PO
¥



Mrs. R. P. MEEKS.



HEARTHSTONE
ECHOES.

BY

MRS. R. P. MEEKS.

* Our echoes roll from soul to soul,
And grow forever and 'fm'evér.“_ 3

~Tennyson.

NASHVILLE, TENN.:
McQUIDDY PRINTING COMPANY.
1902,




Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1902,
By MRrs. R. P. MEEKS,
In the Office of the Librarian of Congress, at Washington,




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
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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



¢4 HEARTHSTONE ECHOES.

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.



CrASING BUBBLES. 13

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



TueE GREAT MIRROR. 17

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
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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



UNEQUALLY YOKED. 37

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



38 HEARTHSTONE ECHOES.

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-
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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



42 HEARTHSTONE ECHOES.

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
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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
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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
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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.
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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-




FiLrmwo THE GRAVE, 103

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-



104 HesrTHsToNE ECHOES.

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, t