








































































































































































































































































































How T0 BE MISERABLE. 89

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.




ForEST JEWELS. 91

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
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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.

























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































