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spirit, but she has transmitted to her children the
power to radiate gladness, and thus blessed the
world fourfold.

Another girl—one who always furnished the sono-
rous bass at our evening concerts—has been a wife
and mother many years. She has been hampered
and hindered by delicate health, but has patiently
borne illness and suffering and struggled hard to
make a happy home for her husband and children.
It might be questioned whether she did well to as-
sume the duties of wife and mother; but when I
observe her-husband’s tender solicitude for her, her
children’s thoughtful care for “mother’s” comfort,
I realize what a good influence she has wielded in
her family, and how even her ill health has been a
means of developing, in husband and children, many
fine and rare traits of character.

One of the graduates of the school is in business
in a small town in Alabama. She is an earnest
worker in the church. There was no congregation
of Christians— Christians and nothing more "—in
the town, and she and her mother anxiously desired
to have the gospel in its purity preached there. She
herself paid the expenses of a preacher to go there
and conduct a series of meetings. Two such meet-
ings were held; and then she bought, with her own
earnings, a large lot, and, with the help of Chris-
tians in other communities, built thereon a neat,
convenient house of worship and arranged for a
series of meetings by the same gospel preacher who
had previousy preached there. There is now in
that town a band of earnest disciples striving to
carry on the work of the Lord—as a result of the
efforts of one young missionary. She has accom-
plished this, too, without going -beyond, in the
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slightest degree, the limits laid down in the word
of God for “woman’s work in the church.”

One of the girls who has chosen the quiet path
in life presides over a pleasant home—a home of
ease and plenty. She “looks well to the ways. of
her household.” She is training her only son wisely
and well. She says: “I want him to regard me as
his comrade, his chum.” They take long walks and
drives together, searching for geological specimens
and curiosities of the natural world. He helps her
in her household work, that she may have time for
their rambles. He is developing tastes that will
be useful to him all his life. Ile may, or may not;
be a great naturalist, but the intelligent interest he
takes in the world of nature will make him a wiser
and better man. She gains health and strength
from the outdoor exercise, and both gain a sweet
sense of companionship and mutual confidence.

One of “the girls “—bright and intelligent—
cherished ambitious dreams of her future. She in-
tended to develop her talents to the utmost and
“make a mark” in the world. Like most of her
companions, however, she at last cast in her lot
among the home makers, Her ambitious dreams
have not been realized. Her husband has not been
successful, according to the “ money ¥ measure—
and with many that is the only measure—of success,
She has met with unnumbered disappointments,
and has had a long, hard struggle with poverty—
poverty as compared with the luxuries she once
enjoyed. To many her life may seem a failure, but
she has developed in ways she never dreamed of in
her care-iree girlhood. Her tongue has learned the
law of kindness and patience. She is a judicious,
loving, thoughtful mother, and strives earnestly to
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instill into the hearts of her children principles of
truth and honor and right living. They show many
of her best traits of character, and in their success
she may yet realize some of the ambitious dreams
of her own youth. Be that as it may, she has made-
a brave fight with poverty, disappointment and hu-
miliation. She has maintained a courageous spirit
throughout the long battle—a battle fought in si-
lence, without the blare of trumpets or the inspir-
ing music of brass bands. Any woman who meets
such trials and keeps her voice low, her heart hope-
ful and her spirit sweet, is a conqueror. The world
may not recognize her worth, but her husband and
her children “arise up, and call her blessed,” and
truer praise than that no woman can have.

Many others might be mentioned on the “Roll
of Honor "—some who have made successful teach-
ers or business women, many more who are looking
well to the ways of households and training little
children. I know of at least two who, as soon as
they completed the course at the school, immedi-
ately began to earn money—omne as a milliner, the
other as a teacher—to send younger sisters and
brothers to school. That is just what they should
have done, of course; but when we reflect that to
do this they must give close, diligent attention to
work and make daily sacrifices of things dear to the
hearts of girls, we can see the beauty of their self-
sacrifice, and must acknowledge ‘that they deserve
honorable mention, notwithstanding they may not
be known outside their own little: circle of friends.
. No doubt many of these girls would have acted
well théir part, had they been trained elsewhere
than at the Fanning Orphan School.  No doubt the
school has enrolled some pupils whose lives do not
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reflect credit upon their training. But the fact that
so many of the number enrolled are living- useful,
busy, helpful lives—some as wage ecarners, many
more in quiet, well-ordered homes—is a strong ar-
gument for the good the school has done and is
doing. I am sure no girl has ever attended the
school for any length of time without reaping some
benefit therefrom and being better prepared for the
duties that have fallen to her lot. Its influence in
developing domestic tastes and habits in its pupils
is especially strong. '

Mrs, Fanning desired that the school should exert
just such an influence. She believed, and taught,
that the highest and holiest place a woman can fill
is that of wife and mother. She realized that train-
ing in domestic matters is a very important part
of a woman’s education, and that no woman is pre-
pared for the duties of life—whether she is des-
tined to occupy a palace or a very humble cottage—
without such training. She desired that all pupils
who should be admitted to the school should re-
ceive thorough training in domestic arts, as well
as in literary departments; and the fact that most
of the students who have received training at the
school are giving their attention to domestic du-
ties demonstrates her wisdom in founding such a
school.

You may not recognize the characters I have
drawn upon this “ Roll of Honor.” The originals
may not recognize their own portraits, for we do
not always see ourselves as others see us. The
pictures are true to life, however, in every particu-
lar, as I see the lives faintly photographed herein.
They are fair samples of the lives of many students
who have received training at the Fanning Orphan
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School. The majority of these students are Chris-
tian women, wielding an influence toward the bet-
terment of the world. Any one life, be it ever so
exemplary, seems powerless to reduce the sum of
human suffering and wrongdoing; but the influ-
ence of such a life spreads in ever-widening circles,
and every soul that constantly strives to be more
Christlike wields an immeasurable power for good,
for
“No life

Can be pure in its purpose and strong in its str1fe
And all life not be purer and stronger thereby.”

4 &

Lost Names.

“ Those women which labored with me in the gospel,
. . and with other my féllow-laborers, whose names
are in the book of life.” (Phil. 4: 2.)
They lived, and they were useful. This we know,
And naught beside;
No record of their names is left to show
How soon they died.
They did their work, and then they passed away,
An unknown band,
And took their places with the greater host
In higher land.

And were they young, or were they growing old,
Or ill, or well,

Or lived in poverty, or had much gold,
No one can tell.

Only one thing is known of them: they were
Faithful and true

Disciples of the Lord, and strong through prayer
To dare and do.

But what avails the gift of empty fame?
Thev lived to God.

They loved the sweetness of the Savior's name,
And gladly trod
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The rugged ways of earth, that they might be.’
Helper or fr1enc1

And in the joy of their sweet ministry
Be spent and spend.

“No glory clusters tound their names on eéarth,
: - But in God’s heaven
Is Lept a book of names of greatest Worth
" “And there is given
A place for all -who did the Master please,
Although unknown;
And. there. lost names shine forth in brlghtest ra.ys
Before-the throne.

O, take who will the boon of fading fam‘c:'
But give to me
A place among the wotkers, though my name
Forgotten be;
And.if within the book of life is found
My lowly place, .
Homnor and glory unto. God redound . .
For all hzs grace.
—V.[ananne Farnmnham
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CHAPTER XVI

Conclusion.

Mrs. Fanning was a lover of nature. She wrote
often of the beauty of earth in varying hours and
seasons; and whatsoever the hour or the season,
her thoughts seemed to rise naturally “from na-
ture up. to nature’s God.”

At the morning hour she wrote: “Another day is
dawning on a world still wrapped in sleep. The
light of day is softly spreading over the earth, the
air is cool and refreshing, the flowers are rich with
dewy fragrance. All is still, save the birds. They
are waking from the quiet repose of night, and
notes of liquid melody are gushing forth. The
quiet sweetness of the dawn leads us to look up
with thanksgiving for the beauty and freshness of
earth. Like David, we should say: ‘ My voice thou
shalt hear in the morning, O Lord; in the morning
will T direct my prayer unto thee, and will look
up" »n

Of the evening she wrote: “ The shadows of twi-
light are about us with rich clouds that wait on the
dying day. Night, with a network of stars around
her brow, softly lets down her curtains, and the
silent hour soothes weary souls, after the hurry and
bustle of day. Dear ones sit together, and their
voices grow soft and sweet, as they speak of this
life and the life to come. The cords that bind earth
to heaven—the ties of faith and love, of earnest
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prayer and praise—are woven in gleam and gloom,
but they seem to bring our heavenly home nearer
at the twilight hour. If we kept the thought of
that home in our hearts morning, noon and night,
we should be better and happier. There would be
more of gleam and less of gloom in our lives if we
would only lift our hearts oftener to our F ather’s
home, where there is no twilight, no gloom, no
night.”

On the coming of spring she wrote: “A wonder-
ful power is at work, covering the dark branches
with verdure and bringing a softer green to the
pine fringe. The oak has not yet begun to stir
himself, but the maple has ‘a rain of blossoms on
the forest floor.” The wintry chain that has bound
the founts and streams is loosed, and, melting into
liquid diamonds, they flash on their way in light
and music. The heart rises to Him who rules the
year, who is touching every bough and hidden root,
waking all to life and beauty. Among his gifts of
love are flowers. He inspires their odor, bathes
them with dew, gives them their colors, folds and
unfolds the tender germs with art inimitable. We
can see the Creator’s hand in all things grand or
beautiful—from the tall forest tree to the smallest
blade of grass. We note the touch of the Master’s
unrivaled pencil on every bud and flower, on every
leaf and spray of beauty. We enjoy the flowers,
the sunlight and the pleasant breezes, knowing
that our Father is smiling on his works and mak-
ing them fresh and fair for his children.”

Of autumn and winter she wrote:
“These sweet autumn mornings incline us to
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look with gratitude and love to our Father in
heaven. The pure, bracing air; the sunlight, like
the smile of a Father upon his children; the
snatches of bird song bursting now and then from
trees clothed with crimson and gold, every year
give new pleasure. The falling leaves remind us
that autumn has come again; remind us that we,
too, like the leaves of the forest, must quit the
homes we have loved and lie down in the dust.

" “ Winter will soon follow—winter, that sends
soft white sleep and silence over all. There is now
a sweetness in the face of nature that points to
the past rather than the future. We think of those
who were with us in early years, who loved, as we
love, the woods and all woodland things. Where
are they? Some have lain down to the long sleep;
others, like the autumn leaves, are scattered, we
know not where. ‘We call; they answer not
again.’ Our treasures pass away. Those who
once shared our sorrows and our joys, whose every
look and tone were linked to ours, whose voices
were so familiar that they seemed almost like our
own, have passed away. Hands we clasped are
folded on quiet hearts; lips we loved are turned to
dust; eyes that beamed on us have closed on earth
to open in heaven. Few with whom we com-
menced the journey of life are left to our compan-
ionship, and a lonelier hour still is on its way—an
hour wherein shall be no human companionship.
But—O |—there is an Arm, not of flesh, upon which
we may lean with perfect trust as all of earth
passes away and the world of eternity breaks upon
our view.”

*“Thou, too, wast forsaken! Thy lonelier cry
Sent a wider appeal through the darkening sky.
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Alone on the mountain, the garden, the cross,

Thou hast felt all humanity’s anguish and loss.

My sorrows have touched Thee, my woes have been
Thine.

Give help to my weakness, thou Helper divine.”

s &

The last article published from her pen was writ-
ten in December, 1894. Its spirit of devotion to
our Savior is the spirit of all her writings, and I
think this book cannot close more fittingly than
with that, her last message to the world: “Let this
month, and all the coming months, be Christ’s.”

“The last month of the year 1894 is rapidly pass-
ing—will soon be buried in the grand depths of the
world eternal, from whose wondrous ages no res-
urrection will again be called forth to life or death,
in time or eternity. If the young could be made
to realize the value of the passing hour, how many
young souls would come to the feet of the Savior—
would remember him in the bloom of their youth,
before the evil days come and thé sorrowful years
draw nigh, before much care or suffering should
fall to their lot! Yes, happy would it be for many
of these bright young beings to come to the Savior
at his early summons. Then they might learn of
him—Iearn to have less of awe and more of love ior
him—mjght come to him as to a dear [riend.

“1It is a training for them to constantly lift their
thoughts and desires from the passing things of
earth to things above. It enables them to imitate
the perfect model he has given. They learn from
his holy word that, when on earth, he was pure and
undefiled ; that he never did an injury, never re-
sented one, never uttered an untruth, never prac-
ticed deception, never lost an oppertunity of doing
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good, never spoke an unkind word. He was gener-
ous to the selfish, holy among the impure, loving
and gentle to all. He yearned over all human be-
ings with deathless love. He knew their capacity
for enjoyment, the terrible punishment to which
sin had doomed them, and he loved them well
enough to shed his life’s blood for their redemp-
tion. He wishes all who love him, young or old,
fo come to him as their best friend—to let perfect
love cast out gll fear—and he ever lives to make
intercession for them.

“He went to his Father in humble prayer. In
the deep recesses_of the forest dale, on the wild
mountain side, his supplications constantly arose.
No doubt heaviness often oppressed his soul. He
often felt the need of near communion with his
Father. His gift of strength was sometimes wasted
by the spirit's weariness. In the dark night of his
betrayal he left his friends and went ‘a little on.’
In silence, alone with God, he fell upon his face,
and his agony was greater than the Son of man
could bear. IHe gave his sorrow sway, and in the
deep prostration of his soul breathed out: ‘Fa-
ther, if it be possible, let this cup pass from me.’
A holy one bowed down to him and nerved him
with a ministry of strength. He returned to his
disciples, for the one who should betray him was
at hand. His mighty heart, that in Gethsemane
sweat drops of blood—the heart whose breaking
cord upon the cross made earth to tremble and
the sun grow dark—bore our load of sin. He took
for us the cup that might not pass. Our hearts, our
lives, our all, should be devoted to his service.

“Tet this month, and all the coming months, be

. Christ’s.”





