lime, grapefeuir,
puavy, banann, Japan persimmon, Japan plum, pomegran-
ate, ote. There are aleo large pear orehards, from which
much fruit i= shipped, dried and eanned.

The Florida elimate is delightful. During most of the
winter the weather is similar to our balmy May, summer
vegetables growing loxuriantly in fields and gardens in mid-
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winter. Vegetation grows se if by magie in the worm,
sandy loam, though the soil, us n rule, is not very fertile.
If a freese kills o erop of vegetables, othere are planted in-
stead, and but little time is lost. There is great diveesity
in the forest growth. Sometimes the train is passing
throngh dense forests of serub ouk, water onk, magnolia,
persimmon, cabboge palmetto, ete., dirkened by jungles of
thick undergrowth and rendered almost impenstrable by
saw palmetto and other productions of the swamp, when
saddenly all becomes Hght, with nething to be seen excapt
tall pine trees, draped with large cords of long, flowing moas,
lomesomely waving like weeping willows over myriada of
Little mounds of fresh sand thrown above the surface by the
solamander. The change back to the hemmock Innd is just
g8 sudden—Ilike going through a thick forest, then abrupily
into @ cleared field, thenes into another dense forest.  This
sudden change in natural growth makes o peenliar impres-
sion on the mind. The silomander T alluded (o some-
what resernbles a large rat, and burrowe in the ground, Hving
on various kinds of roots, sometimes inberrupling potatoes
and other vegetsbles, He ddes his work on the under
mining principle, like certnin sing we know of. Bome
localities are destitute of the long, gray moss, and the wind
sighe mournfully in the lofty pine tops. In other places
the mosey fringe is 8o beavily draped as to appear burden-
eome to the trees, hanging in cords from three feet to twelve
or fifteen feet long, blown and twisted by the wind, and
looking like immense ropes dangling in the breeze. This
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peeuline growlh is nol confined to any epecies of trees, but
growe thriftily on all, from the topmost bongh of the lofty,
long-lenfed pine to the lowest limb of the orangoe or the
tiny branches of the pretty, serubby rosemary. It is a
grond, but somewhal lonescine, gizht to see forest trees and
undergrowth thua draped, reminding us a little of our Ten-
nesep forests after o moderate snowfall. To faetories this
mogs is deprived of its gray covering and converted into
muttresaes nnd other useful articles. We wera peculinrly
impresaes] with the eamphor tree, whose leaves, when
bruised, give forth a strong odor of gum camphor; ulso with
the rubber tree, with its long, blunt, leafless arms, resem-
bling some kinds of enstus

But few clurehes and schoolhousee hove sny arronge
ments for fire, and many large families have been reared
in housea not even ceiled and with no place for fire, except
in the cooking stove: but the balmy Floral State experiencea
gome cold weather, which, fortunately, doee not lnst long.
Tt i= said that the summers nre made pleasant by the healths
ful een breoze, and that there sunstrokes are unknown., In
sonseqpuence of the deep sand, walking is very tiresome in
roads much traveled. Instead of wanting rain to “ satila
the dust,” they want it there to " settle the eand,” thuns

making travel more pleasant.
PONDE AND LAKES

Theve are many large, peeuline ponds and chaina of ponds
throughout the State, abounding in fiales, snakes, alligators,




170 HusaprusTony EcHOBS

cvpress knees, tall eypress treee, water lilies, ote.  Among
the chief attractions should be mentioned those large, bean-
tiful, transparent lakes, which in grandenr mirror the sun,
moom, and stars, and whose borders are fringed with almoet
perfect reflections of the varions tropical growths in which
they (these great water mirrors) are framed. Somo of
the lnkes are several miles in extent, and are a source of de-
light to the hungry fisherman as he merrily plays over their
silvery ripples, gathering into his little boat the scaly wealth.

EILYER EPRING,

What I regurd ns one of Florida’s greatest beanties is
Bilver Spring, six miles from Oeals. Wern T to attempt
a full deseription of this, my * magnificent failure " would
be but a burlesgue on the English language. Tosts may
write and men of eloquence may multiply flowers of speech
trying to paint a word picture of the beauties of that won-
derful spring, but, after labored attemnpts, they will be
foreed to say: “ Pardon mwe; I am unfitted for the task™
I had heard of Silver Spring and its marvelons beaunties,
but, after sceing for myself, I was fully ready to admit
there is but one way to realize its attractiveness, and
that is to do ne I did—go and see for yourself, However,
T will try to give the children a foint iden of its appearance,

When we arrived, there were (waiting for onr train)
thres good-sized steambonts in the head of the spring, which
iz enid to be more than one hundred yords scroes. The
lorgest bont wis the stenmer Okahumkes, Desides, thers
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were three smaller stenmers, a lnrge fredght boat, and two
or three rowloats only o few paces down the stroam. (Be
it remembered, thiz spring i= the hend of Ocklawaha
River, and the boats on it pass into the 8t Johns River.)
Our little crowd of eix chose the best sight-secing wiy—
entered o rowboat, with a skillful manager, and sailsd down
the stream about half a mile, stopping every few moments,
humbling ourselves by placing our eyes down near the wa-
ter and beholding the beauties beneath, Every imagina-
ble variety of vegetation that grows in fresh water is surely
there represented—mosses, grasses, forns; some bright
greem 3 some, dark; some, dofted with small, white flowers,
whiegh look like little stars ; others, covered with a whito sedi-
ment or eubstanee which gives them the exact appearance

of being frosted or erystallized.

The poculiar attraction of this spring is the exceeding
traneparency of its water, scoming to actually mormify, Iike
pome powerful lens, everything in the botfom nppenring
even more distinet than if viewed simply through the purest,
clearest atmosphere, though the water iz from thirty feet to
ninety feet deep. Here we would see a large pateh of long-
bladed grass, which appeared almost near enough the sur-
face to be reached by the hand; there, a Inrge species of
moss arising sovers] foet from the ground, in various shades
of green, some almost pure white and looking like gigantic
coral standing in the water. A little farther away we would
behold peculiar bluish, silvery-locking somefhings several
yards in diameter. On spproaching we would find them
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to be places free from vegetation, covered with white phos-
phate, sand, and shells, with now and then a bottle or other
small chjest, which had been intemtionally dropped fram
the surface and which could be seen as distinetly as the
small turtles erawling over the shells and gliding through
the deep water. The fish in great numbers appeared to be
on “ dress parnde,” and ssemed to delight in sporting lei-
surcly in the ervstal stream and then quietly passing out of
sight behind vinea, grass, and moases, as if challenging us
for a game of “hide and seck.” We passed over many
large trees, which probably for ages hove been buried in
thiz watery grave so deep that large steamers can pass over
them unmolested, and yet whose limbe seem in a perfect
state of presorvation and still cling firmly to their strong
bodies. 1 thought cur boatman was about to run against
a limb, and, womanlike, took liberty to caution him. Ha
gmiled, then plessantly infoemed me that the limbs wers
all many feet below the surface. One woman (not myself
this time) kept reaching into the water for moes and sea-
weeds, which appenred within reach. Of course we all
lnughed ot her. We passed over several “ natural wells ™
{vorrectly named ), which are deep, round holes in the river
bed. We conld see sand hoiling up in some of them, The
depth of some hns never been ascertnined. To wary the
geenery, we oocasionally looked up and admired the water
liliem nenr the shores; then the dense, viny hammoek, with
ita live oals, magnolins, enbbage palmettoss, eypress, and
pines. Having returned to the head of the spring, we atood
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on o high platform. We gaeed, we wondered, we admired ;
and while greadily partaking of onr lunch, we oceazionally
cast o piece of biscuit or a chicken bone to the multitude of
emall flshes and watchod them dart toward the surface to
meet it, then follow it down, down, nibbling at it as it
slowly sunk in the erystal depths, their number being rap-
idly reinforced by seores of others which sesmed to have
boen in ambush amomg the water weeds, all appearing sx-
cited, like boys at foothall,. We then involuntarily fastened
our eves on other beauties buried thirty feet beneath the
liquid waves—tin cans, bottles, bright pieces of tin, stripe
of palmette leaves, papers, and various other objects, each
of which shone like o besutiful moon or star as it was o
flected by the sun and refracted by the light and water until
it appeared near the surface, Tt is said (and I dounbe it not)
that a silver dime or a finger ring can be distinetly seen at
the bottom of this spring. It is astonishing how alowly
aven a rock appears to sink in this stream and how long
it is in resching the bottom.

To try to deseribe this marvelous kaleidoscope of nature
would be like attempting a deseription of the starry firma-
ment, and who feals enpacitnted to do that?  The best that
can be done is to nse the best deseriptive langnage avail-
able, then lay down the pem and eay: * Come, expressive
Hilenoe, muse its praijses”

THE PALMETTO.

O this beautiful native growth there are severnl varie-
ties. Hundreds of acrea are covered with the serub, or
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gaw, palmetio, which has herstofore ben rgarded as a
niisance—an unmitigated pest to the tillees of the seil—
on secount of its many tungled, matted roots, which make
Ll l,:lruri_'[u; " almaost im;k:n!ﬂible. Tt ie said that * the cost
of clearing nn aere of land of this growth is often much
greater than the price of a dozen acres of the rough,” The
serubby tops of the plant become so matted ns to be an al-
most fmpassable barrier of tangled wndergrowth. How-
evar, its beautiful fan-shaped leaves have long been used in
decorations, in making ornamental articles—such s fans,
ate.—and during the war of the sixties the women of the
South used them extensively in manufacturing baskets,
mats, hats, ete,, many of which are still in servicenble con-
dition, so durahle is the materinl. The plant is now re
eeiving eonsiderable attention, being regarded az a fruitful
gonres of both health and wealth. Varions medicines are
gaid to be manufactured from the saw palmetto. Its roots,
g0 fibroue, are being made into various kinds of serab
brusles nnd other articles of convenienes; and sinee it has
been recently ascertnined that thess roots are rich in tannis
acid, factories are already in operation extracting this acid
and tanning leather therewith, One of the most impor-
tant uses for which the saw palmetto is availsble, howesor,
iz in the making of paper. It has besn thus veed for many
years in Asia, but not in America until very recently.
Doubtless it will erelong supply the great and inereasicg
demand for a satisfactory snbstitnte for wood pulp in paper
making, The palmetto © flate  san furnish an inexhnusti-
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ble supply, for so long ns the roots are left in the ground
the tops will be abumdantly reprodvesd.  The tops may be
harvested for pnper manufacture every year, with positive
asgurancs that another abundant erop will be forthooming
the next seasom; and it i= believed that before long the
finest and beat paper will be made therefrom. Many of
God's works we reject with disdain becanse of our own lack
of knowledge and investigation.

The cabbage polmetto is n peculiar tree. It is an ever-
greon, ehoped somewhat like the pine, though not so tall,
with no limbe, but with immense festhery-looking leaves,
whoeo stemns, severnl foet long, resemble limbe. As the
palmetto ghrub beging to develop into a tros, its lower leaves
fall off, leaving these long stems cupping around and eling-
Ing with great tenacity to the tronk and resembling broad
bagket splits, These form a complete network, & beauti-
ful and systematic bonelike cage for the body of the tree,
and sometirees remain unti] the trunk ia o foot or twe In
diameter and twenty or thirty feet high; then, beginning
at the bottom, they fall off, one by one, as the tree grows
old and its bark hardens so e not to need peotection.
These troea are about as large at the top as near the ground,
many of them larger, and as blunt as any cactus, simply
finished with o heavy bunch of leaves extending from ten
to thirty feet in dianmeter, Tt is said that bears climb these
trees to obtain the delicious bud. The small, blsck berrics,
growing in large bunches between the leaves, are excellent
food for hogs, and are sometimes substituted for greass in
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sonp making. The large, white, tender buod tastes very
much like cabbage, only it is sweeter, milder, and is good,
wholesome food, either eocked or otherwise

THE SAND EPUR

Where so much sweet abounds we may naturnlly sxpect
at lenst n small portion of bitter. I must not fail to tall
the children about the barefooted boy's foe, the little sand
spur. It resembles & amall cocklebur; but its thorns seem
to be bearded, making it very diffeult to extract them and
ennsing the wounds to be painful and sometimes danger-
out. The sand spur iz & eomplete hypoerite—a * snoke
in the gras"—growing o a kind of low grass along the
edges of the sandy roads, not showing itself until it pleress
the foot almost like a needle, It is rarely found in denss
forests or well-enltivated fislds, but seema to ait aa o beg-
gar by the wavside—a kind of hidden trap to catch the
persan who turns gside from the old, beaten path, Per
gons ean goon learn where o expeet the sand spur—on the
ghort stem by the broad blades of low grass in which it nes-
tles; but this gross looks so hirmless it is hord fo real-
ize it conceals any sting. Iis leaf closely resembles that
of the wild, delicions litde grass nut of our eountry. A
friend with whom I was walking one dov suddenly snid:
“Fou better ‘keep in the middle of the eoad"™ 1
told her I was tired of walking in the deep sand. She
replied: “ Yes, and your fingers will be tired and sore by
the time you get all the ssnd spurs off your drese” Sure
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enough, I picked off one hundred and five, after our walk
was ended, and put them with other relics to bring home
with me. Bhe cautionsd me to cork them securely in o lit-
tle hottle, leat some of them shonld accidentally be imbedded
in Tennesses goil. 1 earefully followed her advice; and,
after reaching home, I decided to boil them, thus utterly
destroying all germinating possibilities.

Lessonz: (1) Sin is deceptive ns the sand spur. (2)
Bin iz lenst common amid the live, dense forests and thor-
oughly cultivated fields of intellectual and spiritunl desel-
opment, (8) Sin often lurks whers loast expected, fre-
quently planting itself along the highways, as if to catch
the unsuspecting paseer-by. (4) Bin is a kind of secrated
trap, and is sure to cateh the person who simply borders
along on the “ strait and narrow way ™ instead of walking
therein. (5) We maoy often lsarn exacily where to find
sin—anmong its usunl associates—most frequently nestling
in low erowds. (8) Bome forms of viee bear such closa
resemblance o righteousness as to be mistaken therefor;
but on elose examination the fruit proves to be—not the
pleasant-tasted little grass nut, but the torturing sand spur
of deception. (7) In traveling life's great highway, we
had better “ keep in the middle of the rodd," though our
feat grow weary of the monotonous sands of time; for if we
stray off to one =side, we are linble to come in contast with
the sand epurs of viee which may cling to us throughout the
journey. (8) If perchance we have in our control the very
seeds from which gin is prodused, lat ns absolutaly destroy
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their germinating properties, not even risk bottling them,
a8 I did the souvenir sand spurs, lest they accidentally be
come imbedded in some person's heart and life. (8) The
thorns of sin are bearded, not easily extracted, ond fre-
quently pieres the body and fatally penetrate the soul. Let
us beware as to where we place our feet, our hands, our
hearis, our thoughts

THE ORANOE.

A charming sight is a large grove of thrifty orangs trees
whose limhs are bending with golden fruit, so beautifully
blended with tha dark, rich, glossy evergreen foliage. We
found such groves almost as eommon in Florida as our
cornfislds or cotton fields in Tennesser. Where we made
our first home there was o great variety of tropical fruits;
and, best of all, our yard was an orange grove, ladem with
luscious fruit, to which we had a stonding invitation, whish
wo did not treat with disdain (we did not desire to thus
wound the feelings of our clever host and his excellent fam-
ily). As there were many kinds, of course we had to sam-
ple each to decide which we liked best, then would soom
forget, and would have to go to the trouble ( 1) of sampling
sgain, This was our fate (1) day after day for five long
weeks; but the trees showed no marks of displeasure, did
not even look as if we had ever visited them. Wa tried not
to be greedy, lest we ghould appear * green;™ so we only
visited the trees before and after breakfost, dinner, and =up-
per, and now and then between meals. The litile ehildren
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guthered a lnrge water bucket full, or more, every evening,
wnd had them in the sitting room for all of us to eat ot might
after eoming from presching. ({ My hmsband was conduct-
ing a meeting there. )

It i= astomishing to eoe the amount of fruit these trees
can benr and yet not break—the wood is o vory tongh.
I do not remember seeing one hroken limb in any grove
we vigited or passed, although some were bowed o the
ground. Even the heavy Indders {used in gathering), when
rudely thrown against the limbs, found firm support, not
breaking even the twigs. This peculiarly strong texturs
is & wise provision of providence, without which the treea
would suffer violently,

I noticed a very peculiar featore about the orange; that
i, it rarely ever falls from the tree, unlese faulty. Occa-
sionally I would see a nice-looking orange on the ground and
pick it up, but almost invariably by looking earefully I
eonld detect o flaw, usually whers it had been pisrced by a
thorn. This reminds me of chureh members. Where they
are pure—true to the faith—they will cling to the choreh,
like the orange to ite parent stem, until plucked by the
Master to be shipped to another country. When one falls,
you may obscrve that boe has lel some woakness overcomo
him ; has been unsteady, too * shaky; ™ and has permitted
the winds of adversity to beat him too hard agninst the
world, like the orange against the therny bough. Sometimes
the orange that falls is one of the finest-looking on the tree,
and it ie only after careful examinstion that the canse of
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the fall can bo detected. So with the fallen church mesn-
ber, Sometimes he is one who has always been regurded
as n stanch member—saolid, foithful; but when tested, it
becomes evident that he has permitted Satan's wily darts to
pierce his heart, and thus has separated himself from the
“mm?.l‘

THE FREEZES,

For five weeks it was our glad privilege to see Florida
arraved in her native glory; then (Decemnber 28 and 39)
game that noted and very destructive freeze, which had not
boon equaled in sixty years, and she was deprived of her
golden wealth., This freeze woe soon followed by another
(February T and 8), even more severs, All the groves
in Northern and Central Florida were complately killed,
thus destroying a perpetual fortune of the State. Flower
vards and gardens were divested of their glory. The mod-
eat little angels of noture drmoped and died. TPonds were
frozen over; water pipes were hurst; long icicles hung as
erystal pendants from the tanks, We saw two young calves
running and skipping through the forest, as if half in play
and half in terror, near where lny the lifeless bodies of
their own mothers, vietima of the wnwonted freeze. We
went to Cedar Heys on the eveming of the first freeme,
and on the way passed 8 number of houses where there wern
large firee in the yards, around which the families were
hovered, ™ shivering in the eold.” We found the usually
delightful gulf breeze suddenly comverted into & regular
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norther, whistling in all its Western fury, freezing even
the salt water of the great gulf as it wes dashed wpon the
ghore. Thowsands of frozen fishes were waghed ashore by
tidal woves. The destruction of fish wae very serious to
thoee who, like the fishermen of Galilee, spent most of their
time plowing the blue waters for o lving. This violent
frocze scomed to be a dire disaster to poor Flerida; and
it does not yet appear that ite damage ean ever be fully com-
pensated, though many young groves have been set out since
the freeze, and some of them are beginning to yield froit
The loss may prove to be o bleasing in disguise—may canse
the people to develop their varied capabilities ond bring to
light the many possibilities of Southern soil hitherto wm-
known.

CEDAR KETE,

We found mueh to intevest vs in this group of many
small islands, which was at one time termed the * Venico
of America,” but which now ghows serious neglest and the
effect of two storms that swept mercilessly along the gulf
ghore a few years gince. Many of the houses are built of
large brick, about one and one-half feet by three feet. These
shell bricks, cementad together, form the massive walls, very
durable and atiractive, at a short distance having the ap-
pearance of rustic stone; but on approach they show that
each soction i o consolidated mase of various kinds of een-
gholle. We spent many hours © gathering up the shells
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from the seashors " and colleating other relics o carry back
to friends in Tennessen; and, seeing 20 many kinds of fish,
sholls, weeds, and other euriositics of the sea, wo decided
it wos & debatable question as to whether the wonders
of the land were mors marvelous than those of the deep.

Thers being but little mom for taveling even on the
largeet igland, Way Koy, there wore very fow horses and
buggiee and not & wagon. Druys were ussd, even ss con-
veyanees in funeral processions. There was not o horse on
the sister island, Atsena Otie, and the culy vehicla (1)
there was the wheedbarrow; theeefors they have no need
for the middle of their strests, exoept 18 o place to deposit
rubbish, of which there is but littla. On this little island
we walked over the graveyard, finding many graves entirely
povered with shells. We suw the © bier " on whish, in the
abaenice of horse and bearse, o lifeless body is carvied by
pix men from the residence to the grave. It is simply a
flat, wooden frame, T imagine similar to that from whish
triumphantly arose, at the Bavier's bidding, the son of * the
widow of Nain." On the principal islind, while the Eagla
Pencil Fastory was in operation, we were conducted throngh
by the courteous proprietor, who expluined to us wach
proeess through which the cedar passed, from the time the
rustic logs were floated thers in rafts for many, many miles
till the material was ready for shipment to New York for
completion. From the sawdust is extracted the rare codur
oil nsed as the basis of many liniments and perfumes,

The scenery at Cedar Kevys is varied and interesting.
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Nature hes dooe a muervelons work there, and art has done
m respectuble one  We sould stand on the wharf and =ee
an iee factory, three pencil foctories, and other industries;
we eonld watch the train as it eame from afar, crossed this
broad buyou on u high wooden bridge, and landed its pas-
sengers on o ¥ dock ™ over water many feet deep; we conld
see shell monnds, shell bluffs, shell houses, shell atreota and
streags paved with shells, walks of shells through yards and
gardens, and car loads of shells still lying in heaps along the
shore; vet, po to the fish houses when we would, we would
find greedy man still busy divesting the poor little ayster of
ita shell. From the same wharl we could look down and
wateh the weary flabermen unload their boats; we eould ses
wagon loads of fish and oysters brought therefrom into the
fish honses and prepared for shipment; then we could rnise
our eyes and wateh the many fish boats, sponge bonts, and
turtle boats siiling in varions directions; now and then n
pailbont, like n snow-white swan, with outstretched wings,
gently gliding along its watery path ; then o swift steamer,
with its massive columms of smoke curling wpward as if
trying to darken the silver lining of the flecey elondas or
ehange into * smoked pearls ™ the bright “ dismonds in the
sky: ™ and yonder o lghthouse, sver ready, when the shad-
ows deepen, to polnt out to the mariner the deadly breakers,
We eould look over the billowy waters and see islond after
jalond blending away in the dim distanes, gaze beyond ot
the world of water until it met the distant horizos, then
raise our eyes skyward and admire the many-tinted clonds
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pictured on the delicate background of blue and mirrored
on the quivering bosom of the deep.

We went on board the Belle of SBuwannes, n moedinm-
pized plemmer that plows the gulf and goce  "way down
upon de B'wannee Riber ™ toward “ de ole plantation ™ eon-
cerning which the song author obtained wndying fame

THE GREAT GULT,

March 20, 1695, was the windiest day of the season.
Part of that doy we spent garing on the ruffled bosom of the
great gulf, as it was maddened by the nnusnal rosh of wind
froom the southwest. At noon the tide was exceedingly
high, and still rising. We watehed the myriods of * white-
cape " ag they danced like things of life over the surging
deap ; we watched the bouneing hillows ns, in their mad fury,
they dashed against the wharf: we watehed many small
honts—reeling, rocking, toesed headlong by wind and
waves, somotimes their prows buried many feet beneath the
rushing billows, the next moment high in the air. Tha
fishermen bad left their boats securely amchored and had
fled to the land for safety, Whils standing by the hotel
window, 1 eounted thirty-six boats. But lock! Yonder
goes & sailboat crossing the bay to Ateena Otie. Tt has
paeeengers on board, but not for the wealth of Florida would
I be one of them. Winged, foaming steed of the sea!
Like am unruly steed, it is plonging headlong—bounding,
leaping, bouncing over the waves, the fonming water splash-
ing, dashing, lashing its sides in wild Tury and throwing
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the silvery spray over its top, leaving it apparently foam-
ing and dripping with perspiration, caused by the intense
exeitement and overexertion of the stormy vovage, Landed
in safety ot lest! What o enlogy on the one who con-
structed that bopt pnd on the skillful manager| The boat
was made of strong, sound material, and =0 comstructed
that wind and waves could not ensily upset or injure it
After the winds had ealmly folded their fAuttering wings
and the April sun had warmed the atmosphere, we wers
twice favored with o delightful sail on & neat little anilhoat,
the Eagle,. We wont severnl miles, throngh Waoensnsn
Bay and out into the Gulf of Mexico proper. It would tako
a sharper pencil than mine to deseribe the magnificent
ecenery on those short vovages, We amnsed curselves by
watching the pelican, the loon, the * negro goosa™ (hlock
ns o erow), the seagull, smd various other winged fisher-
men s they * sailed tho seas over ™ and skimmed the turbid
waters in quest of food. We watehed the porpoisee (o kind
of small whalee) as they innocently played along near the
sides of our boat, jumping out of the water, each seoming to
form itself into a kind of large wheel, then, lowering its
head, rolled back into the water. We gazed with wonder at
some odd figures, of many bright colors, bouncing up and
down in the water, like the mammoth heads of gigantie
snimuls hidden beneath the wave. We learned they wors
“bugys,” made of eork or some other light substunce
and fastened to dangerons rocks as a warning to sailors
We watched the silvery ripples aa they merrily danced in
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the sunlight, reflecting in beauty each ray of the sun, as if
in gratitude for his gentle, warming beams,

We are all constantly sailing—not across the Waeeasasa
Bay, not pevoes the Gulf of Mexico, but serces the stormy
sen ealled * Time™ Tt ua thoroughly examine the vessal
carrving us acrcss,  Through the instruetion of our Guide-
book we can test every piece of timber nsed in our ship,
and can koow if it is able to wenther the blasta to which
it ie linble to be exposed.

SUNRISE AND SUNSET.

A most interesting sight is to watch the great day king
a8 in the early morning he calmly arises above the bosom
of the gulf, fresh in his beauty and grandeur, and firmly,
though kindly, bide darkness depart. At his steady ap-
proach the moon and stars modestly weil their fair faces
and retire from service until further needed ; each blade of
grass, each flower, each leaf, casts off its dark night robe
nnd puts on its Bunday dress; each sparkling billow throws
a kise at him ns he triumphuntly passes over. Calmly and
steadily he glides along, until the great hour hand tells us
wo miiist soon bid him adien. Lower and lower he sinks;
brighter and more beautiful becomes his reflection. He
poon. reaches the western slopes of day. We know he soon
mnst depart.  'We watch, we gaze, we admire, we behold the
glorious halo he spreads over everything. Now he is
almost gone; now he flashes forth agnin s if desirons of
taking ona more look at our little eity before bidding it good
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night. Ho trembles; he quivers; he sends back a depart-
ing smile toward Cedar Keys; he apparently sinks into a
watery grave; hs iz gonnn We feel a strange vacanoy in
our henrts, and wonld be too sad to be comforted were it
not for the hope that after the sleep of night we will be por-
mitted again to behold him.

Thug with the Christian friend. We wateh him as he
gently glides across life's ocean, shedding a halo of glory on
all around him, lstting his light so shine us to prevent many
& weary mariner's becoming wrecked on the shoals and breal-
era. His light ia beantifully reflected from the ripples and
billows, growing brighter and brighter as he npproaches the
western shore.  We know we soon must give him up, and
how ¢on wa sutain the Joss? He is sinking; he is almost
gone.  Soo the brightness of his countenance, the result of
right living! The community rejoices that he has lived.
He speaks encouragingly to God's faithful servants, then
sounds 0 note of warning to the wicked. He ean do no
more; his voice is stilled; hie work is done. He quivers
in the breath of death, revives for a moment, whispers to
hiz loved ones to press forward for the prize, kisses them
good-by, casts o radiant smile on those sround hLim—is
gona! How can we give up such a loved onel If death
" ends all, we are misershle. But listen[ The gentle Spirit
whispers through the word of truth: ¥ Let not your hearts
ke tronbled.” After the aleep of death, * when the roll is
enlled up yonder,” all who have lived righteonsly shall meet
again and shall shine with resplendent glory.
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Let us not be a storm eloud, dorkening the way for our-
selves and others; but let ns each fry to be o ray from the
great spiritunl lighthouse, that some stormetossed soul may
therehy be rescued and that we may be safely anchored be-
yond the mystie ses in the * haven of rest.”

THISTLE DOWIN.

Waar is it I see flying through the air? Is it o sworm
of grasshoppers? Ts it a best of downy feathers blown
hither and thither by the breezes? Are the angels, as the
littde girl says, shedding their pretty white feathers and lot-
ting them fall to earth for children to play withf Won-
der what it ia! 1t looks more like myrinds of snowflakes
escaped from the elouds and blown by wintry breeses, Can
this be? No; for this is 0 beantiful, bright, balmy Au-
gust day; and this plaee—Corinth, Misa., where T am wait-
ing for the *train to take dinner ¥—ia only in latitudes
thirty-five degrees north. There i=s no enow here to-day.
But look! Yonder arizes o rain"clond about the size of the
eventful one seen by Elijob's servant. Tt is sending its
messenger broezes ahead to notify us that about the middla
of the afternoon, while the train on the great Southern
Railway shall be poing at eannon-ball speed between Car-
inth and Tuscumbia, we passengers will begin to fear the
approach of & eyclone. And thus it eame to pass. The
train seemed to be racing with the cloud, like Jezebel of old,
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and, like hor again, was overtaken and floaded with rain;
but no harm was done.

But what nbout our Little white objects wv were wateh-
ing from the train windew at Corinth ¥ What were they,
and what beeame of thamd We know not how far they
floated through the air, wrged on by the brisk breeses; but
we fewl sure many seres were sown with seed 1o produce a
piereing erop the next year, for the pretty litele downy things
wern thistle seeds.  Only a few years ago, at most, one tiny
goed wag set adrift from the mother stalk somewhorn, wo
know not where.  After some meanderings, by chanee it fell
near the railroad erossing at Corinth, No one observed it
Had it been seen, no notice wonld have been given it for it
was only a trifle—a little downy, trivial seed. Bot in its
own quiet, unassuming way it sought shelter under a blade
of grass and nestled down in the blackensd soil. Tt alept;
it died; its little body began to decay. Months were swept
back among the yesterdays. King Winter rigidly ruled
until at hiz death the kingdom was quietly given into the
hands of the vernal quesn. Then came the annuoal resar-
rection morn. The litile seed heart that had in some mys-
terions way been preserved awoke from its death slumber,
shook off its musty mantla, raieed its new head, and opened
its new eves to the light of day. Time, with futiering
wings, eailed on. By and by over the deserted grove of this
thistle seed stood a glant stalk, adorned with branches,
leaves, buds, flowers, nnd seed burs—all beantiful and
ahowing o power more than hwman.  Like cotton bolls,
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the burs began to open, and soom the air around was filled
with flying seeds, which at last imbedded themselves in the
fertile soil, sprang forth at the appointed time, and con-
varted the surrounding space into this garden of thistles.
Each stalk is eovered with itz piercing needles and sends
forth its thousands of soeds to be carried elsewhers on the
wings of the wind,

A little bird, carrving material to build its nest, aoed-
dentally drops a seed in an old field. XNext year o mam-
moth thistle grows there, producing thousands of seed,
which, in turn, produee muoltiplied thousands, until the field
becomes o mass of thistlee. Thus evil ean be propagated.
The * little bird " is always ready and anxicus to carry the
pocd, and the © rich soil ™ (tho homan heart) is ready to
receive and nourish it We wsoally reap what we sow, in-
cronsexd by a prodigious multiplier, Bow slung, reap pro-
fanity. Give a litde boy o cigarette or glass of toddy.
Rasult: Tobaceo using and intemporanes,  So with sharp,
harsh words. Wo may think they foll unhocded, but they
often find sad lodgment in & tender heart and bring forth
bitter fruit—" somo thirty, sonfe sixty, and some n hum-
dredfold.” This froit sometimes proves to be harsh words
of retalintion: at other times, heart throbs and sighs and
tears of anguish, Is it pot astonishing that persoms ean
endure more hardness from uny other source than from
those dearest to their own hearts1 (T suppose it iz becanss
they feel like they are wounding themselves,) The hus-
band, though devoled, sometimes speaks rather unkindly;
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the wife * takes it up,” will have her rights—that is, the
“lost word; " children join in the chorus—some, with
“papa; " others, “not going to Eee mamma imposed
on." These thistle seeds keep spreading until they * tickle ™
the neighbors’ cars; then the little “bird " finds employ-
ment. Did you ever think of it—when we use a harsh
word we are planting seed for an abundant “ecropt™ By
ron ones said:
“The thores which I have reaped are of the tree

| plamted ; they bave torn me, and 1 bleed.

I ghouwld have known whot frult wonld spricg from sueh & sead.”

We should use our * guest’s voice * at home among loved
omes, not save it altogether for strangers and visitors. Wa
can also gpare gome for them. Our best dress will soom
fade or wear out if worn every day. Not thus with our best
"address; ™ it will grow prettier and better every day by
comstant use. Four things we can use every daoy—and
Bunday, teo—without wearing them out or sciling them:
best handwriting, best manners, best words, best religion.
We are prone to use them rather sparingly—to save them
for company and for Sunday, as if fearful the supply will
soon be exhausted if used mueh. Tt was Massey who said:

=There's no dearth of kKindoass
In this world of ours,

faly In oar blindness
We gather thorna for fowers.”

 Kind words are better than coronets; ™ and, with their
ald, influence for good can be ecasily propagated. Like a
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grain of wheat or o mustard seed, plant them in proper soil,
and the resnlt is often marvelons. Wordsworth considers
“ the hest portion of & good man’s life hie little, namelsss,
mnremembered nete of kindness and of Tove,™
Lot ns not eow =0 many thistle seed, but in their stead

place kind words and deeds, if nothing more than speaking a
gentle, enconrnging word to the offeast or taking 0 smiling
rosehnd o the sick room,

Bome minds are lght as thistle down;

They prefer Huerature light as thistle down;

Thelr edueation is light as thisgle down.
Resnlt: Thelr life wark is light ns thistla down.

“THE WORLD OWES ME A LIVING."

“ Onee upon a time ™ a handsome youth in this “ land of
liberty " started out in life with the gratifying idea that the
world owed him a living. Teunally *“a bird is known by his
feathers; ™ eo this royal © bird ™ felt sure he would be read-
ily reeognized by his gay plumage. Therefore he donned
his best smit, adorned himself with a twostory derby, kid
gloves, gold-headed cane, bottle of perfume, o pockage of
eigarettes, and the “ entest ** little bat-wing tie of * loodest ™
eolors; then saw again that his hair was carefully parted

. in the middle and pasted to his brow, spread his umbrells,
bade adien to the rustic scenes of his old farm home, and
prondly started off to rapidly travel ® the royal road up the
hill of science, the flowery path to glory."
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“ Haigh-ho, vou ten-cent dude! ™ aried his old comrades
of the comnficld.  “ You had botter come back and * hoo your
own row!""

“ 1 will never ‘dig my living out of the ground " any more.
*The world owes me a living,' and I am starting after it"
roplied the jubilant youth,

Soon hie reached the foot of Sueoeess Mountain, whish, to
his surprise, could not be * ascended at a single bound."”
Foeling sure his friends would soon come and enrry him
to the summit on “ flowery beds of ense,” he selected the
most plensant shade in what he regarded ag ¥ the garden
spot of earth,” whers he eould fesl ® casy ns an old shos ™
and live off of “ the fat of the land,” and, quietly seating
himsalf on the “ stool of de-nothing,” “ snng as n bug in a
rug,” thers contentedly waited for the nuta to fall already
eracked, for the corn to come to him “ already shelled.”
But “what is everybody's business is nobody’s businesa; *
so no ane brought the “ shalled com.” Howewver, ha soon
had congeninl company in the refreshing shade; for “ so-
ciety, like water, seeks its level; ™ “ binds of o feather will
flock together; ™ “ misery loves company;™ and *like
cures like,” They calmly decided to ait still with folded
hands and * wait for the wagon and all take a ride.”  There
was no contention among this erowd of loafers, noe “big T
pnd liftle wou; "™ for it was about “six of one and half a
dozen of the other,” There could be no consistenay in the
“ kettle's ealling the skillet * black,' ™ for the guick reply
wonld have been: “Attend to your own business; " you had
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hﬂur’*prmﬁmwﬁltﬂnprmh;”mﬂ“ﬂmpﬂmtmlh
from before your own door.”

“It is n long lane that never turns,” sighed the youth,
growing somewhnt impatient awaiting the arrival of his
helpful friends, * Parhaps something has happened to de-
tain them, for * aceidents will happen to the best of folks.'
I may become o litde bungry before they get bere, but
Yovery bitter has its sweet;” the hongrier 1 beoome, the
swoetor will seem the morsal.  (* It a poor rule that will
not work both wive') And do vou not think that some
folks netually hove the nudacity to pdvise me w go fo workF
But T just *laugh in my sleove,” while their advice * poes
in ot one ear and out at the other.” T will never work for a
living if 1 beooms * poor as Job's turkey,” * poor as a dharely
mouse,” * ugly a8 o mmd fenos,” * common as dirt,’ and even
if they eall me ‘old mossback.” They tell me I was do-
ing well encugh at home and ought to have * let well enough
alone; ' that T had a neat little capital and © lorge oaks from
little acorns grow;' them have to ‘cap the elimax® with
those dotestablo sxprossions: “Just as T expected [* °T told
you 861" But—awell, the fact is] T was tired of being ¢ de-
prived of my libertics.” * When the eat’s away, the mouso
will play; © =0, with no parents or toachers near, I can do na
I please, and not have them forever * reading on my toes,”
I nlso thus keep out of all the Httle © family jars ' and dis-
cords I think I am old enough to see after my own, af-
fuirs, anyway. I'm “no baby." True, T om by no means
2 Jumbo or o Herenlea, but * precions goods are in small
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puckages,” There are s0 many ‘old fogies,’ always ex-
pecting me to be ‘npeat 88 n new pin' yet telling me not
to stndy o much about my good looks; that T should be
‘nseful ns well as ornamental; that ‘ pretty is as pretty
does; ' that * beauty is but skin desp, ugly is to the bone; '
that * children should be seen, wot heard ;" and reminding
ma to * consult my purse before I do my fancy; " that © hon-
esty is the best policy; " that * now is my golden opportu.
nity; * that * a bird in the hand is worth two in the bush;’
that I shonld * strike while the iron is hot,” * make hay whila
the snn shines; ' that ‘ life is not all sunshine,' ‘all that
glitters is not gold; " that * haste makes waste,” and if T
‘marry in haste, I may repemt ot leisure;' that I am
* judged by the company I keep,” should in all things ° take
advantage of a doubt,’ and ‘look before I leap,’ for  the
path of glory leads but to the grave;’ that * troubles, like
fires, mover come singly; "’ and that trying to shun trouw-
bles by wrongdoing is like * jumping out of the frying pan
into the fire” They say I should not want to * impose on
good nature’ by idly eating the bread others have sarmed
by the  sweat of the brow,’ for * one good turn deserves an-
other ' and ‘every tub must stand on its own bottom.'
Well, * cirenmstances alter cases,” and there are * exceptions
to oll rules;* I om an exceplion. ‘It is an ill wind that
blows nobody any good." (True, ¥ the early bird gets the
worm,” but ‘ the eagle gots the early hird.') There are
‘many men of many minds, many birds of many kinds."
I am & * gentleman of leisure,’ you see.  Thus far my par-
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onts and friends have supplied my wants, and I ghall
‘ praize the bridge that earries me over safe’ ‘A friend
in need i n friend indeod.’ Bometimes these friends may
oome in rather late, it is troe, s in the present instamees;
but * botter late than never.'! * Ignoromee iz bliss; " there
fore T shall never try to learn how to ‘ row my own boat,’
to ¢ paddle my own eanoe; * for * what is the use in having
friends if I do not usa them?" Work, to me, woald be a
“bitter pill;* it would be ° death in the pot’ * Hurry
mitkes worry; " 8o I nover expect to © hurry throagh life;*
and if I make o whistake, I shall not * lose any sleep over it
There is “no vse in grieving over spilled milk’ * Better
whistle than whine' T shall * never cross the bridge 111 1
get to i’ T shall never be * down in the mouth ' or * con-
vert o molehill into a momntein' I ° never mind the
woeather, &0 the wind doesn't blow,” and shall sver remember
that * the darkest elond has a silvery lining,' © the darkest
hour ia just before dawn,' and ‘the greater the oross, the
brighter the arown.’

“But T will be up and going; probably T shall mest the
friends with my living. People call me a * dead beat,' a
‘bum;" they say my ‘cako is all dough;" that if T do
not change my course I will soon find myself * whero
all bad children go;" that these are * hard times;” and
that when T depend upon se-called * friends " to sustain ma
I om * leaning on o broken stick * and * counting the chick-
ens before they hateh' Thers may be “more trath than
poetry * In this; but if one friend twrms a * eold shoulder’
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on me, there are “ other turtles in the tank * and * as good
fish in the sea as were over fished out’ * Bdll water runs
deep® and ‘o still tongue makes a wise head ;* 8o T shall
“keep in de middle ob de road,” and not * kick up & dnass’
or mako ‘much ado sbout nothing” As ‘a new heoom
gweeps clean,” whoen the new wears off in one community,
I will go 1o another, where T will be a ‘ new broom * agnin.
‘The rolling stone gathers no moss; * henes 1 will never
be burdened with gurplus property, and ° u short horse is
eoon curried.  Then I will know that © who steals my purse
pteals trash,” for he © can’t squesze blood out of o tnrnip.'
“ My friend eaye ‘a watohed pot never boils,” and urges
me to quit watching and waiting for the world to bring me
a living, even if I have to make my headquarters in some-
body’s kitehen, there * put the big pot in the little one,” and
be ¢ chief eook and bottle washer.! I see, he wunts me to
‘root, hog, or din’ He saye * every dog has his day,’ and
that I have now had mine, e then advizes me to * turn
over @ new leaf” and go to work for a living, to *eateh
oppertunity by the forelock.” He saye ‘ experience is a
dear school, but fools will learn in no other' He tells
mo that * o man of words, und not of deode, is like & gurdon
full of weeds;" that *an idle broin is the devil's work-
shop; * that I had better be ‘Tock ai all trades’ than st
none; and that by continuing my wanderings from home
I am * entting off my nose to spite my face” but I'm ru;rt.—-
il's to keep from work. He says I will always keep my
‘ noso to the grindetone * (but if I have cut off my noss, T
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guess I won't). He tells me I * don't kmow which side of
my bread is buttered.” (Nefther side is buttersd sincs I
left home, and now even my bread is gone.) He says © if
th ghoo fits, wear it.” (T fael like 'most any kind of shoes
would fit me now, if T could get them without work. )

“ But—0O, hush |—here he comes again.  (‘ Speak of an
angel, and we hear the flutter of his wing;* speak of the
other fellow, and ‘his imps will appear.” He always has
to have ‘ n finger in the pia’) He says * a hint to the wise
is suffieient’ Then T hope he will bo suficiently wiss to
take the hint; I've po use for it I wish he would quit
" whipping the old boy arcund the stump ' ond would © mens-
ure the oorm in his own half bushel.' He is ¢ fonding on
wind * when pdvising me—is * feeding pigs on dizmonds’
True, I often promise him I will *do better next time; "
but * promises ave like pie orost—made to be beoken.” Hea
ghould remember to ° think twios before he speaks,” for
! murder will out * and * chickens will come home to roost ; *
therefore his own meannoss ‘ will crop out ' some day. It
makes o great difforence as to * whose ox is pored,’ and © ho
that lives in a glazs house ghould dod throw stones,” He is
* no saint " himself, and (now this is o * mighty seeret ) be
iz alwnys * heels over head in debt "—F just barely can make
tongue and buckle meet” Ho is as full of good advies as
“an ogg s of meat,” but always has ‘ an ax to grind,’ al-
ways has an ox in the ditch,’ and, in order to get it out,
is willing to * rob Peter to pay Panl' If you * give kim an
inch, he will take an ell® every time His braina are
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¢ searce ns hen's testh ; ' his tongue, * limber as o dish rag; *
his character, *spotited as o leopard.” . He is "ugly as a
eaterpillar,” © slingy ns a miser,’ * sly as a serpent,’ yet © bold
ns o lon: " is F40l oz o hornet,” ¢ oross a8 & bear,” "elow ne a
tortoise, ‘lazy ms m eloth,” yet ‘busy as o boe® {in other
people’s matters). He is undoubiadly the * tackiest ' man
I have ever seem. * Bavs I to myself: ' ' O, consistency,
thou art a jewell’

" But *lenst said is goonest mended ; ¥ and © as we are nob
to ba heard for our much speaking nor commended for our
loud erying,’ T wonld not say o word agninst him © for love
nor money.” I do not believe in retaliation. T've no time
for goesip, anyway, and have my opinion of o busybody, a
backbiter, or o tattler; still, I do wish he could *see him-
self ns others sea him,” for he is a complete ‘ snake in the
grage.” ‘A ruilty conscience is the worst accnser.” 1 wone
der if his conseience doesn't lush him. He savs T had s
wall  hunt & needle in o hoyvetack ' ns an honest living with-
out work., He keeps reminding me that ¢ procrastination
ia the thief of time,’ and that * time aod tide wait for no
mon.' He says I ought not to want to be a loafer and * eat
idle bread * (but I tell you I would enjoy a loaf of any kind
jnst mow, whether it be idle or busy., Tdle bread would
taste bettor than none. T wonld not now object to the sone
tents of some of the little * family jors *). He thinks I had
hettar quit sowing * wild cats,’ lest T become tired of gath-
ering the harvest. (*0, my!" T now feel like T counld
gladly welcome the harvest field, for T am ‘hungry as a




I'ul:ml_n " 10T . TH '-w'tl N T et

200 HeEanwTHSTONT FCHOES,

woll.") His advies iz to begin making amends as soou as
possible; that a * stitch in time saves nine.”  (Well, T doa't
like t0 mend; so he iz entitled to the °stitch’ also the
‘nine’} He emphatically quotes * no exeellence without
labor,' and “Tabor omnie vincil” (He is weleoma o all
the exeellence that has to be obtained by labor, even if it
does make him © conqueror of all things.") He comes with
that stals ‘old chestnut* that * there will be briers where
berries grow." (Let him plesse go among the briers and
bring me the berries.) “An ounee of prevention is worth a
pound of cure,’ saye he. (Then he may keep the preven-
tiom and kindly give me the cure.) His finol eantion is:
" Take care of the dimes, and the dollars will take onre of
themselves." I would rather he would take care of his
dimes and lod his dollars take care of me; for T am sure
f the world owes me n living,” and T musi haove 4.
Moral: 1. He who thinks the world owes him a living

is an ingrate

2, Wholeaome advies i3 not nlways favorably re
cedvid.
8. Tt takes half of & man's time to attead to his
own business; the other half, to let other
people’a businesa alone.

Exsanwe your well rope, 1t represents the thread of
wour deatiny.
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* GRIPPE RIGORS."

* For throe long houra this little engine within my bosom
has been beating as if alwos! exhousled, Tis Little ham-
mers have been falling so lightly on the varions parts of my
body their strokes have besn searcely perceptible  For
mors than an hour (2 to 8 AM) T bave been sitting by
the fire working faithfully to get warm. I am suffering
no epecial pain, but this fecling keeps me very uneomforta-
ble, Loved ones hore are sweetly sleeping, and I think it
nnnecessnry to awnken them, for T fesl almost sure I will
soonn be ns well n= usnal again. If otherwise, this little
note will expluin the reason™

[The foregeing was written verbalim and in all earnest-
ness, though not in the least excitement, during one of thoee
peculiar conl stages I eall # grippe rigors,” which are eanzed
by repeated attacks of la grippe, and which have often for
saveral hours threatened to forever stop the setion of my
heart. The remainder of thia little article wes written dur-

ing a similar spell, whils again hovering over the firs bee
tween midnight and day.]

These attacks neually come on like a thief in the night,
and often lnst for eoveral hours.  Btriking the center of my
back, like cold-blosded ceniipeds, they then erawl in oll di-
roetions, making me ghiver while they erawl.  They do not
wsually covse mueh poin, but ere disagresable in the ex-
treme, are like the old man's religion—"* worse felt than
tald,” They elso have a seriovsly undermining effect on
tho eonstitution heannse of their hoatile attock on the gen-
eral nervous system.
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There is another kind of cold spells some of us often
have, which T will call ¥ spiritual { § ) rigora.” Both kinds
aro somotimes interspersed with epontancous hot flashes.
{ Beware of extremes!) In both kinds of rigors our use
fulness is greatly impaired, if not destroyed. Both show
bad circulation. The heart fails to de ite duty.

Eemedies: In both instances we need specific treat-
ment. The patients will not often get well of themselves.
In both, like the drowning man, we often cateh at a straw;
in hoth we are greatly impossd upon by frands; in both
many patent medicines are taken, with but poor result; in
both we need more warmth, the eystem needs * toning up,”
we need something for our hlood; in both we are benefited
by rubbing and by gemoral exercise. La grippe and its
evil train of sttendants furnish o widespread and fertile
field for the osteopath. In the first ailment we sometimes
resort to some kind of stimulants, as quinine or * Paruna; "
in the sscond ailment we should always imbibe freely of the
great Bpirit of truth and life. One of the beat remedies for
the first ailment i3 a big fire, but it is hard for us to get
our consent to leave the warm bed; we feel like we will
freeze before we can reach the firee Bo with the * spirit-
ual () rigor.” We nead the great souree of spiritual heat
—the only infallible remedy—but it iz so hard to give up
our bed of worldliness, though its warmth is insufficient to
keep off the dangerous, i not fatal, cool stages. In the
firet we naturally resort to an unreasonable amount of cover
and tuck it closely “ around and about us ™ to break up the

B
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rigor, but even this usoally fails; in the second we try hard
to cover our spiritunl { 1) defects by putting on the “ cloak
of righteousness " and drawing it elose around ns, without
first thawing the frogen heart. This may hide the cold,
hypocritical heart from man, but not from God.  In short,
in both kinds of rigors we need o purified beart and systom,
with regrular eirenlation.

A CHARM STRING.

Irw the well-remembered bygones we girls mode charm
stringa. 'We each selected a small, amooth cord or ribbon,
nnd on it we strung little relies of almost every desoription—
buttone, shells, small coins, finger rings, earrings, breast-
pins—any little present that could ressonably cccupy a space
on that famons eord, This is & neat way to preserve little
relies of “ ye olden times."

By n little effort we can form a beaufiful and valuable
charm string—n string of pearls—Uby daily stringing on the
eord of memory some bit of useful knowledge, a faet from
history, or a scientifie truth worth knowing, There is an
ocean of pearls epread out before us, covering the vast ex-
panse at our eye’s command-—yea, more and more, far more
than this: the broad gates to vast fields of solid lore are
thrown open wide, and the standing invitstion Is: “ Comea
in, vou that hunger and thirst after knowledge, nnd gather
whatsoever you will,"

From that magnificent fountain of divine wisdom, the
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Bible, we may obtain another string of glittering goms,
Think of the sati=faction we could have in ofter life from
this kind of n biblieal charm string, for that which iz lenrned
in vouth is not soon forgoften. If throwghout life we
would grasp and retain even one item each day, we wonld
soon have a string of sacred pearls more precious than dia-
monds and rubies rieh and rare, informmtion important in
this life and of inestimable value in preparing for the life
beyond.

Christ is the great spiritunl Charm String holding the sa-
cred Beriptures together, und the hands of divine love wers
busy four thonsand venrs hanging jewsls on this lifegiving,
life-sustnining cord.

First chorm: The wondrous work of creation, which be-
gnn by ealling for Yghd and ended in the ereation of man.
If the all-pewerful God would pot vemture fo arrange his
warks in the dark, why will vain man attempt to do s, while
there s @0 mueh light at his command? And why i= it
those with the least spiritual light often tey to change, ar-
range, and rearrange God's worke and waye! TLesson from
this charm: Obtain light before procoeding, then be eare
ful bow we procesd,

Beeond charm: A promised Savior. Again and again
this sweet chorm of promise is repeated, each time present-
ing mew angles and shining more brilliantly. We seo a very
peenline-looking relic—n pacrifiee on Jewish altars, At
first sight it is o mysiery., We investizate it in spirifual
light, and through it we see in the distonee the paschal
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Lamb for sinpers slain. Thus ono by one the eharms ara
added—one prophecy after another, then the glorious
schomo of redemption, then promise after promise, until
the eord is filled, the last charm being: * Blassed are thay
that do his commandments,” ete. Guod’s purposes, proph-
eeies, preparations, and promises beautifully eluster around
this wondrous cord, making it the most chorming of all
eharm strings, one end of which is hung over Eden's gato; the
other, held by the loving John on the lonely Patmos isle. Nay,
it extends farther: it reaches back to eternity past, then for-
ward to the thrane of the Eternal, where it is held secure
by the hand of undying Love. One end of the sord eepms
far away, a8 if far back in a dork cavern, and we cannot
realize its beanty; but as we approach the deor, the way
growe lighter and brighter until it bursts inte perfect duy
and the grandeur of ench charm is mode manifest.  This
cord at Eden's gate looks dim. By standinge thero we cun-
not properly estimate ite charms, but the light grows
stronger all along the centuries until it reaches the eross,
Then all is bright; and, aided by the effulgent beama of the
croes, wo can look back and realize and appreciate the splen-
dor of each charm, then look forward and view the glories
nlemg the (heistian’s path and those encircling the throne
of God.

Break o strand of beads or a charm siring, and the relics
will be seattered. Thuos with the great spiritnal Charm
String.  If the central idea—Christ—should be removed,
all would be lost and man would be completely undone,
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But—thanks to our blessed Father | —this can never be
Bigoted man hes exhausted his powers trying to snap the
gpinal cord of Christianity, then has elnsped his quivering
bands upon his dying bosom, and, in horrifying tones, ax-
elaimed ; ¥ Remorse, remorse] ™

God has granted ue the privilege of attaching ourselves
to this wonderful eord, thus adding glory—not to &, but to
purselves. Agnin—alas!—we can casily sever ourselves
therofrom and voluntarily east our souls into endless ruing
but even this will not mar the splendor of a single remain-
ing charm. Christ’s ineilafion is to all; his promisas is only
to the faithful

DANGER SIGINALS.
I. THE WARNING CICY.

Woen the mother bird soes the appronching eagle, she
ghrieks to her little ones as n warning to hide amid the
lenfy hranches; when the domestie mother fow] sees the
eunning hawk swooping down, she sends forth a loud note
of warning, then hastens to gather her brood under her
wings, Even the swine, nsually regarded o= so dull and by
some g0 eontemptible, are wise enough to discern the weather
gignals pnd prepare their winter beds a= the cold wave ad-
vances, They seem fo keep up with the *signs of the
times ® even better than some of their masters. When the
early settler heard the panther's seream or the red man's
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war whoop, he shuddered and fled for life or prepared for
battle,

Another danger iz approaching, and the warning ery hos
been sounded, A cold, threatening wave i advaneing to
envelop humanity if preparation i= not made against it
Another war whoop has beon eonnded ; another ghrill shrick
has been reverberated from continent to sontinent, from
shore to shore. The archenemy has marshaled lis forees
aguinst the people of God, and Heaven sende forth the
warning ery. Think of the Bavior's touching rebuke: “ 0
Jerusalem, Jernsalem, thou that killest the prophets, and
stoneet. them which nre sent. unie thee, how often would I
Lave gatheresd thy ehildren together, even as o hen gather-
oth her ¢hickens under her wings, and ye wonld not|  Be-
hald, vour honse is left unte you desolate,™

The humble ereatures of instinet give heed to donger sig-
nale.  The squirrel forgets not o provide for the foture;
the tiny ant lays up his winter store.  The threatened birdis
usnally heeds the note of warning und flees to a safety nook,
bt sometimes he seems to' think he knows best, and that the
danger is so far away there is no need for hasta, Way-
ward man hears the danger peals and sometimes hastens to
the place of refuge, but at other times he indifforently faces
the advancing foe, and consequently endures many a need-
less struggle before breaking loose from the poisomous grasp.
Aln=! too often ho iz nerer released therefrom.

Bible notes of warning have boen soundod all along the
line from Eden to Gethsemane, thencee to the magic vision
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on the lonely isle. Worning notices have been given eoncern-
ing all the evil connoeted with this life.  Sclomon * tacked
up " humdreds of these notices, which are not yet weather-
beaten, but are in elear type and applicabls to all times and
nations, In our eonfused rnsh through life lot s ke time
te consider o fow of these, “ If sinners entics thes, con-
sent thou not.”  * Tivers weights, nnd divers measures, both
of them are alike abomination to the Lord,”  * It is better
to dwell in the eormer of the house top, than with & brawling
woman in o wide house.”  “ The drunkerd end the glut-
ton ghall come to poverty; and drowsiness shall elothe a
man with rag="

The prophets, the Savior, and the apostles kept speaking
tender words of warning, many of which hove been kindly
lefé on record for our sadmenition, “ Woe to them thal
are ot ease in Zon!"™  * What I suy unte vou I say unio
ell, Wateh,” *“ Watch and pray, that ye enter not into
temptation: the spirit indeed is willing, but the fesh ia
weak,”  “ Lot him that thinketh he standeth take heed Teat
ho foll."  * Bee that no man take thy erown™ The last
signal in the great book of warning and promise is ageinst
adding 1o or taking Trom God's word of truth, and this is in
immediate eomnection with o precious beatitude to those
who  de his commandmentz""

How important for us to give close heed to our Fath-
er's warning cry] “THe that hoth ears to hesr, let him

hoar®
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Il WANKING LIGIITE

Do you see that lantern yonder, hanging low over the
street ! Do you know its purposed It is o danger signal
to warn the belated traveler. In its own peculiar language
it zays: “ Do not coms this way; there is denger hees!™
This lantern is wsually suspended over an open diteh,

There iz a great number of Dible lonterns suspendad
ulong lifo's highway to show the ditehes or places of danger.
Ome point of danger s self-conceit, and its Bible lantern is:
“Every way of a man is right in his own ayes; but the
Lord pondersth the hearts.”  “ Be not wise in your own
conetits,” Extravagance is another point that needs gnard-
ing: ¥ Gather up the fropments, . . . that nothing ba lost.”
Habitual carclessness: * Lot nll things be done decontly
and in order.” Proerastinetion in epiritual doties: " Noew
ia the seeepted tdme,” Selfishness: © God loveth o eheerful
giver,”  Giva “ not grudeingly,” ste.  Indifferencs townnd
parents : “ Honor thy futher and thy mother.,” Tmpatience:
* Let patience have her perfeet work." Profanity: © Thou
shalt not take the nome of the Tord thy God in vain®
* Swenr not at all” Lariness or idlensss: * If uny would
not work, neither should he eat.” *Go to the ant, thou
sluggard : consider her ways, and be wise.” Intemperance:
“ Wine is a mocker, strong drink is raging; and whosoever
is deceived thereby is not wise, The drunkard shall not
“ inherit the kingdom of God.” (1 Cor. 6: 8, 10.) “ Woe
nnto him that giveth his neighbor drink!” Falsehood:
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“A false witness sholl perish.” “ Ye are of your father the
devil, and the ]nlﬂnfyﬂmflthﬂ;rnﬂl‘mnln,"tm

Some of thess are such dangerons ditches and so many
persons persist in traveling that way, several lanterns are
suspinded along them ; o if the wayfaring man falls thore-
in, it will be alone through his own carelessness,

Many other danger pits are elearly pointed cuf, such as
opproessing the poor, theft, cheating, eovetonsness, malice,
hatred, hypoerisy, extortion, idolatry. At least one Bible
lantern is suspended ot each danger point. When in dan-
ger or doubt, look for o light.  If there, bawars!

There are many “ blind ditches ™ along life's rond, and
pome of them are not securely covered. Beware of them!
Step cantionsly! BSome are whers the road appears firm-
est and most attractive. Though the beautiful eity, Ve
nieo, iz “throned on her hundred isles™ and hor strects
are vast water mirrors, reflecting in grandeur the work
of skilled architects, still she possesses her Bridge of
Bighs, A person may think he is walking in all safety and
never suspect any dangor, until suddenly the trapdoor gives
wiy benoath his feet and he sinks down to meet his fearful
doom, Thuos there are trapdoors plased by mon's prest
enemy all nlong life's highway to engulf the unsuspecting
traveler in the pit of destruction, and the warning light
gays: “ Be not deceived.™

God hos suspended these donger sipnals low mough for
us by their light to discern the flaws in the bridges and to
keep out of the quicksands of deceit. T elosely ohasrved,
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they will be a sure guide for the young and inexperienced
who have not traveled life's road long enongh to know where
the dangers lie, These warning lights for children should
be wisely managed at home, on the streets, in school, in Bun-
duy school, in churech—evorywhere. Do not flash your light
at them oeensionally, like o blinding electrie flash, then lot
it go out, leaving Egvptian darkness. Such lights are
blinding, deceiving, treacherous. DBewars of them, leet the
children beeome disgusted and prefer darkness. The lan-
tern of true Christisnity emits a clear, steady light.

1. THE TELLOW FLAAG.

We read of its being in eities remote—in that “ faraway
fairyland serosa the Atlantie.” Later the newspapers say
it has crossed the briny blue and has reached the const cities
of cur home country. It comes nearer, still nearer. They
tell us it is in cur little town,  'We house ourselves throngh
fear, We see it waving at the gates of some of our good
noighbors. Wo shudder and are sad. We know not the
day nor the hour when it will be placed at our own door.
What does it indieate ! Deadly disscse. What docs it say
"Siloy eway; beware; use every precaulion!” (Such was
once really our experience, when smallpox visited our
bown. )

There are many * yellow flags ™ in our physieal environ-
ments. One is placed at every danger station; and as it
quivers in the balmy breeges, we read on it the oft-verified
truth: ¥ Violate a low of nature, and you shall suffer the
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penaliy.” Along the intellectoal snd moral highways there
are bypaths leading off to idle resorts, to places abounding
in low classes of literature and evil sssocintions, where the
mind will be starved by feeding on froth und the charncter
will be dograded by wicked conduct. Where each bypath
leaves the path of restitude there is o tollgnte, and on it is
this glittering, dazxling motto: “Come through; we have o
feast in store for you, and gladly bid you welcome/ ™ Just
nbove hangs that horrid yellow flag, om which is written
in black lotters: “ Hemembeor, yon must always pay fhe
foll /" Many, attracted by the beantiful motio or invitation
in the gilded frame, puss through the gate without ehesrv-
ing the dingy yellow flag until too Iate; others are worned
of it, but go heedlesxly on.  * The strait and norcow way ™
to the hely city is clearly pointed out, and danper signels
along the roadside warn us not to overlook the stepstones.

Yeu, the Book of Lifa hangs out many vellow flags denot-
ing gin. Do we see them ! Are we trying hard to shun the
deadly contagion they indicate! Are we prone to consider
them ns relating not to ourselves, but to eome foreign land
or nation, and thus neglect to notice how rapidly they are
approaching ns! Do we ever lot it locome necessary to
place the yellow flag at the door of our own hearts? Do
we permit the dendly eontagion (sin) to enter there and
fonst upon our souls 1

In some cities the yellow flags become so0 common many
persons walk under them heedlessly, mot discerning nor
pongidering their import. In like manner many disre-
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gard the Bible's warnings. They are too quick to con-
gider themselves * immunes * againet sin.  Whera the Bible
fing says, * Be not deceived,” they step right out into the
quickeands of deception; where the warning is, “Abstain
fromn 0ll appesrance of evil,” they wialk into the =a-
loon dear; where it says, ¥ Be sure your sin will find you
out,” they try to hide themselves in the hypoerite’s eloak
and call it * righteonsness ;™ where it says, ¥ Forsake not the
assembling,™ ete., they stay at home or go visiting; where
it admonishes, “ Wateh,” they close their eyes; where it
saye, * Now is the scoepted time," they quickly respond:
" Wait until to-morrow,

We should earefully obeseve all these danger signals and
ward off the disease (ein), then at the end of the heavenly
highway we will see the beantiful floating, futtering, snow-
white flag of pears and on it in letters of purest gold, * Whe-
goever will may come; ™ and, * Blessed are they that do has
commandments, that they may have right to tha tres of life,
and may enter in through the mates fato the eity.”

IV. THE BTORM HOURE.
“ The sky 15 overcnst, and mustars muttering thundar
In elonds that sem approaching fast, and show
In forked flnshes & commonding tempest.'”

Of gome storme fatal to parts of our native land peopls
have been notified while the winds wera still sporting with
the Willows of the Caribboon Sea.  'What a wonderful power
thia! What a blessing fo have such warning, given by the
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weather signol annowncing the approwching storm! It
kindly warns the people to prepare their property agninst
danger ns bost they can, then flee to o place of refuge.  Nev-
artheless, mony are heedless, and will not try W proteat
themselves, even though a strong, relisble storm honse may
be at their own deor.

An objector argues thme: “ Many a man has survived
g storm without being erampod wp in a storm house,
and socan I; at least T am willing to risk my choneea T
do not enjov being kept g0 elose; do not want to be deprived
of my lilertics; want to be o free man.™  The clond arises;
the wind sweeps the lnnd ; * the thunder, winged with red
lightning and impetoons rage,” deepens its groaning, and,
with penl after peal, eomvulses the elementa,  The presump-
tuous, self-willed man hears the tempest gprowl ond sees it
# wrapping ether in a blaze.” ITo sece the giant onk hum-
bly vielding to the tempest’s breath and realizes he himself
ig in danger. Then he hastens to the storm hovse and en-
ters, to the great delight of those within who have long
realized his danger and have boen pleading with him and
beckoning to him to come. He fobls sweet relief, realizing
he is beyond the tornade’s reach, even while the storm cloud
is still Inrid with hightning and the elements still groaning
as if beneath o crughing welght. He hears the roaring ele-
ments, the erashing of timbers and houses, and the shrieks
of his neighbore, but knowe he could not be of any advantage
to them whatever by coming out and would be running great
risk himself. He feels coufident he i= safe while within,
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but does not like certain individuals who are in the etorm
house, nnd econ becomes lired of the confinement. He de-
cides he is willing to “risk his chanees ™ outside, where
he ean have more room and more liberties, and comes out,
facing the storm—voluntarily runs into the merciless jaws
of death,

Are you astonished st this man's actions ¥ He thus rep-
resents a large portion of our race.  There is a moagnificent
“etoem honse * already prepared by the great Architeot,
who mukes no mistakes, Tt s abundant room far all man-
kind, and in it man ean obtain all that is necessary for troe
enjoyment. It is proof against the ravaging evelons and
the surging billows of life’s deceptive sea,  The danger sip-
nal warne all to flee to this place of safaty, and lovingly

EBYE L
“When the shelt'ring Kook I8 8o near by,
0, why will you die?"™

Maony heed the warning ery, and soon find euceor in the
chureh of God's people, the great spiritunl storm house,
where they remain unshaken until life’s tempest consea to
rage. They wonder why they remnined ocotside even so
long ns they did. Others are too self-willed, sheptical, or
indifferent to enter ; others enter, but leave too soon, They
do not “enjov the confinement,” snd are extremely con-
geientions as to the enstoms of the church; so they begin to
“ pick flaws,” and soon decide they cannot * fellowship ™
pame of the * brethren,” Without wisely considering how
mueh worse it is outside, they rashly conclode to risk it,
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und come out, without the slightest sssuvance of protection.
Thus they are without promise, without hope, and without
Chod,

Although the echureh of God is the grand spiritual storm
houze—" the ghrine of refoge from life's stormy threng "—
it will avail us nothing unless wo enter the same and therein
remain faithful,

¥. THE SINKING SHIF,

Goad-by, old ship! Yon are taking from sur shore many
of our friends. Ses them waving and casting back st us
their love glinees! It is a pleasure ship, and earries n
vaet excursion. It is considered

*Btanch and slroog, = goodly vemel
That hall lakgh at all disnsier,
And wilth wave and whirlwind wrestle"

Tt hos just Inunched out en the level brine, and loaves the
shore triumphantly., Bright sunbeams are painting ite
shadow on the Paeifle waters. On and on, day after davy,
night after night, it softly glides over the bosom hlue

“ghe walks the waters ke a thing of 1ife,
And seemp o drre the elemsnts to strife,”

All en bowrd feel safe, and shouts of merriment ring forth,
only to be lost on the watery world ; not a eliff, not u stone,
not a mountain or hilloek to echo the sound ; only the low
murmuring of the deep waters to respond to the gleeful sail-
ors, while the heavens in majesty look dowm upon thern
with smiles from myrisds of eyes—tranguil, serene, glo-

FLOTE,
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But a breeze from the westward brings into view o peenl-
iarly-shaped elond, whick soon begins to attract the atten-
tion of the erow, The wind ia rising kigher and higher;
the * whiteeaps " glistening in the sunbeams grow into
monntain waves; the cloud advances rapidly ; the sun hides
his face in gloom; the nffrighted sailors turn pole with awe;
the hillows throw high their silvery spray and whiton the
deck with foam, while they lnsh the tottering, reeling, &l-
most drowning vessel. Awmid the piteons pleadings of fricnds
nnd captain, some of the frantic sailors leap overboard,
with heartrending shrvieks, “ as if eager to antisipata their
gravea,” and are soon devoured by hungry ravagers swait-
ing prey.  The brave captain tries in vain to quell the foars
of all an board, confidently assuring them he will land them
safe in the harbor if they will obey his orders ; and the fuith-
ful pilot standa firm ot duty's post, having told themn re-
peatedly the elond was passing around.

The thunder’s peal becomes more distant, the electrie flush
is mot s0 constant, the winds fold their wings in mesk sub-
missiom, the exeited billows drop to sleep. The birdlike
vessel trembles wenrily, as from excitement and fear; por-
spiration trickles down her sides; the san unveils his glow-
ing fentures to smile the mista away; whils the rainbow of
victory arehes the space between the veesel and the reesding
elond. Thoe pale-faeed mariners toke on new life; and thosa
who have remained on board, standing firm by the captain’s
orders, are soon landed in e guiet harbor, with joy and
pratitude unspeakable,
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Thus the old Ship of Zion passss through many storm
elouds, is “ rocked npon the raging billows,” and is often
threatened with destruetion ; but the faithful Pilot romains
ungwerving, Christ Jesns, the Captain, tenderly speaks
good cheer, assuring ue that if we will romain oo boand,
following his directions, we will be scenrely anchored in the
haven of pesce.  Regurdless of the loving entreatios of Cap-
tain and friends, many shrink from approaching danger and
leap overboard, imd nre sure @0 find awaiting them those
whe are ready to drog them info the jows of a fearful and
edernal death.

Another ship is suiling on life's turbulent seq, under the
management of auother caplain and crew, and corrying a
different eompany of travelers. It is the Bhip of Destrue-
tion. It s wot seaworthy ; the eaptain (Sutan) is not reli-
able; the pilot is deceitful; the crew is unstable as the wind,
An intelligent man remaeing thereon to be with partieular
friends who will not leave with him, and who not culy rid-
icule the idea of his leaving, but also offer him inducsnents
to stay. Though fully nware of the treacherons eondition,
L heeds their entreatics, agresing that “ the eloud is in the
dizstance; there i= time enough yet,” He sees the danger
gignnl and has plenty of time to go to the stronger vessel,
w_];ﬂ’*ﬂlmmuutnli.fe]inn" to resene each of his erowd,
The noble erew and faithful Captain of the stronger vesssl
keep urging him to * Come over!”™ pointing toward the
danger signal and to the advansing clowd, and sending forth
Ioud notes of warning, ™ There iz time enongh vet Tho
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not be uneasy about me. I am coming after n while, but
am not guite ready to leave my old chums.  Moreover, there
is 1 man on your ship I eannot fellowship. 1 will not go
aboard while he is there,” Thus he does not give up his
revelry “ mor hesd the storm that howls along the sky,™
but only glances cecasionally ot the approaching storm elond.
Boon he beging 1o hear the elements sadly grosning under
the fearful battle, then feels the veseel quivering, rocking,
reeling; hears the eraehing of its weak timbers and knows i
is sinking into endless ruin. Then he sends forth his pit-
eons ehrieks to the Captain of the safely ship: © Lord, save,
or we parish!™  But his totlering vessel liss been wafted
too far away; it is sinking; he is gone. * Too late, too
late! ™

On which veasel are you sailing, kind friend, kind reader 1

THE MIRAGE.

Fan away in deeert lunds, and evon in the western por-
tion of our pwn proud galaxy of Btates, we have pietures
glriking nnd grand. The traveler is goring intently on the
desert waste, when suddenly appears a beautiful landscape.
How delicate the touchings and tracings of the magie pen-
eil, o3 if some angelic artist had been summoned (o pleass
the eye of man! Roeky cliffe and shady glens; lorge trocs
gnarled and twisted by the tempest's broath; an old picket
fence, some panels broken down, others leaning; n rustie
enbin on the hillside—all these things, and many more, over-
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look a erystul lake on which a lone swan is floating, which
in an instant is accompanied by o score of its mates, The
next moment they dive beneath the crystal ripple. The
femes, Lhonse, trecs, hills—all, all tumble headlong into that
sea of glass and dissppear, and all is dosert waste again, In
o short time noother seene appears before him, just is strik-
ing, but entirely different. This is illusion—a magnificent
trick played on the retina of the human sye by refleetion
end refraction, the theory of which is more easily talked
about than explained.

Much of life's jor and heartache, its sunshine and shadow,
is merely o suspended mirage—an llusion. Muny of our
plins—our air cnstles and our rosiest hopes—ars only a
ploy upon the imagination ; and, before we pre expeoting it,
they tumble over into & mystic sea, o lake of tears, Tlow-
ovor, muck in life i real, and we ghould cauntionsly draw
the line of distinetion.

We zee lukes and oceans on whose blue bosoms we watch
the ships sailing smoothly u while, then plunging madly
over the rolling waves; we see homes happy o little whils,
then transformed into demon hovels,

On life's vast, outstratehed prairie or desert may be somn
places of resort. where man indulges in all kinds of naroot-
ios, intoxicants, vile langmage, and many other evils. Ha
usually resorts thither long after the sun bids him good nighs
and * the curtaing of night are pinned back by o star™
“ Full glasses are carried to the table, empty ones are car-

ried back ™ (as sugpested by Pomeroy)., Time is BquAT-
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dered, cards are shuffled, money ie wagered. The foul-
soented room becomes smoky ; the Inmp begine to blush az the
red eves, the doll broins, ond the conrse storfes wld, The
clock points its busy finger to twelve; but his brain is too
aloudy, his eye too dull, to gee it.  Just over yonder in that
[itfle hut i= o hearthroken woman, worn and weary with her
waiting, Night after night she hos been thos deprived of
rest, until that onee beautiful face is pallid with care.  * The
elock in the steeple ptrikes one™  * His papa tom 77 asks
the baby girl, arousing from childish slumber, * No, lit-
tle pet; lie still and go to sleep,” repliea the mother, fore-
ing  cheerful tone.  The little innocent returng to slumber
lund, leaving “ mamma * again watehing wl weepinge alons,
Two o'clock, three o’clock! Hush! There are footateps on
{ho wallk, but listen to the heart throbs In that woman's
bosom | Those footsteps are not eteadv.  She slyly poeps
throngh the broken window blinds ; gees his realing, tottering
form ; henrs hiz bitter oaths as e stumbles oves the broken-
down gate. e “ bangs " against the barred door, which
sho musf open at his rothless bidding. He staggers into
the room, eursing her for the very darkness hie has cansed
by oot providing material for light and by driving every
spark of radiance from her once bright soul. The rest of
the seene we leave o your imagination.  Will some friend]y
# go-culled *science’ ™ happily come to our relief and say
this is only an illusion, not a reality 1

Yonder is o splendid home, with charming environments,
The triplet sisters—Love, Humility, and Sunshine—idwell
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there, and Happiness there makes ber abode.  Tn the ehady
lawn we see some rustic seats, on which two lovers git and
chat and quietly plan for the future.  They are surrounded
by grass plots end fragrant flowers and cheered by the adrial
choir, We eount two more years s they are marked on
the great cnlendar; we see these rustic sests transformed
into a little damp, eold grave; we bohold these same twa
lovers, now mourners bowing over the lowly mound. A
littla lstar wa see the gilken lace and fine embroidery of that
lovely troussenu transformed into a shroud or burial robe.
The same nimble fingers that twe years ago played the wed-
ding march for these two levers now eoftly ncecompany the
voioes that sweetly and touchingly sing * Some Sweot Day ™
and * Denth i= Only a Dream; ™ the same hands that so
lovingly arranged the bridal areh now sadly fasten down the
ooffin 1id ; those who acted as nshers at the hymeneal aliar
now tonderly bear the wife's beauntiful casket to the hearse;
the sume livery outfite that with quickened step brought the
bridal poarty to the church now elowly and solemnly take
them to the * silent. eity "—* funeral marches to the grave,”
There is only one lover now, snd he is 8 sad mourner over
two little mounds,  Ts this illusion, or is it reality §

We see another family cirele broken, a front room whoss
atillness is heavy and terrible with death. Listen! A si-
lemt step, careful breathing, “ low whisper as the sheat is
turned back to show the once warm lips now cold and blus
in death ™ (Pomerow), Tho erowd of mourners, the slow
procession to the grave, the hollow rattle upon the eoffin—
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all come before us in detail like a panorama. We hear the
new-mads widow's sobs and the children piteonzly calling:
“ Father! O, father!™ DBut there are some who sy this
is mere illnsion. If ao, life iz on illusion; death, heaven,
and torment pre illosions. Sueh idess ore certainly illuo-
eione, and those who cherish them are complicated illusiona
of the queerest kind. Troe, * many a ghost has proved
to be a shadow ; many a mountain, but a luke of fog." Tm-
aginntion has much to do with onr ¥ upe and downs ** in this
life, and our minds ean be controlled somewhat by our wills;
but the world is deeeived by many false notions and false
theories, the chiefest of which is infidelity, with all ite kin-
dred troupe. Doubtless there are millions of ideas yet to
be borm; but certainly none of them will be more incon-
sistent, more eontrndictary, more ridieulons, than some of
these, und no doubt mony of them will be the offspring of
these,

What do such idess promise a man that is elevating
him or in any way beneficial ! What promise of heaven is
vouchsafed thereby ! They may promise much, but it is like
promising a ehild an apple when yon cannot give even a sead.
They build nothing; they tear down everything. “ Shake
a rattle box before purchasing.”™ The child will buy it
hecanse of its goy stripes, when probahly it doee not oon-
tain enongh shot, gravel, dry peas, or common sense to make
n respectable “ rattle.” So with many man-made theories.
Some {and, strange to sy, soma with more than ordinary
intelligenes) will grasp them for their “ gay stripes " and
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becanss they are © pomething new.” Esch will have be-
lievars and followers, no matter how inconsistent or eontra-
dietory its theory, no matter how gmall the goal to which it
aspires, Wea ghould # ehoke ™ it and see if it containg enough
of God's truth to © mitle™ 1f not, we shonld bory it desp
in the darkest oblivion and plant the tree of faith, hope, and
love om its grave. Erdong the Christian graees will spring
up thereon, will bud and bleesom and yield rich froit a
hundredfold. Let the tomahawk and the battleax of the
infidel, with which he has so long been fighting the causa
of our Redeemer, be buried with him. Death will put an
end to his claims by and by; and when he renlizes he is
rushing through its partals, doubtless he will exclaim, as a
renowoed infldel of the past is said to have exclaimed, with
remorse: 0 God, if there be a God, have merey on my
- soul, if T have a soul!™ No wonder Panl admonished :
“Let him that thinketh he standeth take heed lest he
ﬂILﬂ

Tima is too precions to waste in investizating thess ab-
surdities which lead the mind from God and from a love for
hig conse. We should surmount fhese erroneons theories,
walle over thesn, step on a higher plane for above the mirgge
of the prairie or the desert waste, and from which we ean
look acrose the mystic beyond to the colmination of God's
love.

Tne youth's favorite toy: His father’s pockethook.
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“WATCH—BE READY!"

His countenmner was pleaging and familiar; his move-
ments, groceful; his appearance, majestic. It seemed
that she recognized his face, so calm, yet so carnest; but
her eves soon rested on that beautifnl bammer suspended
ghove his uplifted hande,

O, that wonderful * banner ™ (if sueh we may eall it)!
How it enraptured hor gaze! It enchanted her very sonl.
Never had she seen anything half so beautiful. The most
gifted tongue or pen ean nover find lnnguape to deseribe it
Bhe gnzed with delight, sha wondered, she admired. How
could anything be so lovely ! It was transparent, though
eomposed of all the brightest and most attractive eolors,
like some fantastically-arranged stained-glass window; like
the most elogant and marvelous constroction in mosaic in-
terspersed with beautiful flowers and with bright, plitter
ing, blinking, twinkling stars; like a magnificont rainbow
all in & quiver, extending from east o west athwart the
globi; like the sublime display of lights sha had witnesesd
at the Tennesmee Centennial; like the finest wires of spun
glaes, all colors, woven into the most intricate gauze and
hanging in midair like some beautiful snspended mirage
The background was darker, thus displaying to better ad-
vantage the brilliant colors and those stars and flowers of
indeseribable beauty.  She stood enchanted ; sho gazed with
ecetasy. It tarried long before her enraplured vision,
though she constantly feared it would depart.

But thiz was not all. Tt presented in large, distinet lat-
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ters of exquisite beauty the expressive and impressive in-
eaription : * Watch—TDe Ready 1™

It was a dear old Indy who witnessed this exquisite dis
play. She read the striking words, then exslaimed: * O,
the ndvent, the advent!™ The eight produced peculiar
feslings of mingled jov and grief, She thonght it sigmified
the speedy approach of o great Overseer, who, for soma
eanse, would require exnetness in the arrangement of each
bome. Foremost in her mind wes the thought that the
house must be eleaned up and evervthing put in perfect or-
der, Tt must be “gwept and garnished ™ was the idea s
foreibly impressed on ber mind, Bhe felt sure mueh,
very mmeh, lied to be done in order that all might © be
veady.” Bhe thought the lnnguage indicated thers was
something each eould de, and st lewst a litile time should
be granted ; that the space between words denoted time in
which to prepare.  She also realized that this warning was
for the whole woerld, not for a special few. Having no par-
ticular preparation to make for hersalf, her affairs being ol-
ready in order, she went to work in earnest trying to nssist
others, Bhe resmmed the spirit, strength, and sctivity of her
vouth, and rushed fivst into o room ocoupied by some young
ladies. Three times she lowdly called the inmates by name,
bt they were in such commotion they gave no heed what-
ever, They were all talking exeitedly. At one moment
they were elupping their hands as if in delight; at the next
moment, wringing them ag if in agony. In no way could
ghe ntiraet their attention in the least. Mo wonder, Their
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clothes, and even their beds, were tumbled in leaps over
thue Mo ; “eyvelone footprints™ wero on the dresser and man-
tel ; dust in mournful abundanee had settled on everything.
No wonder the girls wers exeited, for that room must be
“ gwept nnd garished,” and they musi * wateh—be ready,™
This loving old ¥ grandma ™ was devoted to these hoeed-
less girls, and wanted to help them make their room tidy;
but ne every effort to attraet their attention was in vain
and she knew there was no Hme to lose, she loft them and
hastened to the bove” room,. O, boys! Your room, your
room! It musi be *swept and garnished ! '™ she eried.
“You musi be ready!™ But—lo!—tha boys wers pone,
could nowhere be found. Denr grandmother was shoeked
at the terrible confusion that hers met her gnee, and waos
overwhelmed with anxiety; for ghe loved the bove much,
and would hnve froely given the remnant of her life to have
had them “ rendy.” Bhe worked faithfully tryving to get
things better arranged. There was such a quantity of dirt
and trash and nseleas “ plunder ™ it wonld never do to toss
it in the yard; yet it must be removed from the room, for
she was gtill haunted by “ must be swept and garnished.™
Being pressed for time, she decided ehe must roise part
of the floor and let some of the rubbish fall through in order
o make respectable space for the remainder. Bhe grow
still yvounger and stronger in her efforts, and worked with
the life, epirit, and ease of a yonth instend of & persom on
the threshold of ninety. At Iast she wos oversome  Her
ptrength failed before the work was completed, Just a:
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she wis giving down from exhaustion and exeitemont she
elapped her tender hande so hard it aroused her from her
exciting dresm.

For several weeks she would oftem tell thiz drewen with
deop emotion—not that she is superstitions, believing erro-
neouely in signs and dreams, but becanse it a &0
wory much like reality, bore such vivid semblanee to actual
life,

Application: A besutiful banner is ever bafore us, bear-
ing the pathetic warning: * Watch—DBe Heady!™ It ia
puinted on every sutumn leaf; the waving grass bespeaks
its motto; it e suspended from every cloud and rofleoted
from every billow. The diamond dewdrop bears this mes-
sage: “ Like me, you will scon pass away; thesafore
“wateh—be ready '™ The everchanging eesgons remind
us of this, and we see the same depicted on the faces of our
loved ones departing. Iho we carefully observe the inscrip-
tion? Do we heed its mesaage?

“ There's a great day eoming by and by, when the saint
and the sinner shall be parted right and left "—a great day
of assortment, when the rubbizh must be eleared sway.
Preparation should be made.  But little is needed by eome;
by others, much. * Wateh—be ready!™ or there will be
much confusion and anguish when the ¢all is given—doubi-
less much more than is expected. Many in that * groat
doy " would gladly raizse the * floor ™ and hide the rul-
hish of their lives; indeed, many will sy to the rocks, hills,
and mountains: ¥ Fall on us and hide vus from the great,
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impartin]l Judge!™ Many would like to floe feom him,
b abeent when he comee, and thus escape judgment by not
being present at roll call. Each of us ghould take warn-
ing and keop his house ¥ swept and garnished.” This Liv-
ing, moving, breathing house—the tempornl sbode of the
soul—should be freed from the rubbish of evil habits nnd
wieked works and garnished with pure thoughts and right-
eous living. We should ever * watch—be roady.”™

SECRET FIRE.

Ome of our grates appeared somowhat greedy and took
upon itself too large a supply of conl—more than it could
care for; so part of it rolled off on the floor. But was that
alll! Noj the coal had influence. It wos alive and active,
and nt once began to make a strong impress on the floor, -
which gently, but steadily, yielded to its power, PBurning
through the floor and the lathing just below, it was checked
by the plastering. A few buckets of water were dashed
on, and we thought the good work was done—the fire extin-
guished ; but, placing my ear to tha floor, T heard a low,
distant roaring. Like an undermining fiend, the sly flame,
unable to affect the plastering, had changed its eourse
and tried another plan—had nsed the flooe, joists, and plas-
tering o8 a flue; and, thus pent up, it had made ita way
nine feet to the wall. Had not its sly misehief been dis-
ecovered and arrested, within five minntes the residence of
R, P. Meeks would have been in Anmes. Stroke sfter
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siroke, with great rapidity, the heavy ax was applied by
#wift and willing hands until the seat of mischief was dis-
eoversd and the troubls overcome. Thanks to the dene lit-
tn telephone girl and to all the other willing halpears,

We frequently act like that grate. We receive and try
to appropriate to ourselvee more of this world’s bountics
than we meed or deserve, more than is really best for us
An overnbundunee is often worse than searcity. The motto
of fire and water seems to be: “ Use me, but do not abuse
me"” They are excellent sorvants, but tyrammienl mastars,

This fire bogan in the upper story.  Sin does not always
first tempt the lowest principles of our character, but fre-
quently attacks our highest and noblest characterisiios and
bringe us down, down, down. When the tempter finds he
oannot overcome one point in our notuee he leaves that,
like the fire left the plastering, and purspes some other
ecourse,  Sin, like & emoldeving five, often attacks us when
and where we are least expeating.  Its ravages are steady,
and sometimes rapid, until arrested by an antidode. Tt
works on the sly. Often we think the mischisf small and
perhaps overcome; but the deceiver is ereoping along elyly,
and is stendily undermining our constitutions, dispositions,
moril and spivitual characters,  As the first bucket of watee
prut ont all apparent fire, g0 we moy ofton easily cover all
the apparent evil gin has wrought without putting a stop
to ita secret ravages. Weo mmst sirike with the sx of truth
nutil we reach the seat of mischief—the heart—and there
apply the never-failing autidote.
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“ Behold, bow great a matter a little fire kindlath!™
As Dante says: * From o little spark may burst o mighty
flame.” A large flame enme near being kindled from that
small piece of eonl,  Only a littla harsh werd, but it pierces
tonder hearts like a poisoned arrow and burns like seeret
fire; only a loving word, but the kindly spark is kindled
in the soul of n wayward youth, ennsing him to stop his
downwurd course and turn his steps heavenward, Each
individual has influence over eome one, and frequently that
influenee is spreading when he is not aware. It may be a
nettle seed which will yield a large crop of piercing thorns,
or it may be the swoet honeysuckle to cheer the sick room
with its beauty and fragrance,

The dozen buekets of water thrown on the fire greatly
damaged the plastering, paper, carpet, ste., in the room
below., Rebuoke for sin must sometimes ba so severe s to
greatly mortify the receiver and ofthers. In ocur great ane-
jety to save our house, mueh more water was used than was
absolutely necessury, becunse we could not tell exsetly where
to pour it and how much, Bo in onr intertse zeal in trying
to save a person's soul from torturing flames we may use
more persuasion and ressoning than necessary, for ofien
it is hard to combine zeal and discretion in proper propor-
tion. But a8 no one ia offended ot the overplus of water,
g0 the sin-sick soul should never become offended or dis-
gusted at the healing balm, though sometimes administered
in unpleasantly large quantities

Half of the floor in one mom had to be torn up, removed,
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and ancther floor lnid in ite stead.  In the moom below, the
stove, pians, and other heavy articles were hastily moved
out of danger, and some little crnamental furmislings were
utterly ruined by the water. By spiritual investigation
soetimes fully half of what Is popularly regarded as sound
doctrine—spiritual fAoor or fonndstion—is proved either
to be spurious or to contain some hidden element of de-
stroction. In such cases it must either be torn up and re-
placed by something that beare divine sanction or the de-
stroetive element must be eradicated by the penetrating
beams of Heaven's truth. Many times, also, we may be
found in dengerons places, and shonld move or ba moved
in orler o escape the impending doom, although, like re-
moving the stove or the pisno, it requires stremgth and
presence of mind to do the work right. At the same time
we are compelled to saerifice miny of our preconceived
ideas, opinions, and preferences (like those small, inferior
decorations) in order to give our attention to weightier mat-
tars,

We continued our regular work, ignorant of the secret
ruin going on in our own honss, until almest too late.  Often-
times persons are very intent af their daily In.ﬂ.lil'l' igmo-
mant or regardless of the secret rnin being wrought by sin
in their own households among their own children snd sther
loved omes.  'We did net know so well how to appreciste
our home until we thonght it wes about to be immedintely
swopt from us.  Thus it iz with every other blessing of 1ife.

After the fire seemed extingnished, the low, mournful
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o
roaring and erackling indicated danger still. Often in life
when all sepms wall with us, if wo will place our ear to the
warning trumpet of God's truth, wo shall hear the pleintive
peals tolling vs of lurking danger.

In a few moments after our telephone message reached
the eollege and town our house and yard were well filled—
students, teachers, merchants, workmen; young men, old
men—all willing and anxious to lend o helping land.
When we see a soul in as imminent danger as wos our house,
do we show as grest anxiety about it amd try ss hard to
resrne it from the threatening lake of flames? A soul is
of fur moro valoe than many hounses, and we shonld man-
ifest mueh more anxiety to save it

During oor little fire excitement it never once entered
my mind that our house and its furnishings were insured
against fire ; and I theught if the house burned, all wonld be
lost.  For twenty-one years we had been carrying heavy in-
suranca, which appeared to be a needless expense, as we had
nover demanded a penny from the company during that
time; but since they have so nobly come to oor relief and
willingly repaired the damage, we feol indesd grateful
to them and thonkfol wo had placed cur home in their
eare.  There is a groat Tnsurance Company we would like
to recommend to all—one that never “ breaks ™ or fails to
comply with ite contracts. The firm consists of Father,
Bon, and Moly Bpirit. The expenditure is small; the
terms, reasonable; and the reward, not twothinds of the
value of property lost, but the mmtire amount multiplied
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by infinity. We all have acesss to the great insuranes Guide,
wnd eun essily ascertain and comprehend the terms wad
poy the fee. When Death touches the objects of our affec-
tion : when with iron grasp he seizes even those wo feel suro
are prepared for the realms of blise, we, for the time,
seem to aotually forget or lose sight of the insuranca, The
future then looks dismal, the suble curtain has fallen and
exclided the light, and we feel like all ie lost, until re-
minded of the great Insuranee Company that will stand
firm by these who never fail to keep their dues thoroughly
paid up. Had we permitted our insurance to lapse, even
the very day before the fire, the company would have been
oxcmpt from nssisting ns.  Let os bewore and not loave
off our eontract with the company in heaven, even one day,
one hour, lest during that unguarded time Death ghould
eall and find ua unprepared. We may oarry heavy insur-
aned on our homes a lifetime and never realize any benefit
therefrom, but to every rational being there is certain to
pome & time when he will need the protection of heaven's
relinhle firm, withont which all will be sternally lost.

Our houses are in constant dahger of fire; our physical
ponstitntions are in danger of baing underminad by stealthy
disease; our spiritual characters are in imminent danger
of being demoralized by the erafty workmen of our dread-
ful adversary. Therefore, “ What T say unto you I say
unto all, Watch,”

Different thinge by which our house was saved from fire:

1. By the smoke pushing ite way throngh unseen erevioes
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in the wentherboarding, thus indicating imminent dan-
i

2, By mother and danghter turning aside from regular
work (o ghake some matting, thus discovering the smoke,

3. By a thoughtful daughter's quick observation and at
tention,

4. By the telophone.

§. By the rapid steps and faithdul, steady, enrnest work
of a stout, willing, and anxions man.

. By the ax.

7. By water,

It was not by any one of these alone, but by the harmo-
nions eooperntion of all. Thus no certain charneteristie
along 1= the embodiment of tree manhood or womanhood,
but the harmonions blending of many, such as patience,
humility, determination, integrity, love, and cbedience to
divine precepte.  Fdueation, true and genuing, is not only
a fair knowledge of cither mathematics, language, or arts,
but & happy union of these with practies] atlainments.
Likewise, all of God's requirementa must be observed in
onder to save the sonl.

MEMORIALS,
[(Read in Sooday school nt the Georgie Robortsom Christian
Collage. )

Mesontst—~—that which perpetuates memory, that which
preserves remembrance,

Gently raising the misty curtain that hides sixty cen-
turies, we are permitied to witness the unveiling of many
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rewarkable monuments, for memorinl institutions are as old
ae time,

Erch day's work in ereation wos o memorial of God's
unlimited power, o ealled forth Hght, and at his bid-
ding the infant earth in trivmph arose from her eradle of
abseurity, shoak off hee dark mantle, and in her aiirial ehar-
iot begmm to ride throngh the heavens in her destined path,
a gublime memento of his handiwork, The mysterions
firmament, like n wondrous sea of gloss arched above us;
the dry land, the surging billows, each giant onk, each blade
of grass, each star that “ blinks ™ its eye in that unlimited
space above, the sun that in grandeur rules the day, the
moon that modestly veils her foee in his presence, each
gilvery inhabitant of the deep, sach denizen of the air, sach
creeping thing, each beast, each member of the hwman kind,
is a commemorative work ever portraying the hand divine

(liding down the centuries, we find man erecting monu-
ments in memory of certain events. Jacob's altar at
Bethel, the stone that pillowed hiz weary head as he fled
from his enraged brother and on which he was sleeping
when in dreamland be beheld ile Indder reaching heaven ;
the altar of rude stones at Mizpah, construoted by Jacob
and his father-in-law, Laban, as a tokon of reconcilistion;
the great Jewish passover, in memory of protection from the
glanghtering smgel; the twelve stones from Jordan's bed,
constroeted into an altar to preserve remembrance of the
dry passage acroes the afterwards historic stream; Solo-
man’s temple, that marvel of architecture—all these, and




MeMoRIALS. 237

muny more, are unveilsd when wa peer through the pages
of sacred lore.

Apain, thes marvelous Epyptinn pyramids, stll sleltier-
ing the dust of departed kings, bespeak the memory of more
than forty centuries. Every gravestone that lifts its hoad
above the sleeping sod is n memorinl. Think of the nu-
merons memorinl churehos—the * Chureh of the Nativity,”
at Bethlehem; the ¥ Garficld Memorinl Chuwreh,” ot Wash-
ington ; und many, so many, others. Our beloved Amer-
ien i esteemed in memory of Columbus; our proud repub-
lie, of Washington. Christianity, or tha chureh of Gud,
iz a memorial of our risen and pscended Savior, The
Lord's Supper is a monument, the unveiling of which brings
freah before cur minds the fact that Jesus disd for we.

It is in the power of all to erect memorial stones, sither
to their eredit or to their dishonor. Abenlom raised for
himself, in the king's dale, s pillar, which he said was to
perpetnate his memory—to leep his “ name in remem-
brance.” After his nntimely death, his body was east * into
g great pit in the wood, and [they] Indd a very great heap
of stones upon kim ™ to hide him from the idle gase of
passers-hy and doubtlesa to keep his grief-stricken father
from finding hie mutiloted remaine.  Tow striking the con-
trast between these two memorinl pillars! The most e
during monument orected by Abealom was his wicked con-
gpiraey agninst his futher, Who envies such remembrunes !

The child on the seashore builds a high monument of
sand. The tide rises and sweeps it away; it is gone
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Agmin, he begins to roll o ball of snow. Targer and larger,
and still larger, it grows, until he must look up to see its top.
The sun smiles on the beautiful plaything, which, in turn,
reflects Lis brightness, like myriads of sparkling dimmeonds.
He merrily kisses it n fow times; it foels his warm breath ;
it is gone. Such is life. Much of our monument build-
ing ie without enleulation, without “counting the eost™
The tide sweeps it away. It cannot endure the wormth
and light of investigntion. Time melts it; it iz no more
Fot thus with the monument erected by the beloved Mary,
of Bethany. It ahall last forever. The Egyptian pyramids
ey said not to be so tall, by soveral foet, as they were centao-
ries ngo.  The solid rock, in constant nse, will wear awsy.
Even the “ rock of Gibraltar ™ has doubtless been somewhat
worn by the lushing, dushing, and splashing of the briny
waves for aix thonsand years. But the memorial of this
woman, humbly anointing the Bavier's feet in token of
her loving trust, is growing stronger, higher, brighter; and
this day (April 9, 18097, at this very hour, doubtless thou-
sands, if not millions, of children and adults are zing at
this glorions monument, concerning which her Friend and
Bavior anid,  Bhe hath done what she eould ; ™ and, * This
« « « ghall be spoken of for a memorial of her"™

Every rational being ean bnild a monument that will
reflect eredit even after the builder shall have ceased to
live, the grandest and most enduring memorial being a
life of usefulness. Behold this splendid collage building
in which we are to-day assembled and which we so highly
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prize! Tt has recently been erected in memory of a young
lady we held in high esteemn—one we fondly loved ; a pure,
lovnble charneter ; o devout young Christian whose will waa
to do her Master’s bidding. As I turn toward that bean-
tiful faco—ihat lovely pieture hanging yonder on the wall—
I think of the time T first met her, a charming littls girl of
oleven, Then my mind moves along year after year. T
goe her as she grandly develops into voung womanhood,
her life all the whils manifesting o kind of sserednces un-
venal for one of her yeara Just as she reaches twenty-
one, that beautiful life i¢ gently removed from this land
of “bittersweat.™ Hut is she dend? Her body quietly
gleeps in o sacred nook near that loved and honored home;
we feel sure her spiritunl self is safe in our Father's love;
but her influenes still lives nmong ve, and she, * being dead,
vet speaketh "—speaks through this buoilding; speaks
through this sehool, ehoreh, anil community ; speaks of the
Bavior's sacrifice, the Father's love,

Time speeds on. If nothing interfercs, students will
eontinme to go forth from this, the Memorial Hall of the
Goorgie Robertsrn Christian College—many of them, to
instruet the yonth in seience and arts; many others, to pro-
elaim the gospel of truth, peace, and love. To this large
assembly of students lot me kindly suggest: When you ore
tempted to forsake the Lord or in any way bring reproach
upan his great name, think of the sweet-spirited young lady
whose influenee is here perpetunted ; think of her fidality
to the canse; and think of this school, an echo of her
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ghort, but grand, life. Be assured that while living hes ex-
ample was well worthy of imitation, and doubtlesin ber
death she accomplished still more. “ She hath dose what
she ennld,” and, * being dead, yet speaketh.™

Long live this, the memorinl of Mizs Georgie Robertaon |

A TRIBUTE OF LOVE
(To o newly-wadded pair.)

Twao streamlots issue Trom n mountain side. Down the
elopes they gently wend thelr eonrse in separate channels,
By some means they at length begin to flow neaver together,
then further apart, still furthes ; again, nearer and nearor,
until they wnite and Jow as one.

In the central plaing of our fair country two lives start
forth near the seme time and run in separate channels, like
two brooklets, independent of and strangers to each other,
now ooming nearer, now in sight (in the same student
band), then swerving and going ssunder, again drowing
nearer, #lill nearer, until they are united in purpose, in
beart, in love, in name, to gently wend their way—the twain
made one—until they reach the m_:rstin river. These two
young lives are embodied in the forms of two of my friends,
and to them T in love affer this nnpratentions tribute.

Two lives combined, two hearts made one. In every
instance this is o striking ovent, at the same time touched
with eadness, Sinee you have ench selected the other as
the one with whom you desire to spend your remnining days,
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oo that eaclh works to the interest of the other.  Maorriage
is either o blessing or a curse, a step upward or downward,
As to whish it proves to be with you, mueh depends upon
your future conrse. Marringe has been quaintly called “a
world-without-end bargnin; * and, in the language of Long-
fallow,

“As unto the bow the cord I8, B0 unty mon 18 woman.

Though abe draws hin, sbe obays him;

Though sho leada him, yet sha followe—
Uselesn smch withowt the other.™

Tt has alzo been said:

“0f enrthly gooda, the bost is o good wife;
A bad, the biterest corse of human Hie'™

We trust this young wife will, as suggested by Byron,
“Be the bright rainbow o the storme of 110,
Or the svenlng beam that smiles the elonds Awny
And tints to-morrow with prophetic my.®
Regarding man as the head, we hope this “ head " will
always be properly balanced, with ears ever ready to hoar
and heed the calls of duty, with eyes loeoking toward that
which is homorable and right, and with tongue ever ready
to spenk words of cheer to the discomeolate nnd praises to
the Giver of all good. Considering woman the neck that
turns the head and bolds it in ploes, let this * neck ™ sea
that she never tries to hold the © head ™ in the wrong place
oF tirn him astray,
It iz best that there be harmony in your ages—mnot one
looking forward from the standpoint of youth, the other
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looking backward upan his threescore and tm. You hove
this harmony, the min being ons year the senice. Thore
ghonld always be harmony in religions views—"' not nn-
equally voked {ogether.” Solomon’s wives worshiped idals,
and dragged him down. You have sweet harmony in reli-
gious sentiment, each of you in early youth having necepted
the Book of Truth as your only spiritunl guide, Clirist as
your great Leader, and his onme (end that only) as the
one to distinguish vou from the world. This feature you
will appreciste wore and more as the vears go by, It does
my heart good to know von both are daily and unbinesd
renders of the word of God. When the earth ean bud and
blogsom without the sun, them, and not il then, ean the
world prosper without the Bible.  In order to be congendal
eompanions, there should also be harmony in your disposi-
tions, your aspirations, your affections. This beantiful
harmony can, to 0 very great extent, be eultivated. If one
of you has peculizr notions or habits repulsive to the other
and which profits you nothing, frue love will prompt you
to sncrifice those notions or hahits for each other's sake
Congeniality is o creature of education, and one of its beat
tenchers is compromise.  Never sporifice prineiple, however,
for the sake of compromise, or disregard your properly-
trained comvietions; but aveid everyvthing thet tends to
harehmess, and do not cling to a fruitless opinion just for the
gake of maintaining your position. Thers are so many wn-
happy marriages. Such lives run in separate channels—
eometimes near each other, then swerving and flowing asun-
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der, parted by strong barriers. This is frequently coused by
not obsorving the little courtesies that polish life and make
it huppy. Never disregard these little things, Home is
the place to practice them.

Honor each other with esteem, confidence, praise, and po-
liteneee. Do not be afraid to express your spprobation.
Your eulogies may rusf out, but will never wear eut by use
Let each try to always avoid doing anything that will est a
shadow aeroes the other's path. Many do this by unkind
insinuations and thoughtless remarks. There is also much
—0, so much —in the tone. Even kind words uttersd in
a eold or gruff tone fall like razors upon the temder heart
af love, espeeially from the lips that so often hove promised
eweetness, for “to be wroth with one we love doth work
like madness in the brain.” Never permii yourselves to
be eocentric, or peeuliar, in the general sense of the term,
nor to put on an air of indifference, as if vou cared for no
one except your own two selves, Do not be grum, but take
paing to speak kindly to each other, even whem preatly
igruinst your inclinations. As the balmy atmosphere con-
verts the elouds into langhing dewdrops to revive the wilted
flower, so kind words dissolve the rough impulses of even a
stemy heart and raise or reanimate the downenst spiril.
Loving-kindness persisted in will almost melt the jee-cold
heart into penitent tears.

“ Tove iz the loak that linketh noble minds: fuith is the
koy that shuts the spring of love.,” If you love sach other
tenderly, truly, your very frowns are fairer to each other
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than the smiles of others, Then how gquickly would each
heart of love bo darkened by the other’s shadow! You
could endure a harsh word from any one clss botter than
from your other self. Tt would bé too much like a dagger
hurled from your own hand into vour own bosom.  On the
other hand, as Pope says,

“At every trifling scorn to tnke offpose—
That always shows greal pride or Hitle senpe,”

Do not expect life to be all sunshine, but make as much
shine as possible, and earry it with you, in your lives
and on vour countempnoes. It will do you good and will
inspire others. Cultivate a choary, sweot, lovable disposi-
tion; for * mélancholy tukes wway the appetite, the plass-
ure, and the golden sleep,” while “ eheerfulness swoctons
toil.” Form the habit of being chearful, and when trou-
blea some, you can endura thom better; for

* Bunabine brokes [ the HIL
Thiagh turnsd astray, I8 sunshins 411"

To tha inevitable yield as cheerfully and submissively
s posgible. The strong, etiff ook that will not bend to the
storm may be torn up by the roots ; while the willow, yield-
ing for a little whils, recovers its position and stands erect.
View life from the very brightest standpoint. If you are
mnavoidably in humble eirenmsatances, be consoled by the
thought that “ the seareity of a thing enhanees its valus; ™
if in afluence, remember the poor. Whether in the smile
of fortune or the midnight of gloom, be assured that © pod-

i =
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lineas with contentment is great guin.,™  Real riches do not
consist of “ palatial residencs, broad felds, and waving
grain,™ but of Christian character and good worlks,

Never suffer yourselves to become “moody ™ (O, that most
abominable disposition |)—sometimes all sugar, at other
times tartaric acid; sametimes ready to give or receive a
joke, at other times offended at the slightest one.  * Winter,
lingeving, chills the lap of May,” Then never appear cold
toward esch other, for you will regret it by and by. A
eald, erabbed, or moody disposilion is contagious as whoop-
ing cough, and but few econstitutions are sound emongh to
resist it. Humanity has faolts; a0 neither of yon should
expect to find the other porfect, but should bear with each
other patiently, lovingly, all the while trying to meckly over-
come the faults, IL is troe that © patience is o bitter seed,
but it vields rish feuit,” which will make you rejoios that
you planted it. A kind, affectionate word, uitersd in a
soothing tone, is often like oil cast on the angry hillows;
it is o glorious “ Peace, be still.™ Imitate and encourage
the best characteristics of each other, and try to subdne the
wealmesses. Let il never be snid that either of you has
retrograded by your unfon, bub try to daily add to your
store of useful knowledge and general eulture. Do not con-
gider your education completed ; neither lse your desire
for persomal ascomplishments, thue growing old proma-
turely. You are still young enough to add much to your
intellectual store that will benefit you in years to come.

Be good, do good, be prudent.  Eeonomize, but never be
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stingy, In order to keep within your memns, weigh your
pockethook ; then * gather up the fragments, that nothing
be lost™ Think before acting. Remember the Georgia
adage: * Foresight is a long way abead of hind sight” Do
not run yourselves to death in pursuit of a shadow, which,
when yon reach it, iz n shadow still. We often make the
long, dark shadows that so eruelly hamnt na. It is not the
sun turning from earth, but earth turning from the sun, that
gives us night.  You will find some dark places in life, in
which it will be hard for you to penetrate the gloom ; but
vou know thers must be enough clouds to show the rainbow,
Many a time a deep shadow will fall that you hove not ex-
pected, and will linger long where the sunlight stood be-
fore; and as the leaves aro often dewy with naturc’s tear
drops, your eyes will aften look up through both smiles and
tears, whils your hearts deoop in sorrow,  But each “shadow
owea ita birth to light,” and God’s promises can chase away
vour teare. Do not look for dark spots on life's great can.
vas; but when one is presented 1o you, go fo work and paint
thereon n bright picture. Let the clonds serve only as a
dark margin which will display to better advantage the
brighter colors. Try to make life a8 nearly as possible a
long, perpetusl thanksgiving. When darkness overshad-
ows you, remember it takes durkness to reveal the stams.
“ The sable cloud heals the withersd flowers.™ The rushe
ing storm vividly reminds us of our own weakness and God's
strength; and when we fully realize our own frailty, we
will trust him all the more
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May each of you be to the other as a guardion mngel,
hovering with gratitude over the path of proeperity and
with tears of loving sympathy over the eouch of saffering,
alwnys refraining from aceents of displeasure or looks of re-
proach. Try to make your united lives as nearly as possi-
ble like & snowiflake, which * leaves n mark, but not a stain,™

Remember, earths brightest flowers wre constamtly fud-
ing, and you, too, will pass awny. Let the eross of Jesus
remiain your anchor ) and when life's trials are ended, vour
rest will be sweet, Live so the sun of vour existence, while
softing, will not have to look back upon vou with n blush-
ing face, Moy he not have fo veil his bright counfenance
with regret when, amid his golden glimmerings, he iz ready
to bid you good night. Then, after your tired sun i= sot
and your friends look bock upon your lives, T trust they shall
not have seension to mourn over a somber clond that either
chased your course or *lay erndled near the setting som,"
but shall be enabled to say: “ How fine has been the day,
from dawn to close] *  * Long on the wave reflected Insters
play® 8o may the swest memory of your lives reflost a

brillinnee that will be recopnized in heaven,

CRUSH THAT SERPENT'S HEAD!

Lyrse on my table is o picture of what the Lord doubt-
lese desipned as a man. He somewhat resembles one, and
is clothed Hke o “sort™ of o moen; but his dishevelad,

stringy hair, mottled features, woebegone expression, and
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ludierous posture, while half sitting, half lying on the
ground, indieate that the man proper has departed, leav-
ing only the wreck, He reminds me of the wely * shed *
ont of which the locust or the gracedul butterlly has flown,
Neer him is n beantiful fountain, and on high pedestal is
mounted an attrastive-looking maiden, holding high above
her head n glass of sparkling beverage, whils the other hand
is extended toward him; bot be i in oo low a stupor now
to see her. However, ha holde with firm grasp a large
bottle, out of which arises a deadly flying serpent. Tt Lifts
iteelf up, up, higher and hizher; at last, with endden hend,
it brings its laree head down low over him, its red eyes glur
ing, its alligator mouth open wide, its polsonous fangs pro-
jecting, and its forked twongue almost ready to strike his
head. What imminent danger the man is in! It almoet
makes me shudder; but he slnmbers on in his drunken sto-
por, uneonscions of danger.

He is only a familiar specimen of the ruin cansed by the
mad demon of the eup.  Why not erush that serpont’s head
and stop its deadly work? Buch is not impossible. All
wo need is united effort and proper earnesiness. Instead
of being a unit in this grand work of reform, o few persons,
and only n few, quistly and modestly pssort their opposition
to strong drink, apporently afraid to express their eenfi-
ments in even & loud whisper, lest they should wound the
feclings of some good friend or neighbor or “ lose n ous-
tomer,” while thousands wre continually traveling the down-
ward road and making the strongest offorts poesible to pro-
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mote the demon’s work. Newspapers and other Literary
periodiedle seom afraid to tackle this formidable foe; the
press, the polpit, and the bar handle it o tenderly, n= if
with velvet rloves; whersss we all ahould fight against it,
write against it, and work sgainst it with all oor power.
Wa are simply playing at this work, though the widow and
orphan never cense their pitiful pleading: * Friends of tem-
perance, gave us, or we perish! "

I shall not attempt to give you statistics as to tha tre-
mendons cost or expense of strong drink, for to the multi-
Mied millions of dollars thus worse than Inst T would have
te nidd the loss of time, health, heppiness, friendship, good
conscienee, pence, intellect, character, lifs, and Immortal
goril.  This would make the sum inealeulable. T shall not
tell you of the cheeks it has sonlded, the hearts it has hroken,
the deathbed tortores it hos cansed, the graves it has dog
and filled with vietims; nor of how it is filling our country
with idlemness, ignorance, and poverty; how it is filling our
jnils, penitentiaries, and lunatie asylums; neither of its he-
reditary tendmey—its imposition on offspring; nor of its
hardening, toughening effect on brain and nerves, thus sto-
pefring the senses.  You know all this.  The blood of thosa
murdered by the rum demon eries, as ik were, in pitiahle
pecents from the ground ; and Heaven appeals to we in an-
thoritntive tones: “ Hemove the cursel ™ Strong, earnest
persons have begun the noble work. They ask our aid
Bhall we refuse it? Shall we, a8 n people, sit with folded
hands and silent tongues and permit the enrse to envelop our
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lind? Shall we k=t iis muddening flames spread unchecked
nntil sy meet above our heads §

Young mmn, kindly listen just a moment. When you
took the first * socinl drink,” did you onoe think what a
lomg step you were taking toward perdition? When wvou
jeered at the reeling form, red eyes, and bloated cheeks of
that man just leaving the saloon, did you think you would
ever resemble him§  No, indead ; you valued your charactor
too highly for that. You had been * too well raised,” be-
lomged 1o & * representative family,” and ocoupied too high
n position in the socinl world. Bot vou had plenty of
money, and thought it Jooked social and manly and rather
gave you an air of importanse to take a “ toddy ™ with your
friends and * treat ™ them cecasionally ; in fact, you thought
it wonld leck cowardly, selfish, and narrow-minded to do
otherwize, You were fearful of being called a * termper-
unce erank 7 or a * moody-goody 7 and considered out of the
“ pirele "— not. up”  That old toper onoe thought the
same, but he visited the grogshops, snd thers st in his
dimes and dollars; be visited the billined room, and there
tossed in his twenties and fifties. He is now u slave to habit,
z elave to =in; hie family are poupers; his home has been
sold to pay his whisky debis. Young man of intellect and
merit, bewnre lest you also go beyond redemption] Think
of Bolomon—of his wisdom, popularity, wealth, and social
standing; then think of his downfall! Take warning!
There hos never been a time when a strietly moral, upright
yonng man was more highly appreeiated than at present
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Will yor not turn and be one of that kind? You will re-
joies over the change * some sweet day.”  But you say you
will never bocome a drunkard, will control yourself too well
for that. How do you know you willl If you eannot or
will not manifest self-control in the beginning of the evil,
how ean you expect to de so after the viper has seeure hold
of youl But suppose you never drink “ to exeess, as you
iy, Do you know who iz decidedly the most formiduable
character among the immense multitndes whe drink? Not
the toper: no one will select him ne s eriterion. Tt is the
so-called © reapeetable dram drinker "—the man who drinks
when he pleases, remaing in geod sceiety, nmuses others
with his * wit,"” makes monev, scems none the lass respested,
is probably a ehurch member “ in good standing," drinks
mich more than vou do, yet never becomes what the waorld
ealls o “ drunkard.” He is the character to be most seri-
onaly dreaded.

S0 many exeuses are offered for drinking. A ocertain
man nsserts his liberly, woante to be free; yes, froe, like the
eandls fly—free to fly into the Aames; free, like the une
guided ship—free to dash Leadlong against the terribls
breakers or into the fury of the storm.  Yes, he is free in
many respects—iree from love and respect for himself and
others; froe from the eonfidence of his best friends, or even
his companions at the bese shop; free from nearly all good
habits and good inclinations; free from the swest pasocia-
tions of the pure in heart and the spered inflnence of God's
holy word ; free from the promise of life eternal.  If this be
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ﬁbﬂ]‘t}"r gh‘u mE bunﬂ_n@- ar Ei'l.'ﬂ me death, Omne man comes
with that old moes-covered exeusa that he has lost loved
ones and his sorrow is overpowering him; he must drown
it in drink. Man, stop 8 moment, I beg you! Think!
Are you not fearful that while drowning your serrow you
will alen drown your soul? A quantity of the clement sud-
fisient for one will often answer for both.  Again, is drunk-
ennese the tribute of respect you offer to the memory of your
dear departed® Ts this your bhadge of mourning—a rod
nogef  Did that beloved wife, while dying, request you to
become # drunkard, and thus prepare to meet her in tha
botter land | If sho should now be permitted, with soma
of the heavenly host, to lean over the jasper walls and watch
you recling, stagpering, falling, rolling in the duost, and
hear your vile utterances, would she be proud to say to
these celestia]l watchers: “ That is my beloved hushand 1"
Buppase your children in the apirit land should =oe and
rocogmize you in this eondition, would they be prood (if in
their power) to eall the angels together and tell them: * Yon-
der is our papa?® i

You sav the temptation to drink is too streng for you to
resigt.  Bupposa you knew, positivelv, that each glass son-
tained a sufficient quantity of stryehnine to kill you after
a few hours' indeseribable sgony, would you be able to
resigt itf If eo, this is evidemer that you have the power
to refrain from drink. The exercise of will is what
vou need, It is move potent in effecting o reform than
all the drogs nod other medicines in the world, but its
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negloet has placed o skeleton made by whisky in many e
household, Alexander could econguer the world of wrns,
but could not eonguer his thirst for intoxicants; henee le
filled #n inebriate’s grave. More than two millions of Per-
ginns were eonguered by three hundred Spartans—the re-
gult of famperance,

Whisky mukers and dealers, are you proud of your eall-
ing, outside of the money it brings you! Think of your
responsihility | Yoo know the roin you are working, You
will not deny it.  You know you are desolating homes, mak-
ing widows and orphans, and cansing barefosted children to
ery for bread. Will you be first to supply them! Will
you restore all you have taken from them !

“Just think of the sorrows anid cares,
The heartrending slghs and the fenrs,

OF the words and the blows and the croslest woes,
And then think of ap odeon of feors!™

Notieo the attitudes, hiccoughs, and winks of your Inst
eustomer &8s he leaves your counter! Do not fail to cateh
a fow puffe of his fragramt (1) whizky-tobasceo breath.
Watch him! He hos now fallen hesdlong across thet bed
in the corner in a fit of delirivm fremiens, Go to him
kindly (he is o fine specimen of your work) ; congratulate
him on his wonderful sueeess; then cornestly give thanks to
God, whoee son you are—you Christian (1) rumseller—
for thus prospering your godly efforts. T “spell ™ ia
now wearing off. Toke him up tenderly and stark him
home to his wifs snd children. No; they have no som-
fortable home, as you have; no good fire to take him to,
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and no monsy to provide any (you have their money),
Put him in your own new surrey ; go with him to your own
#plendid home and inte your warm, comfortable family
room, with your wife and ehildren; have your servants to
propare him & good, square meal ; ™ let your wife arrange
her best bed, and yeu place him thereon ; stay right by him
through the varied effects of the sttack ; wait on him like a
brother; and when he becomes sober, take him back to your
guloon ; then repeat your work. Te has paid you bounti-
fully for this kindness, and it is your duty to see that he is
properly eared for, Dut, there! Saloon keeper, “your
gign has fallm down " —a drunkes man on the sidewalk.
Bo brave; go to him; gently 1ift him up; fold your arms
lovingly around him; then prondly exclaim to your hun-
dreds of spoctators: * This is the kind of work done in my
shop! "™
Moreover, my friend, while you are thus voluntarily

dragging vour fellow-men down to the lowest depths of
earthly and eternal degradation, what are your ealm, sericus
ideas a8 to your own foture desting? The poet secms o
woender if God i= partial in.his judgment; therefore he
o "0, righteous God, must drunkards be

Eternally condemned by thee?

Must thery o andliess torment e,

While drunkard makers dwell on high?®

THE EUMSELLER JUSTIFIRD.
“AL, but my voention is legal,” you suy. I have Unels
Sam on my side, und his luwe are based upon the Bible,”
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Are thop—all of them? Where does * Uncle Sam ™
find divine authority for making drunkards? It must be
in one of theas two passages: * Woe unto him that giveth
his neighbor drink { * or, ¥ The love of money is the oot of
-BII ﬂil.”

Yea, you have leense; but for what did you ask when
requesting lieense to gell intoxicanie?  You virtnally asked
for the sanetion of the law not only 1o make other man poor
ihat Fou Illi.E'lkL be made 1'|'1zl]'|r but also to moks drunksnls
of the noblest vouths, young men, hushands, und fathers ;
sanetion of law to moke men slaves and to ruin body and
soul; eanction of law to take the homes, food, and raiment
from helplese women and children; to destroy peace and
happiness in the family cirele and substitute misesy, woo,
wretchedness, and tears; to moke inmates for jails, alms-
houses, penitentisries, asvlums, and places of evil resort;
to make pamblers, burglars, thisves, highway robbers, mue
dorers, and disreputable characters of every other lind.
You ask the sanction of the law to bring men down from
high stations to woree than brutal degradation, then to cast
their souls, with your own, into the regions of everlasting
woe,  Notwithstanding all this, yon brave saloon keeper,
you stand on a high platform of homor, gennine honesty,
nnd uprightness, compared with fhat elass of individoals
(whose nume is “ Logion ™) whoe “on the sly™ (in drug
stores and elsewhere) soll the stuff that converts men into
demons, To the terrible sin of selling whisky they add those
of shamefacedness, estealthiness, undermining deception,
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und outright hypoerisy. Neither does this exeuse the phy-
gician who gives proseriptions for whisky wherse it is not
essentinl.

No doubt vou are proud of your license, for “lieenas "
is your plen. Then take special eare of that paper which
extends to you such wonderful privileges ; keep it ; lock it up
serurely among your choieest treasures; guard it as the ap-
ple of your eye.  When the drmmkard®s homeless and for-
lorn wife and children scme, bungry, half clad, shivering,
weoping, and fall on their knees before you und in heart-
rending tones implore yom not te sell that man more
drink, quickly unlock your eafe of treasures, bring forth the
galfeame paper, and convineo them vour work is lawful.
Make your will. Do not neglest it oo long, for even s
loom keopors die, sometimes.  Tn making that will, be osr-
tain to arrange for this precious dorument—your seloon
licenge—ito be placed in the coffin with you, held seonre by
your cald, stiff fingers, which will then elineh it even mors
firmly than now. When by the Lord you are sallsd upon
in the spirit realm to confront the souls of your vietims,
lose no time ; select o Aest-winged messenger to flit to earth;
let him snateh down that costly rum-bought marble monn-
ment, tear open your handsome ram-bought metallie eoffin,
and thenee bring forth that solfsame precions document,
dingy and aniled with the foul decay of your skeloton
fingers; take it and hurriedly filo in your plen of justifien-
tion ; boldly and fearlesslv lay down your lisense on tha
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bur of the great Judge, and say: “ Here, Lord, iz my au-
therity, lagalized by Uncle Sam.”

Worat of all is “ the power behind the throne ™ that au-
thorizes making and selling this soul destroyer. Woe unto
the volers, who control “the powers that be,” when thoy
do not try to crnsh the bead of the poisonous viper, the
serpent of the stilll! A heathen king omece eaused the
slunghtor of two bundred maidens, that he might mix
their blood with the mortar in ereeting an idol's temple.
The civilized world stood aghast and eontemplated the hor
rille deed with eommingled disgust and iddignation. But
airoeions o8 wis that awfol tronssction, it s not to be o
pared with what the people of our country are doing every
yoar. Dy low we have chartered the erection of a templa
to Bacchus, in the mortar of which 18 yearly mixed the
blood of from sixty thousand to one hundred thousand of
our citizens. “ Tpon this never-coasing slanghter moet of
us are looking with indifference, while many beheld it with
applanse.  The nation iz unmoved by the shrieks of brolken-
henrbed women, and eomplecently liears the wails of erphan
ehildren, In vnin do mothers kneel at the shrine of their
country and extend their hands and tnrn their tearful eyes
to the genins of our govermment, imploring protection
against this devouring god who demands the blood of their
pona, How long, blessed Tord, must this yearly soerifiee
be made to the god of rum " (7. B. Briney.)

Our merchants sot apart deys they eall “ openings.™ On
these daye they malke the very best possible display of their
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goods, and kindly invite everybody to come and ses.  They
are pleasad with their sslestions, and are anxions for the
public to examine them. I would sugeest a rumseller’s
“opening *' day. As in the other instance, written invita-
tions should be sent to the prominent citizens—those you
expact to furnish your trade; ask them to come and exam-
ine your goods and the work you are doing; then presant
all vour dram drinkers and drunkards in the strongest pos-
pible war—in vour show windows, in front of your doors,
on the strects; let vour connters and show cases ba reserved
for those unablé to =it or stand ; have a fivat-clnss phone-
graph to cateh and preserve the utterances of your best sam-
ples; distribute specimens of your best toluceo and best
drink among the most enltured of vour visitors; make the
most striking display possible. This “ opening ™ will sug-
geet to you the idea of a grand rally of all the forees along
your line—a regular Makers,' Dealers’ and Consumers’
Assooiation—which should be held without fail in the very
near future. [ would suggest the mext “July 4™ as an
appropriate Gme for it to begin. Tt would do great mood,
nnd should not be postponed. *No gpecial proparations will
ba required ; your work is always in shape for exhibition.
Beloct one of the most prominent citiee of our republie, and
you ean have o wonderful show, far surpassing that of Chi-
engo, Buffalo, or Parie  Lek every whisky maker and dealer
of every type be there, including every * wild-cat®™ and
“ blind-tiger "' man of our nation ; let their eargoes of infox-
icants be arranged in pyramids reaching far toward the
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skies; send out illnstrated catalogues, showing the magni-
tude of this business, the exteat of its influence, and the
resalt of its work: let the frontispiecs ba n painting—u
home, onee & miniature paradise, now a baunt of wretelsed-
ness.  (For several of the following suggestions I am in-
debted to n newspaper olipping.) Painot & young and besau-
tiful bride at the hymeneal altar, then the wan, wasted
womun, hngring to her heart a babe frightensd ot the ap-
pronch of what wos onee & man; “ paint an empty larder,
a scanty wardrobe, a firaless hearth; paint, if you can, the
misery of that abused wife, trembling as she hears the un-
steady steps of her approsching husband ; open the door;
poe the affrichted woman eronching in the eorner and ward-
ing off the drunken blows that otherwise would fall on her
child; ut length paint Death holding his awful eourt, the
wife and child weltering in blood, and the besottod nssassin
swinging from the gallows of ontraged justiee™ Through-
ont the catalogue give lifelike illostrations of the variouws
work dene by drink; then state that these pictures, en-
lavged and painted troe to life by famous artists, will bo
peent in the various buildings on the sxposition prounds; not
only this, but that the many scenes represented by the paint-
ings will be enacted in reality thers, to betier display the
work of our nation. Do not forget to advertise the Rum-
sollers’ Clontest, in which mmeh pains will be takem to
“ ghow off ™ the moet striking specimens of work.  As some
one has kindly sngrested, let pramiums be offered for the
beat young drinkers and for the best aged drinkers; le!
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the mothers, sistors, and sweethearts of the hoys be present ;
also the haggard wives and broken-bhearted danghtors of old
topers [ they will take o mournful interest in the contest)) ;
let the judges be barkespers who have enticed the men and
boys to drink; to give variety, let other nntions have some
of their best roprosentatives in the contest (you need not
fear their rivalry). Congregate as much of the world as
you ean; then let the comtest begin in enrnest.  When you
have decided upon the suecessful candidnte for drap-drink-
ing honors, pin on his arm a long blue ribbon, dyved in the
anguish and melancholy of women’s hearte.  Go then and
congratulate the weeping mother and the pals, sorrowful sis-
ter and sweetheart in whose hearts hope has died; then
let this champion, with blue ribbon flying, go realing round
the ring for the cheers of the blonted spectators, while the
band plays © Fill Up the Wine Cup,”

Noxt, present. the suceesaful toper condidate.  © Fill him
with whisky until his eyes glare with lightning, with which
he shocks his home and ita ahrinking hearts; until hia flst
is elinched and steikes those he should protect, until his
mouth pours forth curses as a sform clond does the thunder-
claps, until every feature is aglow with the advertisements
of the torment that burns in his breast. When your accom-
plished beast is thus at the height of his debanch, with blue
streamer flying and the preminm bottle of whisky under his
arm, let him stagger around the arena,” fall, rise, then
fall sgain, to the delight of the crowd, while the band plavs
and the glad speotators join in the chorns:
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“ Bhout! the victory, tha victory, the victoryi®

The preminm given the suocessful young drinker is o
Iarge bottle of tears.  Ab, there is some sirmificanes in ox-
hibiting tears in o bottle! Tle holds thie bottle high in his
hand ; goes around the ring again, shouting, * Three cheers
for King Alochol! Three cheers for & woman's tears!”™
while over yonder on a low plutform stands the shriveled
form of a little woman, prematurely gray; and with teem-
bling, but sweet, plaintive voiee, she eoftly sings “A Bov's
Best Friend is Hiz Mother ™ and ¥ 0, Where is My Boy
Tonight!"™ This is immediately followed by a litile gir,
- who touchingly sings * Father's a Drunkard and Mother i
Dead ™ and * O, Father, Dear Futher, Come Home! ™

Some one has further suggestad that all the whisky on
exhibition be gratuitously distributed for the enlivening
of the erowd. Do not forget to exhibit a few of the * lean,
eold beds on which the wives of drunkards lie nightly and
weep; ™ also 8 number of shoeloss feot, and a basket of the
gtale erowts on whieh hungry children subsist, At lust open
n separate inclosure and let there be seen a pile of bones nl-
moet mountain high—bones of nll whoss death has been
enueed by dissipation, Thedr teeth and skulls will be piled
on the tables of the fair. Call around these stands the
wives and children and other relatives of the murdered and
murdering drupkards. Let these relatives present every
whitky maker and whisky seller with o souvenir watch
charm—a asimple tooth from these immense piles of chor
ished relics; and let thess men sontinue 1o wenr them near
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their hearts, and finally give them space in their coffins;
also lot each of these men select o sbull and carry it home to
his wife ss a memento from the “ Whisky Fair” When
the eve prows wenry looking at the testh, the akulls, and the
monntain of bonss, turn a little and let 1t soe thoat erimson
pool. Lt is the blood of the annual * sixty or ono hundred
thomsand.” Now soe that every whisky denlor of every de-
seription dips his pen into that pool of blood, and, in the
presence of the vast assembly, signs this pledge: “T1 will
oontinme to do all in my power to add to this pile of bones
and erimeon pool.”  Just before the president of the nsso-
ciation (whoe is a dram-drinking preacher) dismisses the
throng with a short, eloquent prayer, thanking God for the
wonderful proeperity of the preat liguor traffic and pray-
ing that its powers may still be extended, lot him be pre-
sented with n lorge, hendeome painting—a simpls reward
for his faithful services during this great rally, as well as
for his lifelong example which has done so much to encour-
age drink. That this painting may give a faint idea of
the work dome in the business, here are a few suggestions
wou may hand to the skilled artist whe is to paint it * Print
bealth in ruins, hope destroyed, affections erushed, proyers
gilemoed ; paint the chosen seats of patornal eare, of filial
pity, of brotherly love, of maternal devotion—aull, all va-
eant ; paint all the erimes of every stature and of every hue,
from murder standing aghast over a grave which it has no
means to cover down to the dork valley of death peopled
with living eluves; paint home a desert and shame a tyrant;
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paint a landsespe with trees whoea froit is poison and whose
shade is death, with mountain torrents tributary to an ccean
whoss very waves are fire; put in the most distant back-
ground the vanishing vision of a bleesed past, and into the
foreground put the terrible cortainty of an accursed fo-
ture; people the scene with men whose shattered forms are
tenanted by tormented souls, with ehildren upon whoee lips
no smile can ever play, end with women inte whoss cheaks
furrows have been borned by tears wrung by anguish from
breaking hearts. Paint such a picture; and when you are
roady to show it, do not lat in the rays of the havenly sun,
but illuminate it with the glares of the infernal fires, and
ptill your horrible picture falls short of the teath.”

A BROKEN CHAIN.

Every “heart knoweth its own bitternese™  Almost
eviry love chain has its missing links; the household hos its
vacant chairs; each heart has its empty cornees. Mauy s
trunk, burenu drower, and cloest sontains relice treasured
08 almoat sgered becanse they were once handled by fingers
now grown eold,  Go to n home of Tove and ask to see keep-
sukes from dear ones departed, and seme one will show you
n pair of tiny slippers and unfold some dainty little dresses
which “baby ™ vsed to wear. IHere are some of its play-
things; there is its pieture, lifesize, on on easel. A=k
whero is thet baby dear, end the tender mother, too full to
speak, roises hor tenr-dimmed eyes toward heaven.
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Go to another home. Thers you will find a lonely, a de
gerted room, onee made hright by o cheerful, sunny-faced
youth who delighted in calling that his room. There you
will find muny relies of his boyhood—kespsakes from
friends dearly loved. There are his clothes, hiz hate, his
slippera, his books—all these, and many more, reminders
that the room was once ocoupied by a boy just reaching
manhood, Where is that boy ! Another family chain has
been broken, and he i3 the missing link

Vieit another home, and a dutiful davghter, with aching
heart, will go to an old-fashioned walnut or cedar chest,
taka thevefrom beautiful quilts pieced according to tedions
patterns and counterpanes knit and turfed in antique de-
gigms, showing great skill and patience. * This,” zays the
daughter, ** is the handiwork of the one I was always prond
to eall *my mother,” Her precious fingers beeama tired,
her eyes grew dim, she went to gleep, wo laid her to rest in
the old churchyard yonder.” At thiz moment the father
enters, with an old-fashioned daguerreotype, portraying her
benutiful fenlures when young, then points to n portrait
on the wall, the sgame sweet fnoo—this time displaying the
furrowed chesk and wrinkled brow of threescore years and
ten, * This firet,” says the dear old man, with quivering
lip and trembling voios, “ is the darling of my youth, while
this last iz the companion amd soluce of my old ape. TFor
more than half a century our hearte beat as cne, our puar-
poees were one; but now my love chain ie broken, and she
ig one of the missing links"




A BroxeEN CHAIN, 265

Inguire at another home—no; you nead not inguire, only
look. Weeping children are gathered around o heart-
broken wnother, who is bending low over the sinking form
of him =he Joves better than her own life.  Thia besponlks
its own story: it tells who here iz soon to be the seversd
hink.

What canses these vacancies! Deadk.  Weo shun his ap-
proach in onr households and ward him off ag longe as pos-
sible. Phyeicians kindly aid ue in battling againet the in-
troder; but many times all human efforts fail, and, to our
sorrow, the “king of terrors " ia victorious. He enrrica
away objects of our love, leaving our hearts torn and blesd-
ing. In one hounsehold le makes choies of the prattling
babe, and unkindly takes it from its mother’s tender em-
brace: in another he seleote young manhood’s opening bud ;
from the next he takes blooming young womanhood, the
sunlight of home, the wother’s companion. Next, he croops
stealthily under the roof where for half o century hnsband
and wife have lived and loved ; he looks ot the aped eouple—
first ot one, then at the other, o8 if undecided which to toke;
and, almost before we are aware of hiz decision, one has
been tuken, the other is left to mourn.  Bometimes he selects
the ripened sheaf which is heavy laden with golden fruit,
only nwaiting the harvester.

Strange monster this. Sometimes he wrestles long and
hard with the physien] frame before it yields to his over
powering strength ; sometimes he seeme to softly place his
finger on the heartstrings and bid them cease to beat. In
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either ease he is victorious, and, sooner or luter, carries off
the prize, leaving some one to grieve. Thanks to that higher
Power that eonquers even death and deprives it of its venom
sting! The same Power will transform and reunite all the
worthy links and in heaven thers will b e broken chain,

AN UPWARD GLANCE.

As the exquisite painting on the overhend eailing in the
“ grest Orient " is viewed by looking into an immense mir-
ror on the floor to rest the eyea from long looking npward,
g0 wor may look downward and areund ns at Dame Nature's
langhing beanties and see divine power and love, We look
on the placid bosom of o erystal lake and sce trees, clonds,
sun, moon, and stare duplieated in the water; we behold
their portraits in the deep.  We often see heavenly splendor
by reflection; for, a8 Young says, “ Nature is a glass, re-
flecting God.” But these are mere shadows. By looking
downward we can never see the real ohjects they represent;
they are abore us. Weo cannot reach them, but we may en-
jov their light amnd beanty more by looking npward,

There are times in life when it seems to us that ¥ every-
thing goes wrong.” The little shadows ncroes our paths
bilend into one broad, dense one, and oor way seema—0, &0
dreary!  Have we ever thought of it—that this is because
wo confine our vision too near ourselves? These feclings
often haunt vs even when we are doing well and are sur
ronnded by the very individunls we most fondly love. We
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often eomplain of our environments when we sould seareely
give one remson why., How much wiser and nobler to re-
maove the film from our own eves, then look up higher]! Tn
the beantiful sky of blue no siain or clond eppears; all the
elouds we see are confinad lo the atmosphere surrounding
us.  When everything goes right and life seems bright, we
ean walk in the lizht and cheerfully obey the Lowl. When
only elonds are in sight and sorrows deepen with the nighs,
if we will look abore for the light and still gladly, though
tearfully, obey, we will feel an inward happiness even amid
pdversity.

When sed duys are ours; when gloom and despondeney,
us sable eurtains, drape our hearts, two maidens, as it were,
will stand leside us, ench holding a cup and enticing us to
drink. The first, with sighs and monns and tears and trom-
bling hund, presents her eup and beseoches: “ Drink, and
be mine! ™  The other, with steady hand, radiant fuce, oyes
eparkling as the gems of heaven, and with voies so low and
gweet, says: “ Drink, and be glad! ™ The firet maiden is
Despair, with her goblet of roe; the second maiden, Hope,
with her eup of joy. Which oup shall we quaffl We
ghonld remember Despair always brings the shade; brave
hearted Hope, the shine

‘A in sparkling mojesty a star
Gilds the bright sammit of some gloomy choad,
Brightenlng tha half-vellad face of Beaven afar,
B0 when dark thought= onr brooding spirlts skroad,
Sweat Hopa selestial inflnonee o'er ng sheds,
wWaving her silver pinlops round onr headn*
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The tall mountain swells from the vale and lifts ite ma-
jestic hend toward the heavens, unconseious of the storm fast
swenping around its base, While the relling elouds are fit-
ting acroes its breast amid thunder’s roar and lightuing's
playful flashes, and while the rain falls in torrents sbout
its foot, golden sunshine settles on its uplifted head. By
obedient faith we ean elevats our souls above the storms
of time to the land of eternal sunshing. Blessed thought!
No clouds up yonder ; no tears in heaven |

Through a amall telescope I onee counted the many litsle
erystal squares in a window three miles distant, At an-
other time I watchod the stoady movementz of san approach-
ing steamer softly gliding over the sky-tinted wavelets, every
part ehowing as distinetly as if but o few paces distant,
thongh scores of miles intervened. Through Lord Ross'
*“ Improved " the moving, rolling epherss seem broaght al-
most within arm's reach; yet there iz pnother Teloscope,
compared with which Lord Reoss' and Yerke's may hide
their facea with erimson blushes. Tt not only enraptures
us with a more wonderful display of the sparkling, “ be-
witching * eyes of heaven, but into it we ean look and form
an idea of the great city, the New Jerusalem, and ean learn
the characteristics of our prand and glovious King.

Through this marvedous telescope of faith we gaze into
the glorious beyoud as it will sppear after time shall have
finished its eourse. It opons to ns the pearly portals, and
we soo the King of glory. It gives ue a view of the jasper
walls, the golden streets, the tree of life. We keep look-
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ing ond admiring. XNew beautics constantly ecome into
view, Thera is that crystal fountuin, the river of life,
gently flowing from near the throne of God, its ripples dan-
¢ing in beauty as if fanned by seraphs’ wings; there, the
ingelie host, the heavenly choir, the redeemed of all ages,
the exalted Redeemer, the throne of glory, the Father of
love, There iz where we should lay up our treasure; for
# where the tressure is, there will the heart be also.™

God is the Giver of all our hopes, our blessings, our prom-
ised; but—see !—he is above them. Let us ook to him,
go fo him.

WHAT JIMMIE GAVE

Tue apprecistive child who oecagionally gives his teacher
even a little flower, accompanied by a smile of affeetion,
is wneonseiously planting the seed of a beautiful * forget-
me-not * that will long continue to bud and blossom in the
teacher’s bosom, A littla boy—a pupil of mine for five
conseentive years—formed the habit of bringing me some-
thing (to the sehoolroom) almost every day. He was an
unusually bright child, made rapid progress in school, but
wae 20 full of mischief that T often had to resort to some
kind of rigid discipline. This, however, seemed only to
increage his love for me; and the next mormng he would,
a8 umual, bring some little token of remembrance—an apple,
peach, shell, or flower; more frequently the latter. I wos
almost sure of the first viclet, pansy, erocus, jonquil, hya-
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cinth, nnd rose that bloomed in his mother's flower garden,
One bleak, wintry morning, when no fruit or flower could
b found, he ploced in my hond a beautiful pebble, With
my pencil I immediately wrote on it his name, “Jimmie."

Years have passed, Little smiling-faced, rosy-cheeked,
auburn-haired, browvn-eyed Jimmie beeame o man, then a
Christian, married, went West, was seized by consumption,
came home (he suid, to die among hiz friends), and in the
family buriul ground lis boedy was placed near lie father,
mother, brothers, and sisters, who, one by one, had recently
fallen vietime of the same woeompromising foe. Thus
Jumes P. Thompson, of Mars' Hill, near Florence, Aln.,
has long sinee gone to his final reward, and hie photograph
nnd the little pebble bearing his nome are the only memen-
tod T have from his hand; buot in my memory atill fondly
lingers each feature of that bright and dear little foce, as
well ag the many small tokens of & loving remembrance—
that many * forget-me-nots ™ carefully placed on the tablet
of my heart. Quiet influence iz often the strongest and
most, durable,

ARE YOU A SLAVE?

Ir 80, what is your master'’s name! “His name is
* Habit,” ™ you reply. Habit?! Well, ye= Then proba-
bly T am well acquainted with him. He belongs to a very
large family, many of whose members it will do to watch,
Some of them are trustworthy, such as Work Habit, Tidy
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Hahit, Truth Habit, Patience Habit, Prudence Habit, tnd
n few others. Love Habit is o large-heartsd, wholo-souled
T ereatnre,” but is somewhat fiekle; while many of the fum-
ily are dangervus in the extreme, nmong whom T shall
merely mention Slang Habit, Bwear Habit, Falsebood
Hahit, Drink Habit, and Steal Habit. There are also trip-
lets in this branch of the Habit family, called by the pet
names ¢ Dip," “ Chew,” and “ Smoke.” Like a family T
once kmew who had “Ann ™ attached to every nume—" Mary
Amn," “ Lucinda Ann,"” ate.—so these triplets have ono cer-
tain name in common: “ Dip Bpit,” * Chew Bpit,” wnd
“ Bmoke Spit.™ All the Habits show untiring devotion to
those who will familiarize themselves with and encournge
thom—awill * stick closer than a brother; ™ and n passion-
nte fondness is uenally reciprocated. Strange indeed to
gay, man manifests this devont attnchment to Hahit, whether
the same proves to bo lis very best friend or hia very
bittorest foe. 1If thers iz any difference, he is partial to
the latter.  Theso triplets and the Inst five previcusly men-
tioned, ns well ns many of the others, nre dangerous nsso-
ciates, despotic in their natures, and become fyrannieal
masters, It i not compulsery on us o go into thia
bondage, however; neither do we usnally do e deliberntely
or willfully,. We glide into it by degrees, by associntion,
by yielding. Each habit is, in ita infaney, like o spider’s
wab—{rail, fragile, ensily broken; but it develops rapidly.
% If neslected, it soon beoomes a thread or twine; next, a
eord or rope; finally, o cable, Then who can break it?"

e T
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If we have muoch dealing with these evil parties, they are
almaat sure, before we are sware of it, to have the © noose ™
around our necks, then to have us in chains and shackles;
and terrible is their despotism.

It would be casting a sad reflection on your intelligence
for me to presume to portray to you the evile of the various
tobaoro habits. You know them as well as T do, perhaps
better, Bome of you know from experience, for yom are
glaves thereto, Why ? Beeause you would not master the
habit in itz infangy, when it was a mers spider’s web;: and
now it has rrown into an immense cable, and you canmot
beeak @t (you fhink yon eannot). T is your despotic mas.
ter; you wre its obedient alave.  You have voluntarily sur
rendered to this bewitching master; now he keeps you in his
servics, yob makes vou pay all the expenses.  Frend, what
do wvou think of yoursalff 1do not tell me you place
a higher eatimata on yonrself in consequencs thereof, or that
any ome else values you more highly. Cin you bosst of
your independence—of your liberty—while yielding sub-
misgively to one of natnre’s roughest, most nneouth weeds—
a weed which neither the horse, the cow, the cat, the dog,
nor even the filthy hog will condescend to taste!  They
pay sheop will nibble at it cccasionnfly. Tt is ravenonsly
deveoursd by one olpss of worms (very green ones), and
man stands next. There are two animals in the class—
the large, fat, green worm and man; and man stands next
to hend., He is doubtless justly entitled to the * head-
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mark,"” for e gonsumes it in many forms the worm would
not deign to touch.

You will not now plead the longsince-caploded theory
as to its medicinal effect—as a cure for dyspeptics, o pre-
server of teeth, ete. But you say your constitution needs a
stimulant. No doubt of it. You have kept it stimulated
until it requires it. T onee heard a clever man say he en-
tirely lost control of his temper when without tobaceo two
hours; that he became nervous, irritable, restless, discon-
tented ; wanted to kill every hog and cow that came within
his rench; had no patience with even his wife and children,
A eertain preacher said if he should come into our neigh-
borbood without tobaces he would be so ™ croes and il
natured ” he would not be fit to appear among us, much
less preach for v, What o pity intelligent physicians ever
recommend the use of whisky or tobacco to their patienta!
Almost every one thus becomes & slave.  Wonder if in any
of these instances the * doctor ™ likes the glzas and weed
tolerably well himself. (Misery enjoye company.) Oma
preacher was really advised by a “ medicine man " to smoke
a cigar after esch sermon ns o stimulant for his wenk throat
{instend of ndvising him to take o small piece of ginger or a
eubeh, which would not enelave him); and T have heard
of two preachers who actually did smoke before leaving the
hounse of the Lord, while the congregation was singing, vet
would preach: © Let us lay aside every weight, and the sin
which doth so enzily beset va” How thankful that we are
pot eommanded to offer tobaceo ineensa!  The old tobaceo
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“ toper * would greatly prefer that we should not mention
the subject in his presence, yet his candid advice is for the
young to forever refrain from ite use, Some say they would
rather live on * balf rations,” with plenty of the * comfori-
ing weed,” than to have every other luxury without it; yet
they will eay this is a loathzome habit and advise others not
to form it.  Most persons who use tolneen regret it bitterly
some time in Iife, though they do not alwoye seknowledge
this. You say it is so much company fo you. What a re-
flection on ws, your friends! Why not save your tobacco
until we wre out of your sight, when you will need “ eom-
pany 1" Instead of this you often use it while we are with
you and trying to be as good “ company ™ a8 posaible.

You will not deny that this practice is not enly unneces-
sary, useless, ugly, filthy, expensive, dangerous, and un-
Lealthful, but is to u certain extent also demoralizing, inas-
mueh a8 it often throws its vietims into immornl company—
gives them immaral and intemperate sssociotes.  True, we
find many niee, intelligent persons who use tobaceo; but
listen! Tt is diffieult to find many low characters who do
not, Seleet the lazy men in your community. Most of
them use it. Point out the profane, the stingy, the un-
truthful ; the beckbiters, the axtortioners, the drunkards, and
the gnmblers, and see how many of them are free fron its
use, The tramp begging elothes and food often has tobapeo
in his pocket at the time. So with the loafer on the street;
in fact, the lonfer's employment (1) greatly encourages
him in forming tobaceo habite and others of a kindred no-
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ture, like the pale, yellow, sallow, swarthy-looking boy who
bonstfully eaid, “ 1 can smoke and chaw, too,” leaving s
to infer that he was no ordinary boy; and he was not ordi-
nary., Have you ever noticed how many idiots or semi-
idiots use and will bog and plead for “ baccer " How-
ever, this viee soems to be *no respeeter of persons™
Many of the high, the low, the rich, the poor, the learned,
the illiterate of all eolors, are alike its bondmen, and are in
this respect brought to o common level.  Again, many fo-
baceo consumers never use Intoxieants (olher Intoxicants) ;
but most inebriates also vse this fascinating (), nerve
shaking weed—the plagne nareotic; and decidedly the ma-
jority of persons who drink will alsoe swear, So it is very
evident that tobseso is frequently thrown among rude asso-
¢iates. The weed in every salable form ie kept in the ea-
loon. Why? For a twofold reason: TFirst, that those who
drink may also buy their tolmeeo there; secondly, often the
umsuspecting man or youth steps into the saloon to buy noth-
ing but tobaceo, which is there advertised as * cheapest and
best,” and while there is enticed to drink. There scems 1o
be a strong affinity between the two practices. Tobaceo ia
gid to create an unnatural thirst, and to satinte this thirst
its victim often takes to drink.

Tt has been predieted that the time i near when tobaceo
fiends will have to take “ back seats,” as is now being ful-
filled in such things as the second-rate sonch—the * smoking
car "—in which a really genteel-looking man appears out
of place. (Look between some of the seats in the “ first-
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class " coach, and you will think there onght also to be at-
tached a * chewing cor ™ or a general ¥ spitting enr.”) Nor
is the *smoking car™ the only place the vietims of the
pipa are thrown in unpolished seeiety. I have seen men
and women smoking in pipes used by those whose lips they
would eonsider far from being suitable to toueh their own
I have known one woman to aek another for a piece of her
tooth “ mop,” which was already stained its full lemgth,
from o mouth whose tecth were—Jdad enough. (Mo dan-
per of my becoming offensively personal, but 1t s you I
allude to.) If she will stand before the mirror and watch
each movement as ghe rubs that wet “ mop ™ around in the
box or bottle, then mope her mouth with it, ot the game time
wondering in whoee diseased mouths part of that selfsame
delicions (1) snnff has already been; if the cigar smoker
will visit the eigar fuctories and see (a8 T did) the Ttalians,
Cubans, and even those of darker complexion, medsten their
fingors and the outer leaves of the cignr with saliva when
the glue was too “sticky,” surely dispust would evercome
relish. You say that is too bad to write about. Tt is oot
half as bad for it to be on the point of my pen as in your
mouths,. I am no harder than troth, and yon Epow it
Then clennse your mouths, you smuff dippers, and purify
your breath, you chewers and smokers. I hove twice seen
& girl who, in infaney, was permitted to play with her moth-
er's snuff-covered toothbrush, Resalt: A slave for life—
a bad ome. On the other hand, T onee knew a good Indy
whao, at the age of seventy-twa, valuntarily gave up a long
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practice of souff dipping. BShe lived several yenrs after
this, but nover said: “ T couldn't stay quit” Friends if
you will not give up the practics, will you not help open the
eyes of the young? It is already a partinlly-established
lnw that no emoker is received in certain first-class positiona,
Fapeeially is this true relative to cigarette smokers.  Every
one of them is more or less injured by the practics, and he
knows it bot it is his master. Many such o boy, otherwise
unusually bright, becomes dull, connot learn fast, cannot
remember; henee he drops out of school, grows up o be a
stupid kind of man, still * dull,” with poor momaory, nerves
affected, nnsteady hand covered with nicotine blotehes ; and
probably he ai last becomes n victim of nicotine eancor.
Others are dwarfed in stature.  (By the way, some one has
gaid: “ The only wee we find for o dode is as o edpurette
holder.™) Of course, nervousness, poor momory, sle, o
often the results of ailments we know not how to aveid ; ot
when eaused by our own recklessness, wo cortainly deserve
censure.  Again, many tobaeeo users are intollipent wnd
prosperous ; but can their suceess be attributed o this peae-
tiee !}

Buppose & cheek for ten thousand doellirs should ba of-
fered you by a party you Jnow to be entirely reliable, it to
be wours if you completely give up tobaces, but to ba re
funded if you relapse inte the habit; wonld vou get the ben-
efit of the ten thonsand dollare ! What do yon say about it,
bay, you who have not yet grown old in the serviee of your
master weed? Tf the love of money will indoce you to
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do right, will not also the love of cleanliness and freedom
from low bonduge? Sueh liberty is a grent aseomplish-
ment, acknowledged such by evon the young lndies who tell
you they do not object to your emoking. Let ma whisper a
little seeret in your ear (but do not tell the girls; they
would be angry with me) : I have seen them make all sorts of
ugly facea whon they would return to the parlor where they
had entertained you—the parlor, with its mingled fragrance
of eigar or eigarette fumes and helictrope or rose water,
though you never smoked there. They say of anoiher
friend : * He i such a nice voung man; hus no bad habits;
does not drink, swear, or use tobacoo in any form.”

Many tobseso consumers become excondingly sensilive—
doubtless rendered more so by the woeful effect on th nerv-
ous gystem. ‘They want us to handle this subject with
“welvet glovea™ if at all. Some of them geem nstomished
at any one's objeoting to their spitting on the hearth or floor
ar near the churn or on the chureh fioor, though they kmow
such rodeness is o gloomy reflection on their mothers—
on the early training. Some become offended if even gpemtly
reminded of the eost, though they murmur * hard times,™
say they eanmot pay their debts, and stint their families and
themselves in the necessary comforts of life. Listen! Shall
I sy it? Thoe majority of the very poerest people use this
woed in some form. [ know some men who do not possess
a good hat or a respectuble pair of shoes, neither money to
buy the same, yot whe both chew and smoke; and their wives
dip, ewen If they have to borrow monsy to buy the deli-
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eacy (1). Suppose the ten-thousand-dollar check ahould
bo raftled before their eyes, would they scoeps it? DBut
you suy the expense does not amount to much, and it all
goes in o lifetime, anywey.” Man, get you o toy bank;
drop therein o nickel or o dime or a guarter every time you
epend one for tobaseo—enactly the enme amouns; the last
day of the year present the little bank to your wife; let her
count its contents and nse the some to pay your chureh
debt or for some other laudable purpese; multiply this
amount by ten, twenty, or forty—the number of years you
Lave thus spent money—and see if the man exaggernted
when he sald he hod burned o fine * house and lot,” * kin-
dled in the end of o eigae.” * Dut,"” save one, T cullivade
my smokin® tobacker.” Yes, you spend a good deal of time
eultivating and “ worming " your * smokin® tobacker,” and
leave the enbbage for your wife to * worm; "™ but yon at
lnst by your “ chawin' tobacker,” and she sells her cabbage
and lmys her snufl,

“ T make my money by honest toil, and it's nobody's basi-
nesa how I spend it,"” you say (temper rising). Look out!
There comes the * brother's-keaper * theory., I thought the
Lord buried that theory sixty conturies ago. It has either
ell deeayed and vanished or elsa it iz petrified. In either
case you ought to be ashumed to resort to it. You dounbiless
hove it in its petrified condition s handed down the ages.
However, it &5 somebody™s bosiness, We live in the same
pompmunity ; and it iz onr duty, a8 citizens, to revelutionize
and improve society as much as possible, to try to suppress
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every unnecessary cxpense and unpeodiable habic It is
just as reasonable for you to argoe that it is none of our
business to try o stop our neighbor from drinking or his
house from burning. It i= our duty to try to sssist each
other over all the rough places along life's road.  If you see
me about to full into the mud, you ought to Kindly extend
your hand or lend me your erotch, and I ought to be grate-
ful and thoughtful enough 46 return the favor; but should
gither of us be sensifive over the mutual aid 1

My boy friend—vyou who have just begun, st least have
not grown old in, this loathsome practice—I tenderly plead
with yow. When your mother so often kissed your baby
Lips=—go pure, o sweet—she conld not realize they would
over be polluted with tobaceo stain. As you grew lurger,
she eould readily excuse mud stuins on her earpet, walls dis-
figured with prints of smaell fingers and hands, piclor lit-
tered with little treasures and broken toys; but have you
amy idea how sad she felt when she began to shale to-
baceo erumbs from your pocketa? Being aware that “ sin
never travels up grade,” she kmew this was a step in the
wrong direction. She thought shead and pietured you ns
you now appear and will appear later on if vou keep up the
practios. She begged you to quit at once, while the habit
was A mere eobweb., Sha lovingly eautioned you and rea.
somed with you, but yon heeded not. You thought she
wantied to deprive you of your lilerties, keep von from hav-
ing n “ pood time ™ or from being like other * smart bove.”
Attention a moment, please! My boy, for a few soconids
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lay aside your determination to do ax you please, Think,
think, think! You know your paremts hove denied themn-
selves many lnxuries and eaved money to edueats you and
prepare you for a life of usefulnese. Is this the woy you
show your gratitude? Ts it right? Ts it kind? Will you
tuke part of the very momey they have kindly saved for
you, or that which you have earned and should substitate
for part of theirs, and epend it for what they are pleading
with you not to use, for that which you knew will do
you no good whatever, but will be a dissdvantage in vari-
ons ways? Is this gratitude! How can you, how dars
you, sk them to stand by you and keep supplying you with
money, when you give so litide besd 1o their wise counsel |
If they kindly supply you greater things, ought you not
to hearken to their little requests, especinlly if they are for
the upbuilding of your charaster ! Do not be afraid some
one will eay you are “ overly nice ™ or the only ons in your
“eircle ™ free from this habit. Rejoice in being the ax-
eceplian to such » rule. It is only the vulgar and low who
reproach and seoff ot virtne and purity. It is the volture
that profers the desaying caronss; the eagle grusps at some-
thing better. The vulture would like for ws all to die and
be seattered broadeast—brought down to his level ; the eagle
sonrs over the putrefying bodies and over the vulture fend-
ing thereon and seeks only the choicest food. Strange as
it may sessn, cne of the greatest barriers to pure young man-
hood is the fear, the seeming herror, of being considerad an
“addity,” That kind of “oddity™ is commendahle—
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something to ba proud of. Wake up, my boy! Slumber
not in the tent of the fathérs. The world i= advancing;
advanes with it. Taise a hirh standard, then try to attain
thereto, Luek is only effort wall directad.  You will sither
lead or be lal. Then why not be a leader in good things !
Never ba loader in ovil, for such o man is dreaded in any
community. It gives him the wrong kind of notoriety.
God has blessed you with a body to live in and keep eloan
and healthy—a dwelling for your mind, a temple for your
goul. He has kindly given you o mind with which to rea-
gan, remember, decids, and store up wisdom and impert to
others, but not to be converted into a chip basket or rubbiah
heap. Satan will never try to indues vou to give up evil
habits, * Temptations, rvesisted, are stepping-stones to
heaven," Triflss make up the sum of life. Little bricks
laid carefully, one by one, side by eide, securaly comented,
make large and durable structures. Let your character
gtrucinre be made of o good quality of bricks, not of bad
habits and broken resolutions. A young man often spends
enough money unnecessarily and nonsensieally before mar
riage to buy o good home sand furmish it elegantly, then
after marriage has to fall back to his economical parents for
o ghelter for fwo. Bome one advises the girl to beware of
n pocket full of nots and candy. Very good; and, girls,
ilss bownre of the pocket containing tobaseo crumbs, cigurs,
or cigareties. Here is a whisper for you. Listen! I you
do nof try harder to gel thal young maen fo give up fobacea,
you will, after a while, have froulle ond anwoyance brough!
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keme lo you; and you ought to, for you are, to n great es-
tent, responsible for his using it. You are not half trying
to induee him to stop.  Furthermore, if he will not hearken
to you now, leok out after yoo marry!

Young man, be your own master (next to the Loed).
Break yourself loose from the bendage of contemptible hab-
its. “ Vicious habits, when opposed, offer the most vigor-
ous resistance on the fiest attack. At each specessive en-
counter this resistance grows fainter and fainter, until
finally it ceases altogether, and tha victory is achieved "—
for the wrong., Coleridge * battled twenty years before he
eould moancipate himself from his tyrant, opiom.” A cer-
tnin man writes that he would * ruther have rumatiz, corns,
und toothake, all together, than be tormented with this
hankerin' fur tobacker,” after he had  bin a-usin’ the weed
nigh on to twonty yvear,” and tried to quit He docided he
had almost every ailmont mentioned in the * doctur book,™
but perseversd until he prevoiled, shook off the shackles, and
waog frec.  Nothing short of a moral war of independenm
will release you even now, my friend. The battle should
be n ghort, decigive one—not s hesitating between duty and
inelination. In the latter cnse wit pleads and fenr disheart-
eng. * He who would kill hydra had better strike off one
neck tham five heads; fell the tree, and the limbs are scon
cut off."”

Habit is hard to conguer. Cut off the first letter, and
“ ghit ™ remaine; orase the next letter, and the “bit™ is
gtill thore; another, and we have *it™ yot; still another,
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and it is not “i"“iotally gone. Bo desiroy it utterly, then
rejoice in your fresdom. An eminent physician advises
you {o give up tobacco all af once, not by degrees.  He says
the first day will not be very hard, but in the evening of the
second day you will feel “ protty tough.” Your memory
will beeome doubtful ; you will get things * mixed,” becoma
sluggish, impstient, irritable; but you should not be dis-
couraged, for this only makes known the éxtra amount of
stimulant vou have been tuking inte your system. Ho
wdde: “ The third morning brings the tug. Now go and
take an old-fashioned sweat. Place sn aleohol lamp under
your chair, three or four blankets around your shoulders,
letting the other ends rest on the floor, and swoat until your
skin is fairly parboiled. You will be just as comfortabls
for one day as you could wish—no dryness of mouth, no
nervousness.  Vou are perfectly comfortable for one day.
The next day you will be in trouble agnin, Take another
swent, tnke a third or a fourth one.  Bweatingr does not huort
people; eometimes it is good for them. Take three or four
thorough sweats, and go off under sail, and have no further
trouble from your enemy.” Boys, if your will power is not
sufficienily strong to emaneipate you, sweal off the shacklea
of this vice, then never ymin bo deeoved into such a slavish
trap. In your boyhood is the time to guard against una-
vailing regrets when you grow old.
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LIVING IN THE LONG AGO.

*T'is ot folly and madnsss o sit down in sadness
And slgh for the past, when tho foture |s oors;
Thoogh iks way may be drenry and the heart falnt and weary,
We may 1t for the bird songs and fook for the Aowers;
‘Though {ife has its Iosses, Its cares, and its crozacs,
The joss snd the cross neay EtHl be for our best,
And ench homely duty holds seme hidden beouty;
Een by labor we learn the sweet menning of resi,
Thus by pain wo may mensure the worth of eoch pleasure—
We value our wenlth by the wanis = hove known:
And joy after sorrow, by contrast we horrow
A eomplotensss and swestness fuller e'en than lts own,

TeE arch of time spans the yesterday, to-day, and to-
morrow.  Yesterdny is gone; this is today; it will soon e
with yesterday, then to-morrow will b to-duy. © time,
how precions! How carefully messured out to us, only one
maoment at & time, and that moment tuken from us forever
ere we can grasp another! Yesterday is dead and laid out
in its black shrond, with the twinkling stars to guned and
watch; the gentle night queen peeps through the crevioes,
We wonder whers the hours have fled. Many vesterdays
have placed themselves on record, and “ stand as sentinels,
warning us not to duplicate them.” To-morrow stands with
pleading gesture and saye: “ Make me better than yester-
day.”™ In a short time that same tomorrow will be
crowded back with the yesterdays; then what shall bo s
record | Its rocord must be made altogether in the brief
to-day, the narrow epan that links yesterdoy with to-morrow.
Think of the brevity of to-day; think of its importance.




286 Heirtretone EcHoES,

How easentinl that its work be done in the golden now!
Yet how prone are we to live in the yesterday or the to-
marrow, disregirding the golden link thet econnccts them !
The longer we live, the longer is the vestordny and the more
are we inclined to live therein,

An nged couple—wrinkled, gy, weak, ovesight and
bearing impaired—are sitting by a freside. They have
long heen faithful followers of the Meek and Lowly. Both
now think they are tired of life, and long for the home
wwaiting them. Their heads are full of good advies, their
hearts are full of lovee. They are living in the long agm,
looking back to the tme when they wers young, They
step back, back, back, counting the scores of milestones they
have passed by so speedily—seven years moes than their
throeseore vonrs and ten. They ame young again, each
around fond parents” knees, among the playful scenecs of
happy childhood, They hear the same birds singing that
sung in the long ago; they guther the same wild fowers;
they eat the sume ginger cakes, pies, and puddings: to-
gether they tread again the old school path; he gallantdy
enrries her books and slate, and she elyly divides with him
the dainties of her luneh basket; he Jooks lovingly ot her,
and she smiles in return, esch almost too timid to speak |
to the other; they visit the old log schoolhouse, which is
taller by far than its wide-mouthed chimmey of elay and
teacher, who seems to regard it as o sin to smile; they hear
his deep, etern voiee proclaim the iromelad rule: * Go over
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your leseom twice; look at your books, and not at me”
After a nine-months’ vacation, they enter school again—
this time to a tencher who roles by love and wing hearts by
kind words and smiles of pleasantry; they are spending o
while among the merry girls and boys, but—

“Ah me! Those were happy days,” says the quaint old
man ; “but they are gone, all gone. Al me!™

“All pone, Ah me!™ sftly schoes the serrow-abrouded
wife. “0, the golden age of the past!™

Memory started with them again and stood them befora
tho marriage altar—she, in white satin; he, in broadcloth.
The future then revealed to them no clonds; beight pros-
pects gleamed in front of them. Financial failure was not
even dreamed of, He felt that with this fair young bride
by his side be could conguer the world, if necessary; but

Life iz real, life ia carnest,

mnd hope is often dissppointed. They met with reverses,
many and severe, but endured them bravely, They becume
poor, very poor, but nob digreputable. They had to work
hard indeed, but love swestened the toil. Bo ths years
moved on.

But these nolde pilgrims are still loet in memoey, still
living in the long ago. They talk of the * homespun 7 days
of their young wedded life until they con almost hear the
whir of the spinning wheel and the rattle of the loom.
They find themselves picking cotton by the handful by the
cony log fire in the humble eabin home, preparatory to the
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* big quilting ™ the nect day, which is to be enjoyed by tha
neighbor womem, while the neighbors of the more stalwart
clnss will be busy at the * honse raising ™ or “ logrolling.™
¥ Rock, rock, rock!"™ poes the old-fashioned cradle, moved
by the mother's foot, while the sunburnt fingers are busily
extracting the eotton eeed and carefully putting them in a
Little box to save for the next year's planting in one side
of the tobaceo patch.  Memory pently leads them on through
the time when ther petted nnd nourished and chorished the
children of their hearts' delight, but—

“0, the happy, happy days gone by! Those good old
times are gone forever, and wo are left Whyt O, whyl
We were happy then, and were very proud. We dreamed
that we would apend our old age in the leving arma of our
dear children—wealthy, honored, loved ; but now—aomw—""

He ean say no more. Tears arve rolling down his chesks,
and a large lump iz in his throat.  Her pallid face is buried
in bher hands and shawl; her sobs are audible. But scon
the aged eouple reguin eontrol of their feelings. They talk
of the  pood old times ™ and of the sorrowful times through
which they have passed. In memory they find themaslves
mingling with friends whose hends hove long been whited
by the snows of time or kissed by the eloy lips of the grave;
thoir lives havre been as o day of ghine and shadow, and they
aro tracing them back and viewing the varied phasea; they
are watching the long, dark shadows that have passed over
tho eky of their existence and for the time obscured the
sun; they linger sround the bedside of the suffering and
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dying; they are in the slow, solemn funeral proccssion:
they hear the cold, damp elods fall over the remains of those
dearer to them than life; they refurn to the howe that is
bereft, and there find solace in tears and sobs and proyers
until the pitving sngel of resignation eomes to their relief,
and, bovering over them, speaks words of cheer. They
look again—by faith this time—and through the rifted
cloud they see the star of hope; their hearts feel deop omo-
tion; they are resigned ; the rift in the cloud grows widor,
and they look still farther; they see the judgment past and
the pearly gntes flung wide open; they see the erowned
King of glory at the Father's right hand ; they see his beck-
oning gesture to ssinted spirits and hear the welsome:
% Come home,"™

Herw the old man lovingly clasps the withersd hand of
her who has always boon so true to him, draws her tenderly
to his heaving boeom, nnd for a litfle while they are spesch-
Iese in each other's embrace, Clouds of sorrow have gath-
ered thick over their tendor hearts, whoes deep omotions nre
made known by piteous sobs, They have long been think-
ing and tlking over their melancholy sondition—financial
fallures, children dead, lonely (O, so lonely ! }—pining over
the * nsed-to-be,” recalling happior days; but the sweet apir
ita of love and submission have united to penetrate the
gloom, and the refreehing shower of tears haz brought great
relief. These noble beings find themselves still happy,
though thay thought they woere misernble.  They are happy
because, though everything else hos boen taken from them,
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they are spared to ‘sach other; happy because they by faith
ean s so near them the pearly portols of their heavenly
home; happy becanse their heartaches are wearly over and
they will soon meet their loved ones at the great roll call.
Togother they now sing, with tremulous voices, the half-
forgotten fragments of n song they used to sing. Into
memory’s holf-vacant chamber stealing, sweet visions of the
past now come lightly as the dewfall, The balmy nir with
mneie fairly hreathes ss they hear familine voiees that have
not lost their cheer. Listen—the voices of Fanmie, Mary,
Ram., and John, dear children of their younger days!
Listen—the sweet and timid refrain of lttle Sallie, the
bahy girl! Funshshshsh! Tisten! They hear the good
old tunes, and all the house iz filled with song.  The old
man Jeans hiz head ngainst the mantel, and i soon in dream.
land, Hizs wife resumes her knitting, but is still lost in
memory, and ot times really thinks she is in the presence of
those precions children and friends of her life's meridias,
No wonder those in an adjoining room often hear her speak
low (n few words only), as if eonfldently speaking to soms
dear friend. In ber soft reveries ghe really speaks to them,
and is aroused, as from a dream, by the cadence of her ovm
voice. Talf ashamed that she, formotful, spoke aloud, she
looks around to seo if any one is near, then goes on with her
Enittang.

In a fow wecks her needles are enrefully Inid away; her
work ie done ; ghe has erossed the turbid sen.  Not long is he
loft without her; his lifebost is now propelled more rap-
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idly, and he is soom beside her on the glory shore, Buch is
life, and sueh is the hope of the faithful
Yesterdny is now a part af forever,
Bound up in p sheaf which Qod holds tight,
With glad days nnd sad days and bad days which never

Bhail visit us mare with thelr Moom and thelr Blight,
Thedr folleess of sunshine or sorrowinl night.

Lat tham go, since we cannel relive thom,
Cannot unde aad cannol atons;

God In bis marcy recsdve and forgive them!
Omly the mew dnys are our own;
To-day I8 ours and to-day alone.

LIVING IN THE “YET-TO-BE"

Avrmovey muany persons live mostly in the past—walk-
ing in memory the selfsame path which their weary fost
haye long sinee trodden, while old memories drag their slow
longtha like “ wounnded sunbeams " —there is another clps
of people who live almost altogether in the present.  They
let nedther faith nor reason taks the helm ; they show no ap-
preciation for past favors, make no improvement as to pust
blunders, attempt no preparation for the future, but seen
to think of nothing but gratifying present physical wunta,
If the demand of to-day is satisfed—if they have all they
want to eat, drink, and wear to-day—they appoar content,
and strictly obey the Injunction: “Take . . . mo
thought for the morrow.” If friends have thus far sns
tained them, they regind it as only o matter of duty, and
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they consider God's blessings as mersly the resolt of nat-
ural laws. They live striotly in the now, regardless of -
morrow's debt which they thus incur; they live without
purpose, ns if life wors but o fairy tale.  Soch persons, if
entirely responsible (sane), are ingrates, too stupid to pro-
vide for their own lhouseholds or to provide s respeotable
ghelter for their own heads, and are foo indifferent, to pre-
pare for eternity.

There is another class of people who trovel foo fasf
They go rattling along through life looking too far ahead,
and stumble over rocks and stomps at their feet. There
are many flowers along life’s road, but these peopls do not
see them; there are myrinds of beauties that should be
honted out and enjoyed, tut these fast fiyers have no time
to look for them. In droaming of the golden futare, the
present is overlooked. * There is time enough yet,” they
reazom, * for observing these little things Fame and for-
tune are in the future, and mooust be obtained ; after that we
will settle down to life’s enjoyments and minor dutiea”™
Their abode is in the “ vet-tobe; " but they find mad am-
bition to be n ervel * reinsman” He drives them with
whip and spur; he rushes them uphill and downhill with
stinging Insh; he gives them no tima for sceial plensure
with their families and friends, no time for pleasing rev-
eries, no time for intellectual improvement, no time for
charitable purpeses, no time for ehurch going, no time nor
inclination to prepare their gouls for the great judgment
bar. Ambition is careful never to remind them that
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* fame iz like crombling fresting on the beidal enke—bhard
to make, casy to break ;" or that “every kind word is a
flower to beantify their final home; every good deed iz an
evergreen to mark their resting place; every noble purpose
is o bird to sing over their gravee” Worldly ambition
encourages them in striving for as muech as possible of this
world's wealth and glory, never reminding them thet they
might be like the child that would not be content with two
applés in his hand, but, grasping after three, lost ull. In
this wild rush they lose many of life's cholesst treasures,
Part of their wealth takes wings and fliss awny, but they
trive the harder for more. Some of their children die,
others wander off into gin ; they grieve over it a little while,
and make great promises, but soon find themselves rnshing
as madly as ever.

Some persons do nothing thoroughly, but are like the bay
who works at a trade until he secs about half ite mysteries,
then strikes for highsr wagea, They are oo anxions about
to-morrow, forpetting to do to-doy's duties, to fight to-day's
temnptations, to appreciate end enjoy to-day’s privilages ; they
weaken their energies and distroct their minds by constant]y
looking forward to things they ennnot see, and conld not
undorstand if they could see.  “ To-morrow will prove to
be but another to-day, with its own measure of joy and sor-
row.” To-day spent right is the great stepping-stons thai
reaches to-morrow j and that day, when it comes, will know
its own taek, it own care.  Until then let it eloop froe from
worry. If wo will be true to the duties of to-day, we shall
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find new vigor to take the next great step toward heaven,
Wa are too mueh inelined to think it wis sasisr to live
righteons lives in the peaceful days of the long ago, or would
be easier in some other part of the world, or will be easier
when good times come again ; bat this i= not trus; if we can-
not live aright now and here, we would never have done so
and will never do so. These are good times; it is we who
are in fault. We forget that we wre constantly living away
the best part of our existence. “ To-morrow Is golden till
to-morrow comee” By living right eseh day, we maks
golden all our te-morrows, nlso our yesterdays.

These rushing, futureliving people look ahead for earth's
blosgings, while they arve thickly showered around them
every day. They look to the future for happiness, and
often say that when this or that occurs, or when they do
thug and so, or attain to a certain position in the soeial
world, they will be happy; wherens the roses of happiness
are perpatual bloomers oll along their pathway, if they
would but stop to pleck them. They look to the future as
their time for almsgiving, and lst the hungry beg and the
starving die, though they themselves have plenty and to
gpare. They eay, “ Wait until we obtain our fortone; then
we will see after the poor; ™ but by that tme they decide
they want the fortune extended, and must again wait
Again, they say, * Wait till to-night,” or, * Wait till to-
moerow ;" but to-night is next day, and to-morrow is never.
Suppose God should give us our blessings only in the fu-
ture—should always wait until temorrow or next week—




Livirng 1w THE " YET-TO-Br" 295

how many of ns would perish for food, for water, for air to
breathel We should think of these things oftense,

We can find joy and happiness everywhors, if we will
look for it and not expect too much at o time. The pres-
ent hour may look dark, but we will find in it many bright
spots, if we but clear the mists oway ; ond as there is o still
brighter light bevond, we shduld be happy while we can,
We need not borrow trouble, neither send out for it ; it comes
by free delivery. As has been suggested: “ The ice man
ealls in the morning and leaves the cold eryetal in small or
Inrge cakes, ns wo uso; time leaves cokes, chunks, and blocks
af tronble in the same way daily.” We should not ask the
man to bring us to-day a sufficient quantity of iee to last us
a week, o month, a year; we might not enjoy taking care of
it. Bo with trouble. * Lot ue not borrow it; it might
grisve our friends when we pay it back.,” To-day hos
enough vexation of its own; it should net borrow from even
its noxt-deor neighbor, trmorrow, To-day is a great bore-
rower, [t netually disinters many of the troubles long sinee
buried in the grave of the past, and vaes them again and
agnin ; then it reaches fur into the future and borrows trou-
bles that will never happen. Many times it is not to-day
which breaks the heart, but the darkened past or tha futore
without o gleam; and we can often bring on the nightmare
of sorrow by brooding and worrying over troubls, sither
past or future, real or imaginary., Apguin, we can easily
expact too much of the future, and be disappointed. A
happy medinm is always preferable
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':"'Wnualymgmuﬂ not long sines started out in
wedded life. Imagination points them to o long and happy
existence ahoad of them; they fill it with castles of air.
They pictare out the road they are going to travel, deprived
of mud, hills, and stones—Ilife’s roval path paved with dia-
monds and fringed with flowers and tassels of gold, then
overarohed with silver stars. The voung lives intrusted to
thair love and keeping they expect to train exactly as they
ought to be treined—mno failure along that line.  They will
be worthy criterions for the world to follow. “ Tt shall *
and “ Tt shall not ™ will be their passwords; and just as
they say, so shall it be. (They are living in the * yet-to-
be™)  As the years go by, they almost uneonsciously drift
more and more into the channele made by other purenta
While their children are small, they are unxious to see themn
larger, more suseeptible of the excellent training in store
for them; then, anxious to start them to school, 8o 4s to
note their marvelous advancement as they elimb toward
young manhood and womanhood. These parents are anx-
ious for them to emerge from that especial age of tempia-
tion and danger, anxious to see what remarkable men and
women they will make, anxions to see (hem sotfled in life.
So this couple, like all others, are always anxious—Ilooking
forward for something better, for that * good time coming,”
which may never eome.

Later: Their days of youthful strength are over; their
children hove renched life’s meridian—anly average speei-
mens of humanity, after all. Life has thrown on its great
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canvas both lights and shodowss: These parental heads h
bowed with grief and age, and are still mxiously looking
forward for that * good time eoming; " but are now look-
ing beyond the shores of time.  The grave soon elaims them
a8 its vielims; their hodiee are embraced in earth’s sold
bosormn, numbered with those who lived in the long ago

Life pesses somewhat thus: To-day is Sunday—our
life’'s beginning, infant's pratile; Monday—ehildhood ;
Tuesday—youth; Wednesday—setalwart manhood; Thurs-
day—high noon of life; Friday—the evening shadows are
lengthening; Satnrday—aold age, decrepitude; Saturdey
night-—the curtain falls, and we wre dead,

Lessont Let us live in the past sufficiently to enjoy its
memorics, gother and cherish ite lessons, take warning from
its mistokes, nnd profit by it experienses, Lot us live in
the future sufficiently to plan for its sucesss, for all the good
we can do, and to enjoy all its bopes and promises; but re-
member that the ideal * good time coming * is reserved in
hoaven for the faithful, Lot us live in the present suffi-
ciently to do the work of Him that sent us * while it is day;
for the night cometh, when no man ean work,™

SHADOWS ON THE WALL.

Do yon not remember when, in ehildhoods hours, we
made shadows on the wall by holding our heads or hands
in eertain positions between the lamp and the whited wall
on which the shadows were thrown? Bome of thise were
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very attractive in appesranee, showing the profile of a
emooth-featured faee or the shape of beautiful hands; oth-
€rs were grotesqno representations of some ugly creature.
The Ixrinni'[_] shadow I remember moking was the * sheep's
head,” with enrs uplifted and oceasionally twitching ns if
disturbed by an ineect, tongue licking out ot times, amd
jaws in continnal metion us if “ chewing the end.”

There are shadows of other kinds on the walls of our
homes—shadows cast by the photographer on conves or
paper, shadows representing the ideal features of persons’
wo love. Some of these persons are with us still, and can
be recognized by their shadows on the wall; some have ont-
grown their shadows, which now only remind vs of how the
individunls onea appeared; others have passed sway from
the ecenes of the earth home, and their shadows are left as
snered mementos—cherished reliee reealling to our minds
many soenes and incidents long gome by, and reminding
us that temporal existence will ool last always—that we
should be resdy for the ® great day coming,” we know not
when.

Pulpit windows often display pietures of some of the
most faithful workers of the ehureh. In the pulpit win-
dow of the First Christian Chureh, at Union City, Tenn.,
iz a lifesize pleture, so true to life that those who ever saw
the original need not look just below to read the name,
“T. B. Osborne; ™ they will recognize him at first glance.
I first saw the window at night; it made no special impres-

gion on my mind—wae simply o cireular window back of
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the pulpit, with small panes of stained glese encireling a
large pane. Thoogh the half-full moon wes sweetly smil-
ing from without, pnd more than o score of electrie lighta
were glowing within the house, T observed no pisture in
that window until my attention was ealled thereto. The
next morning I returned to the church after the sun had
gilded the east and was speeading his oblique rays over the
pleasant little city. The picture of Brother T, B. Osbome
at onee attraeted my attention=—so noturnl it Jocked like it
could speak. I admired, I wondered at the marvelous
genius that had reprodueed on glass a picture with sech o
superb effect.  Then my heart was filled with gratitude for
all the Henven-born powers and privileges granted to man
and for the gift of such noble charncters as the one whose
picture is so worthy of n prominent place in the house of
worship he so much loved and from which he wae, several
wears ago, removed by death. I was also present at an
afternoon service, The day king, having passed the zenith,
was easting the shadows enstward. The pictore showed at-
tractiveness not scen in the morning. A striking halo sur-
rounded it, enusing & benutiful blending of the small, mal-
teolored panes of gliss, resembling some ingenious mosaic.
Juat inside of this artistic rainbow effect and surrounding
the pioture was a cirela of clenr glass, which seemed to
soften the rays of the midafternoon sun as they peeped uwpon
the audience and gently fell upon the printed poges of

The ald-Caghioned Dills;
The dear, blessed Bible;
The large pulpli Bilde that lay oo the stand.



" R T T e

300 : HearTnsToNR EcHORS.

As the sun sunk towand the western wave the Light
thmgi:ﬂ:mwindnwﬂmmhﬁghtﬂ'mﬂhighht, until
striking brilliance was cast over the chureh interior and
over the entire andience. So bright was the light that we
felt like shading our cyes, yet we continued to admire the
glorious halo and to discover new wonders in that pieture.
The brighter the light, the more distinctly were the high
lights depicted on those placid cheels and that noble brow.
The whole countenanee was so rodiant it seemed that those
ips could apeak the prakses to the God of love, s had their
original, both in peivate and in public, so often done. “T.
B. Oshorne,” in letters of clearest erystal just below the
pleture, indicated to the stranger him who was held thus dear
in the memory of that congregation.

T have been informed that when this good man pessed
pwny every store, saloon, and business honse in Union City
was elosed, and even oourt adjourned, doring the funernl
serviees, in which every prescher in the eity voluntarily
took an active purt.  The funeral procession was one of the
lurgest ever known in the eity, and the grief scemed uni-
versal.  Everybody appeared to realize that a noble eitizen,
a gentleman, o Christion, had gone from his devoted family,
from the city, from the shores of time.

Reader, if you sver see that picture, or a similar one, do
not bo content with only ane view, but look at it in the
mild morning light; then be sure to watch it grow brighter
and truer in the glowing sunlight as it passes toward even-
tide. Thus was the life of this good man, whe, thongh dead,
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¥ yot speaketh: ™ and thus should be the lives of all of God's
children.

Sometimes, in the night of gloom, we fail to behold the
attractions of life, beenuse we view them in the wrong light.
Wo permit the ordinary light of the world to obseure their
beauty; whereas, if we will view them in Heaven's light,
we will realize their merit How sweet is the life that ean
bear close investigation, that will shing more brilliantly
when tested by the great search light of immortality!

We are imprinting life shadows upon the minds, hearts,
and memories of our friends and other aequuointances that
will last long after we ghall have censed 1o live. TLet us
try mot to let thoes shadows be grotesque representations of
evil gpirits, but pietures of love, sympathy, patience, humil-
ity, and right living, '

LET HIM TALK.

You may get through this world. but 'twill be very slow
It you dom®t tell your neighbor afl that you hoow.
He'll be worrled and frettad and kepl in & stew;
His meddlesome toangus wWill find samething to da;

And pou're expected to talk.

Ooe nel ghbor will tell rou the fanlts of another,

Especially {he faults of o charch slster or brother.

Ha expects pou to be in same Kind of kamear,

And halp bim clrenlate the reports of Miss RBumaor,
Ha wonis you to talk.

He wlll tall you fhat alster slhomld be out of the chureh;
That fhiz brother has done wrong [ for his gollt “see™ must seprch)
TFhat hrother has shnmefally treated his nelghbor:
The othor gots dronk, binspheming bis Savior,
Hush, and fet him talk!
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THE OLD WOOLEN SCARF,

I'm an ald woolen searf, both polled and ropged,
The days of my nsafmlaess long sincs have paamed;
My Lright hiss have faded, my beauty departed
{ Alas, what shapt time does the beautiful last!),
In the days of my * youth ® | was bought for my beauty
Oy a devoled young hushand o present to his bride
Ehe prized me so Righly ; dhe treated me kindly,
My siripes of gay colors never trying to hide.

Tima fed, | grow alder, ns did the yoang couple;
I helped shield thres children from the wintry tlsat,
But become worn and salled—ton muach 8o for duiy—
And ioto the ag basket was carelessly cast
For macy long weelks [ lay Ia the oloset,
Hut op winter nlghts them rng carpete wers tacked,
Running short of material, they drew forth this insket,
And mysalf, with the othar old rags, they unpacksd,

A huge palr of selesars yawned over me [rightially,
Then ciossi thalr great mouth and dropped by my &lde,

My owner wae ihinking: “ Bhall [ destroy thiz ol treasure—
A present from my husband whon | was & bride?

1ts upefulness 18 over; T nead not retain It
Burh keepeakes aocumuisis t11 Lhey'rs In the way."

B0 up went the scissors, changing me [nto * ribbons;” . . .
In ihe carpet | was trodden on day after day.

Maey years have besn added io the nge of my poEsessoT;
I*ve redurnsd where tha grass and the violets grow.
Time'a wronght great changee In this aanme 1iEtle family;
Both plensares and heartaches bove been thedrs, you HBow)]
et when in fond memory my owner recalls me,
Thinks how oft she was wroppaed in my stripes gay and wide,
Bhe regrets having not kept. as a relie of her young days,
This first present from her husbond when she was a bride.
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THE MOTE FINDER.

Tums is one of the busiest little machines I know of. It
finds motes anywhere, everywhere, and never bocomes tired
of picking ot there. It discovers them where we would not
think of looking, and many which would not ordinarily be
recognized ns sueh. Tt finds them in the house or in the
field; it finds them in books, finds them in Jooks; it finds
them in man'e actions, finde them on his tongue. Tt i3 es-
peclally gifted in Anding motes in the pulpit and in the
gehoalroom; but the one to which it points its long, slender
index finger most frequently and picks at most enrnestly is
“the mote in the brother’s eye” Neither does it attempt
to extract it, but eanses it to stond out so prominently it
is distinetly seen, regardless of the prodigions beams that
may be in the eyes of the observer. It embraces every op-
portunity to display the motes in on individual®s character,
s if expecting high wages for all such work.

Now, if this small (it is very small) mochine would ex-
tract the motes it finds, it would be of inestimable worth
{would that the world lmd euch n machinel); but it never
does that. The little * hypercritical eritic ™ seems blind to
everything beautiful or good. Tt is a specialist—sees noth-
ing but motes, yet nover attempts to destroy one of them.
It zecks diligently Gll it finds them, then earefully points
them out, magnifving them o8 much as possible, until ev-
erybody can plainly bebold them; them goes to work to
find others. Nothing is goined by making the little ngly
motes especially prominent umless thers was soma provi-
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sion made for eradicating them. The mote finder will take
up a book snd carefully point out its errors or blemishes,
even to persons not concerned in it and to those who wounld
not otherwise dizcern them, thus unnecessarily deprevinting
or overshadowing the good therein contained; then it will
rashly enst nside a good book on aceount of a trifling mote
which nmounts fo nothing. If it i= to expose folse dootrines
or theories, or in any way to be advantageons, this should
always be done. Many times the motes can be easily de-
tected and removed, leaving in the book much that is val-
uable, if the finder will only ecall the attention of the
proper individual. A few persons will kindly do this, and
such are beld in high estecm; but the profesionsl mote
finder is not worthy of being porsonified as “ he ™ or  she,"
but, as Bam. Jones savs about the dude, he mnst ba called
it

Youwa man, how long before yon expect to marry 1 Ex-
euse the pointed question, but I just want to make an im-
portant suggestion to yomw. You ought to begin to correct
that fong ot least ten yenrs before you marry, or you will
many times unintentionally pierce the tender heart of love
to which in youth you have plighted your sinesrest vews,
I heard you speak to your mother lust night in tones that
pierced as spikes of steel; I saw the color come and go in
her pale checks; T heurd the sigh escape from her choked
throat; T heard her sobs and saw her wet pillow after sha
fell asleep. Bhe did not know any one was near. Will
you nol correct that tonet
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“PREACH THE WORD.,"

Preach on, my dear brother; the pure gospel prociaim,
Converting the allen In our Bavier's blest name;
Influence the wicked from orror to flas,

Thelr souls from all ®in, all corrptfon, to frea.
Fight ao, valiant acldier, L1 the battle you win;
Cantend ngninst evil, against tempiation—szin;

Lat nothing entice ¥ou from Jesas o airay;

In heaven wwalis you a glorloas day.

Hold fasd the tros armor of hope, love, and faith,
Tha “ sword of {he Spiril,"” which waves over death;
The shield of all rightecusneas fold to your breast,
And prese to that tand of ewest, heavenly rest

Be not * tlue ™ or discouraged, thoogh sorrows attend;
He who was death's conguerar ia alse your friend.
Remember, " all things work together for good ™

Ta the truly redessmed throogh Chrlsts preclous hlood.

The Faiher, in meércy, his promissd Lo save

Thase who [althfully frlumph o'er sin's dark"ning wavre.
Then press on, right oonward; the Splicll assores

That, after life l§ eaded, the ¥iat'ry 1o vours

Though Death will at Issk his eold Ongers extend,

A victim to grasp you—noo pity to lend—

Yed trust with all fervor ln God, who s love,

Who will glve you a life crown of glory abova.

“JACK AT ALL TRADES"

“A poom, slovenly woman, living in a little old log cabin
in the backwoods, was saked as to her husband's trade or
profession. She replied: * Well, he's one of these handy,
gifted sort o' persons, my man is. He ean jest furn hia
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hand to anything, IHe's a blacksmith by profession; but
he cooked in n rest'rant in town most of last winter, and he
done kyarpenterin® and paintin’ all spring, and then be lee-
tored on femp'rance s while until he got a chanes to run
an injine for o month or two, and then he dug wells and
bung wall paper until he got o good chance to lay brick at
three dollars a day.’

“ *And what is he doing now ' asked the amused goest,

# ¢ Teachin’ singin’ school; bat he "lows to give it up
pretty eoom and go to practicin’ medicine.  Te kin do any-
thing he's w mind to turn his hand to,” ™

Reader, are you s fortunate os that mani Bove, have
a profession or u settled voeation of some kind.,  Girls, learn
to da ns well as o be. A “ wall flower ™ i nice to look
npan, but whers ia the man of reason who is willing to give
his heart to it Be soch a character that the man who ex-
changes hearts with you will not decide that he is cheated.

UNFORTUNATE “R."

H 4 Hitle noiseiise biw and Uhen
Ta meliahnd by tbe hest af .=

W'hri."ﬂ"-nunfm'tumtehﬂer! Beeanee it 15

Confined In the cheaper nrilclos—as paper, iron, copper, and
braas;
Knows nothing of the valusbles stones nor motals of highest
class;
Is in no Jewel—amethyst, diamend, opal, or enrx of ald;
T harely found in sflver, bever [n genuine por plated gold;
18 crooked, deformed, cul of shape, and broken down;
Corroded, tarnished, sankered, maty, and brown.
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He's alwass in dlsastrons war, with no hope of calm or peace;
Is doublsd in sorrow; is horrified; has no solld jor or hiliss;
Hungry, othirst, and weary; no chonee for guietude, food, or
sleep;
Beverely crippled in & terrific storm; caneot wolk, can scarcely
croap;
Is * always In riof, In wrath, and in ruln;
Nover in happiness, love, or welldoing.”

Tired, docreplt, and missralile, enfo¥lng no sase BoT health;
Barn and reared In poverty, with no sonvenlenss or weallh;
Alwaye " pressel,” = cramped,” * embarrassed;” " doe= ool own
# pomny
Hie * puree stringe forever hroken," * pocketbonk empty;"
Always " rushed "—In a " dreadful burry ™ (yet remains tiil
iriven awny,
And pever comes until to-mormow when a deb he Is to pay).

He nevar inlenda to pay ki debis; is neither conslstent nor hone
el ("tls fuamy:
He ratiles his dollars by the hundresd, but is " bankropt * when

e heed maney )
Ta a perfect miser, yei invariabily © at ihe door of starvatfion:™

Lives like o bermit, disearding scores of [riends and relation;
Ia very partial—sees st to the rich, last to the poor;
And turns away hoogry every trump from ks door,

The glirle scorn him and propsance him * dreadfully groan,*
Far even a small town or village he's nelther visited nor seen;

“A eurloslty,® they think; "an runsbout, yei hos never seen o
ety ;™

Iliternte, corelean, * ranty ;" oelther Sne-looking, nont, mor witty;

Hos no tasto for the beantiful, sublime, lovely, or gay;

1s malther handsoms nor styiksh (“ his tle not up to date,"™ they

By}
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Wasdering, roaming, rambling; never patient, kind, nor still;
Makes many a precions promise, not one to faldll;
Fierce ma an snraged tiger, viper, panther, or bogr—
In e¥'ry row, gquarral, distorbance, or disagreenhie afair,
All gfforts to polish and malke pleasant are vain-—
This cowardly hypoecite, uncultured, profann,

A fretful old " gramter "—grambling sulfering, and distressed;
Worrled, angry, misserable, forsaken—severely oppressnid;
Into every troubils, brial, tortire, discord, and strife;
Mo management, oo economy; not satisfied with home or His;
TVofortunate, from ssvers tribulation nefer free;
frum, cross, crabbed, and rough as can be.

Shirks oot of all duty; [= a aluggard, tardy—anever cm thme;
Thries In orror, terror, and horror found, and secomd Ia ev'ry
erime,
Morose, extravagant; in hatred, disgrace, and despair;
Ready the ripa fruits (not the toils) of others to ghars;
Appears perplensd, persscuted, yet will squander and bribe;
The rogue, the extortioner, with no consclonce to chids,

He's eccentric, anpopular, greedy, norvous, and fearful;

THscouraged, dishoporable, eareworn, sod tearful;

Mever decided; has no employment, no escupation—no vocation;

Yot must work hard every hour—not ane minute's vasation.
He broods over his bittar treatment tiil he almosd goes wild;
For oo kindsess I8 shown him by man, woman, or child,

He's sour as vinegar: a iaftler, backbiter, abrupt,

Ignorant, repulslve, disreputalle, corrupt,

Promzmptuous, overboaring, prejudiced, unirue;

Heady to criticdse and censure—nol hall so qulck to do;
A proverbinl, chronic fault-Gnder; Arst In retalistion,
With no inclination to moks compensation.
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A porpetunl dram drinkasr, o toper—always drimk

{0t secreting his rum in bis troveling trunk)

Is fn jeopurdy for evermors, not oma moment free from care;

Has responsibilities greater than |t seoms that he con bear;
In fradl, infirm, and gray, with nons to plty or to save.
He'll expire In & deserd reary and 111 o paoper's grove,

Heo tonrs np, seatters, and destroys, not aitempilng to make,
mend, or find;
A peenlinr, forlorn character, with no intelligence—with no mind.
Mot stendfast, indopendant, necomplished, complate;
Ragged, harefooted, frost-bitten, with nothlng to ont;
In the midst of dire misfortune, deprived of |ustice and of might;
Imprisoned In utter darkness—nover sess ons glenm of 1ight.

Nat kappy nor coniented, he tries to erawl higher and highor,
AL Inst dropping preatrate foto the burning fien.
Thense into freering woler he'll voluntartly glip:
Buch extremes, of course, sssuring him of & yearly retars of
grippe.
Though nmot acting wisely, ha considars himsaif = smari;™
Yot his worst blunders are not from the beod, bat the heart.

Thin burginr, this muarderer, in the penitentinry mast stay,
Where he sutses, swears, reviles, and * fowers " nlght nod dny,
The craxy ald * erank.” iestead of having the tact of o snge,
Is n boisterous, jabbering chalterbox, keeping up o horrid rags;
Is o robber—o Barabbas, Harp, Murrell—on and om;
Kever a Olay, Colambus, LaFayetis, or Washington,

A podarioss gnmbler, though without evem i fob oF thumb,
Or common penss enough bo be & sscond-class ™ bum."
Very erookad are his fAngers. without o slngle folat:
Bo, In irylng te play the varioons games, be can nover “ make &
m "
His brow k8 full af wrinkles; he has oo lips to kisa—
A gueer, irregnlar character, & curious ™ creature ™ this,
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Ho can never ba & man; kas no Umba, body, neck, or head;
If ke bod, be conld naver ind a pillow, coich, or bed.
Hnrest fragrance Es lost o him, because he has oo noss,
He naver slespa one moment—ennnot oven zod or doze,
Daprived of slghi, taste, small, and touch, he can de nanghi
bt hear,
0, the many sorrowfnl storles poured fght into his sor!

He hins po hands to feed hlimself; nelther hos ho fect to walk.
Deprived of ayes, tooth, and tongoe, he can peither ses nor et

ner talk;

Mo month with which fo speak, or smlle, or ¢hat, or sing or
laugh,

(Of ihis wreck's deplorable misforiumes [ bave mot mentioned
Talfs

His earth lot is & hord one, and will change never, naver;
Ha must remain in torment forever and ever,

If we ars In the wrong piace, it should glve ua great alarm,
Lest it ahould resmit In very serlous harm.
We can change our posltlon, however, no douht;
Dt poar < A" I8 plassd there, and can mever gel out.
Ba pxpress your condolemce, kind friends, near and far;
I know you feel sorry for * Unfortunats R

My messurs (2 imperfect, ot might kave bean belter,
Hail It not been for thls unfortusats Lettag,
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Wi ona side of [He boodos dark, my brolher,
Twrn yeurse |l anound and kel i Lhe olber,

Why s * R ™ a fortunate letter! DBecanse he is

Mot 1din, laxy, Indolant; but remains ot bonorable work;
Ot af vile, wicked company slways contriving to * shiclk;"
Eorvles no one; i85 not jenlows; has oo enemy 10 condemn;
Treats others as he deairea to be trented by them:

Never opposes nor lmposes, bul bravely prolects,

And onrns far more than be ever expesla.

Kover despondent, wos-bogone, molancholy, or * blus ™
¥er past mistakes or evila he cannol mend or ondog
Alwars merry and mirthfnl—not dlaposed ta insult or Sght;
Mot mad, menn, nor eontentiogs, bul = stralght for the right™
Though to outward appenrance he b8 rather rowgh,
Ho wins nover serused of belng a * tough.™

Is firm, determined, resalite; he'll prosper, or ke'fl try;
Relinkle, trustworthy—never onee guilty of telling a—1"a
None doabt his verncity, fortitude, or worth;
His Industry and anergy are atrongly put forth;
Mot vain nor deceltful—uiters purs worls of truth;
Warne, guards, and soconrnges the wayward yoath.

Entirely respopsible, Fatlonal—by no means insane;

Enows pothing of slckness, an ache, oF a pain

For every inhlady he carriesd a pedl " gure oire "—

Mot patent medicinea; they're * first-rate " remedics: he'll [nenrs
Al hls preseriptions are harmless—fram polson fres—
Mor will thay salivate (this doctor will * guarantea ),
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Por from being A bondamas, Be always was fres,

With “ not o stingy bone in bim “=Ubern] as can ha;

Always ot leleure—aever vexed, * out of sorts,” nor in basts;

The very coptar of chirity; known never Lo want oF waste,
Falith and hope are grand indesd, tut have no * B roa sec;
B0 greater far thon eltlser of theae 18 recowned chority.

He has no patlensce with the fugitive, vagahomd, oF Lhisf:
But comforts the troubled and gives the Leggar relief,
Inetead of cheating a wilow, he completes har dower,
Then enclrclos her doar with a rleh fAoral bower;
Malther too * fast ™ nor teo Umid, faali-finding nor in dabt;
Bt the fradities of others he'll forgive and forget.

Forfectly rested—not dejected, aficted, nor faint;
Of his ovll companions he makes oo complatint;
Hies next-loer neighhor he does not abosa,
Nor attempt to cheat others put of thelr dues;
I8 mever o " wolf In sheep's elothing,'™ 1"'E sara:
Bt is bomarable, reasoonble, wpright, and pore

Firm, persevoring, progressive, strong.
And In proper proportion—not too thick nor too lopg;
Large, motured, deliborate, consldornta, and brave;
Mokes o parndiss of 1ife, yat shuns not the dark grave.
His correciness i not donbied—he fille coniracie “on the
Banre;
Is siocarn, coorteous. prayerind, npright, and fair,

In no dude, speaics no slang—Is n “ silver-tongued orator;*
Has friends by the score—not o spot on his charscter;
15 maver intoxicated—iakes no whigky, gin, or wine;
Ramains srect. and sobear, cultured and refinesd.

The vile tobacoo halit he will readily refuse;

For be never at any thme smokes, dips, or chews,
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lo rewards of merit he's first and central-—-never 18 last;
Haos never stood ope moment of the foot of his class,
The mora Imperiant peles he resclves to obialn;
Then. If st firsi does not sueeeed, will “ iry, try agnin.”
His own peculinrities he does nol try to amother,
Yot spends no Hme Anding fault with asolher.

He1l efeaps ev'ry cyelone, gale, and tempeat high and load;
I& foremast o ev'ry ralnbow hright—sess oot o digmal elemd
In war he's vietorioog—snre to triumphantly prevail;
Heraole, fenrless, conrageoup—Enows not how to * fafl;"
Recelves slight brulses and sears In ench sklrmish, and
spraios;
Hut no matter bow be suffors, e never mosns nor somplains,

Hios a warm-hearied fother; o troe, tender mother;

A pure, precious sister; & dear, darting brother.

He provides for the poor with a heart warm, slncere;

Helps support orphnn childres—gives them tenderest care,
Omn oone of Hfe's doties be presumes to look down;
Bears the rugged ercss bravely—LIs sare of the erown.

The richesi and poorest alika In him conflda;

He's chesrful, sarnest, clever, and on the popular alds,

Girls are proud of him; for e ls not " iscky,” yoo know;

Anil pever spallls, powts, nor says: * [ told you so! ™
Listen, girls! He's nol sngaged; has nol even " gob op o case,"
FProbably you can capiure him, if you have discretion and gruce,

Fe'll not o manoged by & greslping, coptentious wife;

Wil kimeelf be the conguering * hero In the sirife;™

But he lays the vexation of polltics high " on the shelf;™

20, aa an agresables pariner, he'll trest youo betier than bilmself.
He is well verssd [n postry, pross, and history;
And the way he gathers riches (s & ® marvelous myslery.”
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Ho's nrich * o1l bachelor "—a millonaire; enn marey any hour;
Ho gambles mol, defrands nob, has great strength and power;
In mot baldbendad, agly, deceltful, covelous, deal, dumb, or Wllnd;
THsgipated, unchasle, conceited, spappish, i1l unkind,

Peevigh, * moody,” Ackie, nor apeaks In haughty tone,

But will prove o be a wonderfal “ power behind the throns”

Though no dnds mpor sgodlst. e chorms the aristocratle girl
By wearfng &8 emerald, a roby, sapphirs, and & priceless pearl
Hell never Tot you famish—awill provide porl. poultry, hotter,
and bread;
Han lorge stores and fertile forms, besides silver and “ gresn-
back "™ ahead,
However, girls, i yon want him, yon mast be mare than witty;
He reguires you to be culiured, prodent, practical, and preity.

Omn his spiritualliy | might comment muack,

For b passes by the snloon eod enters the chorch;

Toesn't show himself siily by glgeling or chowing gum;

Is tho principal sinper—not the man who con oply *“ hum,"
Ha praises the Creator with avery breath;
May nt last be translated without seeing death.

Faor each clond's silvery linlag be'll carefully ssarch;
He Is always reserved and respectful at chureh;
Wever (nlks durlng prayer nor pusses poles o anpther,
Or anyihing etz the good preacher to bother.
Tha disturlber of warship he reproves there and then;
Yot If others revile him, he abuasts oot ngain.

His yonrs nre oot lmdted, ke those of memn:

Thoy number far more than ™ threescore and tan."™

His fair repotation has sproad everywhora,

Like rare, roval fragrance ' on the desert ade.”
Whea tlma's conturies are all numbsred with the * oead to ba,"*
Onwnrd he'll march through efsrnlty,
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He's n grand reality—noct sn obfect of chanoe;
invariabiy in warship—never goes to the glddy danes;
Rends no novel or Aotlon nor uees langunge ohecans;
Reads the Beriptures; Lo righleoas, congecrabed, ssrens;
Is no heathin, Infidel, skeptie, atheist, of pagan;
Bist & brave Christian soldier, with heartfell religlon.

BHgbting mot Christ our Bavior, Redeamer, Moster, Lord;
Nor pegleeting io oteerve the Father's sacred ward;
Wikl pever see Balan nor bis place of habitaticon;
Kpows nothing of falashood, foe, or tempiailon;

s lmmorisl—illea o, will ot pass away)

With tho redeemed, the ransomed, in glary will siay.

Ie & prominent character—tried, trosted, and tros;
Withoat him we do nol #s how we coald do;

He helps spell anr earih and [is verdurs so green;
Leave him oal, and a dlapidated sight would be seen—
Ma April to bring warm, refreshing spring showers
Thati faretell and preceds the charming Moy fowers;

Mo electricity Lo brighten our homes and streets mors;
¥o telegrams daritng from shore to shore;
Mo wire coble Lo carry warda far o'er (he gea,
Oirdizg oarth with the freahest information that be;
Mot even a counlry paper to clreulate the news
And Instroct paliticinne which candidate to choose,

The grand center of Amerion woald be entirely knocked nut-—
Brery cresture, Irnif, and Scwer; rock, tree, sheoh, and sprout,
TWith all the cormn and ather grain that fureleh os with brand
And oyvery radinnt star that sparkles overbead—
Al these and meny other words we eould sever, maver apell
Withount “ B whese wondrous merita 1 am irylng new te tell
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In mony places T eould kave made my rhyme emoother by far
By slandering the repotation of my mysterions * By
Huot ha meddles pol with the business of Foung or old,

And eopcerning hin many virtees “ the half hos never besn

Lald.”™
Then [rom all who dwell benealh the akies
Lat " H'a "™ triumpkant pralse arisa,
MORALS

Life hoa twa sldss—a dark and o Dght o,
We should be sare io ook most at the bright one
Lite is foriunate, or not, somewhat as we take IE;
Hoomy or cheerfal, we can do much to moke It

From one standpoint “ B ™ is an unfortunnte letter;

From another (ts condition eould pot be made beiter,

If you wani to see * H* oot in dork, but In lght, words,
Turn. &8 well a3 you can, from all bot the right worda.
Thuas life has eoough sorrow, Ay Wiy we take it;
Then %8 pleneant ns possihle lot's try io maka it
1f my [Fiends accisse me of oxaggeration,
Plenss ask them to view life from & differant station.

I trost you'll ol Ehiak I'm withoat solsnally or chied

Far [, lks the reat af yoil, have a large abins;

But let its look high sbove t, then scdne swest day

It will be overcoms af driven for, [&F AWAY.
Lot's loak mare ot the brighi thas the dack side of life;
At e comfors ail promisss, ot s sorrow and stofe.

You pemember the shleld (whoss story bas grown oid),

One slde of which wos silver, the other side gold,

The two men who quarreled fooksd In opposits ways;

Umns thought the shisld gald, the other thought It gray,
Ba 1fa 15 somewhat two-tnced—malancholy, bright;
Wa ean view It ns sad and gloomy or cheery and light
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Then “ nbeut face!™ Turn your baek on the world's snbtie fos.

Forsake the great enemy, and he will fee, you know,

Tho way to glve lfe the appsarance of pure godd:

Btay on the Lord's side, submizsive, steadiast in his fald.
Then the shicld will tura to gold from gray
When the misis of life shall have clearsd nway.

Maoy ather words T have adjusted o rhyme

With mysterious “H;" but I'll spare your time

Far the patlence of my reader may already be weary

Trading a doablefneed characier—so bright, yel so dreary.
Whoever suggests that thin poem might be betber
Mozt remember [ am denling with a two-faced letter;

And should he find fankt with my fmperfect mensura,
Ho moy scan |, arrange IE. and rearronge at plonsare
1f ball mdjust all tbese words into respectabls rhymae,
I will give him o premicm, aod plenty of time.
If he besis me in ereanging & = pack of ponsanss,”™
He may look for his premism & bundred years hence.
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ECHOES FROM MAMMOTH CAVE.

(Ftavisnd from artlclea written for a Focal paper Immoedintely aftor
owr retirn from i cava, )

LOmMG DTTE

I

Tux wonderfnl undergronnd world—eo justly the pride of “ 0d
Kentucky!™ Reader, go with us o while in our subterranean rom-
hles.

We gtand a moment at the anly kmown entrance. This is sid
to be “ where the roof has been brokep through, and whose rocky
fragmenis, partly 8illng the sabterrancan doma, sarve &8 stepplng-
stonea down into darkness.™ This Fawning chasm 18 estlmated to
be one hundred asd eighteen feel below the cresi of the blafl. We
gaie admiringly oo (he majestls waterfall trickling from the kigh
cliffs, supplying drink for tlke beaulifal ferns and oodding Erasess
andl reflecting the light of the morning sun. We siart down the
ruitle stalrway, and begin to shiver In the cave’s cold broath, The
great Day King no longer pursues us with his rmdisnt besms;
twilighi sesms rapldly appronching; but—jook!—our gulds has
provided us with other lights. Lat os walt until he staris sgain,
and * whersa e leads we will follow."

Our litile parcy boeing evomly divided, the seven gentlemen pa-
litely earry ihe lapterns. Balng natural eurlosity seclors, we
women moks fine uss of our oyes and tongues—sirnnge s this
may sound to the reador,

As we loae oursslves from the lght of day, we fes]l more and
more senaibly the strong current of cold ale, watll, becoming
chilled, we begin to fear our-lovely (7} cave cosbames of h-u.ivlui
woolen waterproof will prove insufclent to Keep as comforinble
{this Juns 18, 1556}, However, this carrent is anly near the oane
trance; and we soom And the cool cave almosphere so exhilnrating
we kove [eelings akin to sperilng childihood. N is astonishing to
think of the mapld progress and [itde fatlgae In making these un-
derground journeys. We atiribute this parfly to the convenisnt
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cosinman, parily o (he bracing nimosphers (nlmost os pure os st
from Hermop's spow-capped summit), and partly to the meotal
stimulus received from the great yarlety, novelty, and grandear of
the sabtorrnean seenery, which for moro thon Sfty-elght centu-
rios wns unknpown Lo the civillzsd world,

The * glorioas nineteenth ™ Justly boasts of her discoveries mod
DrOETeRS AS o (he many uses of steam, slectricity, and other con-
venlences, Her praises ore seni forth In the car bell's tones and
the stesamship's whisile. then carrisd [rom shore to shore by e
opeRn's calies, and read by iame lighining's fimsh. Whils ooto.
rally enraplired over (hese, she should nob overipok some of her
emalier, yel marvelous, discoverles, among which 8 Mammoth
Cave. Dur nation [n prood of [L and (he gallant old Bists R ron-
dered mora famene thereby, Whan she ralpee & banner to the
memary of Daplel Boons, by its slde et wave a banner in hopor
of Huichins, that voternn Nimrod, nnd permit a plecs elippsd
therefrom to sarve as o bandage for the dismbled foot of the leg-
epdary bear that flrst led o white mon Into this wondrous Inby-
fnth., Tennsssee bas ber tall, recky Comberinnd, with its Leakeut
Mountain; Florlds, hor mircorilke lakes; Missiseippl, her grandly
gweeplng namesake; Marylond, her Chesnpeake Bay; Wew Tork,
bier alde of the leaping Mlagam; Tah, her Great Salt Lake; Wy
ming, ber Yellowstops Pack; Californin, her Yosemite; yet our
loved slater State 15 proud of ber Mummoth Cave,

But our guida, with his double lantern, apsin moves forward;
we must fellow, Op and on we gn, nnhesitatingly; for we feel Burs
he Enewa the way, though for o long distanes he smys but 1iitle—
leaves us to wonder and sdmire. A pecolinr feallng cresps over
us, sigee we hove voluntarlly turned our oyes from the light of the
waorld and entorsd a reglon of perpetual darkness, bot not & fesl-
ing akin to fear. Wa foe] sure no formidnbie parsom or beast §8
hers to malest ne; for that “ blg iron gate,” near the entrance, has
doubitless beem kopt locked more than half o centary, Unless an
earthgquake shonld jostlo this terrestrial ball, we apprebsnd no dap-
per whntever of the struetnre’'s glving way nnd enguliing us; far ihe
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whole cave ssems upbeld by glgaotic plllars and massive walls
and coversd by no eternal arch of imestone. Por a long way most
of the passage is very narrow and the smooll everhesd celling so
low we have to reinin o stooping posiure to protect our heads,
Thus we pass through Hiztchin's Marrows, the Valley of Humility,
view the Beolchman®s Trap (& hags rock on corner), go throogh
Buochanan's Way, and other places of interesi. Some of (hese nar-
row paths nre walled on each side by loose stonss, the work of in-
dustricus miners in the early history of the cave—a silent testi-
mony thatl * thelr works do fallow them."” Nob soom aball we for-
get Greclam Bend avenus, where we must walk stooped so low
our héade are entimly Bidden o front of otir bodiea The guilds
cries oal: “Againsl e Iaw o Jefoce he osiling!™ So we are
enrelal nol Lo bumip tery hard (do not wank Lo viclate the aw, ¥ou
komow), Again he cantloms ws: " Don't leave the path mnd get
loat!™ [Tt is imposalble to leave the path here} We are [oclined
to call this and severil olher low, nirrow passages & combination
of " Fat Man's Miserv " and * Tall Mans Missrs.™

Bul here the walls suddenly recede. The pilhway lsada geally
downward a [ew fest: the celllng Is greally elevated; and we Bod
cursslves In the large and most weloame hall of * Great Rellef "—
eeriainly an appropriate oome for (he aitlet from these Narrows
Withont walting for speclal summons from the gulds we here
“ gtraighten our sploes and enjoy the hizury of a foll breath."

We pow reach the Rotunda, sald to be immediately ander Mam-
moth Cave Hotel, Bixly [eel above us I " the grand arch which
forma the roal af this immense tall, broken Isio folds and freks
of gresi beanty along the upper margin, The celling |8 cne greal
expanse af whitish lUmestone, unsapported by pillar or eolnmo,
and Is formed by the junctlon of two large avenues which ai last
tike shaps a8 cne's eFes become sccustomed to the glosm. That
great avenns to the rlght I8 Awdnbon avenus, shd will take us to
Olive's Bower, contalning the pearest and meost beaotiful sialae-
tites to be seen [ the cave. To Lhe left siretches away for milas
the Mnin Cave, & womderful avenuos of great Beight and width.®
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{Cave Mapunl.) The Britapmica says the BMoln Cave la " from
forty to three hundred fesi wide and from thiriy-fve to one bon-
dred and twenir-fAve feed high,” and contains soveral wast rooms,
sach as the Rotunds, the Star Chamber, and the Chisf Cliy—ihe
lntter with an aren of two ncres ond coversd by i vaill ane hoo-
dred and twestr-fve faot high.

Ik

Boon we find oursslves gazring at a siriking sxampls of oatural
mimiory—" mansses of [imestone hanglng down ke hams, shomil-
ders, snd sides of baron ™ from tha celllng of what I8 Enown a8
Bacon Chamber. Thils “bneson " I8 more densely crowdesd than Ia
most of our smaokehotses; but as the lange kettlo In the ceiling 18
inverted, we Infer they do not core to hove ns stop and dine.  Now
we are o Odd Fellows' Hall, first looking at Its lomesoms meni-
ment of stones, then 1ifting oor syes toward the thres large lioks
oonpled together on the celling. distinct as [f mads and placed
there by one af the five lonaly *odd fellows * | bachelors) ln our
crowd. Io an adjacent apartment our attention e callsd to some
* Joaghnuts * on ihe celling. One of our bachelors, posaibly waon-
derng if they will be hin only accessible food m (he Odd Fellows'
Hall, mournfully aeks, “dre ihe dougknuis daked! ™ Lo which the
galde calmly replies: ™I doughnuot know.™

Tonder is the Atlantic Cable, another pacullar stalactitlc forma-
Yam, resembling o mazsive rope stretcbed diagosally across the
entice overhead eeiling; then a slmilar represestatlon of the Alle
gheny and Monopgaheln Rivers, as they unite to form the Ohla
River. We have entered the extensive River Hall, whoss subier-
riptin wilers " oome no one knows whenos, Sow po one knows
whither, and emerge no one knows where™ While admiricg o
hoaniiful el eixty feat Bligh, cur atlentlon is called to on ieoinied
pool, far Beneatl ud, gusrded by iren ralling. In COnACIeNos
of Its sallen waler and greal depresslon §E [a malled tho ™ Dond Sea ™
Monr here, in 1851, was found & nataral mushroom hed, which sug-
gerted the artlficial opes in Andubon avemoe, which falled for want
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of proper Irdgation. Had they bsan placed here amid the perpet-
anl malsture nstead of in that drr reglan, the resmit might have
besn o fortuns to the owner. Boon we eroes The noted river Biyx
{about Iorly feet wide), om the Matural Bridge. Here we frsi
really bobold the longheard-of erelsss fizh and crawfish—ving
oridenss that Ged has made nothing withoot o porpose. We nlsa
find cave crickets and spiderm, all of which, like the eveless Sl
and crawflsh, are white and seemingly nlmost transporent, belng
forevor sbut Io from the light of day. Thess slghtless * Hitle
folks ® are furnished with exftremely long * feelers,”™ which to some
oxtont supply the place of eves. In possing, we view the placid
waters of Lake Lethe, the Mythologieal Lake of Heallng The
mud-covered Hmestone ledpes in this region nee nnmistnksbis slgns
of high water. At Hmes the cave rivers riss mpldly from torrenta
emptying into them through the oomberiess funnel-shaped aink
holes in that wlelnity, thos " forming n vast, contlnuous body fully
two miles lomg, wrying from thirty to slxty fest In depih. They
gutsldes more slowly. You nnturally nsk bow & party conld sscape
if unfortonately caught boyomd the rivers during & sudden rse.
By slxtson months of hard lnbor, directed by the monager, Mr. H.
%, Gantor, m wow way [(Ganter avenue] bas boen oponad, chvisting
this difflenlty.

Wo are now maldng footprinis an a beach of fne yollow med—
g phensnnt change for wenry feet 'This in the Qreat Waik of four
lnndrad yards to Bcho River, The “cedling ™ Is almost ninsty fest
abinve, anid " maost henutifolly mottled with black and whits Hme
gtones, llka snow clonds in & wintry sky. By ignlting magneaium
we got tha wonderful effect In {ts splendor;™ and, eohaneed by the
cave's wintry branth, we nre mode to foel almost Uke there iz &
possibility of the fenthery finkes peppering down Into our faces
from the demsaly banked clonds. By the same Hght we have
magnificent view of Bhakesprare's Oalleries—bemntiful Iedges or
sghelves of projecting stons many fest above ns and sl hundred
feet o lengih; aleo of the Inrge pleturs of (hls great bard oo the
ceiling, so distinetly outlined as to be exelly recognized.
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Weo Bave reachad the famoas Echo River, and here Is o nlea 10L-
the Beat of Matboats pwaltlng us. Consider for o moment the lnbhar
af belnging o thin place the materiel for moking il these, snch
aof the half dozen boats beleg of sufeient slize to accommodats
Iweily passenpere. For o long Ume every [lece of timber bad to
e broaght In by way of Pat Man's Misery.

Echo River! m;hnnlh_rﬂnllhmﬂmwllﬂﬂrfwlﬂb
guage to deseribe it, which langunge has never trembled on mortal
longue nor tipped the point of the most gifted pen. The simost
loecold stream does not appenr sullen; yet iis carrent {8 so ellght
mﬂldmhhtnh-m.ﬂqh[wpnlhpﬂuﬂdm.ﬂ-
cept when the gulds ocenslomally uses his long paddle & moment
In propelling the bont. Most of the time be slightly pushes wlik
his hond agninst the overhead orch or the side of the cuve The
mmooth archwar abore us is of dullgray lmestone, and varles o
height from five to thirty feet; while as to depth the water Is snid
to vary about the same (from Swe o thirtr feet), Its widih being
from twenty to two bondred fest. How delightful this interval of
ropasn, while for balf o mile we calmly, gently, sweetly glide over
ihesn paclfic wators, feeling no fear, thoogh thres hundred and
fifty feet bensath the sun's bright rays—three bondred and S
fest bemeath o spray of pmas or aoy other vegeintion, except the
fow slight specimens of white fongus growth peenlinr to the cavel
We fesl sure He who planned this woadroos labyrinth can uphall
1ts pondarous walls; so we humbly, lovingly commit cursslves to
Hig care.

The marvelogs echo over this stream could scarealy he exagper-
ated—ihst melodions prolongntion and rapld repetitlon of sound,
vitraiipg aod reverberating along the vorlons ledges, =10 and
eroviess. Wonderful, sublime! The guide strikes the water er
giifs of the boat with his poddie. The blow soumde Jike sn im-
manes gan or cannon, which is answered hy anoiber, then an-
olbher. Agaln snd apgaip, on amd on, It 18 reprodicsd. untll it
sounde ke armed forces angaged Ia deadly combal. When ihis
haw slowly died away (o the dlstanes, the galde glves a suoosssion
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of musical tones, which [otermingle and have n pleasing affect on
the sar a8 they pass throughout the dork tonnel. Then follow
saveral good old songe by our Hitle perty, bed: by the clear, sweat
volce of Miss Trice. Though ot few are slnging, and most of
them very softly, the sound would Indlcats & mpgmnificent cholr of
i hundred or more. If & thonsand such wvoldees above ground
vould expand thelr volume o the same degres Indicated by this
littln band burled so fir bemealh the earth’s mstle crust, sursly tha
vibratlops of thess samne ewest old songs of national repown—
" Bouwnnnes River;"™ * Den. Boli;"™ " Ono the Banks of the Wabash
Far Away;" " 0ld Hentucky Home;™ * Bwest By aod By ;" " Home,
Bwent Home,”™ ptoc—woild ablmost reach the Appalachian Moun-
tuins, rebound therefrom and atrike the crapgegy heights of the
stony-ribbed * Roclklen " with such force a8 to scatier thelr melos
dles from the troples to the arctle snows, Do not tell me such
work as this s not directed by o Hond divine!

Look! Yonder Is o distant Hght—a loanding in Porgatory! 'Wa
do not desiro to land there; but If we will follow implicitly the
dirsctions of our guide, no evil shall betide. Orpheus enlling Bury-
dice from purgntory is hero vividly reprossnted by Srs. Brown,
Tt esama the entire eavern Is In sympathy with the uefortunnte,
and hands down from cliff to cliff. in plaintve tones: “ Eurydlice,
Burydics, Burydles!™ Tha celling is here 8o low wa have to bow
a8 low as possible—almost o down in the boat—io pass through,
aven in time of low wuisr. Tha mystarlons lghkt ks held by o wal-
come visiior—ihe man who has brought our dinner; bot we shall
not el kerd, On we snll, and soon [aod st Recky Inlet. Passlng
through Minnehaba Valley, we soon entor Casmade Hall and 1iaten
o few momenis io the meledy of the cascaden, whose = langhlng
waters ™ fall and * break Into Ugold peario on the lsdgen” Poss-
ing Wellington's Galleries, we gquench our thirst at Dripplog
Bprieg. whose water genily iricklea from a pecullar stalactite,
eallad, from !.I:-H-nin-u ind appearines, the ¥ Brokén Hearl" Poms-
img thremgh the Infernal Hegionn, Plute’s Dome, Old Scrateh Hall,
Serpent’s Hall, Bllllman's avenue, acd up the rugged HI of Fa-
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tlgme, we welcome a full breath at Nebraska Bemil, where many
yeirs Ao Lhe Meobranks Press Association ronlly asssmbled,. Wa
go through Raflrond Tuonnel, Here copfrents we the Grent Easi-
erfi—an enormoon stons, the unigue resemblance of AR ooMan
Bleamer,

I,

We ralse our eyes townrd the frescopd colling of the jusily re-
powned Vale of Flowers. * Qlevelands Cabinet nnd Marion's ave-
neg, sxch ane mile long are adorned (at intervals) by myriads of
gypeum roselies mnd curfonsly twisted crystale™ Descriptions of
pome of these formations have been averdrawn; still, we am
charmad by the striking resemblance of thess falr, eryetalling flow-
&rd Lo those hal bod, bloom, and swesien the alr with thelr fre-
grance. Among Lhess grpsum rossties we fnd some resembling
mimmath chrvsanthemams, large fim a ddnrer plate, while others
bear o slill closer resemblanoes to the white Hly, with {ts waxlike
petnls gracefully curling back from lts distinct center af yellow.
An expressed In the Cave Manual: " 'Wa wonder bewildered nnder
symmeirical arches of fifty feet span, where the fanoy s charmed
by the naturn] mimiery of every flower that grows in gunrden, for-
&g, or prairie, from the nodding pansy to the Anunting helianthne ™
Each ropstte 5 made up of countiess fbroue eryetals, sach tiny
arystal in itealf a study. All is virgin white, exsept here and there
a patch of gray lmestons, or & spob bromzed by metaflie staln, or
an we purpesely ~ vary the lovely monotony = by burning shemlieal
Hghts (of differsat solors). We admles Che sffective Frouplng
done By Natnre's skillful fngers. Hers = o great Floml Croas
[mbove ne), made by o mass of stone rosettes; while Sornl coro-
nets, closters nnd wreaths nnd garlands embellish nearly overy
foot of the celllng aod walls™ The *Last Ross of Bummer," de-
pleted on the celling of o lnrge room, in certainiy * loft blcoming
alona ~ [[1ka some of the folr maldens of oor pariyi. To diferent
partions of this erystnllios conssrvatory many facciful pames
kave been given, such as * Fiora's Gorden,™ * Mary's Bower,™ * Vale
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of Diamonds™ * Morhle Hnll™ * Walls of Glory,” * Chorlotic's
Girotto,™ atc. Dinmond Geozo resembles (he most Istricate goome
drapery bodeched with myrinds of dlamonds  Tou can Imagine the
improvemant here made by (e mogoesla light when rou Uhink of
ii= effect on an oridlinary tabisou, The ceiling almost throughout
s dellghtful vals 18 much lownr than In most of the aveoses
Thiz sesms much more like diving arrangement than o mere * kap-
pen so” Think of li—the snow cloude on & celling ninety fest
high, so distance can lomd Its apchontment; while these erpstalline
beautles are 80 low we can easlly observe tha Intricacy of their
formations, combinstions, and groupings! It 1= with effort we
keep our eovelons fingers from plucking st lenst o potnl from
thess exquislte formations, bal striet restrictions strictly restrict
Too much of this has already bean dons; bal, bappily, " the salb-
tle forcen of nature are af work Lo mend what man has mareed.”

Put what Is thal? Look! DBehold the weleame dioner tabial
Viands of nlmost every varisty, well cocked, and abiundant saough
for a party thrice ns large—a falr sampls of the exesllont fare
at Mammolh Cave Hotal. * 'With appetites whettad by vigorous
exerclse and (he bracing cave alr,”™ we joyously (by no means
sllently) gather around the weloome repasl, 8o neatly arrangsd on
a long, high, wooden tabls by the man who permiiled his lighl to
“ gy ghine " far us ail Pargatery Landing.

Having dined siperabundantly, we resums our waoderiogs.
There are gray nnd white rats and mice In this looality, with lorge
Winek ayes—nat blind. They are supposed 1o go to the outer warld
for sustenance; bul when our Eilde wis asked whil these lietls
animals lived om, he sald, " Chestmists "—hat 18, jokes Parnlshed
by guldes and rvisliors. He says (hess jokes are asseniisl fo the
well-belng of the visllors, [oF * avarybody (hal éafes Inlo the cave
gots down In the moath.” Here |8 4 maes of large Hangiog Rocks,
Jonn called " Sulclde Rock '™ (1L has hanged itslf). Now we enter
Fly Chamber, oo whose eslling and walls are * myriads of tiny
erystals of black grpsum nboui the size of a houwss fiy." The re
semblanos 18 so siriking. and the sight so forcbly cominds os of




Ecmors rrow Mamwors Caye. a7

many ldtchons and dining rooms wo have seen, it is net our pleas:
uré io tarry hare very long; at lenst, wo will not dine hers to-lsy.
Paseing sevarnl interesting scemes, we gnan o moment at 5 peoul-
for stalagmits, termed the “Anvil® Its top bears siriking ressm-
blance to a large, brown human face; and the gilde posiilvely ag-
sures us it is the head of a man, not n womnn, Helng asked why,
bo repllos: “ Bacauss the mounth is clossd.® Even If it wers =
waman, wonder If he thinks she would keep her mouth open wfter
hoving served as anvil a term of svornl contorles, Trplml of tha
“hammering " recelved by many & woman all her life, this pros
trate figure is belng constantly pelted In the focs by drops of cald
water from & gianl stalactlis hangleng sbove, as |f prood that ha
hias smbjugated her and delerminsd Lo retaln his dominlon, Wha
wonders at the poor " creature's *' keaplag the mouth elopsd T

For & long distanos we have been treading the treacherous path-
way, Blippery Elm strest, foreibly rominding ua of the masy dan-
geroas places [n 1ifs, where we must take heed lest we fall. HKnes-
high Camyon, of Bhln avenus, [s one of (hose pacaliRr gorges, or
ravines, washed oot by ihe surglng waters, then petrified, and is
perhiapa two hundred yards fong, aboul two fest wide, and just deep
enough o aemire the pedestrian that its two Bames are appropel-
ato, rendersd decldedly more so by the aplintery rocks fuiting
froan [Le upper edges.  In treading this * nurrow way ™ we are care-
Iul mat bo disfiguce these splintery bonders.

Intn the Flue—a small openlng in & ledge above as—the guids
throws some ignlied subslance, and the suction s =0 great we
hear tho roariog na of the best stove fne. Into o slmilar cpening
ha theows, dingonally, a lghl, which seema to b= Instaptly extin-
guished, Some one remarks: * The Hght went oo™ The gulde
replias: “ Moj the lght weat 2. In o moment wn see 1t shining
from ancther window somag disiance away, [nto one of thess ad-
fjacent cavern halls he now tosses m large med llght. Wo watch it
& momest, then move oo, “ Logk st that Indian camp firel" says
ope of our erowd, We turn and lpok “owey in posder ™ pnd sea
apparenily o large rod #ro and Mr, Bherp walking telsurely in
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front of 1L, s=smingly as tnconcerned and contentad as If he had
decided to go into winter guarfers thers. Throngh which litie
winfow he erepl. in leaving or returning to the rest of oar partr,
I am not able to say.

Raicbow Walls are striped with diferent colors, necording to the
piratn, bot Indistinet The guide soartecusly announces, * 1f any
af yoo deslen to go driviog bere are some nolle”™ polntiog to abedl
g pound of ren] “oight pesnies™ lylog on o rock. The Tmmph
Ratreat—a dlsmal affset o the cave—Ils podnted oui to as; Bul
althongk we are now an ackoowledged sef of * Etmmps" we care
not to reftreat thither. Look nt that large oval pebble, fifteen or
twenty feet long, called the * Egg ™ [(Hoo's Eggl. Near [t is the
Table—a hnge, fat stone—on which the gulde suys wo may serva
ithe Hgg, Leaving the wild, mgged poss of El Ghor, we nscend n
long stona stalrwny our lender enlls “Jecob's Ladder,” pointing to
the “ampels = ascending 1t. Here we enter one of the cove's chisf
wondere—Mary's Vineynrd (socmetimes ealled * Martha's Vioe
yard *). A strange sialsctite, thres inches In dismetaer, called the
“ Geapovinn," winds fram foor to celllng.  "Around It are coustless
nidlales of calclum carbopnto comted with black cxide of Lrom, which
gimualate clustors om olusters of Insclons grapes (both as (o #loe
and calors), gleaming with varied tints through the dripping dew,
Wo covetous hand is permitied to pleck this subterransan vintage™
(Manusl.) (Bui we “do not Hke sour grapes,” you kmow.) Of
the = wine™ {(pure water) Sowing nbundanily frem that wall of
Erapes into & farge besr beg aod into & pool below tho woll we ora
kindly ievited to pariake “ withoot moosy and withoat priee.” Wa
do #o, and ail become Intoxfented=—not with the joice of the graps,
however, bat with the grandsur of the scenery. A noturaklooking
olive and slice of lemon are imbedded smong the grapss, while the
waler [rom nbove comstantly tricklss owr them, kesping all the
eryetal frult tooking perfoctly frosh and glossy,
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I'V.

We next enter ‘Washlagton's Hall—n somewhat ciceunlar room
ons hundred feet (n 1is greatest diameter. Hers we are remlndsd
more forclbly than ever thot we are trending the path of the na-
tloms; for here are 0 many monumects of loose wlomes in Bonor
of dferest cities, States, ond wotloms, bollt by ropresentstives
feom each. Hers we erect ome in honor of Oeargie Roberteen
Chriatlan Collegs, have the pama eut on stone, and place on fhs
monument & catnlogus of tha institotlon, The beawtifnl Emowbail
Room nexi gives ua a grand recoption. In the Iaoguage of the
Mamonl: * It ealllng ip thickly dotted with hemisphericnl masses
of emowy gypeum, each balng from two to ton Inches in diametsr.
‘The effect (8 as If o crowd of merry schoolboys hod flung & thon-
gand snowhialis agninst the calllng, which stack there as memantoa
of thelr spart.® The grandenr bs superh when [ffomineied with
mognesium, Next, Vibration Hall, over Morlen's avemme. Tha
wonderfnl vibratlons are like the roaring of o train or the low,
sl murmur of wailing winds. The Strawberry BHed [with iia
stone frult), the Ghost, the Prehibitien Platform, Si Cecilia’s
Orotbe, ke Crucils, Gumdrep Ceillag, the Mandolln, Popeorn Cell-
Iag, Trilky's Fook, ete., we miust pans without comment, and Hnger
But & moment at the Dental Office, whose oédling looks ke o moss
ef exiractsd tes{h., Thousmads af nomes are hroughout the cave—
pome, carved with kofves or stones; others, smoked oo the cellog
Ia ™ ¥e alden times™ of tallow condles.

Suddenly leaving this " matchless falrylond,” wo find ourselves
wearily tolling op the rogged steeps of Bocky Mouhtaio, apxlonsly
wondering how far to the top, We muast walk over rodky Irng
meais fossed in wildest confuslon, impeding the progress of us,
weary, but determined, pedestrians. On and on. npward and oo
ward. higher and higher, and sl higher, pufing and blowing,
pulses beating faster, fuoss growing redder—"Houw for o (e fopl™
On we go over multipled thousands of loose rocks, carefally avedd-
fng the denp gorges nnder and beelde ue, Here Is o place stesper,
atill stespar. Up we go by the friendly ald of our gulde, MNowl
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The summit s peached, Lef se breddhe. Ample breathing rodam
iz afforded uws In this haill of incredlble dimenslons—Call's Ha-
tundas—an lnrge a8 6 good-slzed yard, This {5 gaid to be not very
fer from the sarih’s surfacs, pe verifled by large Mocks of sand-
flong, nles by the fack that Che rombing of the mdirond trado
overhead |n sometimes audible. Down Dismal Hollow we gnze and
throw siones, bui do nol venture, [t locks ke 1t might ba
“hountod.” Cleopatrn’s Heedle s a wery peoulinr stalagmics,
translzcont, and pointed st the top. Here Is the Maslsirom—a
monstrons pit into which the guide permits us, only one at a tme,
to gare s momant, while he motiously haolds oor hand. "We ame In
Oroghan's Hall=—n very long room sixty feet wide and thirty-five
high, with beautiful Starfish cenior overhond, This |s regarded
s the terminus of Mammoih Cave, Heare we drink from the haogs
tiful apring whosa waters are gently hasded down from & clustor
of large stalactites, ome of which 1= callsd (he ® Biarney Stons.™
Thiz we modestly kies az have thouesnds of Hps hefore our own=—
nol that we expeci thersby to recaive the mythologicsl blessing,
bat Elmply for the novelty of the costom, (Be i remembered,
please, (hat sach ons's lip sieing are washed awny by the constant
flow of waler from above,) We have been buried from daylight
five and a half hours, and have walked nine miles.

MNow wa start back to where the grass waves nsar the nodding
ferns ond the bird sings sweelly Lo I8 maie, Our gonide says he
o't tell jokes backward:™ s0 we lose mo time oobti]l we oce
kindly led inte Nelson's TMecovery. This diamond conservatory
Fou can appreciate omly by igoltiog one of thoss splondid lights
and locking above ryou. Bes the masslve roof testotally coversd
with sparkiing fewsls, In places resembiing masses of gold dust;
in others, looking ma If thickly sprinklsd with small, glitering
dlamonids! We fall to vislt that noted “realm of empty dark-
ness,” the Mammoth Dome, which 15 snid to be ™ ma wonderful o
Mass e any In this roglon of ellence and stornal night” Ascard-
ing to the Manual, the erdinnry Ughts of lard oll of miner's oll
suspended from one of the ledges reveal * nefther floor, wall, Dor
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roal of that solemn domaln' whose dimensloos are estimoted b
&l of chemliral lights to be *aboot foar hundred fest (o length,
e hundred and fifty in greatest widih, and varring from alghty
o one hundred and fifty fect, ond more, In hedght™ containing a
"tumbling catarnct higher than Nlagom, though of slender slea.”
The walls appear to be curtnined by olabaster drapery, hanging
in vortical folds that vary In sze from o pipestem to = saw log;
and these folds sro decorated by heavy fringes ot intervals of
about tweniy feet. Bix massive “colossal colomns, eighty feet
klgh by twenty-Sve in dinmeter, stnnd in & pemicircle, fanked by
pyrumidal towers.™ Thesa form part of the Epyption Temple
From HBandit Hall we wind pnd scenmble our way ap and pmong
Kontocky Ciiffs via the reoowoed, the notorions Corkscrew, tho
exit from Hiver Hall {thapks to the ingenfons honds that hove
constrocted wonden ladders leading ap the steepost ports). Soma
of the vory slondor onss of our party furnish smusemant for the
rost by squeszing themselves through o very small and somawhat
clrenlar window or opming—"' gap in the wall™ of this monstros
ity. It is with considernble effort on the part of themsslves mod
gulds—puffing snd blowing Inching one slde nt a tima. Wa lnngh
il we ery at the ludlerous seeme. Qoo af our number, bedng some-
what long as wall as slender and * Sharp* In winding among the
varlous turns and ereviees of the Corkserew, snys hie has mat him-
splf b tima or two; but, not recopnizing himssif. thought ha had
met another mon. Down the rugged, recky slopss we wend our
way, and searcely gtep any more untll we pasa through the Tron
Gats (o the entrance. Heea (B PM.) we find that Phebus, as 1
wedry awalting our return, has departed, lsaving ouar good-night
kiz= to be dellversd by the twillght bresss. Up the Lill to the
hotel. where we horrisdly bathe our faces, then are Invited in oor
cave salts to the weleoms dlnlng rosm, of whose rare ireasores we
gladly pariake, Erelong we are [n our roome o the thind story,
embraeed in he loving arms of Morpheas, preparntory (0 our me-
pnderings nlong the Sboeri Houte to-morrow. Until then, good

night
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T
BIIDRT ROUTE,

Having our bodies refreshed by * nature's sweel restorer,” wae
break oar fast and start en eur second day's ramhle

At the save's yawnlng moulh wa agaln for A moment watch and
pdmirs the erysial waler as I “ irickies dows wilh psrpetual
mueie ™ from the midarch, forty Tesl abowve, * spanding again
apd apalo In mimic echoes rom the walle and roal mroiind,”
then ereeping from owr slght through crevices In the foor to join
mome underground companbon stream. Obeylng the summons of
our gulde, we again enier the dark recessés of this tremendoos
cavern, and for some distance retrace the mme Norrows, with
thelr rode walls of looss rocks compoetly piled by the saltpeter
mdners of 1812—reles of thot deadly combot. o the Rotunda and
other open spaces are still to be seen remains of leaching vats and
wooden pipes In exceflent state of preservation, the mme that were
aeed in parlially preparicg vast guantities of gunpowder wsed in
the Wiar of 181L A [ew ox trucks, now hardemed fofo & kind of
olome, 8211l clearly show the shape of the cloven hool. It Is forte
nnts that oxen used by the miners did not have to go os for os
Bhin aveoue and Fat Man's Missry. They dld not care for Gre-
clan Bend avenwe—idid not seriously chject to stooplng.

Wea enler Bat aveoue, where In fall and wialer the walls are
blackened by thousands of ale clloging together, ke sworms of
boea, and sometimes saspendsd in great ™ clumpa™ from the cell-
Img. Tt is stated thet at = slogle eatch one night, darlng cne of
thelr winter slecps, Professor Call captured six hundred aod sevs
oty bats, most of which were carrled to the Natlonal Mussum,

Fassing the Plgeon Boxes, we snler the Charch [aboat eighty
feot In dimmeter by forty feet high), with iis natural polpit or
gallory (o ledge of rocks about tweoty-five feet high). Preachers
af renewn Bave here tallend of the Savlor, and large nudiences have
filled these mystle walls with songs of pralss, Mear thias I8 a real
Christmas tres, ploced hers In 1883, asd on 06 s811] hang mony
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carda and lnbals. Fosslng many places of Inferest we stop and
gass In wonder on o samber of gigantle staloctite-stalagmite un-
lons, sach as Post Oak Pillar, Elephants' Heads (with thelr
“grunks checked,” as the gulde sayal, the 014 Armechale, Pompey
fnd Cssar, and the Pillars of Hereunles, The Intter ja a great
miatted geries of columne, whose abifesl BsEMIA LD ke to Bupperi the
waorld of rock above. All these aged seatllnels appear to b keap-
ing n sharp leokoot for the proceedings of their pear peighbor, the
Bridal Altar. They harve alrendy witnessed a dogen resl weddings
goder this trlune arch, begloning with the one in which the voung
lndy had promised her motber she would * never morry n man oo
the face of tha sarth.” Sha was fmithful to her promise. The
gulde soon paints to splendld ropresentationn of horpets' cests oo
tha wall, and sarya: " Hornels' Nests—next hiog after Bridal
Altar!® Pointing to the 01d Armchalir, he ssks us the name of the
Junetion of the stalactite and stalagmite. We koow not] so he
tells us: * Mighty Tight” Here |8 the long sleader;, hazardous-
looking profectlon eallesd the * Lover's Leap "—douldless his last
leap. [(Wonder If the Bridal Altar saggested the name.] Buaf-
fle it to sny, It 1s on the Brow of the Il of Difflculiy; and the
leap. If mada, is nlmast sare to prove fatal. Lover, beware! Lock
bafars you leap! You bod better frst throw oo the light, them
Iook downward, stil]l dowoward, ond behold that = wild ond to-
multuonsly groopad mass of rocks® In that dismal abyss, which
iz the landing of & “leap ln the dorl.” [ repeat the warslog:
Count the cost; look beforn you lenp! Here s Bibow Crevice—o
long. morrow opomlng fm “ the face of the solid reck Through it
wa wand our way, siongle file, probably a bondred ynrds, afl the
while eareful not to mar with oar elbows the stone walls, which
are Y wrinkled and folded in many fnntiastic ways by the watora
which have long sinee ceased to flow here™ We carefully peep
into Rebekak's 'Weall; then over the ragged edge Into Joseph's Pit;
then up into Napoleon's Dome, nnder which is the [Hning Table—
g hups block of limestoms detached from the ceiling above. We
peas mony oovelties, and ot Anmnette's Doms our ears are greeted
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by the Incessant song of o Hitle walerfnll, lsaping from a preciples
of almosf ssveniy feet to celnforce the waters of Lee's Clstern.
Wa pass ihrough the Ballroom, fhen see & stope resembling A
wiman's profile. The artlest hap been severely criticlsed for de
parting from oatire—her mouik iy cloded, Be here |8 anciher
ingtanen In which womnan aan " keep her maath shut" even If mon
dioes have to go two or thres hondred feet nndergroond to find
gneh @ genlnl companion. He should neover regret his eforts, If
ha mt last snoossds in petting the one he wants. Youong manm, if
you want o companfon who will permit you to always have your
awn way and will not  jaw back,”™ come to Mammaoth Cave. How
aver, you moy expect hor to keep & “ cold shoulder * turned tewnrd
you; to be veory dork; to be & deaf mute, blind, and with & heart
of stonma, Hare are the Bianding Rocks, which the gulde sars are
1ike oartnin persones—"' ginck up.” Listen® The regular ticking
of an underground timekespar, the Water Clock—a minale waber
fall somewhera hiddan hehind the rocks whers, drap by drop, the
segonds are counbed o us—one hundred and slz to the minate
{Tou ssa? Where woman kesps Ber mouth closed It seems that
even lime oan run faater )

VL

Bomie of thess avenmes wind aroand, forming pecullar tirhs and
anghes. Io this onigue arrangemeit 8 foiod the noled siatoes af
Mortka Washinglos, & marvelsas |lusléa beéaddng a siriking e
semblasee &6 o Hfe-pissd plastes of Pards stitioe {(profilel of that
distinguished lidy mounted on Kigh pedssial.

To oar right iz the GEkant's CoMn—a monster rock detnched
from Uhi# wall anmd very mikch (he sBliape of o larial oasked
Length, forty-Bve feel; widlh, from fwelve io Ofteen feet; helght,
elghiven feel: esllmaled selghl mors than twe thonsand tone. Now
wa poss the Acate dngle, where this long avenpe turns so suddeniy
ne to make an angle of only about slxiy degress—a wonderful turn
for & sweeping river, especinlly ooderground. We amter the {wo
#tone cottnges, ronfless, bulli of smooth, square stones neatly lald
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in coment, whers for & while some consumptives dwall, hoplng
thus io effect o eure, bat only Eastening thelr death,

Mow we are to bahold the ceowning glory of to-day's walk—iks
colebratod Biar Chamber, Seateld om & long bench, we quistly rest,
while the guide preparss for the fableain. With oor lights ke
glowly diesppears [mto o &de avenus leaving o kiod of twilight
to gontly erosp over uwa. Darker and darker iE grows. Hut look!
Yonder |8 & star o the disiant sky; another, and another; now
theré are fmany. Lokl The mlalatire frmamenl 8 stodded
with thess gltterlog jewels. And vonder fn a comel, 1heé Arst we
Bnve Eden [or vearm. Look how [E sloelches hallway ncross that
wondrons streal of sparkling damends, the Milky Wary, whichk
now [ elearly gsn In the dim distancs! O what a dark cloud ia
rising! Faster and faster i1 approaches (bal our rool does not
leak, ond we are nol alrid) ;! darker and darker [t @grows MNow
the entlre face of the minfatars sky §8 coversd, 0. the blacknesa
af the impenetrable gloom when overy westlge of Ught §a laken
from us! How cold we are becoming! Our fest and hands almost
ache; our bodies are becoming chilled. Burely (his 15 akin to the
Egyptinn dorkness thnt conld be fett. But no tempest assils un
This apparent stortn clond is passing aroand. A star iz peepiog
through the rifted cload. 1t is fellowed by anciber, and 2211 an-
pther. The goteway of glory has agaln ewning back on Iis bioges,
and the stor-spangled vanlt i8 again gleaming above. What time
In ¥ The walches of the pedesirione are wilth the hotel clerk;
the guide s gone with hig; aod the Wiler Clock we have left for
behind us. How mn we koow the time? Listen! The chicken,
that falthful moniter, tells us It Is almost day. Anocther replies:
"Ted, nearly day.” Look eastward! A gray #lreak near the ho-
rizom! Tt slowly grows wider pod becomes Lghter. The chickens
reasauce o doy is dawning The Ittle call bBas arogsed from fta
glumber, feels bopely, and calls ita = ma;" and, motherike, she re
plies: ™Mal™ The lttle houss dog s r¥iog to arouse the celgh-
bors, bat becomess too ofclous, recelves a blow from hin master's
roil. and goes off bowling nnd yelllag. The chickeos still remiod
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un doy Is ot hond. It is growing lghter and Lghisr. Yonder we
pon the rislng s, Omwnrd be marches, and at his approach the
stars ond comet withdraw thelr light and permit his brighter
beams to relgn suprems,

With thapks to our mimle guide and with bearts Gllsd with
deaper gratitude to the omolpotent Giver of all thess wonders, wa
turn ek fpom this end of the Maln Cave, more fully realiziog
ow liklle we kmow, [f thera ls such grandeur io this (lusicn,
what of the grandeur of the real giory of sarth and beaven!

VIL

Reluctantly leaving the eschantimg Star Chamber, with fits
eporkling vaull three handrsd [eet long and elghty high, we rebruos
our way Lo the Glanl's Coffin; then throagh another avemue Lo the
Woodsn Bowl Moeom; hénee down o rmode etone stalrwoy called the
* Bteeps of Time.” Here the railiog and some of the rocks are all
the vear coversd with & snow white fuogns growtih, whose dense
patckea of long fibers look very much lke the whitest cotton or
woal. These shrods are sld to be sometimes o fool or mors (o
lsngth, and they certninly give to the Btorps of Time the appear
anca of antiguity. At the bottom of thls rostie stalrwny, entering
Owi Hall, we nre confronted By the rude representation In stone of
i small owl quintly perchod apon & high ledge. Though he seems
to be soln propristor of tho establishment, and though kis visltors
ara &il parfect strangers to him, ha modestly refrains from asking
od thai Impartlpapt * owl " guastion: * Whi—<who—whi—who &re
youl" The gulde eulcgizes him, saying: “ He la 1Mtte, but owl
right.” Beneath I8 & b=auliful epring, and the guide clatms to bo
able io tell exacily how much waier |t offords every week—just
o n quart. A surprissd listener asks: " How moch™ He res
plies: “ Two plota™

The Lover's Retreat consists of two long narrow, pomilsl awve:
mmed, &t rlght angles with the ones we are traveling, and looming
off Im the dlm distepee we koow oot whither. Eoconm wa reanch
what s enlled the * Devdl's Kitehen" When asiked If His Satrnls




Hemons rroM Maummots Cave, 3a7

Majosty = & good cook, the gilde replies: * | suppose ao, fram his
large numbsr of boarders.™

In our rambles through this wonder world we ses various gro-
teagus regemblances on walls end cellings—some, in the peoulinr
shapes of the rocks; others, only In outlines—Fat Girl, Hen and
Chickens (amall chiohk perchied om I3 mothers back), Clast and
liantess Tosslng the Baby, the Couple Dancing the " Twoatep™
{while Jenlousy stunds aghast wiik back turmed, as If In disgust),
large Bions Face, the Moon, and many, many ofthers. As to the
roprasontation of speclal figures and Mowers, sometimes the re-
somblnnes Iz very striking: but ab other Hmes vivld powers of
impgination must he employed—something ke tracing outlines
in harning conls or in clonds. "We ore now down in the very * Re-
glon of Pits and Domes: " and ginee there is muoch similarity In
thelr structure ond appearnnes, I will make only & gecernl allu-
glom o & fow of the most noted, such ns Minerva's Taome, Elde-
anddis Pit, Washington's Pit and Dome, aod the so-called * Bottom-
less Pit" which hog been mensured at lnst and found to bo ome
hundred and thiriy-five feat deep; whils SBhalby Dome, just over
It in ope baedred and forty<8ve foet high, making a pit, or doma,
of almost thres hundred fest. Over the Botiomiess Pt la & aub-
stantinl wooden bridge, callad the = Bridge of Bighs.” [f contains
o hidden trapdoar, as did the Opiental one; bot whils passing
over wa conld scarcely kesp from quivering to think aof the poasl-
Trility of siscl, Tlhese are " vortical shafis that pleroe throigh all
levels, from the appermost alleries, or aven from the siok bBoles.
down to the lowest floor™ and are called “ pits = or “ domes.”™ me-
oording to the poslton cocopled by tho obsarver. They seem o
wilen ot the boitom and taper off fnto = conles] top, =1lke the
aleoples of some majestlc lemple of silence and might” Their
*lgged walls sre Diled and folded n ways Indescribable” An
sanctioned by {he Monusl, every Indleatlon s thal this is the hed
of n subtorranean strenm or greiem of rivers, & Bystem of oaverns
having becoms one intrieate Iabyrinth. The appesarance g that
the mighty billows hayve carved the granite into natursl tunnels,
spouting horns, fantsstic arches. grottoes, and chasme, |ts roof
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“belng “ docornted here and there by oumerons stalactiies;” s
*wills, Aoted and cirved, aa if by some glgantic graving tool™
Time forbids that we Unger. Onwird we move, with rapid
pace, hock toward the sotmoee, the gulds not even sopping to
tell mnny of his pleaning Jokes. Boon we are in tlve epen ale agnin,
trring to become sccwsbomed Lo (Be #iltry breeees befars walking
ap the hill. We are iaking n long last, lUngering look; for we
must now bid adisu b0 Niagara's grsl rlval, Mammaoth Cave, whoss
marvelous prandeur we cin never camprebend. Long lo our mem-
aries will lnger its rocky galleries and acched vallers; ils koobs,
finks, and prramidal peaks; lis Grand Crossing; its micdature
Wingaras, with thelr splash of silvery waters; lts lmpdd peals
thni Bnye socret connectlon with Groon Flvar.
1t would ba a eeld, thoughtless heart that conld ponder the nl-
mast inconceivable Immensity of this underground structure and
wot be more thoroughly convinesd of the powar of Him who slons
coufd stay those massive walls wnder such wonderful prossure.

LESSONS,

Haviog completed our meanderings through {his wonderland, we
natarally begln to motlee the many simitarities hetwoen this and
tho Christian's earth Tife

1. In both we must have Heght Without 1t we oan neither ap-
precinte the grandenr nor svold the pitfalle along our way. Inm
both [netances we must leave tha light of the world and be guided
Ty the light especially preparéd for ae—a 10ght that has besn thor
oughly tesied, proved Lo be tree and steadfast; ope that will endure
thrénighoul the journey.

E Im both we should Bave s guide. He should carry o omafs
light, shoald walk §n that light himself, and shoald be nequointed
with the war. A blind guide—one who has no Heght or who will
mot himeell walk therein—Iis not capnelisted to lead others. Thare
are many * false Thriste™ or " bllnd guides;™ and * whors the bliind
lead the blind, both shall fall into the diteh.” Wa shonld not snly
ave n guide, but should strictly follow him. & few weeks since
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twn bors from Florenee, Aln., tried polog throogh s cave withouk
& pulde, and were lost for two days o the great borrer af 'thems-
selves and thelr porentn. Many leave the great Boorce of heavenly
Hpht and forsake the appoioted goide, trostiog to themsalves. to find
n hetter or an easler wny. Boch persons nre merely groplng thalr
wny in dorlmess, linbis sny momaot to be eogulfed in the pit of
destruction. There are dangors above, beneath, and on elther side
Wo must wuich svery way.

L “The majority of persoms nover siert through Mommoth
Cave, and some who start become timid aod tomrn back.”  {Manusl,
page 18, Ldkewise the majority onever siort on the Christan pll
grimago; and many who start have not the moral courage to keep
om, but fturn back to the warld,

i, In Mammoth Cave we pass through a number of low, narrew
svennes  Im thei torivoos chonnel called = Fai Man's Misery ™
“the wnlls, omly elghtesn Inches spart, change direction sight
times within elghty yurds, while the distance from the sandy path
to the ledge overhead averages tut five fest. The rocky sides are
marked with waves and ripples, as Lf running weter tind bean sud-
denly petrifled.® In fife we come to many low, Darrow Dlooes,
whers we muogt not exalt oursslves too high nor * spresd ourselyes '*
too wide, tui must tay aslde many of cur opinions, plans. and:pur-
poses,

5, We see many high ploces we cannot resch or comprehend.
These, alsa, shoulil tench us humility. We must not be seli-right-
eolig—be mot wise In our own conesite.  Many of God's ways ami
works are bayond our comprebanslon, for even the ™ angels desire
to look Into ™ thom.

6. Whila watching and admiring the grandeur overhead, we
mist look well tp where we plant oor feet. In ibe cave we fmil
some treacherous rocks, as experlence thoronghly convimeed s
in life we often think we are slepping on sfe ground, when—Ilo!—
it proves to be a treacherous rock of o bed of gquicksand, Tet un
sznmine o platform befops we Urust our souls thereon.

7. Comncerniog both thess [ouroeys the varlous stories ™ must
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be slfted with grontost eare,” for both are often grossly miszepre
sentod. However, the merits of both can be tested; and the
sirongor and brighter the search light and the more critfeal the
soarch, the more beanties nra discerned,

B. The cave has [ts vast Rotundns, 1ts Mommoth Doma, and
evon |t Chief Cliy—that marveloos expanse, that “largest sube
terranean templs In the world" with aron]l dimensions of two
acres, enchanted by otter solltode—the Chief Clty, whose solid,
peamlsan arch of llmestons, o one great, overshadowing canopy,
has withstood the shock of thoumnds of years. Ofien In 1ife’s
wanderings we soa & vsi rofunda or somo other vacant hall, as It
were, looming dimly befora us In the gtheripg gloom. Wa know
not what to do nor what is there In store for us, for all is dark-
megs,  But look! Our kind Guide steps stedily forward with the
light of tralh, whose rarys pensteate the somber shadows and shed
a glorlows halp om the beaaiies belfore bBoried In gloom. Todssd,
this world Is oo vant rotunda, whosn spiriton]l gloom s horribils
uati]l penotrated and banished by the light of God's truth and love.
Wharever |t shines the bannty and grandour of hls bandiwork ore
rovaalod,

#. The old mushroem beds Im Audobon avenue are sanding me-
meantos of mon's mistake In trying to eultlvate this fungus growth
in one of the driest parts of the eave. In religions matters many
and far more serious mistakes mre mede  [And=lol—* thalr
works do Dollow them."™)

10, Eyeless Gsh, crickeis spliers, ele—nothing made withoot
& purposs. No use for eyes [o an abode of perpeinnl darkness
Aciually, o number of blind vialtors kove gope through this cave
Burely they bhad gueer carfoslty, [(Wonder If aoy of tham were
women.) Some church members sesm blind to duiy—to church
work of every kind, even (o the Sumday school leeson,

11. Cave fsh, stc—not only blind, but white, bocauss seclmded
from light. Mony so-called = Christians® are not only biind to
their own inberests, bat are also pale amd slokly, because they
keep themeslves from God's lght. They are fesable—bove no
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sitrength, ennnot endare light Torm on the search light of God's
ward, nnd thelr theorles wither away.

12 Echo River. Wa shoold be careful as to what we sar, for
it mny be often repented.  IF good, all is well; bat iF bad, —!

1%, Tha ecave, though sleat, iz fnrnished with sweelest musle—
vibreatlons and pettaring waterfalls, Often the most gulet Chris
tinn life has the best Influenes and is echond for snd near,

14. Tha conl, beaclng cave stmospharas Is of grent advaniage in
traveling; =0 ore the approprinte cosinmes. Throughout the
Christinn's fooroey ha should = hiup ool "—be dellberate and eon-
Hderate; otherwiss hin enemy hns the admoitnge. He shoold niss
b nrmayed o gurments of humilty ond obedience—should lkoap
o6 tha robe of righteoummess.

15. Mentnl stimolus shortens the war and lessens fatigoe in
Maommoth Cave. Life's burdens and sorrows are lessened by look-
ing for the fowers Instead of the tharns along our way=by fnily
apprecinting our favornble environmants,

16, The Boow Clonds In the cave are nlnsty fest high, whila the
beautlfal frescosd arches are low enough for ns to exnmipe thale
pirmciure. Thus naturs 18 sulied w our conveslence; and to the
thinking, appreciative mind God's arranpements are sublime

17. In the cave sometimes our lamps aimost go out, and we are
forcibly reminded of the *foollsh virgies;" bui our guide trims
the wicks and all {8 wall. The Christian's lght sometimes neads
trimming, without which IE wonld go oqb

15 Tn Mammoth Cave we paz2 through Slippery Him sirest;
In the shurch “lst him that thinketh he standeth take heesd lest
hs fall"

10 In Mammoth Cave we find immense blocks of fallen lime-
stone, detached Crom the esiling everhiead. Stopes In God's spirit-
ual temple somedimes actnally loose [Belr hold on the Srm strue-
turn of Christlanity and fall, and great is thelr fall

20, Ap if puarding the dangerous enlranee to Olive's Bower
simnds the Bentinel, that grand old stilactite that after centuries
af slow, but constant, growth bos met his companion stalagmite,
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and kaldly, Armiy * stands ke another Atlas to hald in plass tho
warld of rock above.” The aged Christian stands ar a noble sep-
tinel, tonderly geardiog the wayward and boldly sepporting the
right,

In afler life, ns we thiok of this wonderful cavern, with Ita
gulet, m¥atic walls, fluted by deep [arrows: a4, In meEmory, we
cileh the sound of [ta falllng waters, and even bear the steady,
Eeotle ticking of ii= Water Clock; an we henr the enchanting
wibratlops of its Echo River; as we promennds its spacions * hails
ounopled by Seecy clonds or studdsd with mimic soowhalls;® s wa
gazs with wonder on iis storry vaalt and wateh the lttle eyes of
honven bilnking in boauiy; we trust the splcit of Sove and gratl-
tuda may be ours, May wo more fully then ever realize cur own
Inabiblity mnd our depemdonce upen the Ome whoss sirong arm
alone can uphold the pondsrous walls of Mammoth Cave,




Mgrs. JoHN H. MEEKS.




“WraT 15 HOME WITHOUT A MoTHER?" 343

HOME CORNER.

[What follows may appear to the casual reader Zoo personal;
but, as you see, I have placed it 7ast; so, without trouble, you can
exercise your pleasure as to the reading—may read or omit. How-
ever, it occurs to me that “ Hearthstone Echoes” would scarcely be
complete without a few faint echoes from our own fireside—with-
out some expression of the heart’s impulses in its calmest, serenest
moments, also when under the severe pressure while passing
through the sore trials of life and carrying its heavy burdens. The
arrangement of the “ Home Corner,” like that of the body of the
book, is by no means chronological. Some of the pictures are not
of recent date. That of Gen. John H. Meeks represents him at the
age of fifty-six; Mrs. John H. Meeks, seventy-two; “ Grandmamma,”
gseventy-eight.—Author.]

.

“WHAT IS HOME WITHOUT A MOTHER?”

Tuar “death loves a shining mark ” seemed strikingly
shown when the home of Gen. John H. Meeks was deprived
of its noble queen. ‘

June 24, 1820; June 20, 1896~—these dates mark the
limits of her earthly career, but not of her benign influence.
Our memories will ever revert to the latter date as one of
our saddest days ; for on that morn, as the sun began to scat-
ter his golden rays around us, there was a sunsef in. our
midst; the sun of our dear mother’s existence was steadily
sinking behind the waves and ripples of life’s sea, to rise in
splendor on the glory shore. Truly, hers was a life of sun-
shine, spent casting golden beams into the lives of others.
She was the leader of a large, influential family into the



344 HeartaeTone EcHOES

good Shepherd’s fold, where she sontinued in eheerful obe-
diones until lovingly fuvited to her rewnrd,

Mother was not eo moch o woman of wards as of deeds,
and one of her charming characteristies was the quief influ-
ence of her noble life, Wintry winds may strive to disledge
the avalanche, and fail ; but gentle aunbeama will gradually
maelt the snows and eanse them to forsake the mountain side,
Bo ber influence, like warming beams, had a melting, sooth-
ing effect on hearts made cold and hardened by the storms
af time. Ier friends were many and sincers, their num-
ber being limited only by the extent of her sequaintance,
Neither did her sequaintances wait until she was dead to
speak her praises.  She was genial, kind, affectionnte; the
life of the family and the regulating wheel in the soeial eir-
ele; always found at the post of duty; self-sacrificing, wast-
ing her life for her friends, sceming to have no greater pleas-
ure than trying to lift the burden and brighten the lives of
others, Wars might come, storms might rage, friends for-
gake and foes oppress; but she was the same faithful, hum-
ble, loving, self-sacrificing mother, wife, neighbor, friend.
Much of her time was spent in denying herself and blessing
others. Bhe would stint herself any time rather than neg-
lect any one else, her thonghifulness of others and forget-
fulness of self being part of ber very nature. She was
indeed a troe heroine. Many o woman has as such been
made prominent in history, at the same time far less worthy
of the honor.,

Her untiring devotion for her ehildren war proverhial,
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and in them she seemed to find no fault. Without lecture
or rebuke, she controlled them in a quiet, modest way that
won their confidence and esteem and made them shrink from
the idea of displeasing “ mother.” (By this sweet name
all her children called her, and it was the appropriate in-
seription on her coffin 1id.)  This devotion for her own chil-
dren and for those of us whom * the powers that be ”” kindly
permitted to become hers was sweetly and charmingly recip-
rocated by each, and could not have been otherwise, except
by a heart grown cold. Noted for economy, skillful man-
agement, benevolence, and charity, her life, as it advanced,
grew gradually more sublime, the magnitude of her worth
not being fully realized until she had passed life’s meridian.

Her industry and frugality were largely the cause of her
husband’s success in life, as was for many years freely ad-
mitted by himself. TFor more than fifty-five years she was
his dear, devoted companion ; and now he solemnly realizes
the meaning of the word “bereft.”” While in quiet sleep
she was calmly breathing her last, he, with trembling voice
and breaking heart, very touchingly said: “There lies the
darling of my youth—Ellie,” that sweetest name ever
called. As she passes away, life to me loses ils charm.”
Yes, dear father, there will ever be a sad vacuum in your
heart this world can never fill; and you would not have it
filled, for you want to reserve it for her memory. The treas-
ured home will be brooded over by a spirit of melancholy,
but you have the comforting recollection that you have ever
been a true and faithful companion ; that she was never once

\
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neglected or illy provided for. Late in the afternoon before
her sweet spirit left us, the fingers of nature painted a beau-
tiful rainbow on the heavy, dark cloud in the east, which
then suggested to me the following analogy, now so appar-
ent: From you the sunshine of her presence is withdrawn,
but from the dismal cloud overshadowing your bereaved
heart there is reflected a beautiful rainbow promise. Try
not to gaze too much on the dark background, but spend
more time tracing out the beautiful rainbow tints. “ When
the roll is ealled up yonder ” at the reunion of Christian sol-
diers, we believe that to the names “John H. and Ellie
Mecks ” you and dear, sweet mother will be ready to re-
spond: “We are here.” We are thankful God did not bid
us, “ Weep not ” (there is relief in tears), but lovingly said:
“ Weep not as others which have no hope.” While of the.
eight noble children with whom you and mother were
blessed, four preceded her to the other shore, four are yet
spared to love and try to cheer you as you sadly steer your
lonely bark. To you the remnant of the voyage will be
cloudy and drear, and you will feel your task a hard one
without that patient hand that, with divine aid, so long and
so faithfully guided one of the oars; but when the gloomy
mist grows too thick for you to penetrate, you will raise your
" eyes by faith and resignation and look across to the bright
beyond.

As the sun, after lending his golden beams to our hem-
isphere as long as expedient, at last withdraws them so
gently we can scarcely know the moment of their exit, so
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was the closing of that precious life.  As a glorious, golden
day, her life smiled away many of the clouds that otherwise
would have been almost impenetrable. Even when over-
powered by heartaches, she would try to drive clouds from
the hearts of others. She always had consoling words for
those in trouble. After the sinking sun passes from sight,
it is reflected back, and a long, sweet twilight ensues.
Though the sun of her existence has passed behind the bil-
lows, there is still a beautiful twilight gladdening our
hearts—the sweet memory of her noble life.

“OUR FATHER.”
“ Gathering homeward one by one.”

TuE sad message reached us that father was dead. We
hastened to the loved old home. They had carried him into
the parlor; and that dear;, familiar form appeared as if only
enjoying sweetest slumber—eyes and lips closed naturally,
hair combed in its usual way—he looked so natural. His
death had come unheralded, his sickness having lasted only
twenty-two hours. He was in his eighty-fourth year when
the reaper carried away the golden sheaf—a ripened sheaf—
full of precious grain for the heavenly garner. Thus an-
other beautiful life was ended, and the community was
caused to mourn the loss of one of its oldest and best citi-
zens. When we gazed on his noble face—so calm, so bright,
even in death—we esteemed more highly than ever before
the character he had always sustained: that of a strictly

g
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moral, upright man, whose integrity was never questioned,
and whose practical, good sense manifested itself to all who
observed his ways. Ie was emphatically a home-loving
man., His social life was also embellished by many noble
characteristics, among which stood prominent his generosity
and sympathy. Surely many of the poor should “ rise up
and call him blessed.” It was a touching scene at Clear
Creek Church the day of his burial—mothers lifting their
little children in their arms so they could look into the cof-
fin, look the last time upon the lifeless, but cherished, form
and placid features of him who had been their friend and
benefactor in time of need ; mothers, widows, some of whom
had for years depended largely upon him for sustenance.
The immense audience mournfully, but sweetly, sung
“ Some Sweet Day,” then “ God Be With You,” while sadly
passing around and taking the final look at his face. No
wonder on that occasion so many cheeks, besides those of his
kindred, were bathed in tears; for many considered, as they
said, that “the poor man’s friend was gone.” For more
than thirty years he had faithfully filled the office of elder
in the Clear Creek congregation. He was regarded as a
Christian everywhere—in business, in the family cirele, in
everything ; was held in high esteem by all who knew him;
was kind and charitable to all, honored as a friend, trusted
and respected as a citizen.

For two years he had survived the darling of his heart—
his amiable wife, whom he adored. No wonder he felt as if
life had lost its charm. For more than half a century
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mother had gladdened his life and home; and a gexler,
nobler, sweeter spirit none ever knew. She was a woman
of intrinsic worth—a woman of great nobility of character.
Tenderly devoted to her home and family, she gave herself
most affectionately to the sacred relations belonging thereto.
Her energy and industry knew no bounds, except feeble-
ness of health. She was quiet and unassuming, but faith-
ful to ker trust. Dear, heart-crushed father endured his
sad trial more bravely than we expected, though he pined
her absence—poor man !—like a moaning dove bereft of its
mate. Ever afterwards, although often he could not speak
her cherished name without a quivering chin and many
times would weep bitterly, although even at the lonely mid-
night hour he ‘was often heard weeping or mournfully sigh-
ing and speaking that loved name, “ Ellie,” he tried hard
to be submissive as possible and to carry his heart burden
without grieving others therewith. Though in deep sorrow
all the while, his sentiments seemed to be:

“The night is Tong, but the day will break
When the light of eternity, streaming down
On the cross we bear for the Master’s sake,
Will guide our steps to the promised crown.
A little while, and the gate is passed—
Home and heaven and rest at last.”

Surely for this noble Christian pair there is a place in
that many-mansioned city. The death of each spread a
shade of gloom over the entire community. In their death
many lost good friends; no one lost an enemy. Especially
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at their home fireside and in the church we look with sad-
ness on their vacant seats. But they have left as a rich leg-
acy a good name, a noble example, a record that will only
brighten by investigation—a spotless character which pen
need not praise, for it is well founded in hearts and lives left
behind. Theirs were beautiful and well-rounded lives—
sheaves ripe and ready for the harvest. They passed the
last ordeal supported by that beautiful faith which marked
their course on earth and sustained them in all their trials
and sorrows. Hope grew stronger and faith brighter as the
time of departure drew mnear, for ‘life’s evening usually
takes its character from the day which has preceded it.”
Sweet memories of these dear old people (my fondly-loved
father-in-law and mother-in-law) will ever linger about my
heart; and I am thankful for my association with them,
for I feel sure I have been made happier and better thereby.
Their influence will long live to brighten and to bless.

OUR OWN FIRESIDE.

FIFTY YEARS AGO.

Just fifty years ago! The aged winter king, the blush-
ing spring maiden, and the fruit-laden summer had com-
pleted their work and had quietly taken their exit. Sep-
tember, as a kingly sentinel, then stood between the seasons,
with one hand outstretched toward the blazing summer, the
other pointing to winter’s snows.

CE
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Just fifty years ago! Nature was preparing her rich robe

of yellow and scarlet, with a background of tinted green;
her downy sycamore, her black gum, her poplar, her sugar

tree, her sumae, her golden-rod—her wealth of yellow and
bown and red enchanted by the mellow September sun.
Long rows of corn were waving in the sunshine and whis-
pering secrets to the breezes, while leaves of the locust and
walnut hung lazily from the boughs,

“And close at hand the basket stood

For nuts from brown October’s wood.”

Just fifty years ago, in golden September, Rufus P.
Mecks was born. Seventeen years and one month later he
was “born again ”—born into the great spiritual family.
A little past high noon on a September day—the day his
years numbered twenty-four—he united his large heart of
love with the one he had chosen to share with him life’s
bittersweet ; on another September (two years later) to him
was first applied the then strange-sounding appellation,
[13 pap ﬂ.”

Years speed away. Each revolution of the hands on the
clock of life marks his age higher, higher, still higher, until
to-day it has reached the capital “ L.” The sun of his ex-
istence has reached its zenith. He stands upon Zion’s walls
with the sword of the Spirit, and with one hand points back
to a life spent in God’s service, while the other is pointing
upward toward the crown. From the summit of life’s hill
he looks back through the long avenue of five decades, takes

‘due cognizance of the many blessings along the way, now and
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then discerning a somber cloud obscuring them, but keeps
looking until he sees the silvery lining. Then he turns,
looks down the slope on the other side, sees shadows and sun-
shine, joys and tears. Quickly raising his eyes, he looks
farther, still farther. Now he sees beyond the river the city
of life, the golden gate, the victor’s crown, the heavenly
home—the reward of the faithful.

Fifty years ago, a babe in the cradle; to-day, a tried and
trusty soldier of the cross, never, even once, having broken
ranks or fallen out of line. Time’s rushing charioteer will
speed the day when he will realize he is steadily descending
the slopes of life toward vast eternity, though I trust many
more years may be added to his earth life, rich with the
weal\t‘}i of the Father’s love. His pilgrimage will doubtless
be checkered with many reverses. I plead with the flitting
moments to deal as gently with him as he has dealt with his

“ scatter

family and his fellowmen. May he continue to
smiles and sunshine all along the way ” of others and gild
his own pathway with cheerfulness, remembering that “ to
a good man the best things are always ahead,” and that “ the
highest rate of interest we pay is on borrowed trouble.”
Upon the many failings of his own loved ones let him look—
not with malice or impatience, but with pity, and thus
admonish them in gentleness and affection. If at any time
assailed by the tempter, may he conquer by a skillful use of
the Spirit’s sword. Walking in the light reflected from
God’s faithful mirror, he may, with tongue and pen and
example, continue to check the sinner in his wild and reck-
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less career by plainly, peacefully, patiently, persistently,
and prayerfully presenting the golden gleams of gospel
truth—the message of “ peace on earth, good will toward
?  May he remain steadfast af the feet of Jesus, mak-
ing known the Father’s love which prompted him to send to
earth the most exquisite jewel heaven owned—the King of
glory.

When afflictions fall heavily upon him, may he never lack
for willing hands to bathe the fevered cheek and press the
aching brow, or for the glorious promises of Heaven to cheer;
and may the evening of his career be a sweet reflection of

the trinmphant day fading into life’s gentle twilight.
“ September 18,” 1899.

men.

BIRTHDAY MEDITATIONS.

TIME’s great chariot wheel still keeps spinning and spin-
ning arcund and around. Wateh its spokes flit by our door!
Now, do you see? It has completed another circuit, and
has again placed April on the throne.

Ha! It waves at me in passing, and tells me this is my
birthday. Sure enough, this is “April 25!” Leave me
alone a little while, if you please, and let me reflect. Well,
be this my consolation: My friends surely will not expect
much of me when they learn that I was born in April. They
certainly. will not require much of an “April f—1” T am
sure they need not, for I realize too sadly that my life work
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thus far has been small, and I fear that when it is all told it
will still amount to but little.

Nature keeps busy. The buds and flowers of one year ago
have long since sunk deep into the soil to await this, their
annual resurrection. The trees that a few months since
changed their green for gay have since been draped in erys-
tal beads, and in somber gladness the Old Year has taken
up his bright inheritance of golden fruit, and, as Bryant
suggests, has ‘“ smiled even while drawing his last breath.”
The New Year has stood over the grave of the Old; has be-
decked it with dewy diamonds and gently covered it with
whited shroud ; then has turned from the scene of death to
begin his life labor. He has already dissolved the icicle and
the wintry snow ; has drawn the life current from the earthen
reservoir and placed it in the veins of the dormant trees,
bedecking them with green twigs and many-tinted flowers;
then has called back the gay-plumaged songsters from a
snowless clime.

Let me see. How many times? Yes, nine and forty
‘times have I witnessed this great revolution, though the first
few made no impression on my mind. The older I grow,
the more rapidly do birthdays seem to come; and full well
do T realize the speed with which they have already begun
to pull me down the “ steeps of time.”

The seroll of the future is not yet unrolled. T eannot tell
whether most of its contents speak of eyes with gladness
filled or of tear drops on the cheek. Let it remain unseen;
it will unroll fast enough. If sadness come, I will try,
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though with breaking heart, to meekly, bravely bear it; if
gladness shall be the greater part, 1 will enjoy it all the more
for its being a surprise, We are all frail creatures, like
“ loaves borne to earth by the breeses of time; ™ bot we do
not desire to have marked on cur records, * Nothing but
leaves,” aftor we ghall have fallen into our silent resting
places. The dewdrop and the flosting bubble are little
things, yet bath refleet the sun. One soon bursts, and is
pone ; the other sinks into the soil and sends forth the ear of
wheat to fead & hungry neighbor, Which shall we be, the
dewdrop or the floating tubble

Sines I think about it, mv month is not so bad, after all
It drives back the cold March breath and melts, as into teara
of loving sympathy, the ieicles that hang like pendant spears
from the cottage eaves. My month uncovers the little flow-
er's grave, The woe benuty peepe out from beneath its
mogsy quilt, and, with eyes half open, nods to us: * Good
morning! ™ My month brings the humming bird, without
which the flower bed and the forest glade would be incom-
plete. My month plants mueh of the farmer’s graing it
fills his dairy with rich butter and eream; it paints his lips
with ripe berries; and it points him to his smiling felde
Would that I eould only do as well as my natal month,
Aprill  Then it would some day be whispered of me: * She
hath done what she sould”™ But we are all weak and un-
rrateful. How often we “drown the night in peaceful
slumbere, then aries in health and forget to thank our God | ™
How often * we pray for better bread, when we only need
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better appetites” caused by better work! Sometimes we
forget that happiness is like manna—has to be gathered in
grains and enjoyed one day at a time. We want to get it
all at once.

I trust my friends will not think of me as a pouting, dis-
contented, disconsolate creature, though what I have just
written may sound like it. T would dislike to be considered
the fern that begged, pouted, and pined to leave the shade
and go and grow by the rose. I have never censured my
God for not causing me to be a man. I find pleasure wher-
ever I am; have never had to leave home in search of hap-
piness. "Tf others have more favorable surroundings, prob-
ably they deserve better ; mine are far better than I merit.
I have all these years lived in a world of good people and
where there was plenty of ground to grant me a final pil-
low—a grave. I have always been blessed with good neigh-
bors and good friends, and I try to search them for their
virtues, while searching myself for my faults, of which T
find many. Whereas I see some who may be more pleas-
antly surrounded than myself, T see many with environ-
ments far less favorable. I would like to possess more
wealth—not so much the dissolving mammon, but rich coins
of sympathy, cheer, kindness, and gratitude. I do not know
that T would be able to endure the burden of riches. T know
not the strength of my heart in resisting such temptation;
it has never been thus tested. Perhaps it is best I have only
had plenty; otherwise I might have been led even farther
from my duty—might have permitted the love of worldly
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gain to stand between me and the eross of the Savior, on
which I nm trying to lean, (However, Christ's having snid
man Y eannet serve God and mammon ' 18 oo indication
that he cannot serve God with his mammeon, if be tries)

I try to keep my heart filled with sincere gratitude for all
the blessings T receive, and realize they come from a source
divine. I try not te horrow to-morrow’s cares, thus steal-
ing from the treasury of the gray-haired veternn, Time;
for " the misfortunes hardest to bear are often these which
never happen,”  Be I have decided it is better to gather all
the sunshine we ean to-day—to cherish the jowel sontent,
I know the trees must bow before the blasts, and =0 must we;
therefore I always try to hold up bravely in hours of dis-
tress, for why burden others with my own bleeding heart !
They have enough sorrows of their own. I try to be cheer-
ful even when suffering intease pain or when my heart ia
aching. May I be patient; not spend my time fretting and
poolding and finding fanlt, but always do my best o erush
any thorns of strife I see by the wayside and seatter the
bloom of peace in the path of othors while traveling the
dusty road of time; and by all means deliver me from being
" moody,” which J. G. Halland pronounces one of the very
mennest among the mesn dispositions, and one for which
there is no exeuss whatever,

Tt is my heart's desire to always keep 0 pure record, thus
never bringing reproach npon our dear Redesmer's caunse,
and to so live that my precions ehildren may olways be in love
with their mother and so that my devoted lmsband may prize
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his wife as highly in her sear-leaved autumn as he did in the
daisied springtime of her life. Even love is not blind to
fanlts; therefore I know my own loved ones can plainly see
my many weaknesses. I sadly see them myself, and am try-
ing hard to conquer them. Let my dear ones try to overlook
them as much as possible, for I do not want my faults hang-
ing in the halls of their memory for them to sigh over when
I am gone

Would that I could make my disposition mild enough to
correspond with these pleasant April breezes and with
April’s refreshing showers! This I am daily trying to do—
not only by attempting to expel the acid fluids of my soul,
but also by putting in something to neutralize that which
remains that is impure. The best prescription for the latter
is the love and spirit of Christ, our great Physician. When
we follow his directions, we need not fear, for he will not
fail to cure. Neither do we have to wait for the “next
train ” on which the physician “ is expected to come.” We
never have to send a message over the wires, wait for it to
make several changes, and then pay a messenger fee at the
other end of the line. Every Christian’s heart is on direct
line with the throne of God, and he is always there, receiver
in hand, as it were, ready to hear our feeble, but sincere,
petitions.

Then let us never stop serving him faithfully while we
live, for we know full well that Heaven’s rewards and crowns

lie beyond the battle plains.
“April 25,” 1901.
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YES, WE MISS YOU AT HOME.
(Parody.)

(To my absent husband and daughter, who spent the winter of
1895-1896 in Florida.)

Yes, we miss you at home—yés, we miss you;
Be this your assurance most dear:

To know that this moment some loved one
Is saying: "I wish they were here.”

You may know that the group at the fireside
Are thinking of you as you “roam;”

And be this your joy beyond measure:
To know that we miss you at home—
To know that we miss you at home,

When twilight approaches (the season
That ever ig sacred to song),

Then some one repeats your names over,
And sighs that you tarry so long;

And there is a chord in the music
That’s missed with your voices away,

And a chord in each heart that awaketh

( Regret at your wearisome stay—

Regret at your wearisome stay.

As we draw up our chairs near the table,
When evening’s home reading is nigh,

‘While the lamps gently burn in our bedrooms,
And the stars in the calm azure sky,

And when the “good nights” are repeated,
As all of us lie down to sleep,

We offer a prayer to our Father
O’er our loved ones his vigils to keep—
O’er our loved ones his vigils to keep.




Yes, we miss you at home—yes, We, miss you
At morning, at noon, and at eve,

And lingers one gloomy shade round us
That only your presence can relieve.

Joys are less invitingly welcome,
And pleasures less hale than before,

Because you are missed from our circle,
Because you're not with us at home—
RBecause you’re not with us at home.

THE SEVERED LINK.

Ox the united heart wall of my kind husband and my-
self was placed a chain of three strong links. A mysterious
messenger visited us; we called him “Death.” He re-
moved the first link, leaving a broken chain and bleeding
hearts. A social little band were we, and very happy.
Perhaps we were too happy in our surroundings, and needed
that some of our hearts’ tendrils be torn from earth by hav-
" ing a support around which they were entwined removed
to a fairer clime. '

‘Almost in the same moment we think of George Larimore
Meeks as a helpless infant; then a fair-faced, brown-eyed
baby boy, tottering around our knees, with dark ringlets
hanging over his brow ; then from four to six years old, sing-
ing a score of songs and acting temperance pieces; then as
a little schoolboy, merrily on his way, with book satchel
across his shoulder; next, at the age of eleven, lovingly and
manfully yielding obedience to his Lord ; next, as a hopeful

=
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youth of seventeen, delivering his graduating “final” on
the subject he had selected years before, “What I Have
Written I Have Written ;™ next, we think of him at Ken-
tucky University, associated with brainy men of national
renown. In one of his letters from there, in alluding to his
aged grandparents, he said: “ The wheels of time have
turned so smoothly with us for so long we need not expect
it to remain thus much longer. There will necessarily be
a change before a great while, but we cannot know who nor
when.” Little did he think he would be the first to make
the change, and that so soon. We were permitted to give
him a welcome home greeting, and his prospects for long
life seemed unusually flattering; but—alas!—in less than
a year what a change!

Almost seven years ago! Yet the intervening space seems
so short—it must have been yesterday. The May skies
were fair indeed without, and for a long time love’s sun-
light made it bright within. Almost seven years ago! Si-
lent darkness had for hours brooded over our native land;
all without was quiet and serene; all within was calm and
still, except the anxious heart throbs of loving friends bend-
ing over a sinking form. We had often gone in secret to a
throne of grace and earnestly pleaded : “ Lord, ¢ if it be possi-
ble, let this cup pass from me [us]: nevertheless [help us
to say] not as I [we] will, but as thou wilt.” Help us to
humbly pray: ¢ Thy will be done.”” We watched our boy’s
calm countenance, unaffected by all his suffering and by
our manifestations of grief; we gave ear to his dying songs,
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so soft and sweet, as if sung for only angels to hear. Mo-
ments and hours steadily passed, we knew not how. We
glanced at the window. The sun’s cheering rays were
climbing from behind the eastern hills as an encouraging
signal that day would soon be here in all its brightness, but to
the anxious little group his messages failed to give the usual
cheer. As the golden beams brightened nature, having bid-
den darkness depart, the deep shadows lengthened and dark-
ened on our hearts ; for we saw too plainly that the object we
were so tenderly, lovingly watching was sinking, sinking—
was fading away. “Papa, what time is it?” he asked.
“ Fifteen minutes after six, my son,” softly replied the
grieved father. Beads of cold perspiration were standing
like dewdrops of pearl on that tall, full forehead ; we heard
the repeated “ Mamma, don’t ery—I'm not suffering one
bet;” his lips were forbidden utterance; his eyes ceased to
turn and behold the familiar faces surrounding him; his
eyelids became still in death; his pulse had almost ceased ;
and, like a candle burning low, we at times would think the
light was extinguished ; then it would shine forth again, then
goout. Not a sigh, not a murmur, not a tremor, not a groan,
not a frown ; and by the time the darkness of night had en-
tirely retreated and the day king was fully established on
the throne, the feeble glimmer of earth life had forsaken
our boy, and a pall of darkness overshadowed our hearts.
Our family chain was broken; there was a missing link.
Our hearts were full; scalding tears would unbidden flow.
It had never seemed to us that George would die so young;
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he had always been so strong, so hardy, so buoyant with
hope, so full of life and ambition. Our selfish natures had
told us we had not one child to spare; but the same divine
finger that pointed to the hour hand of his earth life and
marked its limit, pointed also to the eternal gates of glory
ajar. The Lord gave; it is his privilege to take away, our
duty to humbly submit. We must “ wait, meekly wait,
and murmur not.” Our boy had much pleasure in his short
life and missed life’s sorrows.

On his last birthday (when nineteen), he, of his own ae-
cord, wrote some resolutions beautifully covering the entire
ground of morality and Christianity. Relative to these
resolutions, his uncle, M. H. Meeks, wrote as follows:
“They are a remarkable production. No one but George
could have gotten them up. There is a nobility of charac-
ter in them, plainly visible, rarely to be seen. His mem-
ory is so sacred and touching to me. I loved him so much,
8o much. T cannot picture a heaven for me without him.
You know my attachment for him was always singularly
great.”

George had always manifested a fondness for home that
was charming, especially for his own upper room. When
at home, he could scarcely be induced to sleep in any other;
said this room was the “spot on earth” he loved best.
Though then made so bright and cheerful by the sunshine
of his presence, it and many of its furnishings now only re-
mind us that he once was there. His trunk still contains
many relics he so highly prized—keepsakes he regarded as
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almost sacred. In his bockease are the books marking his
extensive course of study; there is his bed, unoccupied;
there, by the door, is the same brick bearing his initials,
“@G. L. M;” on the mantel is a mirror he neatly framed,
and a picture of our home, with the little family group, he
one of the number. Bt there is a cold stillness in that
room, and the passing breezes without seem to catch the
impulse of a maternal heart and sadly repeat: “ The loved
occupant is gone, gone!” His familiar footfalls have for-
saken the stairway; we miss him from his accustomed seat
at the dining table and around the family hearthstone; we
miss his cheerful companionship, his merry laugh, and his
musical touch on the piano keys. His unusual fondness
for music had developed into decided talent for the same,
and during the last year or two he composed many beauti-
ful little instrumental airs, among them * Variations of
Happy Day ”—the first song he ever sung. Two or three
times during the first week of his illness he slipped out of
bed and into the parlor to the piano, and played with re-
markablé' sweetness. One of the last songs he sung and
played was “A Boy’s Best Friend is His Mother.” Now,
when we assemble in the parlor to hear music made by our
children, one of our little home band is sadly missing—no
George there now to play with his devoted sister those beau-
tiful duets ; no George to aid in the music, to which his very
fingers and breath seemed tuned. He had looked forward
with much anxiety to the time when he should be “fwenty-
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one;” had planned great achievements, and thought it
would be a wonderful thing to be a amax.

He always had an eye for the beautiful, and was a great
lover of nature. He called flowers “ babies” before old
enough to speak their names. During his sickness kind
friends tenderly remembered him with floral tributes, for
which he never failed to express his appreciation ; and when
laid in his coffin, hands of love gently and gracefully placed
therein a modest wreath about his head and left many beau-
tiful garlands to fade and wither on his grave. Do we miss
him? We sadly miss him; but there is a sweetness con-
nected with his memory we would not willingly lose, bright-
ened by the assurance that as a Christian he was faithful to
his trust.

The great calendar has made seven ecircuits, but I still
often imagine he is only off on a visit, soon to return; and
when something seems to whisper to me, “ George is dead!”
a strange kind of chill creeps over me, and I feel like my
heart will sink. During the three weeks of his serious ill-
ness (typhoid fever), I scarcely lost consciousness in sleep.
When I would close my eyes and try to relieve my mind of
maternal anxiety, I would imagine T was rubbing the hands
and arms of my poor, sick boy or preparing his medicine,
when the sweet cadence of his plaintive, manly voice, trem-
bling from weakness, would reach my ears, saying: “ Mam-
ma All inclination to sleep would instantly depart, and
the next moment would find me at his side. Those three

1
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weeks still seem to me like a dream ; the departure of our
child, like a frightful nightmare.

Life itself is somewhat like a dream—eternity, the great
awakening ; and—O !—when this dream life is over and the
angel’s trump shall arouse the sleeping millions,only imagine
what a glad awakening, and “ what a gathering of the faith-
ful that will be!”

WEDDING BELLS.

Listen! We hear the peals of wedding bells. Who?
O, who!? TIsit a couple from afar? They say not. Are
some of our neighbors going to marry? Come nearer our
home, still nearer, and ask again; come under the shadow
of our own roof; come to our own fireside, to our own
bosoms, to our hearts throbbing with parental devotion.
Here you will find a darling of our lives—a brother’s loving
sister, a “mamma’s” companion-daughter, a * papa’s”
precious treasure. She it is who is about to link her des-
tiny with another. Can this be? Is it possible our only
daughter—the one we have watched and nourished with
such tender devotion, the one upon whom we have lavished
our impartial love—is it possible she is so soon to become a
bride? But this is part of life. Jean Ingelow pathet-
ically says a mother’s lot is

“To love, to nurse, to rear,

To watch, and then to lose—
To see her loved ones disappear;”
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while
“To hear, to heed, to wed,
Is the fair lot that maidens choose.”

Winter is now enthroned as king of seasons, and has ap-
pointed December (1899) as ruler over this division of his
kingdom. December has appointed his thirty-one subjects
to stand on duty, one by cne; and six of them, having com-
pleted their work, have retired from service. Winter has
not yet donned his snow-tipped erown, nor raised his harsh
voice, nor pierced our natures with his icy breath. He
seems to be kindly waiting in behalf of the parties most
deeply interested in those wedding bells I now hear. The
days continue cool, but pleasant. True, the autumn frost
has searched through garden and woodland, has gathered
the flowers into the soil to await another awakening; but
hands of love, anticipating this occasion, have beautified
the church with lace curtains, evergreens, and mammoth
chrysanthemums; with “blushing buds from cupid’s bow-
ers and trailing vines from wonderland.”. A large bell of
holly, dotted with roses and deeply fringed with its own
beads of coral, hangs just under the bridal arch. Inside
this mammoth bell is suspended a small, sweet-toned bell of
sterling silver, to which is attached a bolt of ribbon. A
charming little girl in white is to stand near, gently pulling
the ribbon, causing the little bell to modestly ring forth its
goft, silver chimes, mingling and keeping time with the
other music of the wedding march, and continuing while
“ Brother Freed ” shall speak the words that unite the twain.
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But listen again! The church bell is still ringing, while
I muse. Listen to its plaintive vibrations wafted to us by
the cool evening breefes! What is the language of those
vibrations? What do they say? Give ear while they
speak to us. Listen! Do you understand them? I do,
distinctly. To the young lovers of merriment they bring
a thrill of joy, for they tell of “something to go to.” To
the eight couples of attendants they are vivid predictions
of the time to which they look forward with bright anticipa-
tion, when they will be the ones most interested in the wed-
ding bells; to the young couple to be made one they bring
a feeling none but that couple can know and which they
cannot describe. To them these thrilling peals tell of the
past, present, and future almost as one. They whisper to
them in love and tremulous emotion; they tell of apprecia-
tion and hope; they recall to mind the many earnest talks
of the two young lovers ; they point them to their future des-
tinies, building for them many lofty and beautiful * air
castles,” with now and then a light cloud intervening. To
the fond parents they bring a strange feeling of mingled
resignation and sadness—sadness at the thought of their
only daughter’s being placed so strongly on the claims of an-
other, yet resignation at the consoling thought that, instead
of becoming “ unequally yoked with an unbeliever,” she is
uniting her destiny with another consistent branch of the
“ true vine "—with a young man free from evil habits, and
one we feel sure will ever love, cherish, and protect her.
To the keen insight of parental love these melancholy chimes
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announce the death of boyhood and girlhood and tell of
duties and responsibilities the young couple have searcely
thought of.

Peering into the mystic future, they reveal the many-
tinted pictures hanging in the halls of the heart—pictures
of joy and sorrow, smiles and tears. Then parental love
pierces the gloom; hope, int dovelike innocence, strews the
pathway of this young couple with roses of peace and eon-
tentment; and faith sees them at last safe together in the

blessed beyond. Such is the message of the “ wedding
bells.”

WHO'LL BE NEXT?

‘Who'll be the next to cross the river
That flows between us and that home?
Who'll be the next among our loved ones

To answer to the summons: “ Come?”

Shall T be next? O, blessed Father,
May I but say: “ Thy will be done!”
Thou knowest best, thou judgest rightly;
May my will and thine own be one.

Shall father, mother, sister, brother,
Sweet children, or companion dear?

O Father, bless the ones left weeping!
May thy word be their constant cheer.

Those left behind not long will linger;
From toils of life we’'ll soon be free.

Let’s be prepared to safely anchor
Beyond the bright, the “Jasper Sea.”
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THE FAMILY WHEEL.

A vrrree babe—how froil, how Lelpless! Ewven when
in perfect health it is almost as delicate ms o snowdrop.
What tender nursing, what vigilant attention in bringing
it where it will be, even in a measurs, self-reliont] Yot
with what pleasure is this care bestowed by the fond par-
ents, whe feel themselves doubly paid by the dovelike * soo-
ing " and by the emiles and prattle of baby love!

Threo bright little cherubs were ours to make smiles
around our hearthstone, The first proved to be a “boy”
in the true sense of the word—a boy full of life, with large
heart, mind, and prineiple; a boy bright for study and keen
for play. Our next (thres years younger) was o Blue-eyed
buby girl, whoee hair hung thick with many & glessy eurl,
and we ealled hor our precions, priceless “Pearle.” Five
yoars later eame amother baby boy—in appearance, a
“poodly ohild; ™ in dispesition, lively, affectionate, and
true, These three, with their pape, mamma, and dear old
“ grandmanmma,” constituted our little family wheel; and
for seversl years it turmed pently and smoothly, with
soarcely a jostle,

Moments fast grew into years, At ninsteen our older
boy was seized by an unfriendly fever, We gave him every
sttention ; but, in spite of enre and love and art and medi-
cine, he seemed to be alipping away from ve  We saw the
ingvitable drawing near; we steeled ourselves to bear the
blow; those three devoted, silver-haired grandparents wore
solemn faces nnd wiped large tear drops from their furrowed
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cheeks ; friends and neighbors stood in awe; he could take
no food; we watehed, we hoped, we prayed; hope would
vanish, then return; the group about the fireside would
faintly whisper, “How is he? ™ his respiration and heart
beatings became incredibly fast; his eyes gave up their radi-
ance; he softly, sweetly sung “ O, How I Love Jesus!”
but his tongue grew weary, his voice grew weak ; his breath
was exhausted; his heart lost its power; he quietly, pa-
tiently, peacefully passed into the realm of spirits. A dot-
ing sister was bereft of a companion brother ; a little brother,
of a true friend and “ partner; " devoted parents, of a prom-
ising son. Thus a cherished spoke was broken from our
precious family wheel, which we still sadly miss. “ From
love’s shining circle the gems drop away.” Time and trust
have softened, but they have not healed, the bitter sorrow.

At home, at school, out of schorﬂ, off at school, back from
school, a young lady at home—these few words extend frowm
the cradle to “ grown-up ” girlhood. By and by the pre-
vailing powers whispered that we were to have another son
—mnot an heir according to the flesh, but by virtue of the
law—that a “ grown-up ” boy should become a spoke in our
family wheel. This soon ecame to pass; the additional spoke
was inserted ; the “ baby girl ” became a bride.

The little wheel still keeps constantly moving—rolling
across the plains of time toward eternity’s boundless sea.
As a unit we trust it will long continue to move as now, all
its spokes harmoniously united in one grand center—
CHRISTIANITY.
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WHOSE BOY?

Unrorring the seroll of the past, I see a precious little
jewel placed in a/%amﬂy ring. It is a baby boy. I stay
near; I watch his maneuvers; I mark his course. Soon he
develops g disposition remarkably affectionate. The key-
note of his heart, as a sweet echo, quickly responds to any
chord of love. He is tender-hearted ; often does his mother
kiss from the baby cheek the tear drops placed there
by infant grief. By the way, we should never be sparing
of our kind words to a child. Only a word of sympathy,
in time of childish trouble, may break the thread of grief
encircling and choking the infant heart.

This little one is easily controlled. A word or look of
love usually suffices; but when a more horrible weapon be-
comes necessary, it is ever ready—a single broom straw on
the mantel, leaning against the clock. It is not often used,
however. An earnest look at +f, then a glance at the boy,
is, as a rule, all-sufficient. He has a mania for running
away to a gum spring, not far from the house—the same
spring in which his father, when a wee laddie, came near
being drowned. One day his mother, realizing the danger,
whips him nearly all the way back to the house. O, what
screams! Just listen! Surely the neighbors will think
the little one is snake bitten, or a mad dog is tearing him to
pieces, or his clothes have caught on fire and he is burning
to death. No, no; his mother is only peppering his bare
“ footies ” with a single straw of sedge grass. These are

e ——
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“love licks " to save the baby from a watery grave, but they
almost break the little heart.

His mamma often trots him on her knee and sings “ Pret-
tiest Little Boy in the Country—O.” He exclaims, with all
the earnmestness of his nature: “Say ‘girl,) marnma; say
‘giru!’”  She continues to say “boy.” His brow be-
comes crowned with frowns, his face grows red, tears begin
to chase each other down his fair and rosy cheeks, and his
whole being seems to indicate a disapproval of her course.
By the continued repetition of the word “ boy ” he becomes
perfectly indignant, and cries as if an arrow had pierced his

heart ; but when she changes to ¢

¢ prettiest little “girl,” ” an
instant brightening is seen in his countenance. With
mouth open, tongue out, face wreathed in smiles, eyes spar-
kling with love, he shows ecstatic delight—which, however,
is instantly exchanged for horrid frowns and exclamations
of sorest displeasure at substituting the word “ boy.”

When he is three years old, the family move to Jackson
(in January). When asked his age, he readily replies:
“T was free years old the last nineteenth of Deecember.”
He is a remarkable speller, never hesitating a moment on
any word we give him. e scarcely ever uses a vowel.
For instance, ¢ P-h-d-k—bread ; f-k-g-d—house.” A month’s
series of meetings being held at the church three-fourths
of a mile from the little boy’s home, he is taken every night
with the family, He goes to sleep at the beginning of the
gervices, according to his early training, and at the close

is led home asleep, by two of the family—one on either side.
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His little féet seem \wide awake and ready for duty; they
carry the little body at usual speed; but the head is fast
asleep; eyes, closed; ears, dull of hearing; tongue, silent.
The tiny neck seems unjointed, and permits the head to
bobble and tumble about promiscuously, striking first one,
then the other, of the parties leading him, tossing the little
chinchilla cap off on the pavement—sometimes, behind him ;
sometimes, in front. Not a ery, a pout, nor a whine—he
is oblivious to the world and all its happenings. A very
especial friend of his, Mr. Biggs, ascertaining how he walks
home every night in his sleep, is touched with sympathy
and carries the forty-five pounder in his arms all the way
home the three or four remaining nights of the meeting.

A year later the family move to Henderson. The one
who makes the family biscuits frequently cuts one or two in
some peculiar shape, “just to please the baby.” He regards
it as almost criminal and sacrilegious to eat his “ funny bis-
cuits,” as he calls them, at mealtime. He lays them be-
side his plate until through eating, then carefully puts them
away for his lunch. One morning at breakfast he alarms
us with a sudden seream, which is often and rapidly repeated.
Surely the child has bitten his thumb half off! In excite-
ment we run to him, expecting to see the blood streaming
down his large bib and on the table linen. Finding no
blood, we decide it must be a broken tooth. When he re-
.covers sufficient control of his feelings to speak, amid tears
and sobs, he says: “I—I—I bit—I bit my—FUNNY
BISCUIT!”
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During an entertainment given at the college by the lit-
tle folks, their teacher, Miss Sue Inman, secretly attraets
this little boy out of the audience; and all are astonished
when the “four-year-old ”—small for his years—walks
fearlessly out on the rostrum, and, in an unconcerned man-
ner, looks calmly over the large audience as if counting the
many familiar faces, while he slowly and distinetly sings
two verses of the good old “ meetin’ hymn,” “ On Jordan’s
Stormy Banks,” with the chorus: “ We’ll Work Till Jesus
Comes.”

Just about this time a colored man—Iiberal with
words—-is hauling stove wood. Being on the “ good side ”
of this child, he promises him a “shore-nough one-horse
wagon and a shore-’nough live horse; ” is to bring them “fo-
morrow, shore.”” The mother, anticipating the disappoint-
ment, tries very hard to convince the child that the man is
only jesting. “No, ma’am; BE’s NoT JoxING., HE savs
HE'LL BRING 'EM, AN’ uE wiLL” Several to-morrows glide
back with the yesterdays, and “mnext week” takes their
place in the promise; yet he cannot be convinced it is a

“grandpa’s ” to stay two

“joke.” He goes on a visit to
weeks. The “ shore’nough ” horse and wagon are, “ with-
out fail,”” to meet him at the train on his return, and he is
to “drive up home.” At the stated time he returns, with
full assurance that his royal conveyance is at his command.
Almost heartrending is his disappointment. Never pre-
vious to this moment has his confidence been shaken in a

positive assertion from the human tongue.
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He showy great -inclination to be self-sustaining. Ie
decides to be a meriant. . Arranging with Mr. Clark for
space by his store door, he buys all his goods from him.
The stock invoices twenty-five cents ; eapital, borrowed from
“ papa;” profit, minus one cent, the loss being caused by
his great liberality, he voluntarily giving his sister a val-
uable piece of candy worth one cent. This, his first mer-
chandise, is all in a cigar box.

A year glides by. He is a little more than five. An ex-
cellent and very near neighbor, Mrs. Murchison, sends for
him (she calls him one of her peis). A few moments later
he returns home, perfectly wild. What is the matter?
Has she poisoned him? Wateh his strange actions!
There he goes! Watch him! He runs like a lion is after
him. He darts through the house into the front yard, lies
down in the grass, rolls over and over, jumps up, falls down,
springs up like a rubber ball, falls again, turns somersaults,
jumps up again, wheels around and around, down in the
grass, stands on his head, then on his feet, dances a while,
runs from one side of the yard to the other, then back,
dashes around in a large circle, then in a smaller one, falls,
rolls over and over again, his eyes flashed, face flushed, veins
swollen in neck and throat, panting like a lizard. “What
18 the matter with that boy? ” is the ery. The answer can -
be best given by some other little boy in his “ FIRST
PANTS.” Three times does a “boy” feel indescribably
large—when he exchanges kilt skirts for “ first pants,” when
he goes with his first girl, and when he buys his marriage
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license. After this he begins to feel the pressure of years
and pockethook, and is never again in the same degree im-
pressed with his own importance.

This little one is a “sure-enough boy ” now, six years
old, and continues full of life, but not of mischief. He is
"not the boy to cut the telephone wires, throw stones to break
windows in vacant houses, or laugh at children who wear
patched clothes. He still desires to earn his own money,
and tries different traffics with all the earnestness any can-
stump speech.” He deals largely
in live stock ; buys—mnot all at the same time—several calves,

didate manifests in a *

four goats, a number of pigs, and four dozen chickens. Mr.
Hardeman gives him a pig, which he carries home (a quarter
of a mile) on his shoulder, holding it by two feet. On his
arrival his papa asks him the weight of his pig. He
quickly replies: “Well, sir, when I started with it, it
weighed about fifteen pounds;. now it weighs about sixty-
five.” Later he carries two pigs in a tow sack on his shoul-
der half a mile, having paid two dollars for them. Some-
times he realizes a small profit in his traffic; sometimes, sus-
tains a heavy loss. For instance, he goes “ up town ” with
his goat wagon filled with nice fruit for sale. A boy in his
higher teens ruthlessly snatches some of the choicest fruit
and jubilantly walks off eating it, leaving a lasting impres-
sion on the young mind. The cholera invades his poultry
yard and claims half the inmates. Some of his pigs are
found dead in their bed. One goat is killed by the rail-
road. His favorite goat, Charlie, grows weary of running
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uphill and dowx;hill from town with the large (%) boy
and a ham, a sack of potatoes or flour in his little wagon;
so he begs to go and be with other goats. He is not satis-
fied with ¢ well enough,” but thinks he can do better by be-
ing his own master. (Wonder if any little girl or boy ever
thought thus.) Permission is granted. Charlie scam-
pers away, and is soon in the pasture with his brethren.
Being a fown goat, he possibly feels his importance, and
soon begins to lock horns with one of his fellow-citizens.
Not returning as early as expected, his master seeks and
finds him, then comes home with sobs and tears, dirty face,
and bloated eyes, and unable to utter a single word, except:
“0, my poor little Charlie!” On investigation it is ascer-
tained that, in the tussle with other goats, Charlie has been
dehorned.

However, the boy does not long suffer himself discouraged
over trifles; but, like the oft-defeated spider, he ties the
thread and tries again. When scarcely too large to wear a
kilt skirt and sunbonnet, he picks enough strawberries in a
very few days (at one and one-half cents a quart) to buy
himself a five-dollar suit of clothes, at the same time going
to school half of each day. Sometimes he uses his papa’s
study for a store and deals largely in the * pin-and-card ”
trade, keeping his books with great accuracy. This instills
into him a love and aptitude for mercantile work; and
finding favor with some of the merchants in town, they sell
him a few little articles—matches, soap, bluing, soda,
candy, bananas, etc.—at discount, so he can sell for a small
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profit. Also, when they have a vacancy in their stores, they
permit him to “ clerk ” for them, which seems part of his
very nature.

When he is almost seven, he attends the fair one day, and
is so highly entertained he greatly desires to return the next
day. The next morning his mother says to him: “ Son,
I cannot let you go to the fair to-day, for there is no one go-
ing from home to take care of you.” He makes no reply,
but droops his head and looks very, very sad. In a few
moments it is ascertained that a young lady living with the
family is going and is willing to take the child. His mother
calls him to her and says: “ You have acted so nicely not
to ery and pout over your disappointment I have decided
to let you go, for Mattie is going and will take the best care
of you. If you had been an ugly boy and eried, T would not
have consented to your going; but you have been so sweet
about it—"” He turns his head to one side, looks at her
with pleased countenance and sparkling eyes, and says: “ T
knew you would be more apt to let me go if I said nothing.
Mamma, I have been knowing you just about seven years.”
About this time, having proudly (but not the first time)
escorted a little girl home from a birthday party, he is re-
tarning home alone, a half mile or more, from “ across
town,” when, in the blackness of night, he suddenly comes
in severe contact with a lamp-post, which seems determined
to knock him backward. Regaining his lost forces, he trots
along, whistling a merry tune. Going rapidly down Col-
lege Hill, Le gazes at a mysterious white “ something” to
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his left and runs against something black, when, to his re-
lief, “Bah, bah!” says the black goat and scampers away
to its white companion. Another very dark night he erosses
Owl Creek bottom alone, on horseback. “Who, who, who,
who-00-00? ”* comes lonesomely pealing through the impen-
etrable gloom from some unknown sentinel near by. The
pony becomes frightened ; the boy feels “ kinder queer like.”
“Who, who, who oor ye? ™ says a deeper-toned voice on the
other side of the road, while just in front of him a shrill
voice impatiently demands: “ Who-oo 00-00 ? who-00 00-00 2"
The boy wants to tell the strangers it is none of their busi-
ness who he is, but for some reason the pony seems to have
suddenly decided “ there’s no place like home; ” so the boy
has no time to-reply. It is his first acquaintance with the
impertinent, big-eyed, horned fowls.

At ten years he enters the fold of the good Shepherd,
being led into the waters of obedience by the tender hand
of his loving father, as were his brother and sister at the
ages of eleven and ten. The following winter he accor-
panies his parents to Florida; feasts on the Iuscious fruits
until, by the intense freeze, the fair State is shorn of her
golden glory ; then finds favor with a business man in Ocala,
for whom he sells papers until he clears for himself the neat
little sum of twenty dollars, clearing one cent on each paper.

"He possesses wonderful power of absorption—can learn
much from his environments without special study; yet
while in school he studies well, makes good grades, and
manifests much interest in his classes. In the Georgie Rob-
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ertson Christian College, at Henderson, he completes the
Commercial Course at the age of fourteen; has spent part
of his time on the farm trying to better develop his physical
self; and at the time of this writing is engaged in what
seems his matural pursuit—mercantile work. e is now
“ sweet sixteen,” and his worth (to his parents) is at least
“sizteen to one.” In him centers much of their love, their
anxiety, their hope. Parental devotion shrinks at the idea
of picturing for him any other than a pleasant future here
and a more glorious hereafter. He is not overgrown in
stature, but is immensely large in heart, and I trust has
learned that the index finger to success continues to point
heavenward.

Who can guess whose boy thisis? Who is ready to claimn
him ¢

BIRTHDAY LETTER.
(To Mr. R. P. M.)
Hexperson, TexNN., “ September 18,” 1901.
My Own True Companion: Twenty-eight years ago this
day—this hour—I became yours, you became mine.
Happy, fortunate incident in my life ; can you say as much ?
Well, as you doubtless remember, the way it “so hap-
pened ” was somewhat after this fashion: You had claimed
a birthday present from me (since we were reasonably good
friends). Rubies and diamonds I had none; so you eon-
cluded you would ¢ry to be content with a cheaper present,
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and such as I had gave I thee—rather an insignificant birth-
day gift, I will admit, and so will you now, since you have
learned more about it; for it was nothing but my own little
self. However, you have endured the disappointment with
great fortitude, for which you deserve much credit.

Twenty-eight years ago! I believe we are now a little
older than we were then. The great index finger points
to your record and pronounces you fifty-two. Well, that
is not so very old—at least not old enough for me to place
a lower estimate on you. I am keeping right well up with
you—only two and one-half years behind. We are aware
of no especial erime on our record to make us blush or
weep; and it is our intention, with divine aid, to make the
future, if ours, contain still fewer blunders. If we are
spared to each other until “ silver threads ” usurp the place
of all the dark ones on our brows and our vision becomes
seriously impaired, we, fortunately, will not see the deep
furrows in each other’s cheeks as distinetly as others will.
They will appear to us, doubtless, like slight dimples, in
which are stored away the essence of sweet memories of the
“used to be.” TLike “Jamie” and “ Maggie,” let us try
to be blinded to each other’s imperfections, so each to the
other can say:

“To me you're as fair as you were, —,
‘When you and I were young.”

‘Let us live patiently, live honorably, live godly, and try to
grow old gracefully if granted long life, so to us the “ hoary
head ” will be a “ crown of glory.”
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Of course, our wedded life has not been all sunshine.
Now and then a dense cloud arises, and nature weeps.
Sowmetimes the darkness grows so deep, so heavy, we feel the
chill of despair creep over our very hearts. Darkness be-
fore us, around us! Together we have seen bright days and
dark days; together we have “ passed under the rod ” of
afffiction. There is a sadly vacant room in our home and
a strangely sad vacuum in your heart and mine. The par-
ent stem always bleeds and suffers when from it is plucked
a cherished rose. “ But the Healer is here, pouring balm
in our hearts,” and assures us: “ Earth hath no sorrows that
heaven cannot cure.” The star of hope appears brighter
when geen through tears. When tears flow freely and
swiftly for a while, they leave the vision clear for stars and
sun ; but we must look up to see them. Byron calls a tear
“the weapon of a woman’s weakness.” Be that as it may,
tears many times give the pent-up, crushed heart relief.
Then when heart-crushed, we should not keep the tears
pent up against their will, but should let them flow un-
checked, until, like summer raindrops, they will be pierced
by sunbeams. However, we sheuld not go tear-blinded
through life and touch but tombs,” thus blighting the happi-
ness of ourselves and others. Let us look at the ¢ chield ”
from the golden side. A source of unspeakable solace and
joy you have always been to your family and other loved
ones, and they wish for yon a leng-continued service in the
work of our risen Lord, with Heaven to smile in love upon
your life and labors. After the night of death, may you
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gladly, joyously, triumphantly awaken in that beautiful
“home of the soul.”

As a willing partaker of your sunshine and sadness, your
sorrow and gladness, T am,

Your faithful, though inferior, life partner,

“GRANDMAMMA.”
“ Home, sweet home "——a household of peace, crowned
with Christian love and unity—is made sweeter still by the
presence of an honored, well-balanced, hoary head which

“Time has touched in his rapid flight,
And changed the darker locks to white.”
Time has thus dealt with a dear old fireside jewel of our
little honsehold, and now she is lovingly called “grand-
mamma.” ' -

We often speak of the milestones along life’s road. This
is very appropriate until we cross the half-century marl,
after which some cne says anniversaries come “like tele-
é‘raph poles when we are on a lightning express train.”
Doubtless they seem to pass ineredibly fast to this aged pil-
grim, who still adds so much cheer to our little home ecirels
and for whose prolonged existence we are truly grateful.
Among the first things I remember about her is when good
old Brother Love—one of the Lord’s best watchmen of
souls—gently led her down into the waters of baptism. T
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wondered why he did this, for I was then too young to real-
ize the importance of obeying even a command of God for
which we could see no necessity. It does not seem long
sinee that day, but time has passed with winged feet and
has buried more than twoscore years in the grave of the yes-

terdays. Years seem long or short according to their goal,

and her aim has been to honor the divine name she that day
assumed, try to advance the Master’s cause she that day
espoused, and lighten the burdens of frail humanity. Dur-
ing this long journey, since she entered the ranks of the
world’s great Leader, not one baekward step have we known
her to take.

“That load becomes light which is cheerfully borne.”

The spirit wrapped in this little borrowed thought has

greatly aided her in enduring life’s trials, of which she has
had her share. TRealizing a busy hour seems shorter than
a leisure one, she, with heart full of unshed tears, has many
times put on a bright countenance and looked around her
for some one she could benefit; and in benefiting others,
she has herself heen blessed. The bitter of life’s cup she
has sipped with meek submission, though many times with
breakiug heart ; of the sweet she has participated with hum-
ble gratitude. While blessed with physical strength, to the
distressed she was always a “good Samaritan;” to the
needy, a ready friend. She never impairs the happiness
of others by frequent allusions to her own ailments, misfor-
tunes, and sorrows. She has always manifested a devo-
tion for her friends and loved ones which is really charm-
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ing, forgetting herself in their behalf, no saerifice being too
great for her to make for them. She possesses a sweet,
amiable, cheery disposition which few can claim in so high
a degree. Her mind has been so wholesomely and actively
employed it has been less susceptible of the decrepitude that
usually attends the aged than a mind that “ feeds on itself.”
It is remarkable to see one at the advanced age of eighty-
nine so well preserved and so free from being childish and
sensitive. So many in their declining years lose interest
in the activities of the present and live only in the mem-
ories of the long ago. Not thus with her. In memory her
strong mind can look back and view the scenes and inci-
dents of more than three-fourths of a century, and she can
thrill the youth to-day with verbal descriptions of the same.
At the same time, with her active brain and well-preserved
visage she keeps informed as to the occurrences of the pres-
ent, and is interested in the world’s daily happenings. She
finds great solace in good' books, and reads until her eyes
falter over the printed page; then stops a while, walks
around, works with her flowers, looks admiringly on the
beauties and grandeur of earth and sky; then comes back,
and is soon busy again with her work or reading. Her in-
dustrions habits arve proverbial. Reared under the “old
constitution,” she is, in one respect at least, far from being
up to date; and may by some be regarded as “ old fogy "—
that is, when in reasonable health she never lies down during
‘the day ; cannot be persuaded to do so.

“ Grandmamma Larimore ” has many friends among
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young and old, won by her mild, lovable disposition. She
is so grateful for every little service rendered her, and never
forgets the golden key: “Thank you.” When suffering,
she tries to keep any one from knowing it. She has kept
folded from us hundreds of ills which we would by chance
at last discover. Then she would mildly say: “ Well, what
good would it do to tell you of every little ache and pain?”
I often wish she would complain more when suffering, so I
would not neglect her and could give her at least a little
more sympathy. (She is averse to medical treatment.)
It is said that suffering becomes beautiful when borne with
cheerfuiness through greatness of mind. She often locks
her sorrow in her own bosom and keeps her aches to herself,
that others rﬁay not be grieved thereby.

Though this dear old “ grandmamma ” (my own tender
mother) may live years after seeing me buried, yet I real-
ize too sadly that, according to nature, she is rapidly going
down the hill of life—nay, rather, that in the sublimest
sense she is fast going up; is climbing higher and higher;
has already climbed so high she can plainly see, through
the telescope of faith, into the city of gold and pearls. She
is nearing the last round of life, from which she can step
into the portals of glory. When I think of this (which is
often), I am haunted with such questions as these: Am I
doing what I can for her? Am I making her life as bright
as I could? She freely gave much of her time and strength
for my benefit when time and strength were hers to give.
Am I doing as much for her? Through winter’s blast and
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summer’s scorching heat she has toiled for me, and has
willingly and gladly sacrificed much for my sake. She
watehed my infant slumbers with an anxiety that none but
a mother can feel. With her soft, velvety hand she has
lovingly bathed my fevered cheek and pressed my aching
brow. Have I repaid her? Nay, verily. She is now
where, if T am spared, the wheels of time will soon place
me. It is mine now to bear her burdens and to shield her
as she long ago shielded me. Am I doing thus? (I hope
the public will forgive me for what I am saying.) She is
doubly dear to me; is so much comfort and ever ready and
anxious to do all in her power to add to my pleasure; is such
good company, so companionable, so sweet ; but do I tell her
so as often as I should? That great heart of love which
glowed with devotion for her children in their babyhood
has never grown weary in its devotion; but as the sun-
flower continually turns to face the “ day god ” as he traces
his course across the skies, so she ever turns her fond vigils
on us as we travel the dusty road of life, and is ever ready
to weep at our failures or rejoice at our success. If I love
and appreciate her, shall T wait until she is gone before I
tell her so?

I trust no one will censure me for saying that fo me it
gives a sense of rest to look upon that open countenance—
so earnest, tender, strong, and true. 7' me there is an in-
ward beauty shining through “the chinks that time has
made,” illuminating the face with a soft, mild splendor,
giving sweetness to the expression and charm to every word
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and look. I can imagine those wrinkles as only bright wave-
lets of sunshine chasing each other over the dear old face;
I can see true, pure mother love peeping out from the
shallow furrows which time has plowed in her cheeks; but
shall T wait until the death angel calls her and is closing
the gate of day before I tell her how I love and appreciate
her? Shall we all wait until she is gone, then speak her
praises only on paper and marble ?

I feel so thankful that, though seemingly she is perfeetly
resigned and ever ready for the summons to go hence, she
does not, like some, appear to grow weary of this life, be-
come homesick, and pine and sigh for home. It is my hope
that, with her wonderful constitution and vitality, braced
by her patience, prudence, and sound judgment, we may for
several years yet be blessed with her presence to cheer our
homes and hearts. May such our fortune be; then “ when
in the bosom of the west the weary sun sinks to his rest,”
may she only wrap the mantle of faith more closely around
her and lie down to peaceful dreams, to awake in the happy
beyond,

THE END.








