S OF LIFEL.

-
-

{

ALLEGORTI




%ﬂx@gmiw o %ﬁ%ﬁ& |

BY

MRS. . S, ADAMS.

AP

,\, U( CU/‘

Q,,‘ COPYRJ‘GH l
_J \n
¢ Mo/,

°‘VIN0T 0N o

BOSTON :
LEE & SHEPARD, PUBLISHERS,

NEW YORK:
LEE, SHEPARD, & DILLINGHAM,

1872,




CONTENTS.

THIL BEILLS.
THE IEEIGIHT
THIEE PILGRIM
TATTH
HOPE , . .
JOY AND SORROW
UPWARD
Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1871, L TIIE OAK .
By HARRIET A. ADAMS, TRUTI AND LRROR
In the office of the Librarlan of Congress, at Washington. 'l . TIHE TREE
g THE TWO WAYS .
THE URNS
SELF-EXERTION
THIL VINTIS
IN THE WORLD . . .
FAITH, HOPYE, AND CHARITY
GOING FORTH
THE FRAST . .
THE LESSON OF TIIE STONE
THIE SEEDS
ONLY GOLD
THE SACRIFICE
STRANGERS

o R P <1

J
I

!

e Tk A G S 5 A R A A R




I.

THE BELLS.

N the steeple of an old church was a beautiful chime of bells, which
for many yecars had rung out joyous pcals at the touch of the sex-
ton’s hand upon the rope.

“ I’ll make the air full of music to-morrow,” said the white-haired man,
as he lay down to his slumbers,  “ To-morrow is Christmas, and the peo-
ple shall be glad and gay. Ah, yes! right merry will be the chimes I
shall ring them.” Soon sleep gathered him in a close embrace, and vis-
ions of the morrow’s joy flitted over his brain.

At midnight some dark clouds swept over the tower, while darker
shadows of discontent fell on the peaceful chime.

Hark ! what was that? A low, discordant sound was heard among the
bells. :

“Here we have been ringing for seven long years,” murmured the high-
cst bell in the chime. _

“Well, what of it? That's what we are placed here for,” said a voice
from one of the deeper-toned bells, :

“But I have rung long enough, DBesides, I am weary of always singing
one tone,” answered the high bell, in a clear, sharp voice.

“Together we make sweetest harmony,” returned the bell next the
complainer.

“T well know that, but T am tired of my one tone, while you can bear
monotony. For my part, I do not mean to answer to the call of the rope
to-torrow.”
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“What! not ring on Christmas qu' exclaimed all the bells together.,

“No, I don't. You may exclaim as much as you please; but, if you
had common sympathy, you would sce in a moment how weary T am of
singing this one high tone.”

“ But we all have to give our notes,” responded a low, sweet-voiced bell,

“That's just what I mecan, to change. We are all weary of our notes,
and need change.”

“But we should have to be recast,” said the ]ow~toned beli, sﬂdly

“Most certainly we should. 7 should like the fun of that. Now how
many of you will be silent in the morning when the old sexton comes to
ring ug?”

1 will)” answered the lowest-toned bell, boldly.

“If part of us are silent and refuse to ring, of what use will the rest
be ?” said one who had remained quict untit then. “Tor a chime all of
us are needed,” she added, sadly.

“That's just the point,” remarked the léader.  “ If all will be still, none
will be blamed : the people will think we are worn out and nced making

over, So we shall be taken down from this tower where we have been so
~long, and stand a chance of seeing something of the world, For my
part, I am tired to death of being up here, and sccmg nothing but this
quiet valley.”

A murmur ran from one to another, t111 all agreed to he silent on the

morrow, though many of the chime would have preferred fo ring as
usual,

The man who had presented the bells to the church returned at mid-
night, after a long journey to his native valley, bringing with him a ﬁ iend,
almost solely to hear the beautiful chime on the morrow.

As he passed the church, on his way home, the murmuring of the bells
was just ceasing. “’The wind moves them — the beautiful bells,” he said.
“But to-morrow you shall hear how swéct they will sing,” he added, cast-
ing a loving glance up to the tower where hung the bells,
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A few miles from the valley, close to the roadside, stood a cottage
inhabited by a man and wife whose only child was fast fading from the
world.

« Raise me up a little, mother,” said the dying boy, “so’l can hear the
Christmas chime, It will be the last time I shall hear them here, mother.
Is it almost morning ¢

The pale mother wiped the death- dcw from his brow and kissed him,
saying, “ Yes, dear, it's almost morning. The bells will chime soon as
the first ray comes over the hills.”

Patiently the child sat, pillowed in his bed, till the golden arrows of
light flashed over the earth. Day had come, but no chime.

“What can be the matter?” said the anxious mother, as she strai%*d
her eyes in the direction of the tower. .

What if the old sexton were dead?  The thought took all her strength
away. If death had taken him first, who would lay her boy tenderly away ?

“Ts it almost time P ' ‘

« Almost, Jimmy, darling. Perhaps the old sexton has slept late

“« Will the bells chime in heaven, mother ?”

“Yes, dear, T hope so!
“ Will they ring them for me if —if — T —mother ! hark! the bells aré

ringing ! The good old scxton has gone to the church at last!” .
The boy’s eyes glistened with a strange light.  In vain the mother lis-
tencd.  No sound came to Zer cars, Al was still as death,
« Oh, how beautiful they sing !” he said, and fell back and died,
Other chimes fell on his ear, sweeter fa.r than the bells of St. Auburn.

For more than an hour the old sexton had been working at the ropes
in vain. No sound come forth from either bell.

“What can be the matter?” he cxclaimed, nervously, “Ior seven
long yea.ls they bave not failed to ring out their tones. Il try once
more.” And he did so, vigorously.
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Just then the figure of a man stood in the doorway. It was the owner “It's a terrible thing to be recast!” sighed the deepest-toned bell;
of the chime. He had gone to the sexton’s house, not hearing the bells and he quivered with fear as they placed him in the furnace.
‘at the usual hour, thinking he had overslept ; and, not finding him, had At last, after much suffering, they were pronounced perfect, and re-
sought him at the church. packed for their return.
He tried the ropes himself, 1)1_11: with no more success than the sexton, The same tone was given to each, but the quality was finer, softcr and
“ What can it mean?” he said, as he turned sorrowfully away, richer than before. The workmen knew not why —none but the suffer-
It was a sad Christmas in the pleasant valley. To have these sweet ing bells, and the master hand who put them into the furnace of afflic-
sounds missing, and on such a day, — it was a loss to all, and an omen of tion. )

ill to many. They were all hung once more in the tower — wiser and better bells,
The next day, workmen were sent to the tower to examine the Never again was heard a murmur of discontent from either because but

bells. No defect was perceptible.  They were sound and whole, and one tone was its mission. In the moonlight they talk among themselves,
no mischief-making lad, as’ some had suggested, had stolen their of their sad but ncedful experience, and of the lesson which it taught
tongues, ‘ them, — ¢ i - — that cach must be faithful to the

The bells were taken down and carvied to a distant city to be recast. quality or tone which the Master has given us, and which is needful to
“There! didn't T tell you we should sée the world ?” said their lcader, the rich and {ull harmonies of life. .

after they were packed and on their way.

“I don't think we are sceing much of it now, in this dark box,” an-
swered one of the bells. | .

“Wait till we are at our journey's end. We are in a transition state
now. Haven't I listened to the old pastor many a time, and heard him
say those very words? I could not comprchend them then, but I can
now. Ob, how delightful it is to have the prospect of some change belore
us!” l‘hus the old bell chatted to the _]ourncys end, while thc other
bells had but little to say,

- Three days later they were at the end of their long ride, and placed,
onc by ong, in a fiery furnace. Instead of murmurs now, their groans
filled the air,

. “Oh, for one moment’s rest from the heat and the hammer! Oh, that
we were all at the sweet vale of St. Auburn !” said the leader of all their
SOITOW,

“ How sweetly would we sing ! echoed ail.

el A

e T

o e

s s

o T e DR Y oot

et




II.

THE HEIGHT,

‘ ,THERE was once an aged man who lived upon an excecding high

mountain for many years ; but, as his strength began to decling, he
found the ascent so tedious for his feeble steps that he went into| the
valley to live.

It wis very hard for him to give up the view from its lofty hcwht of
the sun which sank so peacefully to rest. Long before the slecpers in
the valley awoke, he was watching the golden orb as it broke through, the
mists and flung its beauties over the hills.

“This must be my last day upon the mountain top,” he said. “[The
little strength which is left me I must devote to the culture of fruit and
flowers in the valley, and no longer spend it in climbing up and down
these hills, whose tops rest their peaks in the fleecy clouds. I have
enjoyed many years of repose and grandeur, and must devote the fe-
mainder of my life to helping the people in the valley.”

At sunset the old man descended, with staff in hand, and went slowly
down the mountain side. Such lovely blossoms, pink, golden, and scar-
let, met his cye as he gazed on the gardens of the laborers, that he invol-
untarily exclaimed, “I fear I"have spent my days not wisely on yonder
mountain top, taking at lcast a third of my time in climbing up and down.
Richer flowers grow here in the valley ; the air is softer, and the gnsa
like velvet to the tread. Tl see if there is a vacant cottage for me.

Saying this, he accosted a laborer who was just returning from his
toil : “Good man, do you know of any cottage near which I can rent?”
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“Why! you are the old man from the mountain,” exclaimed the aston-
ished person addressed.

““I am coming to the valley to live. I am now seeking a shelter.”

“Yonder,” answered the man, “is a cottage just vacated by a man and
wife. Would that suit you ?"

“ Anything that will shelter me will suit,” was the answer.  “ Dost thou -
know who owns the house ?”

“Von Nellser, the gardener. He lives down by the river now, and
works for all the rich men in the valley.”

“T'll sec him to-night,” said the old man, and, thanking his informant,
was moving on,

“But, good father, the sun has already set; the night shades appear.
Come and share my shelter and bread to-night, and in the morning seek
Von Nellser.” .

The old man gladly accepted his kind offer. “The vale makes men
kindly of hcart and fecling,” he said, as he uncovered his head to enter
the home of the laborer. A fair woman of forty came forward, and
clasped his hand with a warmth of manner which made hint feel more at
case than many words of welcome would have done.

The three sat together at supper, and refreshed themselves with foed
and thought. )

He retired carly to the nice apartment assigned him, and lay awake a
long time, musing on the past and the present. “Ah, I see,” he said to
himself, “why I am an object of wonder and something. of awe to the
people of the valley, T have lived apart from human ties, while they have
grown old and ripe together. I must be a riddle to them all —a some-
thing which they have invested with an air of veneration, because I was
not d'uly in their midst. Had it been otherwise, I should have been nei-
ther new nor fresh to them, How know I but this is God's reserve force
wherewith cach.may become refreshed, and myself an humble instrument
sent in the right moment to vivify those who have been thinking alike too
much ?” ‘ 2
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He fell asleep, and awoke just as the sun was throwing its bright rays

over his bed. *“Dear old day-god,” he said, with reverence, and arose
and dressed himself, still eying the sun’s early rays. “One of thy golden
messengers must content me now,” he said, a little sadly. “I can no
longer see thee in all thy majesty marching up the mountain side; no
longer can I follow thee walking over the hill-tops, and resting thy head
against the crimson sky at evening : but smile on me, Suh, while in the
vale I tarry, and warm my seeds to life while on thy daily march.”

The old mian went from his room refreshed by sleep, and partook of
the bread and honey which the kind woman had ready for him. Then,
thanking them for their hospitality, he departed.

The laborer and wife watched him out of sight, and thought they had
never seen anything more beautiful than his white hair waving in the
morning breeze.,

At dusk a light shone in the vacant cottage, and they sent him fresh
cakes, milk, and honey for his evening meal,

Ten years passed away. The old man had cultured his land, and no
fairer flowers or sweeter fruits grew in the valley than his own. He had
taught the people many truths which he had learned in his solitary life on
the mountain, and in return had learned much from them. He faded
slowly away. The brilliant flowers within his garden grew suddenly
distasteful to him. He longed to look once more on a pure white
blossom which grew only at the mountain top. With its whiteness

no ‘flower could compare. There were others, growing bhalf way up,

that approached its purity, but none equaled the flower on the sum-
mit, .
« 1 should like, of all things,” answered the old man, when they desired
to know what would most please him,— for he had become a great favor-
ite in the. valley, —to look once more upon my purc white flower ere I
. die; but it's so far to the mountain top, none will care to climb.”
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“Thou sialt see it!” exclaimed a strong youth, who was courageous,
but seldom completed anything he undertook, for lack of perseverence,

The old man blessed him. Ife started for the mountain, and walked a
long way up its side, often missing his footing, and at one time sccking
aid frem a rotten branch, which bmke in his grasp and nearly threw him
to the base,

After repeated efforts to reach the summit, he found a sweet, pale blos-
som growing in a’‘mossy nook by a rock. "

“Ah! here it is — the same, I.dare say, as those on the mountain top.
So what need of climbing farther? What a lucky fellow T am to save so
ntany steps for myself {” and he went down the mountain side as fast as
he could, amid the rank and tangled wood, with the flower in his hand,

* Day was walking over the meadows with golden feet when he entered
thc cottage and placed the blossom exultingly in the old man’s palm.

“What! so quick returned?” he said. “Thou must have been very
swift — but this, my good young man, never grew on ‘the mountain top !
Thee must have found this half way up. 1 remember well those little
flowers — they grew by the rocks where T used to rest when on my jour-
ney up.”

The crowd who had come to see the strange white flower now laughed
aloud, which made the youth withdraw, abashed and much humbled.
Had bhe been strong of heart, he would have tried again, and not re-
turned without the blossom from the mountain top. Many others tried,
but never had the courage to reach its height; while the old man daily
grew weaker, |

“He'll die without setting eyes on his flower,” said the good woman
who had given him shelter the night he came to the valley, She had not
the courage to try the ascent, but she endeavored to stimulate others to
go to the top and bring the blossom to cheer his heart.  She offered, as
reward, choice fruits and linen from her stores; but all had some excuse,
although they loved the old man tenderly : none feit equal to the effort.
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Towards noon, a pale, fragile girl, from a distant part of the vale,

appeared, who had heard of his desire, and stood at the door of his cot-
tage and knocked, - '

“What dost thou wish ?"” he asked from within.

“To go to the mountain for the flower and place it in thy hand,” she
answered, as she entered his room and meekly stood before him,

“Thou art very frail of body,” he replied, “but strong of heart. Go,
try, and my soul will follow and strengthen thee, fair daughter.”

She kissed his hand, and departed.

The morning came, and she returned not. “ The end of the second day

drew nigh, and yet she came not back,
_ “Pooh, pooh ! " exclaimed one of a group of wood-cutters near by the
cottage.  “ Such a fool-hardy errand will only be met by death, " The old
man ought to be content to die without sight of his flower when it costs
so much labor to get it.” *

“So think me,” said his comrade, between the puffs of his pipe; “so
think me. Our flowers are pretty, and good 'nough, too. Sure, he orter
be content with what grows round him, and not be sending folk a-climb-
ing.” This said, be resumed his smoking vigorously, and looked very
wise,

~ The aged man of the mountain was passing rapidly away. The kind
neighbors laid him for the last time on his cot, and sat tcarfully around
the room. Some stood in groups outsicde, looking wistfully towards the
mountain ; for their kind hearts could not bear to sce him depart without
the flower to gladden his eycs,

“The girl's gone a long time,” remarked one of the women.

“The longer she’s gone, the surer the sign she’s reached the mountain
top. It's a long way up there, and a weary journey back, My feet have
trod it often, and I know all the sharp rocks and the tangled branches in
the way. But she will come yet. I hear footsteps not far away.”
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“ But too late, we fear, for your eyes to behold the blossom, should she
bring it.” ' ‘ '

“Then put it on my grave-—but hark! she comes —some one ap-
proaches !” :

Through tl_m crowd, holding high the spotless flower, came the fair girl,
with torn sandals and weary feet, but with beaming eyes. The old man
raised himself in bed, while she knclt to receive his blessing,

“Iair girl,” — he spoke in thosc clear tones which the dying ever use,
—*“the whiteness of this blossom is only rivaled by the angels’ garments.
Its spotless purity enters ever into the soul of him who plucks it, making
it white as their robes.  To all who persevere to the mountain top and
pluck this flower, into all does its purity, its cssence, enter and remain
forever. Tor is it not the reward of the toiler, who pauses not till the
smmnmit is gained ?” ‘

“Oh! good man, the mountain view was so grand, I fain would have
lingered to gaze; but, longing to lay the blossom in thy band, I hastened
back.” '

“Thou shalt behold all the grandeur thy toil has earned thee. Unto
those who climb to the mountain summit, who mind not the sharp rocks
and loose, rough grass beneath their tread,— unto such shall all the views
be given ; for they shall some day be lifted in vision, without aid of feet,
to grander heights than their weary limbs have reached,”

The old man lay back and died.

They buried him, with the flower on his breast, one day just as the sun
was setting.  lire the winter snows fell, many of the laborers, both men
and women, went up the mountain to its very top, and brought back the
white blossoms to deck his grave. o

Tlie summit only has the view, and the white flower of purity grows
upon it. Shall we ascend and gather it? or, like the youth, climb but
half the distance, and cheat our eyes and souls of the view from the
height?




IIT.

THE PILGRIM.

NIE sultry summer day a youthful pilgrim sat by the roadside,
weary and dispirited, saying, “I cannot see why I was ordered to
tarry beside this hard, unsightly rock, after journcying as many days as I

"have. Something Letter should have been given mg to rest upon after

walking so far. -If it were only beside some shady tree, I could wait the
appearance of the guide, My lot is hard indecd. T do net sce any pil-
grim here. Others are probably resting beneath green trees and by run-
ning brooks, I will look at my directions once more ;" and.she drew the
paper from her girdle and read slowly these words: “ Tarry at- the rock,
and do not go on till the guide appears to conduct you to your journcy’s
and.”  She folded and replaced the paper with a sigh, while the murmur

still went on: “It's very hard, when beyond I sce Beautiful green trccs,v

whose long branches would shelter me from the burning sun.  IHow
thirsty I am, too! My bread is no longer sweet, for want of water. Ob,
that I could search for a spring! I am sure I could find one if permit-
ted to go on my journey. If the rock was not so hard I could pillow my

_head upon it. Al me! I have been so often told that the guide had

great wisdom, and knew what was good and best for us pilgrims; but
this surely looks very dark.”

Here weariness overcame the pilgrim, and involuntarily she laid her
hcad upon the rock; when, lo! a sudden spring was touched, and  the
waters leaped, pure and sparkling, from the hard, unsightly spot. This
was the guide’s provision for his pilgrim. It was no longer mystical why
he had ordered her to tarry there.
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When she had drank, and the parched throat was cool and the whole
being refreshed, the guide appeared rounding a gentle curve of the road,
and bade her follow him through a dense forest which lay between the
rock and the journey's end, The steps of the pilgrim now were more
firm, for trust was begotten within her, and the light of hope gleamed
on her brow -—as it will at last upon us all, when the waters have gushed
from the bare rocks which lic in the pathways of our lives.”

At last we shall lcarn that our Father, the great Guide, leads us where
flow living waters, and that he never forsakes us in time of need.




IV.

FAITH.

“CHILDREN," said a faithful father, one day, to his sons and daugh-
ters, “I have a journcy to take which will keep me many days,
perhaps weeks, from you; and as we have no power over conditions, —
such as storms, sickness, or any of the so-called accidents of life, —1
may be detained long beyond my appointed time of absence. I trust,
however, that you will each have confidence in me ; and, should illncss to
myself or others detain me, that you will ail trust and wait.”

4 We will, father!” shouted a chorus of voices, which was music to his
ears.

With a fond cmbrace to cach, he left them. Slowly he walked down
the winding path which led from his home. Ile heard the voices of his
children on the air long afler he entered the highway — voices which he
might not hear, perchance, for m’lf:y months,  Sweeter than music to his
soul were those sounds floating on the summer air.  Over the hill and
dale he rode till night came ou, and then, before reposing, he lifted his
soul to heaven for blessings on his houschold.

With the sun he arosc and pursued his journey. The summer da)f;
went down into autumn ; the emerald leaves changed their hues for gold
and scarlet; ipe fruits hung in ruby and yellow clusters from their
strong boughs ; while over the rocks, crimson vines were trailing, Slowly
the tints of autumn faded. Soon the white frosts lay on the meadows
like snow-sheets ; the days were shorter and the air more crisp and chill.
Around the evening fire the houschold of the absent parent began to
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gather.  While summer’s beauties abounded they had not missed him so
much, but now they talked each to the other, and grew strangely restless
at his long dclay,

“Did he not tell us,” said the cldest, “that Sickness or accident might
delay him ?” ‘

“ But he sends us ne word, no sign, to make us at rest.”

“The roads may not be passable,” replied the brother, whose faith as
yct was not dimmed. “Alrcady the snow has blocked them for miles
around us, and we know not what greater obstdcles liec beyond.  No, let
us trust our father,” he added, with a depth of feeling which touched
them all ;) and for a foew days they rested in the faith that he would come
and be again in their midst.  But, alas! how short-lived is the trust of
the human heart! how limited its vision! It cannot picree the p’ts.smo'

~clouds, nor stretch forth its hand in darkness.

Together they sat one evening, in outer and inner darlmc,ss, — again in
the shadows of distrust.
“He will never retwrn,” said. one of the group, in sad and sorrowing
tones. '

“ My father will comc,” lisped the youngcst of them all, — the one on
whom the others looked as but a babe in thought and {celing,

“I am weary with watching,” said another, as she went from the win-
dow where she had been looking, for so many days, for the loved form.

+ Our father has forgotten us all,” she moaned, and bowed her head and

wept.

There was no one to comfort; for all were sad, knowing that naught
but a few crusts remained for their morrew's food -——and who would pro-
vide for the coming days?  Lights and fucl too were wanting, and winter
but hall gone. Iven the faith of the eldest had long since departed, and
e teo had yiclded to distr ua.t

“My father will come,” still whispered the little one, strong in her
child-trust, while the others doubted.
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“It's because she’s so young, and cannot reason like us,” they said
among themselves.

“Perhaps God can speak to her because she is so simple,” said one of
the household with whom words were few.

They looked at each other as though a ray of sunlight had flashed
through their dwelling. Somecthing akin to hope began to spring in their
hearts, but died away as the chilling blasts came moaning around them.

Three days passed, while the storm raged and threatened to bury their
home beneath the heavy snows. There was no food now to. share be-
tween them. The last crumb had been given the child to soften her
cries of hunger,

“I can stand this no longer,” said the cldest, wrapping his garments

around him, and preparing to go forth to find labor and bread for his
brothers and sisters.  “ Ah, that I should ever have lived to scc this

day !” — he murmured — “ the day in which we arc deserted and forgot—

" ten by our father,” ‘

The sound of murmuring within now mingled with the sighing of the
winds without. He stepped to the door; but for an instant the fierce
blasts drove him back — yet but for an instant, “T will not add coward-
ice to sorrow,” he said to them, in 1cp]y to their entreatics not to go in
the storm. With one strong eflfort he faced the chilling sleet, which so
blinded him that he could not find the path which led to the highway ;
yet he went bravely on, till hunger and chill overcame him, and he could
no longer sce or cven feel. He grew strangely dizzy, and would have
fallen to the ground, but for a pair of strong arms which at that instant
held him fast. He was too much overcome to know who it was that thus
enfolded him; but soon a well-known voice rose above the wind and the
storm, —he knew that his father’s arms were about him, and he fearcd
no more. In the hour of greatest need the father had come, There, in
that hour of brave cfiort, he was spared a long exposure to the wintry
blast. A carriage laden with food, fuel, and timely gifts for each, was

¥
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already on the road, and would soon depeosit its bounties at the door of

those whose faith had descrted them.
_ What a happy houschold gathered around the father that night! There

was no need of lamps to reveal the joy on their faces, and the darkness

could hot hide the tears which coursed down their checks.  The little one
awoke shouting, in her child-trust, “My father has come! me knew him
would ! :

And they called her Taith from that hour.

The only alloy in the joy of the others was, as the kind fathcl explained
to them the causcs of his delay, that they had not trusted him with the
faith of the little child ; and when he told them of the strange people he
had been among, who nceded counscl and instruction, and their- great
necd of his ministrations, they sorrowed much that doubt had shadowed
for a moment their trust in their father,

Thus do we distrust our Heavenly Parent ; and when our needs rise
like mountains before us, and all seems dark, we cry, “Alas! he has for-
gotten us!”  And yet in our decpest night a light appears, his strong
arm uplifts us, and we are taught how holy a thing is IFaith,




V.

HOPE.

DARKNESS had been upon the earth for a long time. It was a
7 period of war and bloodshed, crime and disastér.

The old earth seemed draped in habiliments of mourning ; and there
was cause for aching hearts, for out of many homes had gone unto bat-
tle sons, fathers, and husbands, who would return no morc, They fcll in
service ; and kind mothers and wives could not take one farewell look at
their still, white faces, but must go about their homes as though life had
lost none of its helps.

“The poor, sad carth!” said one of a glad band, belonging to a starry
sphere above. “I long to comfort its people; but my mission is given

L'f7me to guide souts through the death valley, and bear them to their friends
in the summer-land. 1 must not leave my post of duty. Who will go ?*

“I will,” said Love, in sweet, silvery tones.

“You are too frail to descend into such darkness as at present envelops
the earth; beside, they need another, a different clement just now, to
prepare the way for better things.”

“ Who shall it be ?” they all said, and looked from one to the other.

“ Hope,” said their leader, the queen of the starry band.

There was to be high festival that night, in a temple dedicated to the
Muscs ; and it was quite a sacrifice for any of their number to leave their
happy sphere, {or one so dark as that of earth.

Hope came forward at the mention of her name, holding in her hand
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the half-finished garland which she had been twining for one of the
Graces, .

“Wilt thou go to earth to-night, fair Hope ¢ ” asked the queen.

The star on her fair brow glittered brighter as she said unhesitatingly,
“T will,”

“Your mission will be to carry garlands to‘every habitation which has

‘a light within, The others you cannot, of course, discern. Come now,

and let mc clasp this strong girdle about thy waist, to which-I shall attach
a cord, by which to let you down to carth.”

They filled her arms with garlands, aind flung some about her neck, till
she was laden and ready to go. ’ '
“ Now,” said their leader, “descend on this passing cloud ; and while
you are gone we will sing anthems for you, to keep your heart bright and

linked to ours.”
Then she fastened the cord to her golden girdle, and let her down
gently from the skies, ‘

{n a little cottage by a roadside sat Mary Deanc and her sister, read-
ing. Thev were two fair orphans whose father and brother were lost in
battle, '

“Let's put out the light, and look at the stars awhile,” said the youngest,

“Not yet, dear, it's too carly. There may be some passer-by, and a
light is such a comfort to a traveler on the road. Many a time our neigh-
bor's light has sent a glow over me which has cnabled me to reach home |
much sooner, if not in better humor,”

“As you like, sister, — but hark ! T thought T heard footsteps.”

They listened, and, hearing nothing more, finished their reading and
retived to rest.

On opening their door the next morning, their eyes were gladdened by
a lovely garfand which hung on the knob.  The flowers were rich in per-
fume and color — unlike anything they had scen on earth,
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Much they marveled, and wondered from whence they came, and still
greater was their joy to find they did not fade.

Hope found a great many dwellings with lights in them, but had to
pass many, as there was no lamp to signal them. At the door of the for-
mer she left garlands to gladden the inmates.

“It’s no use to waste our oil: we have nothing to read or interest us,”
said one of two loncly women, on the night Hope came to the earth, So
they sat down gloomily together, the darkness adding to their cheerless-
ness, while a bright glow within would have gladdened them and all
without, ‘

Hope went by, laden with garlands, just as they took their scats in the
shadows, She would gladly have left them, for she had cnough and to
spare ; but, secing no sign of a habitation, walked on,

The two women talked of the dreary world until they went to rest.
What was their surprise, in the morning, to find their neighbors rejoicing
over their mysterious gifts,

“Why had we none?” they said again and again, “The poor never
~ have half as much given them as the wealthy,” they cried, and went back
to their gloom and despair, ‘

“Did you find a wreath on your doorstep this morning ?” inquired a
~ bright, hopeful woman at noon, who had brought them a part of her
dinner, ’ :

“No, indeed ! they answered.  “ Did you find one on yours?"”

“The handsomest wreath I ever saw. Who ever could have made
one so lovely? But”— she stopped suddenly, on seeing their sad faces.
“You shall have part of mine: I will cut it in two.”

“Never!” said the eldest quickly. “There is some reason why we
were omitted ; and, until we can know the cause, you must keep your
wreath unbroken.” o

It was very noble of her to come out of herself and refuse to accept
what she instinctively felt did not belong to her,
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A week passed away. A child in the village had had strange dreams
concerning the gifts, which, in substance, was that a beautiful angel

‘had come from the stars above, and brought flowers to cvery héuse in

which a light was secn. . , .
«We did not have any light that night,—don't you remember?” re-

marked the cldest of the women, as their neighbor told them of the
strange dream. . . '
«There must be Semething in it answered the little bright-eyed
woman., “Tor ail the dwellings had flowers which were lighted.”
“] supposc we ought always to be more liope.ful,” sai(‘l the women
together. “The lamps of our houses Sl](?llld.typlfy the light of hope,
which sbould never be dim, nor ccase burning,’

Hope was taken up, by a golden cord, to her abodc'. The starry group
sang heavenly anthems to refresh her, and Love twined a fresh garland
for her brow. They held another festival in the temple, in honor of her
and her safe return from the earth. .

Tiver since she has been the brightest light in the group ; and at m.ght,
when the clouds rising from the carth obscure all the others, the star on
the brow of Hope is shining with a heavenly lustre, and seen by all whose

gaze is upward,




VI

JOY AND SORROW.

ANY years ago, two visitors were sent from realms above, to enter

- the homes of earth’s inhabitants, and sce how much of true hap-
piness and real sorrow there were in their midst. Iland in hand they
-walked together, till they entered a pleasant valley nestled among green
hills. At the base of onc of these $tood a cottage covered with roses
and honeysuckles, which looked very inviting ; and the external did not
belic the interior, ’

The family consisted of a man and wife somewhat advanced in years
an aged and infirm brother, and two lovely young girls, grandchildren of,
the couple, '

The pleasant murmur of voices floated on the air,— pleasant to the car
as the perfume of the roses climbing over the door was to the sense of
smell. It chimed with the spell of the summer morning, and the sisters
knew that harmony was within.

“Let us enter,” said Joy.
¢ Sorrow, who was unwilling to go into any abode, lingered outside,

_Within, all was as clean and orderly as one could desire: the young
girls were diligently scwing, while before them Jay an open volume, froni
which they occasionally read a page or so, thus mingling instruction with
labor. '

Joy entered, and accosted them with, “A bright morning.”

“ Vc-ry l'oyely,” answered the girls, and they arose and placed a chair
for their visitor. ‘
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“We have much to be grateful for every day, but very much on such a
day as this,” remarked the grandmother.

“Youw're a busy family,” said Joy.

“Yes, we all labor, and are fond of it,” answered the 'woman, looking
fondly at the girls. *W¢ have many blessings, far more than we can be
grateful for, T sometimes thinl,”

“Ves, 1 tell mother,” broke in the husband, “that we must never lose
sicht of our blessings; in fact, they are all such, though often in dis-
guise.” ' '

At that moment Sorrow looked in at the open door. It was so seldom
that she was recognized that she fonged to enter.

“¥ou have a friend out there: ask her in,” said the woman.

Joy turned and motioned her sister to enter, She came in softly, and
sat heside Joy, while the woman spoke of her family, at the desire of
cach of the sisters to know of her causes of happiness.

“Ves, they are all blessings in disguise,” she said, “ though I could not
think thus when I laid my fair-eyed boy in the grave; nor, later, when
my next child was born blind.”

“Had you nonc other ?” asked Joy.

“ One other, and she died of a broken heart.”

Sorrow sighed deeply, and would rather have heard no more; but Joy
wished to hear the whole, and asked the weman to go on.

“Ves, she died heart-broken; and these two girls are hers. It was
very hard that day to sec the hand of God in the cloud ﬁ\:l}Ctl they
brought the body of her husband home all mangled, and so torn that
not a feature could be recognized ; and then to see poor Mary, his wife,
pine day by day until we laid her beside him.”

“But the blessing was in it, mother: we have found it so. They have
only gonc to prepare the way, and we have much left us.”

The words of the old man were true, and it was beautifu} to see the
face of his wile as it glowed with rccognition, o :
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At that moment the sisters threw back their veils. Such a radiant
face was never seen in that cottage as the beaming countenance of Joy ;
while that of her sister was dark and sad to look upon,

“Qh, stay with us,” ciclaimed the girls to Joy, as the sisters rose to
depart.

“ Most gladly would I, but I have a work to perform in your village ;
and, beside, I cannot lcave my sister.” :

“But she is so dark and sad, why not leave her to go alone?” said the
youngest girl, who had ncver seen Sorrow nor heard of her mission to
earth before,

Sorrow was standing in the door and hecard her remark. She hoped
the day would never come when ske should have to carry woe to her
young heart; but her lifc was so uncertain she knew not who would be
the next whom 'she would have to envelop in' clouds.  She sighed, plucke:d
a rose, and pressed it to her nostrils, as though it was the last sweetness
she would ever inhale.

“How I pity her!” said the grandmother, her warm, blue eyes filling

with tears, as she looked at the bowed form in the doorway.

“ Ah, good woman, she needs it; for few recognize her mission to them.
She is sent by our master to administer woes which contain heavenly
truths, while I convey glad tidings. I shall never leave my sister save
when our labors are divided.”

Thus spoke Joy, while tears filled the eyes of all.

Then the kind woman went and plucked some roses and gave them to
Sorrow, who was weeping.

“I did not half know myself,” she said, addressing the sad form; “I
thought I could sece God's angels cverywhere, but this time how have I
failed! Forgive me,” she said to Sorrow, “and when you are weary and
need rest, come to our cottage.”

.Sorrow gave her a sad but heavenly smilc, and the sisters departed to
the next abode.
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“Did you ever see them before?” asked the children of their grand-
parents after the sisters had gone.

“ Often : they have been going round the world for ages,” answered
their grandparents, :

“But Joy looks so young, grandpa.”

«That's because she has naught to do with trouble. She belongs to.
the bright side.  She carries good tidings and pleasure to ail ; while Sor-
row, her sister, administers the woes.” '

“But Joy is good not to leave her sister.”

“ She cannot,” said the gre '111(1pan,nt

“Cannot! Why?”

“ Because Providence has so ordered it that Joy and Sorrow go hand in
hand, — pleasure and pain.  No two forces in nature which are alike are
coupled.  Day and night, sanshine and shadow, pleasure and pain, for-
ever,”

“But T should like to have Joy stay with us,” said Helen, the youngest,
to her grandparent,

“We shall ever be glad to sce her; but we must never treat her sister
coldly or with indiflerence, as though she had no right to be among us;
beeause, though in the external she is unlovely, within she is equally
radiant with her sister, — not the same charm of brilliancy, but a softer,
diviner radiance shines about her soul.”

“ Why, grandpa, you make me almost love her,” said Marion, the eld-
est, while Helen looked thoughtful and earnest,

The sceds of truth were dropped which at some future time would bear

fruit.

It was a large and clegant house at whichl the sisters stopped next, A
beautiful lawn, hedged by hawthoerne, sloped to the fincly-graded street;
while over its surface beds of brilliant flowers were blooming, contrast-
ing finely with the bright green earpet.  They ascended the granite sieps
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which led to the portico, and rang the bell. A servant answered the
summons, and impaticntly awaited their message.

“We would see the mistress of the mansion,” said Joy.

They were shown into an elegant drawing-room, so large they could

sczuce’ly sce the farther end. Tt was furnished in a most dazzling style,

and gave none of that fecling of repose which is so desirable in a home.
After what seemed a long time, the lady of the mansion appeared, look-
ing very much as though her visitors were intruders.

“ A lovely day,” said Joy.

. “Beautiful for youth and health,” she answered curlly ; but alt days
are the same to me.”

“You are ill, then,” said Joy, sympathetically.

“1II, and weary of this life. Nothing goes well in this world : there is
too much sorrow to enjoy anything. But,” she added after a brief silence,
“you are young, and cannot enter into my griels.”

“T have come for the purpose of bringing you comfort and hope if you
will but accept it,” answered Joy, modestly.

“A. stranger could scarcely show me what I cannot find, Be assured,
young maiden, if I had the pleasures you suppose I possess, I should not
be tardy in sceing them., No, no: my Ilfc i a succession of cares and
burdens.” '

Joy was silent a moment, and then said, “ But you have health, a home,
and plenty to dispense to the ncedy, which must be.a comfort, at Ic,ast in
a world of so much need.”

“My home is large and clegant, I admit; but, belicve me, the care of
the scrvants is a burden too great for human flesh.”

Joy thought how much better a cottage was, with just enough to meet
the wants of life, than a mansion full of hirelings; and she said, hope-
fully, *“Our blessings ever outnumber our woes. If we but look for
them, we shall be surprised cach day to see how many they are. I am
on a visit to earth,” continued Joy, “to seec how much real happiness I
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can find, and help, if possible, to remove obstacles that hinder its advance-
ment. This is my sister, Sorrow,” she continued, turning to her, “who,
like mysel, has a mission, though by no means a pleasant one.”

The sisters unveiled their faces.

A flush of pleasure stole over the sallow face of the woman as she
gazed upon the brightness of Joy's countenance; but the look quickly
faded at the sight of Sorrow’s woin and weary features.

“ My sister must tarry here,” said Joy, as she rose to leave.

“Here! With me? Why! I can scarcely live now, What can 7 do
with her added to my troubles?” :

“1t is thus decreed,” answered Joy. “You need the discipline which
she will bring to you.”

And she departed, leaving her sister in the elegant-but cheerless man-
sion. ‘ .

The mistress of the luxurious home had one fair daughter, whom she
was bringing up to lead a listless, indolent, and selfish life, — a life which
would result in no zood to herself or others.

Sorrow grew sadder cach day as she saw the girl walking amid all the
beauties with which she was surrounded, carcless of her own culturc.
She felt, also, that she must at some time, and it might be soon,
be removed from her luxurics, or they from her. Each hour the fair girl's
step grew Leavier, till at last she was toe weak to walk, or even rise {rom
her bed.

« All this comes of having that sad woman here,” exclaimed the weep-
ing mother as she bent over her daughter.  “I'll have her sent from the
bousc this day.” And she rang for a servant to send Sorrow away,

After delivering her message to her maid, she felt somewhat relieved.

The servant went in search of Sorrow, but could not find her cither in
the house, garden, on the lawn, or among the dark pines where she often |

walked,
Whither had she fled ?
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All the servants of the house were summoned to the search; but Sor-
row was not to be found, and they reported to the mistress their failure
to find her. :

“ No matier,” she replied, “so long as she is no longer among us.  Go
to your labors now, keep the house very quict, and be sure, before dark,
to lock all the doors, that she may not enter unperceived.”

They need not have bolted nor barred her out ;) for her work was done,
and she had no cause to return,

She was sent to the house of wealth to carry the blight of death, Her
mission was over, and she was on her way, secking Joy.

The young girl faded slowiy and dicd.

The mother mourned without hope, and was soon laid beside her daugh-

ter.  The home passed into the bands of those who felt that nene must

live for themselves alone ; that sorrows must be borne without murmur;

and joys appreciated so well that the angel of sorrow may not have to
bear some treasure away to uplift the heart and give the vision a higher
range,

Sorrow met Joy on the road that night. ‘FThere was no moon, even
the stars were dim; but for the shining face of her sister, she would
have passed her,  They joined hands, and walked together till morning
broke. They came in sight of a low cottage just as the day dawned,

“Oh, dear!” sald Sorrow, as they approached the familiar spot, “how
often have 1 been thewe to carry woe! Do you go now, Joy, and give
them gladness!” ‘

“If it is the master’s hour T will most gladly,” said Joy, looking ten-
derly on the weary face of her sister, who sat by the roadside 1o rest
awhile while she lifted her heart to heaven, asking that she might no
more carry woe to that humble home ; and her prayer was answered.

“1I feel to go there,” said Joy, as Sorrow wiped her tears away,  “ Wait

here till I return ;™ and she ran merrily on, -
She entered the humble home with gladness in her beaming eyes, and,

é
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as she bore no resemblance to her sister, they welcomed her with much
greeting ; nor. did they know but for Sorrow, Joy would not have been
among them. She talked with them a long time, and listened patiently
to the story of their woes,

Sickness, death, and 'zdvcmty hqd been their part for many yC’II’S

“But they are passing away,” 511(1 Joy, confidently, “and health and
prosperity shall yet be among you.”

“ Woe shall know their fuli value,” whispered a voice from the corner of
the room which Joy’s eyes had not penetrated. On.a low cot lay an inva-
Iid, helpless and blind.

The tears fell from her own cyes an instant, and then sparkled with a
gre’tter brilliancy than Dbefore, as she said, “And this, too, shall pass
away.”

The closed eyes, from which all light had been shut out for seven long
years, how slowly opened ; the palsied limbs relaxed ; life leaped through
the veins once more; and she arose from her bed, while the houschold
gathered round her.

A son, who was supposed to have been lost at sea, after an absence of
many years returned at that moment, laden with gold and other treasures.
far greater than the glittering ore, — lessons of life, which, through suffcr—-
ing, he had wrought into his mind.

Joy departed, amid their tumult of rejoicing, and joined her sister,

The happy family did not miss her for a time; yet when their great
andl sudden happmcss subsided into realization they sought her, but in
vain,

They needed her not ; for the cssence of her life was with them, Wlnlc
she was walking over the earth, carrying pleasure and happiness to thou-
sands ; yet deing the work of her father no mére than her worn and sad-

eyed sister. ~
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VII.

UPWARD.

HERE was once an aged man who owned and lived in a large house’

~ the height of which was three stories. His oily child was a daugh-
ter, of whom he was very fond, and who listened generally to his words
of counsel and instruction; but no amount of persuasion could induce
her to ascend to the highest story of their dwelling, where her father
spent many hours in watching the varied landscape which it overlooked.
It was an alloyed pleasure as he sat there evening after evening alone,
looking at the lovely cloud tints, and rivers winding like veins of silver
through the meadows. It detracted from his joy to know that the view
from the lower window offered naught but trees thickly set and dry
hedges.
“ Come up, child,” he called, morning and evening, year after year, with
the same result. It seemed of no avail. “She will die and never know

what beauties lie around her dwelling,” he said, as he sat looking at the .

wealth of beatty. It scemed to him that the clouds were never so bril-
liant, nor the trees and meadows so strangely gilded by the sun’s rays, as
on that evening. He longed more than ever to share with his child the
pleasure he cxperienced, and resolved upon a plan by which he hoped to
attain his wish,

“T will have workmen shut out the light of all the stories below with
thick boards, and bar the door that slic may not escape. T will give her
a harmless drink to-night that will deepen her slumbers while the work is

being done ; for by these seemingly harsh means alone can I induce my

child to ascend.” \
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That night, while she slumbered, the work was done, and she awoke.
ot at the sound of the hammer on the nails. When all was completed,
the father ascended to await the rays of morning, and listen for the voice
of his child, which soon broke in suppliant tones upon his cars : — '

“ Father | my father! It's dark! I cannot see!” |

“ Come up, my child!” still be cried. “Come to-me, and behold new
glories.” .

She gave no answer; but he heard ‘her weeping, and groped his way
below to lead her up.  She no longer resisted.  Her steps, though slow,
were willing ones : they were upward now, and the, father cared not how
slow, so long as they were ascending, ‘ .

Many times she wished to go back, but he urged her on with gentle
words and a strong, sustaining arm, till the last landing was reached, and
the light, now streaming through the open windows, made words no
longer needful,  With a bound she sprang to the open casement, equaun-
ing, * Father, dear father!” and fell, weeping, on his breast.

s wish was granted ; his effort was over, and his child could now

. behold the beautics which had so long thrilled his own soul.

Thus docs our IHeavenly Father call us upward; and when he sees
that we will not leave the common view for grander scenes, and will not
listen to his voice, however besceching, he makes all dark and drear
. below, that we may be led to-ascend higher, where the day-heams are
longer, the view more extended, and the air more rarified and pure,

4
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and the fierce blast will do it,”

" began to gather on the horizon,

-aid it.”
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VIII.

THE 0OAK

. kl

N old and experienced gardener had been watching a tree for many
days, whose branches and foliage did not seem to repay him for his
care. “I see,” he said, a little sadly; “the roots are not striking decp
enough: they must have a firmer hold in the carth, and only the wind

It was now sunset, and the faithiul gardener

put away his tools, closed
the garden gates, and went into his cottage.

Soon a mass of dark clouds

“T am sorry to use such harsh means,”
he said, waving his hand in the direction of the wind clouds; “but the

tree needs to be more firmly rooted, and naught but a violent wind will

A low, moaning sound went through the alr, shaking cvery bush and
tree to its foundation. *

“Oh, dear!” sighed the trec.
wind! It will surely uproot me!”

The tree reached forth its branches lke arms for help,
the gardengr to come and save it from the fearful. blasts. The floweérs at
its fcet bowed their heads, while the winds wafted their fragrance over
the struggling, tempest-tost tree,

“They do not moan, as I do. They cannot be suffering
the tree, catching its breath at every word,

“They do not nced the tempest,
want,” said a vine, which had been r

“Oh, the cruel gardener, to send this

and implored

as I am,” said

The rain and the dew are alt they
unning many years over an old dead
L]
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k, once the pride of the garden, “1 heard the gardener say this very
oalk,

i > rooted more firmly ;
afternoon,” continued the vine, *“that you”must be rooted ¥
s sent this wi - that purpose. .
 he has sent this wind fox purg ‘ | | .
an“ I wonder if 7 am the only thing in this garden that ne"i?l(z;, 51(1) ki ;i,y
g o ;
spoke the oak, somewhat indignantly. Therc's a poor w
| i ; ing and” — -
the pond that is always weeping , o
“lBut,” interrupted the vine, “ that's what.kecps the bem:;llfttﬂ e
water full to the brim, and always so sparklmg,.——the Llfg:zdcs Srove ;;
of her tears : and we ought to render her gratitude. sides, s
rs |
e «d the gardener’s
8““ Oh, yes: all the trees are Jovely but me. I -hca{d th:: ﬁ:; ener’s
praise ,Lhc other day, of the ¢lms and the 'maplcs,.an(’ cvcll f]. Ii] qelf,
{)ult.n;)t one word did he say about the oaks. I didn't caic ]0 1 uy). "
in particular, but for my family, which has a}w?y; Ab{zlcn 00 .:\?,ay .Ibut
I all 3 3 ¢ NA88 ¢ ) N
ie, like other, and soon we shail all g ]
Well, I shall die, like my bro ', and s away ; Dt
unlik,c my hrothér oak, no onc will cling to me as you do, vine, to
.” ’ . . ' \ | N he
bof})g(’ou'rc mistaken, sir.  The gardener said, but a few da;f/silago, tlnt] ¢
L vine just : i - foliage was n
should plant a vine just like myself at your trunk if y{;mthz 1;1551‘;11“{; o
: . . " SR it YCATANCE | y | .
0t sht present a finer appearan
better, so that you mig | aee by e,
the vi;w’s soft leaves, and be more 01‘1)2\1‘{101“&11 to the ;_1;'11 dm: e to e
«I'l save him that trouble if my life is spared. T 1av;112 losive to be
lecked in Dborrowed leaves, The oaks have always kept uj ‘] Sﬂth
cke : ks have : : e
de ecarance ; but oh, dear me, vine, didw’t that blast tak(,‘ 1)(011. breath
i c?‘ I f(j"lr 1 shall dic; but, if T do live, I'll show the gardener
can d ‘ ' and e voice of the.oak trembled, “tell the gar-

N )

can do. But, ving, C : : ‘ o e sar
dener, when he comes in the morning, if — if T am dead — —

?

1
the dreadful tempest killed instead of hellpt(;d :nf}.]e e could not. hear her
rouri that a
i ade such a roaring sounc 1
A (d now to become reconciled to death. He thought much

reply, and he trie and resolved, if his life was spared him, that

in that bricf space of time,
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he would try and put forth his protecting branches over the beds of flow-

1(ili‘sdat h(;s f‘eet. to protect them from the blazing sun, and try to be more
- nth an fuendlj./ to al-l. Decper and deeper struck the roots into the
earth, till a new life-thrill shot through its veins, Was it death ?
- The oak raised its head. The clouds were drifting to the south. All
was calm, and the stars shone like friendly eyes in the heavens above him
’ @ - O 1
e Tha’t’ Odf]; v;;ould have surely died but for the tempest which passed
rus,” said the gardencr, a few weeks later i i
¢ as he was st 5 gar
den to a friend. ’ ? shoing B g
| The gar;.lenelg‘ stood beneath the branches, and saw with pleasure new
eaves commg forth and the te [ X
Leaves d texture of the old ones already finer and
“ T, .
; It on'ly tieeded a firmer hold on the earth, The poor thing could hot
are:lw mt{:;lsture enough from the ground before the storm shook its roots
nd embedded them deeper. If I had known the philesophy of storms
.before, I nced not have lost the other oak.” :
Ht_ar:la the' old gardcner_sat beneath the branches of the oak, and they
Zeemc t0. rise and fall as if bestowing blessings on his head,  That spot
e]iatll']e his favorite resting-place amid his lahors for many ycars. The
oa 1ved.t0 2.good old age, and was the gardener’s pride, Maidens
gatlhereld its Ieaves and wove garlands for their lovers. Children sported
t1]m(cl elr 1t'$ boughs. It was blessed ang happy in making others so. It
ad lear ned‘the lesson of the storm, and was often heard to say to the
young caks growing up about it, “ Sunshine and balmy breczes have their

part in our growth, but they are not all that is necedful for our

development,” e
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IX.

TRUTH AND ERROR.

AMID the starry realms there lived an old philosopher, 2 man deep
in wisdom, who had two daughters, named Truth and Error, whom
he sent to eatrth to perform a mission to its people ; and though he knew
that their labors must be united, he could not explain to them why two
so dissimilar should have to roam so many years on carth together. Well
he knew that, though Truth would in the end be accepted by the people,
she must suffer greatly. His life cxperience had taught him that she
must go often unbonored and unloved, while Ifrror, her sister, would
receive smiles, gifts, and welcome from the majority. 1t was a sacrifice
to part with his much-loved daughter Truth, and a great grief to be
obliged to scnd Lrror with her. He placed them, with words of cheer
and counsel, in the care of Hyperion, the father of the Sun, Moon, and
Dawn, who accompanicd them in his golden chariot to the clouds, where
he left the two in charge of Zephyr, who wafted them from their flecey
couch to the earth. ]

One bleak, chilly day, the two were walking over a dreary road dotted
here and there with dwellings.  The most casual observer might have
scen their striking dissimilarity, both in dress and manners. Truth was
clad in garments of the plainest material and finish, while Error was
decked in costly robes and jewels, The step of the former was firm and
slow, while that of tlhe latter was rapid and ncrvous. The bleak winds
penctrated their forms as they turned a sharp angle in the road, when
there was revealed to them, on an cminence, a costly and elegant building.
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“T shall certainly go in there for the night, and escape these biting
blasts,” said Error to ber sister. ‘

“ Although the house is large and grand,” aniswered Truth, “it does not
look as though its inmates were hospitable. I prefer trying my luck in
yonder cottage on the slope of that hill.” :

“And perhaps bave your walk for naught,” answered Error, who bade
a hasty good-by to her sister and entcred the enclosure, which must have
been beautiful in stmmer with its smooth lawns, fine trees and beds and
flowers. She gave the bell a sharp ring, and was summoned into an cle-
gant drawing-room full of gaily dressed people. Iirror was neither timid
nor bashiul, and she accepted the offered courtesics of the family as one
would a right. She seated herself and explained to them the object of
her call, dwelling largely on the grandeur of her elegant home amid the
stars, and tenderly and feelingly upon her relationship with the gods
and goddesses, and the numerous feasts which she had attended, so that
at her conclusion her hostess felt that herself and family were recciving
rather than bestowing a favor. '

’Ff.le cvening was spent amid games and pastimes till the hour for
retiring, when they conducted her to a warm and elegantly furnished
room, so comfortable that it made her long, for a moment, for her sister
to share it with her; for, despite the difference in their natures, LIirror
loved her sister. The solt couch, however, soon lulled her to sleep. She
slumbered deeply, and dreamed that Truth was walking all night, cold
and hungry, when suddenly a lovely form came out of the clouds. It
was none other than Astrea, whom she had scen often in her starry home,
talking with Truth. She saw her fold a soft, delicate parment about the
cold form of her sister, at the same time saying, in reproving tones, to
herself, “ This is not the only time you have left your sister alonc in ;hc
cold and cared for yourself, The sin of selfishness is great, and the gods
will succor the innocent and punish the offender.”

. She closed, and was rising, with Truth in her arms, to the skics, when

B
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Error gave such a loud shriek that Astrea,dropped her, and a strong cur-
rent of air took the goddess out of sight. It was well for the carth,
which might have been forever in darkness, that Truth was dropped,
though hard for her.

Error awoke from her dream, which seemed more real than her clegant
surroundings, and resolved to go in scarch of Truth when the morning.
came ; but a blinding storm of snow and sleet, and the remonstrance of
the family, added to her own innate love of ease, left Truth uncared for
by one whose duty it was to scck her,

The days glided into weeks, and yet Ervor remained, much to the won-
der of the poorer neighbors around, that Mrs. IHighbred should encourage
and keep such a companion for her daughters. They could sce at a
glance that Lrror was superficial, that she posscssed no depth of thought
or fecling; and their wonder grew to deep surprise when they saw all
the gentry for miles around giving parties in honer of her. iverywhere
she was flattered and adored, until she became, if possible, more vain
and full of her-own conceit,

“You should sce the feasts of the gods‘in our starry rcalms,” she
would say, as cach one vied with a preceding festivity to outshine its

splendor,

After Yrror left her sister, Truth walked slowly and thoughtfully
towards the cottage on the hillside.  She went slowly up the path,
which wound in summer by beds of roses, to the door, and rapped
gently. It was opened by a fair and heautiful woman, who bade her
“wall in” in tones which matchéd the kindness of her features. The
next moment ‘Truth felt her gentle hands removing her hood and cloak,
and feit that she was wclcome. A table covered with a snowy cloth
stood in the centre of the room, on which was an abundant supply of
plain, substantial food, more attractive to a hungry traveler than more
costly viands. A chair was placed for her by the bright fire, while the
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air of welcome entered her soul and drew fears from her deep, sad eyes,
It was so seldom she was thus entertained — so often that the manner of
both high and low made the highway pleasanter than their habitations.
How often had she walked alone all night unsheltered, while Error, her
sister, reposed on beds of down! The sharp contrast of their lives was
the great mystery yet unrevealed. It cost her many hours of deep and
earnest thought.

It was so rare that any one gave her welcome that her gratitude took
the form of silence. TFor an instant the kind woman thought her lack-
ing; but when her grateful look upturned to hers, as she bade her sit at
the table and partake of the bounties, all doubt of her gratitude departed.

Truth slept soundly all night, and arose much refreshed by her slum-
bers. The storm of the day would not have detained her from continu.
ing’ her journey; but the warm and truthful appeal of the woman, who
felt the need ‘of such a soul as Truth possessed with whom to exchange
thoughts, induced her to remain that day, and many others, which slipped
away so happily, and revealed to her that rest as well as action is needful
and right for every worker,

Truth became a great favorite among the poorer classes of tlle neigh-
borhood, as she always was whencver they would reccive and listen to
her words ; and it was not long before people of thought, rank, and cul-
ture began to notice her and court her acquaintance, i

Mrs. Highbred, hearing of her popularity, concluded to give a party
and invite her, _

Error had never spoken of the relationship between them until the day
the invitations were sent.  Then, knowing she could no tonger conceal
the past, she availed herself of the first opportunity to communicate the
same to her hostess:  Great was the swrprise of Mrs. Highbred and her
household to learn that the quiet stranger at the cottage was the sister of
Error,

“My sister is very peculiar, and wholly unlike mysclf,” remarked Iirror
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to her hostess; “and I fear you will find her quit.e undemonstratwe‘;
Although it is my parent’s wish that T shoutd'be w1‘th her, you 1(:zmr'1i)h
imagine what a rclicf it has been to a nature l}l(e mine fo mingle wi
those more congenial to my tastes, even for a brlef. p.crxod. i

“ Tt must be,” answered Mrs, Highbred sympa.th]zmgly, and Lrror con-
gratulated herself on having become installed in the good graces of so

TS0,

WC'E}MI\IEL{;:” 1::];: said to hersclf, “I need not go pledding dbo.LllL; t‘neil W(irzi
any longer.  Truth can if she likes to; and, as she fec']s 'Llflt she has
such a mission to perform to the carth, she of course wxll'not remain 1n
any locality long., Dut, thanks to the gods, who, I tﬂi‘._m,l]{’ f:ivor‘ (l;:g
always, I shall not be obliged to roam any longer. 1'11UE'1. n(-,x‘r;nin !
appreciate wealth or the value of fine surroundings,  She's cas
x ni”—
IOL‘l‘ng/llir :ﬁli t)]r);u this set of garnets, and chs you will do her theffa;wor
to wear them on the night of the party,” said the bearer of a c'ase ob ]{cw-
cls, as she laid them on the table, and bounded out of the l‘oom (;, ;)}lle
Lrror could reply.  Indeed, her surprise was too great for words haI E
child remained. “1 wonder what Truth w1.11 say when .shf: sces them,
thought Lirror, as she glanced again and again at the sparkling gems.

Nothing could be more striking than the contrast between Truth allld
? - 3 e " o
both in costume and manner, as they stood apart from the

her sister, :
company a moment £o cxchange a few wort s A _
Iirror was decked in a costly robe of satin of a lavender hue, to con

trast with her gems ; while Truth was arrayed in whitée, w11t1.u‘1a ';vrcz}f;}t]hzi
ivy on her brow, and the golden girdle aroullad her wa1‘st w 1?, h 1{:_11‘ cLhiCh
gave her at parting.  She wore no gems save an ar_i.ohv{r ot Eca‘ih:f o

~ Astrea gave her when they parted at the gate of cloludaf, kept by fgthe
desses named the Scasons, which opened ‘tf) permit the passage o
celestials to carth and to receive them on their return.
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The simple dress and manners of Truth won the admiration of a few,
while the majority paid tribute to Error, who kept her admirers listening
to her wonderful adventures amid the region of the stars.  Truth spoke
but seldom ; but what she uttered was food for thought, instcad of a con-
stellation of merely dazzling words.

A careful observer might have seen that the elder members lingered,
attracted by her simple charms, near Truth, as did also the youngest por-
tion of the company, while youth and middle age could not divine her
sphere of purc and carnest thought. The few who sought her would
gladly have continucd the acquaintance, and they invited her to their
dwellings ; but on the morrow she would sct forth on her journey, fecling
that she had implanted in the minds of a fow the love of something
beyond externals and merc materialisms, ;

Her ecarthly mission was 1o traverse hill and plain throughout the land,
and sow seeds of rightcousness which would spring up in blossoms of
pearl long after her weary feet had traversed other lands and sown again
in the rough places the finér sceds.

At early dawn Truth went forth from the cottage and the kind woman
who had sheltered her.  They had enjoyed much together in their mutual
relation. Trust met trust, hope clasped hope, and cach was stronger for
the soul exchange, . , :

When the sun rosc in the heavens Truth was on her way, while Error,
tossed in feverish dreams upon her bed, thought the Sun was angry with
her, and was sending his fierce rays upon her head to censure or madden
her. But he was only trying to waken her and urge her to go on with
her sister. A sense of relief came when she opened her eyes and found
it was, after all, only a dream. Vet the pleasure was bricf; for a sharp
pain shot through her temples, her brow was feverish, and her pulses
throbbed wildly. “Oh, for the pure air.and the cool, refreshing grass |
she cried.  “Oh, better the highway with its fricndly blossoms than this
couch of down‘and this stified atmosphere which T am breathing " Flow
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she longed for Truth then, to cool her brow with thel touch of hcrhgiriiz -
imnd ?‘Come back, oh, come to me, Truth!” she cried, so hard tha

whole houschold heard and came to her b.edsulc. . e Gamily ohyel.
"% Ghe is ill and delirious ! they cried in one volce. The family phy

' y or life fast
cian was summoned, who pronounced the case fearful and her life fas

cbbing.

“« Tor whom shall we send?” said Mrs, Highbred, who was mm_sc:d to
.. ‘ : have her guest far from her dwell-
scenes of distress, and now longed to have gues :
ing. -
« Tior her sister Truth,” said one. . e = ed
«Pruth — Truth,” said the physician.  “Is it possible?” and lie gaze
; er for revelation.
from one Lo another for reve ) o
« Truth is her sister,” said one of the younger members, and added,
) 3 T age L1
i is far better ane pretiier than Error,” —
think she 1s far better and ' — . - he
« Jrar beticr, far better,” continued the physician, looking only at
ik ,

hild, and inwardly saying, *“Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings
child, « 4 saying

: s isdom.” o .
COT; :zzitircifo:f the hi”,—-*th(l one you call Truth,” he salac}, in .ansu]'::l;n';o
the scarching look of Mrs. [Tlighbred, whe by m‘am;cr atn( }nilg?qup y
manifested her desire to have an end of thrj* unusu,z,l state o o g‘.ioctor

«1 wilt go for her. She will return wilh me,” continued the ¢ :

- .
wand soon we will fnd some.spot to which we can remove Tirror.

A ]()O]\. Of 1[.1](4,{ came Ovel ‘“1(‘ 1'11.(_0 0{ t'h(, ]E‘Ldy a8 hC d(.p:LI‘tLd. \
‘ . ‘ . mbp lng oL 1
1 111¢ )f L]]C h. ITBCS, NoT tlc v
.[ 11]1.}] hcdld 1101. 1.1 ¢ 80il l ( OIses |-I i l l Wl e(:‘ls
as Lh(_y appy ()LlCth, 50 nlt(_,]-‘lt welre Il(,,l th()llb”llls on S:(,])dl 211.10[1 fl 0m ]lCI
ki 35 X 2l Ll and shie scarcc Ser
L | l 1T OWIl S )m]gc MIss10n t() il 3 ) l 8 !Sell
.15:{(31 e 1](] 1C¢r O 7 -
Wl 1t]]L1 '-,h(‘ Wik ()11],__, WhC the l\].nd man cour L¢ous y 1 d her llth
] S - o as g 1 1 ";1 1fte l]lS

9y LONSei 'm of Lrror
But when she stood by the fevered, unconscious form g

carriage. . : Lol
1 few Tnomcntq later, all her clearness of thought was at her co mand.
‘ > ) ' ' . 3 . .

T arry her to the cottage on the hill-side,” she said, as she boun

M q) ) -
cool bandage on her sister’s brow.
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They bore her there, and, as though in mercy, a dark cloud shut off
the sun’s rays, and their ficrce glare was obscured during transit from the
home of splendor to the humble cottage, )

There for many weeks Truth nursed her sister, while the kind hostess
and kind neighbors aided by words and deeds through the long night
watches,

Error arose from her illness somewhat wiser, and firmly fixed in her
determination to follow Truth and share her fate to their journey’s end.

Thus, reader, shall we ever find them together while we dwell on carth,
and perchance in the regions above. Let us trust that they are wisely
related ; and, while we love, reverence, and admire the purity of Truth,
let us scck also courteously to endure Error as an opposing force, which,
though it may scem for a time to work our discomfort and hinder us in
our progress, yet gives us strength, as the rower on the stream is made

stronger by the counter currents and eddies with which he has to con-
tend.

X.

THE TREE,

LARGI shade-tree grew near a house, and under its branches tlie

‘children played every summer day. . It scemed to take great de-
light in their volces, and shock its green boughs over their heads, as
though it would join in their sports and laughter. But, alas! one day it
got a foolish idea into its head — it grew discontented, and felt that its
sphere of uselulness was too limited. '

At that moment dark clouds gathered, a fearful tempest arose, and a
strong current of wind, soon set the giant trec swinging with such vio-
lence that it was torn from the carth and lay like a broken column on the
ground. '

“Now T shall be something: I've got my roots out of the old earth,
Balh! such a heap of old black loam, to be sure, as I have been inl I'l
soon shake it off, however, and then the world will see that 7 can soar as
well as ofher things.” . '

There was a {errible quaking and noise as the old tree tried to rise
from its recumbent position.  The sun's rays were fast parching its roots,
causing sharp pains to sheot through its branches,

“Oh, dear!" said the tree. “T hope I shall be able to get on my fect
soon, else people will be laughing at me for lying here so helpless.”

The golden sun went down behind the hills,  Its rays could not .gild
the top of its branches now, and the tree missed the benediction of its
parting rays. A fecling akin to homesickness came over it, and a long-
ing, as the dews of evening came, to be once more rooted to the earth,

5
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A wild wind sang a dirge all through the night, and ceased not till day
darted over the hills. It was not very pleasant for the old tree to hear
. the children’s regrets and words of grief as they came around it in the
morning to play and ¢it as usual under its pleasant shade, It had hoped
to have been far away by dawn, and thus have escaped, the sound of their
voices. ‘ ‘
“I'll wait till they are gone, and then T must be off)” said the tree
softly.

“Papa will cut it all up into wood, I know,” satd the youngedt of the

group, a bright, three-year-old boy.

“Iam geing to have a picce of one of the boughs to make a cane of,”
said another, ,

“And oh, dear me!” sighed little bluc-cyed May. “I can't have any
more autumn leaves to make pretty wreaths of for mamma.”

“Poor old tree ! how it had mistaken its mission and its relation to the
carth! So it is with people who lament the positien in which Providence
has placed them. In vain the old tree tried to risc: its branches with-
ered, its leaves dropped one by one away, and rustled on the lawn, Tt
found, to its sorrow, that it was not made for the air, and that the once
despised carth from which it drew its nourishment was its true parent
and source of life, :

. Out of respect to its former protection and beauty, its owner had its
wood made into handsome ornaments and scats for the garden to keep
its memory alive in the minds of the children. ‘

When any of them repined in after ycars at the lot which God had
assigned them, the foily of the tree was alluded to, and all restlessness
was allayed. '

Over the spot where it stood a beautiful rustic basket made of its own
wood was set, from which bright flowers blassomed throughout the sum-
ner day. ‘ ﬁ

XI.

THE TWO WAYS,

4

WO men were informed, as they were listlessly standing and gazing

into a dense forest one day, that beyond it lay a fertile and beauti-

ful valley, reached only through the dark and close woods; but, when
reached, it would repay them for all their eflorts.

They started one morning, enatering the forest together, and forced
their way for a while through the tangled woods. They held the brz‘mchcs
for cach other to pass, and walked along in social converse. Soon one
hegan to'grow restless and impatient of the slow progress made, .

«1 must get on faster than this,” he exclaimed, and began to qmck_en
his pace, regardless of overhanging houghs and thorny bra‘nchcs-, which
‘picreed his flesh at every step.  He rushed forward, lcaving hlS. com-
panion ; and, so intent did he become on reaching the val.lcy w1‘th all
possible speed, that he no longer noticed the briers® which pierced
lim or the underbrush which entangled and made his feet sore. In
a few days he reached the valley, tired, worn, and blecding from head to
feet. ' .

The laborers who were working in their gardens looked on him with
pity, and scveral, at the command of a leader, carried him to a house (for
he could no longer walk), where he was cared for and nursed. . ‘

His companion, whom hc had outrun, took a betler anfl wiscr coursc.
Finding the wood so dense, he bethought himself of making a pathway
as he journcyed. It would take much longer, but t.he comfort and good to
others who might follow could net be told.  Faithfully he labored, cut-
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ting away the branches which impeded his progress, and clearing the
underbrush from %the ground ; while cach day, in the valley beyond, the
wounded man wondered that he came not, and concluded that he must
have perished in the forest.

‘The days passed into weeks, and yet no sign of his companion, If he
could only rise from his bed, he would go in scarch of him; but, alas! he
was helpless, lame, and sore in every joint,

At the close of a beautiful autumn day, when the laborers had bound
their sheaves and were going to their homes, a {raveler was seen cotn-

,ing with a firm step from the forest. On his shoulder he carried the
axe, whose polished edge glittered strangely in the rays of the setting
sun.. The laberers wondered why he was not torn and weary like the
other, ‘

“Thee must have had a better path than the enc who came before
thee,” said one of the group to the stranger. ‘

“] made a path,” was his only answer ; and then he: glanced around
the room, as though he would find him with whom he started: for the
interest felt for any companionship, however bricf, is not casily laid
aside.

‘The laborers told” him of his companion’s inability to work, and of his
days of pain. .

“ Let me see him,” he said ; and they went with him,

The next day the traveler who had slowly journcyed, and made a path

¢ for those who would come after, was able to go to his labors; while his
companion was disabled for many days longer. ‘

Soon after, many others came through the forest to the valley, and
their first remark was, “ Show us the traveler who made for us such a
comfortable path;” and, secing him, they all blessed him in word and
deed for his nobleness in making their way so casy for them.

“ But for that path,” said many to him, “I should never have come to
this lovely valley.”.
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There are two ways of journeying through life: one, like the first pil-
grim, who thought only of self and of speedily reaching the vale and the
journeys end; the other better and wiser one, productive of greater
good to all, of making a path, that all who come after us may be blessed
by our labors,
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THE URNS,

N {a peaceful vzﬂlcy there lived a number of people whose leader
dwelt on the h#ll and guided the tillers of the soil, weaving into

their lives many lessons of truth.  They were supplied with water from

the mountain, which was sent them every morning by a carrier. (It was
the master's rule that cach should have his urp clean, that the fresh sup-
ply might not be mingled with the old. Tora time all were faithful @ as
each day’s supply was used the urn was made clean for the new, But—
alas for human weakness ! so prone to fall from the line pf duty —soon a
murmur was heard among the people.

«T have had no fresh water for days,” said onc of the group standing
idly by the roadside. )

“ Neither have I, said another. ) ‘

«T's no use for the master to expect us to labor,” remarked a third,

«if we are not supplicd with fresh water. Life is hard enocugh to hear
with all we can have to help us,” he continued.  “ Now there’s our neigh-
bor Cheerful, over the way — his urn is full of pure, sparkling water cach

morning.™

« And why?” broke in a voice in tones of remonstrance. The idlers .

looked at each other, and then at the face of old Fraithful, who wassjust
returning from his evening walk and had heard their weords of com-
plaint. f .

“Tet me assure you, my ncighbors,” he said mildly, yet with force,
“jt’s all your own fault that your urns are not filled. You cach know the
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master’s command, that they should be kept ¢lean and ready for the fresh
supply,  IHave you all been faithful to the command 7"

'1.‘hcy thought among themselves, and answered with but partial truth
saying, “We may not always have had our urns clean, hut why should'
they be unfilled for that ?” ‘ .

Because the new water would, be made unclean and uscless by being
mixed with the old, as you each can see for yourselves, Qur master loves
all alike; but he cannot supply us with fresh waters and new life if W;E
have not used the old and prepared for the new.”

“I suppose, if we had them ever so clean now, that the carrier would
pass us by,” remarked one of the group.

“ ”l.‘ry, and see,” suid Faithful. “We may always rest assured that if our
part is done phc master will do his; for no one, however kind and merei- -
ful, can benefit us if we do not put ourselves in a state to be blessed.  If
Fl]c master sends us fresh water cach day, and our urns are impure, is it
the fault’ of the benefactor thit they are so?  We must prepn’rc to
receive.” '

Traithful went on his way, The sun sauk in its bed of flecey clouds
the cvening dew fell on the carth, and all was still, The lesson must,
have penetrated the hearts of the listeners; for on the morrow their urns
white and clean, were full of sparkling water. ’

Do we look inte our hearts cach day and see that the life from thence
has gone forth for good and made ready for new, or are we idly murmu.r-
ing that we have no life-waters! Can the Father's life inflow if we do
not giwe? OQur souls are sacred urns, which He longs to fill to overflow-
ing with pure and heavenly truths if we are willing to receive, and faith-
ful to extend, his mercies.
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SELF-EXERTION.

N aged man who had built for himself a house upon a high elevation

of land, and had labored many years, yea, the most of his lifetime,

in conveying trees, plants, and flowers with which to decorate his grounds,

came one day in his descent upon a youth who sat by the roadside look-
ing greatly dispirited.

“ Hast thou no parents nor home?” inquired the kind man.

The youth shook his head, and looked so loncty and sad that the heart
of the questioner was touched, and he said, “ Come with me)

The boy looked pleased at the invitation, and, springing to his feet,
stood by the stranger, <

. Together they commenced the long and toilsome ascent; but the feet
of the youth, were tender, and ere long the aged man was obliged to carry
him on his back to the very summit,

He set his burden down at the door of his pleasant home, cxpectmrr to
sce an expression of wonder or pleasure on the boy's face; but only a
scnsuous look of satisfaction at the comforts which the laborer had gath-
cred about him was visible on his dull features,

“Ill let him rest to-night,” satd the kind man. * To-morrow he shall
have his first lesson in weeding the beds and watering the flowers.”

At dawn the ol man arose, dressed himsclf, and went forth to view
the sun as it rose over the hills; while the youth slumbered on till nearly
noon, and when he arose manifested no - life nor interest till the cvening
meal was over. He partock largely of the bounties, and seemecd so {ull

)
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of animation that the old man took courage, and smiles of satisfaction
scttled on his features ; fm he thought he had found a helper for himself
and wife.

The next (1'1y they called him at sunrise, and after many cfforts suc-
ceeded in arousing him from his sleep. The aged couple went to their
garden after the morning meal, and awaited the appearance of the youth.

«J gent him to gather ferns to plant beside these rocks: he surely can-
not be all this time g'lth(_l ing them,” remarked the woman.

The hushand went to the edge of the wood whither she bad sent him,
and found him lying upon the ground, looking dreamingly at the skies.

The good couple did not succeed in arousing him to a scnse of any
duty. He was dead to labor, and bad to life to contribute to the scene
around him,

«1 fear you have made a mistake,” said the wife of the good man when
the shadows of cvening came and they were alone, “I see the boy can
never appreciate the toil of our years, He must return and climb the
mount for himscll e has no appreciation of all this accumulation
which we have been years in gaining, nor can he have. It is not in the
order of life: each must climb the summit himsclf. A mistake lies in
our taking any one in our arms and raising him to the mount.”

“] sce it now,” said her husband, who had, like many people, been
more kind than wise, and like many foolish parents who injure their off-
spring by giving them the result of their years of toil,

On the morrow, the youth was sent back. A few years after, the aged
man saw him toiling up a stecp hill, secking to make a home of his own,

Tt was a beautiful eminence, and overlooked the ficlds and woods {for

miles around. .
« He will know the worth and comfort of it,” said the old man to his

comp'un(m
«Toil and sacrifice will make it a sweet spot,” she answered; “and

- n
after the morning of labor will come the cvening of rest.




XIV.

THE VINES,

.

. l ‘HEY gr ide i |
. o (g ::w Sfdlf hy side, Th'c most casual observer would have said
] At one was far more beautiful than the other, Its height was not
only greater, but its foliage was brighter -
" H »o. - : ) - ( .
" I;hou](d think,” remarked the vine of superior external appearance to
ap:;ar;cr:, . Lh?tl, fordtl;c gardencr’s sake, you would try and make a better
: ce. 1card him remark this morninge ¢ L
hea rem: E ang that he almost despair
of your ever bearing fruit, or looking cven presentable e
cach have the same soil 1o draw our nouris!
prune away our deformities.”
1“ inle tle
. I think T can df.fcnd myself to the satisfaction of hoth yoursclf and
he gardener; and if you will listen to me ‘
any of the moments of the day, I will tel
much of my time,”

1] .
ti Bofth ]:n‘)’(b}f:}f and the gardener would be delighted to have an explana
C::;;' ;)1 1It has been a wonder to us both what you can be doing Yc;u‘
mly have not attained any height, nor h foliage: (
_account for the past year.” o put forth foliage of any
' Thfa full-leaved vine spent the day fluttering her le
listening to the praise of passers-by.
“ What a difference in these vines!”
walked past the garden, :

I am sure we
iment from, and one hand to

this evening, as T cannot spare
I you what labor occupics so

aves in the wind and

exclaimed two gentlemen as they

1
ust wh 2 1 3 id" g v
I at every one remarks,” said ‘the good-looking vine' to herself:
* r

and, raisi : 'y high i i
» raising her head very high in the air, she put forth another shoot
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Yet, with all her fullness of conceit and vainglory, she grew very impa-
tient for the hour to arrive when her sister would be at leisure to talk
with her. :

At sunsct, after the gardener had laid his tools away and closed the
garden gates for the evening, her sister announced to her that she was
ready to’explain her strange life for the past year.

“If you can call anything ‘life’ which has no visible sign of growth or
motion,” pertly remarked the gay vine. .

Her sister took no notice of the remark, though it wounded her, and
some of her leaves fluttered and fell to the ground. Had her sister been
more sensitive, she could have seen her tremble in every Hmb, though her
voice was sweet and clear as she commenced, saying, *1 have been very
busy the past year, but in a direction which no one but myself could per-
ceive, Knowing that we are subject to periods of drought, I have been,
and T think wiscly too, occupying all my time in sending fibres into the
garth in every direction. T have already got onc as far as the brook, the
other side of the wall. I heard the gardener say it was never dry, so 1

- struck out in that direction, and expect to bring forth fruit next year for

all.”-
“Jut could you not have put forth some leaves, at least, and made a

morc pleasing appearance ! inquired her sister.

“«No: it took all my strength to strike into the carth. T hope to see
the time when no one will be ashamed of my appearance.”

The vain vine grew quite thoughtful. *Was she, after all, ahead of her
sister 7 Was a good external appegrance the sure sign of merit?

These questions kept her busy for many days. She reasonced them
in her mind, but did not act on the lesson they taught. She, too, would
like to have made preparation for scasons of drought, but her pride
stood in the way, She feared to lose her lovely foliage ; and the month

sped on. .
Aniother year came.  The. carth wag parched : no rain fell on the dry
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plants and leaves. . The once lovely vine lost all her foliage, while her
sister was full of leaves and promise of [ruit.

“I declare,” said the gardener, “it does seem strange. I expected this
vine had lost all its life ; yet it is now bright and vigorous, while the one I
looked to for much fruit is fast fading. What can be the reason ?”

Later in the season, the vine which had worked so long out of sight
had the pleasure of secing not only the table of its owner supplied with
delicious, fruits from its branches, but also of hearing the gardencr remark

_to visitors that the sick and feeble of the neighborhood were strength-
ened and refreshed by the cooling grapes which she had, through so much
exerlion brought forth,

The other vine bore no fruit, and had to be pruned severely ; but pride
stood no longer in the way of her progress.  She began to send forth her
fibres into the earth, as her sister had done, It was hard at first for
her to be obliged to listen to the praises of one whom she considered
her inferior; but she at length attained that glorious height which
enables us to rejoice when the carth bas been made richer, no matter
by whom or by what means.

f

XV.

IN THE WORLD,

PARENT who loved his son more wiscly than most carthly parents,

and who longed to sec him crowned with the light of ‘wisdom, felt
that he must send bhim afar from himself to gather immortal truth: and
his heart was moved with a deeper grief at the thought that he must send
him forth alone, and unprovided with means to procure his daily suste-
nance ; for only thus could he learn the lessons which were necessary for
his soul’s development.

The boy lay slceping upon a soft whltc bed : his hands were folded
peaccfully npon his breast.  Hard was the task the father knew was
his, — to break that sleep, that slumber so profound, and send his boy
out into a cold and sclfish world. But, shaking off the tremor and the
weakness of his soul, he said, “Arise, my son: I must sead you forth
upon a.fong and dangerous journcy to gather truths to light your soul;
and you must go without the means to procure your bread and shelter.
It grieves my heart, my son, that all this must be so; but yet I know
the journcy must be taken, and alt its dangers and privations met. My
prayers and blessings will go with you, child, through all your scenes.”

The astonished son gazed on his father's face.  The parent turned and
wept ; then, wiping away the fast-falling tears, he said, “I do not wonder
at your earnest, curious gaze, you who have so long lived in the bosom
of my love; but there are fessons that must be learned by every human
soul. 1 cannet tell you what these lessons arc: they must be expeuenccd

- else gladly would I spare you the toil, and myself the pain of parting.”

6




ALLEGORIES.

The boy looked sad as he/ thought of the perils and exposures to which
he should be subjected, without means to procure the least comfort, .

The night shades fell on the carth. Only a glimmer of daylight tinged
the sky when father and son parted, the one for action, the other to
endure and wait his return.

The j journcy for many days lay over cheerless hills and barren plains ;
and many a tear was brushed from that young cheek Dby the hand which
his father had so warmly pressed at parting.

At the closc of a dark, stormy day, weary, and faint for food, he was
about to lie down on the damp grass, overcome with weariness, when he
espied an elegant cdifice a little way beyond: .

“ T will travel on,” he said hopefully ; “for surcly, in such a mansion, I
shall find protection and food for my famished body.” _

It took much longer to reach it than he cxpected; but at last, with torn
and bleeding feet, he came to the broad avenue which led to the dwelling.

“« What magnificence |” he exclaimed.  “ How glad T am that my father
sent me hither to sce such wondrous things!” With hope beaming in
every feature, he approached the door and knocked.

It was opened by one whose voice and face cxhibited no sign of
welcome. He cast an impatient glance upon the traveler, who shlank
abashed and trembling from so rude a gaze.

«Can I find food and shelter here?” he asked, his voice tremulous with
ernotion,

The door was shut upon him.
It was not the cold of the piercing storm which he felt then, but the

chill of an inhospitable soul. It froze the warm current of hope that, a
few moments before, had leaped so wildly in his veins; and he went
* forth from the elegant mansion, and sat upon the ground and wept.

«() father ! whw?did you send your child so far away to mect the harsh .

and cruel treatment of the world when your home abounds with plenty ?”
said the weary child.
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The shades of night were gathering fast.  The cold, damp ground,
which had been his only bed so many nights, offered a poor protection
now for his weary form,

“I was contented there,  Why did he send me luther?” was the ques-
tioning of his mind as he sat alone and sad.

As he was about to lay himsclf upon the ground, he saw light glim-
mering through the trees, just as the light of hope breaks on us at the
moment of despair.

“1 would jotrney thither,” he said, despondingly ; “but rest and shel-
ter were denied me here. IHow can T hope to find it elsewhere ?”

But hope whispered to his weary heart ; ‘and he arose, and passed on.

It was a small, humble dwelling, but one in which dwelt loving hearts.

He turned involuntarily into the little path that wound by fragrant
shrubs and flowers to its door, and then checked himself, as though he
could not bear again a cold denial, Tt were far casier to feel the blast
and storm than again to hear unwelcome tones fall on his cars. Despite
his feeble faith, he walked to the door and gave a timid rap.

The door flew open wide, as though the hinges were oiled with love;
and therc stood before him a form all radiant with smiles of welcome.
She bade him enter; and the traveler, already warm with her bright
smiles and words of welcome, felt a glow pervade his whole being, —a
feeling new and unfelt before ; for he had never, before this absence from

- bis father’s house, known a want or woc.
. . . 1
Both food and shelter did the woman give unto him; and, when the

morning sun camc over the: castern hills, another sun of joy and grati-
tude was shining over his hills of doubt. And when the woman turned
from his warm, full thanks, and went about her daily tasks, thesé words
came with a new lifc and meaning to her mind: *As ye have done it to
the least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto me.”

Years rolled away.  The murmur of their deeds was like the distant
rumbling of retreating clouds after a great storm.

T TTE—————
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The youth visited strange citics, saw nations at war with cach other,

and learned the conflict of the human soul, and how it battles in the
great life which threatens to bear it down cach hour. Amid all this
strife and selfishness of hLeart, he found many that were loyal to God and
Truth. He daily learned rich lessons which he would not have effaced
for all the gold and pomp of earth, & ,

The light of wisdom began to dawn. “This is the experience which
my father saw I necded. Had he provided me with means with which to
journey through the world, how different would have been my life! T
then should bave known no value of human love and kindness. O my
father! I long to return to thee, and love thee as I never could have
loved thee before!” ‘ _

He sat weary, but not sad, by the roadside one day, thinking of his
father’s love, when the sound of a traveler's approach was heard on the
road. ' He turned his eyes in its direction, and saw one of his father’s
servants on a heautiful white horse,

" Yom father bids you come,” were the welcome words that fcll upon
his ears.

“Take thy steed,” he said, “and journey quickly home: he waits impa-
tiently for your return,”

Fast over hill and dale he rode; and when day passed from sight, leav-
ing a jewecled sky to mark its absence, the long-absent son rode to his
father's door, and wept tears of joy upon his breast, ‘

Together they stood, father and sen, upon the Mount of I‘xpcuencc,
overlooking all the scernes.of life.

Our heavenly Father wakes us all from the slumber of infancy and

"helplessness, and sends us forth alone ihto the world to learn life’s great
lessons.  When we have learned them well, he sends the pale messenger,
Death, to take us home. How blessed will be that rcunion! With the
crown of wisdom on our heads, how sweet it will be to go no more out,
but dwell with him forever!

XVI.

FAITH, HOPE, AND CHARITY.

I N onc of the dark periods, when shadows lay upon the carth, a beau-
tiful angel was sent to abide there and teach the doubting and weary
of a Father's love and care,

She found it a tedious task, and, after many years of toil, felt that she
needed a helper,

“If my sister were here,” she often said to the people, “she could aid
you to greater efforts; for, while I seem to supply a nceded element to
your souls, I only half succeed in meeting your wants.”

“If she is but half as good as yourself we will weIcome hu— answered
those to whom she spoke.

“T will go for her,” said Faith, one dark mrrht, after she had bcen try-
ing to rouse the people to higher states, with what seemed to her but lit-
tle success. Faith was weary, and wept ; and, when her tears flowed, her
sister, yet in the realms of peace, by a strange law of sympathy, knew it,
and ran to her father, saying, “I, too, must go to the carth; for Faith
needs me,

Her parent sat awhile in dcep thought, and Hope waited impatiently
for his answer, which came spoken. in a firm, clear voice : “ We have done
Faith a great wrong, I fear, in sending her alone where so much light and
comfort is needed. It was too much for her. Go, Hope, and my blessing
attend you.” ‘

She was overjoyed at receiving her father’s permission to join her sis-
ter ; for, since Faith had gone, her beautiful home had seemed lonely.
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Faith sat all night with her eyes uplifted to heaven, and, when the
meorning sun lit the hill-tops, behold ! on its beams Hope was descending
to earth. ‘ ‘

Faith was not long in ascending the hill to meet her sister, Their
mecting was full of joy.

“If my eyes had not been lifted heavenward, I should have missed you,
Hope : and you must -have searched a long time for me; for my journcys
are far cach day,” said Faith to her sister.

“ Keep your cycs ezer uplifted,” answered Hope, “and you will sce not
only the brightness of the heavens, but also the father’s angels whom he
chooses to send to your aid.”

« T will,” answered Faith; and cver after her eyes were raised heaven-
ward. ' ‘ ‘

They descended to the valley, hand in hand, and reached it as the peo-
ple were passing to their daily toils, ‘

How light now scemed the labors of Faith! What a comfort it was to
have Hope by her when she walked along the dreary wayside; and Iope’s
bright words, how they cheered the downhearted ! !

“T wonder your parénts ever permitted you to come to the earth alone,”
. remarked an old and venérnblc womal to Faith, as the latter was impart-
ing to her some truths which lay almost beyond the grasp of mortals.

“My f{ather, as wcll as ;mysclf, had to lcarn that I necded Hope with
me to make my work mote perfect.  We must first feel our own: inade-
quacy before our helpers #:an be fully appreciated. I think she came in
the right time,” said Fﬂitli} reverently.

“No doubt,” replied the woman ; “T have often beard you say that all
our blessings come at the ncedful moment; but surcly ITope looks as
though she could endure the rough clime, and still rougher ways of our
people, better than yourself, although I do not know what my life would
have been without you.” ' .

«That was why I was sent here. I came to prepare the way for Hope.
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I was needed first ; and now, with my sister’s brighter clement, I expect
to do a good work on the earth.”

“A blessed pair!” exclaimed the woman, as they left her home to go
to others more dark and drear.

Faith was summoncd that night to the home of a widow whose only

child was passing away ; for the clear, far-seeing eyes of Faith could see

the soul depart and take on its heavenly form, It was a great comfort to
the bereaved in hours like those to have her near.

“I wonder how we lived without her,” were household words, and words
which she could hear without any semblance of vainglory ; for her soul
was too deeply impressed with the magnitude of her mission to allow her
to be clated or depressed by any remark that might be made. :

_ Faitl’s eycs followed the dying boy far into the realms of light. She
wiped the mother's tears away, and disclosed to her sight the way the
soul had fled, while Hope stood by to assure her that the parting was not
forever. The two tarried through the night with the mother, and when

friends came.to bury the dead form she had learned that “the grave is not

the goal” :

The sisters toiled together many years. They wove beautiful truths’
into the minds of the people, till the once dark condition of earth seemed
passing rapidly away. People grew trustful, and less gloemy: yet, with
all the teachings of Ifaith, and the cheering words of Iope, they failed to
exercisc the right feelings at all times towards cach other. .

The sisters sat by the wayside one cvening, after a hard day’s toil, their

. eyes lifted to the stars, which scemed to look lovingly on them. They sat.

without words, while each possessed the same unspoken wish: They
both Tonged for their sister, who at that moment was thinking carnestly

of them.

Faith glanced from the stars to the scarcely less brilliant eyes of Hope,
and a few tears fell over her face,.  Lven Hope sighed, and almost wished
herself hack to her starry home with her father.
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“Are you sorry, Fope, that you came to earth ?” asked Faith, tenderly.

“No: but I was thinking —"

“I know your thought : it must be the same as my own, said Faith.

“in. ur sister —* IHope ventured thus far,

“( " come too” Faith finished the sentence,

“Jus,  wish,” said Hope, rejoiced to find they had the same desire.

“J see, aid Faith, ®that we are all needed here to make our work
complete,” w. e the brilliant eyes of Hope spoke more than waords,

“1 have felt for a long timc,” answered Hope, * that another clement,
sbfter, sweeter, and finer than ours, was needful for the people.”

“Do you suppose that hther would spare Charity, too? P" asked Hope
of her sister.

“1 know he would, if convinced that earth’s pcople would receive her.”

“Why, Faith, you speak with such confidence !

# Because I know how good our father is, as you do yourself, Hope, If
needed, she will come,” said Faith, trustingly, thinking of her own expe-
rience that lonely night.

“ Charity is so delicate,” said IHope, a little doubtfully, “T do not quite
see how she could endure this cold clime.”

“ She could not without our presence to sustain her,” answered Faith,

“ But, with us to help her, she could; for we can all live wherever we
are called to do the work of our father.”

“Let us lift the voices of our sauls, said Hope; and they offered a
silent prayer for their sister.

That night, in his abode of peace and comfort, the father walked to and
fro; for the voices of his children on the carth, pleading for their sister,

had reached him. o ‘
It was not without a struggle that.he called the only remaining child
to his side to look upon her for the last time for many years.”
“ It must be,” he said, “and then will my sacrifice be perfect ; and from
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perfect sacrifice must fullness of good come forth. Taith alone could not
perfect the work ; Hope's added brightness was not all that was needed.
Charity must be added.” And he drew the fair, frail form to his side, and
told her to go for her mantle.

He enveloped her slight figuré in the spotless garment, and, placing
her in the care of Zephyr, the gentle west wind, who was always faithful
to her charges, bade her depart, with his prayers and blessings.

Zephyr was very tender of her charge, and, after What sccmed a long
journey to Charity, she laid her on a soft bed of moss in a pleasant
woodland, where her sisters were gathering flowers,

She might have lain there some time had not Faith's eyes discovered
her coming through the clouds.

IFull and joyous was the meeting of the three; and when the sun went
to rest they sought shelter among the people. ‘

With the uplifted eyes of TTaith, the clear, soul-speaking face of Hope,
and the tender, forgiving words of Charity, their united force was great.

Some of the people at first refused to admit the last comer into their
dwellings,

“ Faith, with her lovely eyes, and Hope, with her bright ways, are good
enough,” they said; “and why need they bring this pale, fragile one.to
carth ?” :

But when once she had spoken, cither in council or rebuke, to her lis
teners, there was melody and richness in her tones ! such an awakening
of their souls” finer powers that they ever after bade her welcome.

Her strength fay in her gentlencss.  She always went when called for,
but never olitruded herself on others.  Very often her sisters were invited
to the feast of the people without her. Tt took time for her quality to be
kuown : she was so still and silent.  Her step, too, was noiscless, and her

delicate fect left no prints where she trod.

Before she grew into favor with the people they used to watch for her
footprints to sce whose guest she had been; but they found no traces,

\
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and learncd to entertain her after a long time for the lovely qualitics

which she possessed. ' '
They walk the earth now, each loved and entertained by many, w1.nle
some sit in the shadows, and know not that earth has the angcls of Faith,

Hope, and Charity to bless them.

XVIL

GOING FORTH.

WISL parent sent his children to a distant country to lcarn the

lessons of life which experience alone ecan teach. DBefore their
departure he called them to him, and, after pr::)vicling them liberally with
means, told them that at their return he would listen to their several
experiences ; at the same time telling them to use the means which he
had given them well -—— neither to hoard, nor spend them unwiscly ; above
all, not to bring them back in their original form, but a full cquivalent
therefor, either in spiritual or material things.

A ycar had scarcely passed, when, as the father sat looking at the west-
ern sky, the youngest son came running breathlessly up the path,

“So soon returned?” asked his father — which caused a look of dis- -
appointment to pass over the face of the youth; and his words were
shaded with regret as he replied, “T thought you would be glad to see
nic, and would rejoice that I got through so quickiy.”

“Not so, my son,” replied the father,  “You cannot, in the bricf time
you have been absent, have performed many, if any, deeds of goodness
comparcd with what you might have done by tarrying longer; and your
gold — you surcly cannot have used it all in-so brief a period.” ‘

“Why, I've brought all the money back you gave me, father, You see,
I got through without its costing me a penny.”

“Tt gricves me more than all, my son, that you should go through
any country and return no equivalent for deeds and kindness given, Rest
awhile, and in a fecw days return to the land and the people I sent you




72 ALLEGORIES.

among, and come not back again to me till every farthing is wisely
spent,”

The youth murmured within himself, but dared not reply. A few days
later he departed, to go over the same ground and do the work "he had
neglected for the sake of a speedy return,

At the end of the second year another returned, locking sad and dis-
pirited. '

“Thou hast soon returned, my son,” said the father. “Is thy work
done in so brief a period ?” .

The youth hung his head, and answered slowly, “I was so weary, father.
I saw so much sorrow among those people, I ionged to come home where
all is rest and peace. Surely, [ was right in that, was I not?”

“ Far from it, my child, If there was much sorrow there, that was the
very reason why you should have remained. Dost thou not remember
those lines I have so often quoted, —

“¢Rest is not quitting the busy career;

Rest is the fitting of sclf to one'’s sphere’ 77
‘

%1 remember them well, father,” the youth replied; “but I never felt
their meaning until now.”

“And if you sense it now, my son, what is your duty ?”

“To réturn, I suppose.”

“But how — cheerfully or otherwise ?” 7

“ Gladly and willingly,” said the son, born from the old to thie higher
self.

“1 will provide you with more means,” remarked his fathcr, while a
feeling of joy thrilled his being at the thought that his son was poing to
give his.life to human needs.
 They parted on the morrow, though that scparation was the nearest
approach of their lives ; for they were united by a truth which is ever the
essence of a divine union. Many years passed by, The hair of the
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father grew whiter, and his cars longed to. hear the voices of his sons,
yet be would not call, in word or feeling, so long as the busy throng was
receiving or giving them lie.

One cvening, when his thoughts were taking a somewhat pensive turn,
a messenger came to his door with a letter from the long-absent and
eldest, who had not rcturned to his home since the day of his departure.
Its words were these 1 —

“Dzar Faturr,—7T cannot come to the home T love so well, nor to your side,
while this land is so full of need of human words and deeds. With your blessing
I shall remain here my lifetime ; and when age comes on, and I can no longer
serve the people, may T return?”?

The tears {cll over the good man’s face.  God had blessed him greatly
in bestowing on him so worthy a son ; and he penned warm and glowing
wotds of encouragement to his child, and sent by the messenger, with
gold to alicviate the wants of the needy.

“Tell him a thousand blessings await him when his work is done,” said
he to the messenger as the latter mounted his horse to ride away,

Long after, when the father grew old and hiclpless, the sons returned
laden with rich experiences and abundantly able to care for him,

They had learned the great and valuable lesson that all must learn ere
they truly live,— that we must give to receive, sow if we would reap,

and lose our life {o find it
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THE FEAST.

HERE was once a husbandman who had laborers in a valley, clear-

ing it of stones and brash, that it might become fit for culture.
He resided near, on a fine hill, where he raised rare fruits and flowers
of every variety. The view from the hill-top was extensive and grand
beyond description, and it was the kind owner’s desire that cach day the
laborers should ascend and be refreshed by whatever he had to offer
them, beside catching the inspiration of the lovely and cxtensive land-
scape. Some days he had not much to offer them ; at other timcs, the
repast would be sumptuous and most tempting : so those who went each
day were sure of rcceiving in their scason the delicious fruits which
ripened at different periods.

There had been a succession of days in which there was nothing but
dry food on the hill, with none of the luscious fruits which invigorate and
refresh ; for they bad ‘been slow in ripening, and the kind husbandman
would not gather them before they were mellow anid fit to spread before
his laborers.

“7 am not going to climb the hill to-day for a few crumbs said one

“dissatisfied toiler, as he sat Dby the roadside at noon-day, looking very -

unhappy.
“Nor I'!" “Nor I'!” added a second and a third, until there was qmte

a chorus of the dissatisfied. _
The remainder went up as usual. A most tcmpting repast was before
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them, of fruits and cake and reﬁ cshmg wines, while the table was decked
with rare and fragrant flowers,
How glad was the good man to spread the bounties before them ! for

well he knew of the murmurs which had gone out of their hearts for a

few days past. “Arc they not all here?” he asked of those who had
ascended the hill, while a look of disappointment came over his face.
“Oh! let us go down and tell them what a nice feast is waiting,” said
onc of the group, as ke gazed on the well-filled table.”
“Nay, not s0,” answered the husbandman, in a gentle but commanding

" tone. “My people should have faith in me, and know that I spread for

them all T can each day. My power, even like that of the Infinite, is
limited by conditions, It is not riy pleasure ever to have them go unre-
freshed ; but how much better for them, could they be content with what-
ever comes cach day, though sometimes meager. How it cheers me to
see those who have come in good courage and faith, #o¢ knowing that the
feast was here. Lat and give thanks,” he said; while a band played
some lively airs,

\

Shall we refuse to ascend each day the mount whercon dwells our
Father?  Shall we, because some days no feast awaits us, linger in the
valley of doubt, and lose the bounties which his hand at other times has
ready for us? No: the faithful and believing will go up to the mount
cach day, and take without murmur the morsel, or the fruits with thanks-

giving,




XIX.

THE LESSON OF THE STONE.

T was with feelings of satisfaction and pride that.a builder looked

upon a large and costly edifice which, after much excrtion, was just
completed. Long had the workmen toiled to place one stone -upon
another. Many hours of thought had the designer spent in perfecting
its proportions, and a deep sensc of relief came over him as he saw the
last stone deposited on the summit of the structure. Vet it was only to
be followed by one of pain; for, as he walked one evening to. enjoy the

beautiful symmetry of his building, he heard words of contention and

strife among the various stones of which it was composed,

“ Just look at my superior finish,” said one of the top pieces to those
Y sup P i .

beneath it. “You are only plain pieces of granite, while I am polished,
elegantly carved, and the admiration of all eyes. Do I not see all the
people, as they pass by, look up at me ?”

“Not so fast,” replied one of the foundation stones, “A little less pride
would become you; for do you not see that, but for us below, you coulkd
not be so high? And it matters very little, it strikes me, what part of
the building we are placed in, if we but remain firm and peaccful.”

The words of the wise stone pleased the owner so much that he
resolved to remove a little of the vanity of the top one, and lay awake
a long time that night, thinking of some plan by which to cffect his pur-
pose. The elements, however, spared him any effort on his part, for the
next day a terrible hail-storm swept over the land, and its hawd stones
defaced all the ornaments which had led the lofty one to boast so loudly
of its superiority.

THE LESSON OF THE STONE. 7

“Oh, dear! oh, dear!” moaned the vain piece of granite, “How I
wish I bad been taken for a foundation stone, instcad of being here to
have all my beauty destroyed by this awful storm! T'd much rather have
been in the middle of the building than up here, where all the force of
the storm is spent on,my head.”

The stone at the foundation could not help smiling, though he really
pitied the vain thing above him. “ 1t will teach her wisdom,” he said to
himself; “and she may learn that none in life are lowly if they bear their
part, and that a lofty position is far more dangerous than a humbie one.”

There was a fearful crash in the air at that instant. The foundation
stone thought the building was coming down. Somet! iing struck him,
which he recognized as a part of the top stone; for he had seen the
workmen cutting and smoothing it day after day fm many weeks prior to
its elevation, Now she could boast no more of superior finish or posi-
tion.

The following day, the remaining shattered portion was removed and
left by the roadside, where it could see andther prepared to take its place,

“I thought that stone was a little weak when we raised 1t " said one of
the workmen as it was placed aside.

It lay by the roadside until it grew to be humble and glad to be of any
usc, —cven delighted when one day the owner of the building took it to
finish a wall which was being built around some pasture land.

“Iere I can be of use,” she said, as the workmen deposited it on a
sunny corner as the place it was to occupy. It was glad to be there and
find itsell uscful and at rest; for it had been obliged to listen to the
remarks of the passers-by each day, and to eudure their comments on its
misfortune,

“I suppose I shall never know any other life but this ; so now, being
firmly sct, I can sleep a lttle:" for the stonc was sadly in nced of
rest, .

After what scemed to be a long period of repose, the stone awoke, with
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new pulsations and finer emotions thrilling within it. The sound of chil-
dren’s voices werc heard in the air. How sweet and life-giving they
‘were | far more picasant than the words of admiration which men utterced
when she was on the building’s top. A new joy was hers also, for soft
hands were caressing her. Beautiful mosses had grown on her surface,
and delighted children were gathering them.

Useful and beautiful too! and the stone was silent with happiness.
She hoped the children would come again ; and they did, bringing others
with them. :

“I wonder how this beautiful moss grew on me,” she said one. day to
herself — at least she' thought no one heard her. But an older stone
beside her replied, “ By hcing perfectly quiet we become covercd with
this lovely moss, firmer than grasses of any lawn.”

The once vain stone grew to be perfectly contented, and never longed
for her former position. When the storms came, it knew it was close to
the earth. It had no fearful height te be pulled from, and the beautiful
lichens which grew upon its surface were far more crnamental than its
former carved and elegant adornings.

XX.

THE SEEDS.

HIZY lay side by side one morning, while the gardener was prepar-
ing the ground in which to plant them and many other varieties.

“Just think,” said the more talkative one of the two, “how sad it is
that we are going to be put in that dismal ground! T shall not allow
myself to be buried out of sight this lovely morning.”

“But,” answered the more quict sced by her side, “it is only for a brief
period that we shall lie there, and then we shall be far more beautiful”

“What care 1 for beauty for others to look at? I want my freedom,
and intend to have it, too. The wind is my friend, and T shall ask her to
walt me over to those lovcly hills, where I can sce somcthing of the
world,”

“1 think it would be wiser to remain where we are, and let the gar-
dener care for us: he must know what is for our good,” remarked the
gentle seed. : -

“You are teo prosy by fat I think our own feelings tell us what we
need.  So good-by,” cxclaimed the self-reliant seed, as she motioned to
the wind to bear her away,

She thought her breath was leaving her, as she was borne throush
the air, and wished she were back in the garden. But when she fou;d :
herself on the warm hill-side she felt reassured, and nestled herself amid
the soft grass, whose waving motion soon lulled her to slecp.

Now the two sceds which the gardener had laid on the ground were of
a very choice and rare kind; and he felt very sad that the wind should
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have blown one away. He took the remaining one and laid it carefully
~in the ground, with many hopes that it would spring up aud bear rich

blossoms, which would yield more seed. That night a cold wind came |

on; but the little seed in the warm bed did not feel it at all, while her
absent sister shook all night with the cold.

After what seemed a long time to the seed in the ground, somethmg
like 2 new life came over her, There was a deeper pulsation through
her being, and a’‘strong desire to shoot upward to the light and air.  This
feeling decpened every hour.

« At this rate T shall soon be in the air, where I can see all that is
going on about me,” she said joyfully. Then she felt very quict, and fell
asleep. When she awoke she saw the gardener bending over her with a
joyful face. “ When did this happen? Iow came I up here in the warm
sunlight ?” the sced exclaimed fo him.

“ Because the wind did not bear you away, and [ could put you in the
ground, is the reason why you are here. First out' of sight, then to the
light, my little sced ! ]aut " he said sorrowf{ully, *“I wish we had the other
one, for your kind is rare.”

The plant then told the gardener that her sister purposcly went away,
at which he wondered that she had power of motion uatil she became a
plant, ‘

“(Oh, she asked the wind to carry her,)
plant.

«If 1 knew where she had gone I'd search for her, and bring her back,”

«She asked the wind to take her to yonder hill-side,” said the plant,
hoping, oh, so much! that he would go and find the seed, and plant it
beside her, that she, too, might have the plcasure of -becoming a plant as
beautiful as herself. . :

The gardener went towards the hills; but the seed saw him, and
begged the south wind to bear her away.  And she took her on her wing
and wafted her many miles from home,

answered the {resh-growing
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;- The gardener scarched a long time, and was obliged to return without
her. 5o he took extra care of the plant, and it grew to be the‘pride of
the garden ; while the sced that had her own way was roaming over the
world. The truant onc soon lost all her influence over the winds, who
finally refused to carry about a good-for-nothing” sced while they hi,ld S0
much ncedful work to perform. A cold northern blast was the last one
she could persuade to bear her, and he dropped her on a rock, where she
at last perished from exposure to the rain and cold. ’

‘The day before her death, a company of people passed by her, bearing
in their hands some rare and fragrant blossoms, to which she feit a
strange attraction. This gave place to a deep thrill of sorrow as she
heard them deseribe the lovely plant which grew in a beautiful garden
and which by their description she knew was her own home, which shc:,.
in her folly had left.

“Had I but acgcpted the conditions of growth, T too might have been
a lovely plant, giving and receiving pleasure,” she said, after the people
had passed on. “But now, alas!” and. her breath grew quick and short,

- “if T had only some one to profit by my last words, telling of my life of

folly, I might not have lived wholly in vain.” DBut there was nothing
about her which she could discern save a tuft of moss upon the cold
hard rock which must now e her death-bed. ’

But behind the rock, on the south side, there was growing a f:amily of

wild daisics, who were going to migrate {o a warmer part of the country

to plant their sceds before the winter came on.  This was one of the
conditions which Providence ever has around the most scemingly de-
serted and desolate, that her words might not only profit them, but that
they could convey the benefit of them to all wayward seeds who were
unwilling to accept the natural conditions of growth, And thus the sced
though dying with its mission unfulfilled, did not live wholly in vain ; 1‘"011
its wasted life saved others from a similar fate,




XXI.

ONLY GOLD.

PARENT sent his children forth one day into a fertile land t'o‘
gather fruits, flowers, and whatever was bcauitiful to adorn th(.:n-
homes, They wandered till nightfall, ga,thcring their tr.casu‘rcs, \vlljnl_c
their joyous laughter filled the air, and made music to the listening labor-
ers in the ficlds. .
Just as the shadows of evening came on they approac‘hcd an open field :

it was barren of verdure, but the ground was covered with golden stones,
which glittered strangely in the setting sun.  They gathered as‘ man?r as
they could with their other treasurcs, and then all but one of the group

began to prepare for home, while he lingered, cager to gather the shining
f=]

cbbles. ‘ o
" We must return,” they all said in chorus to him. They disliked to

leave without him ; but darkncss was fast coming on, and they lTJI.'ISt obey
their parents'’ command and return before the shades of evening had
covered the carth,  One voice after another dicd away on the air as they
pleaded vainly for him to go with them, but he hccdcd' them not: the
golden stones were far more precious in his cycs t"hnu k%ndred, hom(.:, or
friends ; and they departed sorrowfully without him, while he rcn?amc-d
and added stone to stone, till he was obliged at last, from exhaustion, to
lic down on the damp ground. .

It was not like his warm bed in his pleasant home ; and he missed the
cheerful voices of his brothers, and more than ali 'his parents’ fond‘ good-
night, after the evening prayer.  He slept ; but his dreams were wild and
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feverish, and there was no atmosphere of love about him to soothe the
weary brain, ‘ ’

The next day at noon his parents sent a messenger to him, bidding him
return.  But the love of his golden stones was paramount to the wishes
of kindred, and the unnumbered comforts of a happy home; and his
reply to the meéssenger was, * T will return, when T have enough of these,”
pointing to a large collection which was already higher than his head.
At nightfall hunger seized him. He felt too weary to go in search of
food, but the demand of nature asserted its claim, and he dragged himself
to a ficld ncar by, where grew berries and fruits in abundance. His spir-
its rose after the cravings of hunger were satisfied, and he lay down again
by his precioys pile of stones. \

The days glided into weeks, and still he fed upon the berries and gath-
ered the golden pebbles. Iis father had ceased to send messengers to
him, knowing that nothing but a long experience would teach his child
the value of life’s many blessings, and that gold alewe has no power to
bless us.  The father suffered much in knowing and realizing that his
son must learn the truths of life through such scvere lessons; but wis-
dom teld him it could not be otherwise,

The chilt air of autumn came, and no longer could the fruits and ber-
rics ripen for him.  He saw some laborers one day in a ficld near by, cat-
ing their meal which they had brought from their homes. Oh; what
would he not now give for some of their meat and bread! T will go to
them,” he said, “and offer some of my golden storés in exchange for just
a few morselg.” -

He did so; and they only smiled at his offer, saying, “ What would
then refresh and fit us for the rest of our day's labor?  Surely your gold

‘would not.,”

“ But it would help you to buy more,” he replied.
“Yes, to-morrow : but we cannot spare a morsel to-day, for we nced
all our supply to strengthen us for our work,” ‘

SR
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He turncd away in decp thought. Was he not losing all of life’s joys
and comforts in living thus alone only to amass such quantities of gold ?
But as he looked again on the shining treasures his ambition arose with
increased power; and he forgot, for a time, his hunger in his toil.  Then
a new thought came to him,  “ Now that the fruits are gonc I can go to
the forest and gather nuts.  They will be better food, too, for thesc chilly
autumn days. Surely I am provided for, at least till winter,” and he left
his labor and repaired to the woods, where he feasted and gathered cnough
for many days. :

The houschold mourned much for their absent brother.  They missed
,him in their daily joys, and cvery hour they watched, waited, and hoped-
to see him rcturn. They almost rejoiced when the bleak winds of autumn
swept the foliage from the trees, because they could look farther down the

road for their brother.
«1 shall soon be able to travel and see the world,” said the youth to

himself every day as the pile of gold grew higher ; but, alas for human
calculation! he awoke one morning to find his huge mountain of gold
one solid mass.  The action of the light, heat, and atmosphere had fused
them together, and no exertion of his could break off even the smallest

atom.
Must he return with not even one golden pebble? for he had gathered

ithem all — not onc was in sight, no more were to be found.

His golden dream of travel was over, and, worse, the freshness and
buoyancy of youth had departed. His limbs, alas! were stll and sore,
He had a mountain of gold, not one atom of which he could uvse for him-
self or others. And now he must return to his father’s house empty-
handed, and void of truths or incidents to rclate to his brothers,

But some kind angél led him home, where his blessings were yet in
store, awaiting his return.  One evening when the shadows crept over
the earth, he walked up the well-known path, The brothers had long
before ceased to watch for his coming; and great was their surprise to

T ——
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see him again among them, although. not the brother of that h

sunity day of long ago. He told them sadly of the result of his lon ;tlip);'
whflc they related to him the good results of their fow golden p glijlm’
which 1.']'](:)(' brought home, and with which their father tind )ulr(fl 'Cfl’
land, which was now yielding them rich returns, aside 'fro1n tlhe ﬁmjch
and pleasure which they derived from its culture, ’the labor of whi I‘C? y
performed with their own hands. “ Health, wealth, and Imppin:scslctol!iy

bincd, h(_, mm nlul(,d Sac Iy as ll Clt I{ llIy thdt hlS youth culd [ l) u-
C f Ce
1] op Ort

Al. 3 g
o ‘lc‘tth(.](-: not too many who seck for gold alone, forgetting the joys
N (E, 111 purchases, and forgetting that its Posscssion alone has no valye ?
o e . \ - . ' N :
Light yl‘t;quluc,dfand used it alleviates and mediates, but gathered and
amasscd for itself only it is but a mountai ini
sed ; 3 untain of shining or 38§ |
unsntlsfylng to ils posscssor, § ore velueless and
“I g
Fool that T have been thus to waste my time and strength | said ¢
long-absent son that night as his i k S s the
s son that night as his father bade him welcome,
'wu:’dom Is purchased by the experience, it matters not how reat
the price,” answered his parent. - ' .
&
) &;;t I1 have lo?t my youth and my strength,” responded the son
| 1ch loss lel be compensated by more thought and greater abilit
to labor mentally,” said his parent consolingly, A ‘ g
1111 afl ter years the youth who had wasted his bodily strength became a
W;)I ;(1011'"1 \V?)l'(ls -of cheer and hope to others, and hence he had not
“; 10ily lived in vain, Fe learned to love the angel Truth so well that
she ez is s i
came to ]us.sulc cach day, and gave him sweet counsel and nn(‘
lessons for mankind, Y
But he had purchased the light at a cost which few can afford to give
; . :
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THE SACRIFICE,

LARGE party of travclers on their way to a distant coun‘try were
obliged to pass through a densc forest to reach it. Their 1<.:nder
went forware, and, sceing the darkness of the dense woods, was con.vmccd
of the impossibility of his people going through it, without the aid o'f a
light to guide them. He sat beside the mossy stones at the entrance, trying
to devise some means by which to light up the darkness. There seemed
but one way, and that almost hopeless, as it involved a sacrifice of life,
and he knew too well the nature of the trees to cxpect any of them to
give themselves up for his travelers.  How could he ask it, as he stepped
into the deep wood, and looked on their grand p opmtlom and rich
foliage?  His was no cnviable position to entreat them to give up the
existence which must be dear to themselves, — to pass from the known to
the unknown life.

Vainly he tried to think of another way to accomplish his purpose.
None presented itself; so with glowing words he appealed to their .1101)1u-
selves, telling them all the great need of the travelers who were obllgcd to
pass that way, Tirst he appealed to afine birch which bordered lhc.iorcst.

“«Not I, indéed ! ” answered the tree.  “ Do you think 1 would. mive my
life to light a few people through this woodland ? T prefer to live a few
years longer.” |

He noxt addressed a walnut, She sheol a few leaves from her branches,
and made a similar 1ep1y, preferring to live in her own form, and amid
her sister trees, to going she knew not whither,
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“ Are there none here,” he continued, “ who are willing to sacrifice their
tives for the needs of others ?

He looked around the forest in vain: all were silent, and he was about
to return to the pcople when a large and state}y oalk spoke ‘in clear and
ringing toncs, saying, “I will give my body that the travelers may have
light.”

“What! that grand old body of yours, that has been so many years
growing and maturing to its present stately and fair propol tions!"”
cxc_lalmcd several of the trees,

“You are not only 1ash, but foohsh,” remarked a.small fir growing by
its side.

“Beside taking away the pride of our grand old forest,” said a delicate
birch, that had always admired the oak.

“ Just throwing your life away,” broke in a tall and rather sickly pine.

“When will you be ready for me?” asked the oak of the lcader, who
had stood admiring its beautiful proportions, and sorrowing within him-
sclf that it must be so. . :

At the close of the next day the travelers came to the edge of the
forest, and tarried while their leader lit the fire at the roots of the cak.
Now the flames went upward and flashed in the darkness ; for it was
cvening, and not a star was visible, The flames rose upward and touched
not even the bark of another tree, but wound closely around the oak,.as
though it knew its work and that the light of that trec only was nceded

© to pass the travelers through in safety. It touched their hearts to thus

witness that the life of the noble oak must be sacrificed, and they
offered, with one accord, a silent prayer that its life might be extended
in a higher form. IMaving passed through, they tarried at the end of
the forest until the flames dicd away, and then pursucd. their journcy.

Ycars passed away. Irom the pile of ashes left by the departed oak
sprang lovely flowers, which charmed the eyes of all the trecs in the
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forest, and atoned, in a great measure, for the loss of their noble com-

panion.
After a brief period workmen were seen in the forest felling the trees.

«Ah1” exclaimed the old pine who had refused to give its life for the
travelers, “ I don't sce as we have gained anything. If ourlife is to go,
it might as well have gone by the fire as by the axe.”

« Just so,” answered the beach, “only if we had perished by the fire
we might now be coming again into another form of life, as our oak scems
to be, from that pile of dust.and ashes ; for sce what lovely blossoms are
coming forth from that unsightly heap of dust.” )

«7 heard the workmen say that all these trees were to be cleared away,
and houses erected on the land,” remarked a trembling ash, and her leaves
quivered beyond their wont with the terror of this new thought.

« And that will surely be the end of us,” moaned the pine.,

“ Our happy life is all over now,” said a small fir, who woulid have con-
tinued bemoaning their destiny had not her attention at that instant been
arrested by two forms entering the forest. They went to the spot where
once stood the brave oak, and gazed admiringly on the lovely tinted blos-
soms. They had heard of the sacrifice of the tree, and had come to gaze
upon its resurrection.

« We will gather some for our festival to-night,” they said, and stooped
to pluck the fragrant blossoms. . . ’ ,

The fire had not destroyed the consciousness of the oak: its soul was
still alive, enjoying its new form of existence, and it sent forth thrills of
gratitude, which took the form of sweectest odor, filling the air around
with fragrance. “Instcad of losing my life it is being extended, cven as
the good leader of the people said,” were its words as the two departed,

bearing the flowers, instinct with its oak-life, away,

Many went to the forest while the workmen were there, to gather the

seeds of the rare blossoms to plant in their gardens.
How much of human life did the soul of the cak learn as it went forth
f
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Fhus amid the throngs of people; and how it rejoiced that it had given
its life for the good of others, knowihg not that greater bliss was in store
for it! I_t was held in the hands of the aged; it crowned fair brows; it
ﬁd:]:;ailr:;g fl?tl\i],i‘,!f[i?jtﬁﬁf tltllc SL;ffcring ; it was laid upon the Cflslccts
. y the door of the cottage and reared in the
conscrvatories of the rich, — cverywhere admired and welcomed. Was
not this lifc indeed worth all the pain and heat of the fames, and 1;h i
of its once statelicr and loftier form ? S e
It never sighed for its forest home, but often longed to know of the
fatt of its brother trees. Qne day a child, bearing in her hénd one of its
blossoms, wandered to the ground where once arose the tall trees, The
cyes of the oak, through the flower, looked in vain for its kindred, . None
were .stam[ing. They had all been felled and their wood converted into
dwellings, — a useful but fess beautiful form of cxistence than that which
the oak possessed,—and they learned, after a time, that it is only b
apparent destruction that life can be reconstructed.  But they could only
have the experiences which came within the scope of their life; and th':;
oak was more than cver satisfied with its own, and rejoiced th,at it had
passed through the refining ¢lement, losing thereby only its grosser form
It f}llcd the air with the fragrance of its gratitude. thnczer it wishcci
to journey, the winds, who were its friends, conveyed its sceds to an
portion of the carth it designated. Its blossoms were not only bright t?)r
the eye, and their odor sweet to the sense of smell, but the leaves ;f the
Plant were healing.  Three forces connceted it with luman life: so that
it was in constant action, and its highest joy lay in the consciousness of
its increased usefulness,
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STRANGERS.

IN a large and elegant mansion dwelt a wealthy man who had thice
lovely daughters, The house was built on an eminence upon the
banks of a river which wound like a thread of silver through the valleys
for many miles. Afar from the mansion were a large number of cot-
tages, in which dwelt carpenters, shipbuilders, gardencrs, and some of
Most of them were good and honest people, though tinged
and many of them, too, often crushed
s in the greedy love of mate-

every trade.
with the love of carthly gains,
many of the soul’s finer and better emotion
rial things. The owner of the mansion sorrowed over this failing of
theirs, and, to rid them of it, devised a p
wished an opportunity to be led by their better n
time, self and gain. '

Accordingly, he told
apparcl :&1'1(1 ornaments,
over the whole large and
perfect, and conceal all the splendor bencath.
filled-with gold to bestow upon the one who

'~ them shelter. .
At evening he went forth with them to the narrow street, and bade

them knock at the doors of the cottages, while he waited outside, and sce
who would admit and give food and shelter to travelers in nced. They
obeyed him, and first approached a dimly-tighted cottage. Making
known their presence by a gentle rap, the door was opened by a woman

ature, and forget, for the

his daughters to deck themselves in their richest
which were rare and choice, and then to throw
unsightly cloaks, so that the disguise might be
To cach he gave a purse
should welcome and give

lan by which to give those who-
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g, “Shall we try any more ?” | W parent, say-
“There are but e tr i
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can well afford to importune and be depjed” feir bountics,
dren to the end of the street, .

11 1 1
This one looks quite gay compared with the others.” said the cldest
5 ) CS

of the daughters, as the ;
the dav S, s y all looked on the well-li
forms flitting to and fro within, # wellit rooms, and eheld

0“ S e R I 1
BWL shall certainly be admitted here,” said the others
ut the . .y 1a T ’
t 11‘ the pzu(:nt kept his' council, and was invisible while the
at the door, which was opened by a bLright and rather stvli el
who gazed wonderingly on the group. a

“Can you give us shelter fi . »
shelter for a nigh B
cldest, ght, and a little food ?” asked the

you
He then guided his chil-

sh-looking gir,

“Not we, i ' ‘
ot we, indecd : we have just ]
_ : ¢ just spent all our mo
) ‘ i x ne fOl‘ Py -
ing for our brother Jack, who has just come home o sen A e
ing for our prother : home from sea, *Not we:
a ot one bit of roem to spare ; for all our fric -
e 0t e bit ‘ ; all our friends are here.”
N ; cary, and ask rest and food,” pleaded one of the tl
anc Ymr cyes wandered to the well-filled tables e
it v . . 7 )
bcgmfb;' l)}?(tj wlhat we have 1s for our company and oursclves — not fo
ars,” said the gir she ¢ d - '
gars, girl, and she closed the door upon them.,

2
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"« Shall we try again, father ?” they said to their parent.

“Just this one, which is the last,” he answered, leading them to the
door of a cot where dwelt a poor and lonely widow.

They paused at the threshold, for a voice was hear
sweet ; yet they heard the words of the kneeling form, in deep petition,
saying, * Give me, O Father, my daily bread ; forgive me my trespasscs,
and lead me not into temptation. - For thine is the kingdom, and the
power, and the glory, forever and forever.  Amen.”

She arose at that instant. A gentle knock was heard. Without délay
she opened it, and smiled upon the strangers, who asled for more than

she could give.
«1 have shelter, but no food ; yet enter and be welcome,” she said, and

d within, low and

opened wide the door.
They passed in, and left their paren

low, outside.

t, whom they knew would soon fol-

« grieve that T have no food té offer thee,” said the woman, “but .

come to my fireside ; for the evening air is chilly, and you must need
rest.”
She placed for them her only chairs beside the fire, saying, “I am glad

you come to-night ; for this is my last fuel, and to-morrow eve it will be

4ll dark and chill within my dwelling.”

T'he eldest bowed to the woman gracefully, and threw aside her cloak;
and at once the others followed her cxample.

Great was the surprise of the widow. < She thought her senses had
departed, and, for an instant, had no veice, no words, naught but wender
beaming from her eyes, so sudden and great was the surprise.  Another
gentle rap at that instant seemed to help her to find herself, and she was
hastening to open it, when the eldest one said, “ It is our father, come to
for admitting angels in disguise; for, though not angels in

thank you
dministration to your needs.” And

form, we hope to prove such by our a
they laid upon her only table the purses of gold,

STRANGERS. - o3

«q . . .
o Irc wztll‘c'ver give daily bread to those who forget not to entertain
angers,” said their father to the widow, as they took their leave of
who had not refused to receive strangers i o
The ming ther ‘
e ‘r;(;‘j(t; V:rnl?i:]ull)g there was great commotion in the neighberhood ;
ad been scen to exchange gold fo ’
xchs d for bread at
shops ; but greater still w: i o v e of the
: ll was their surprise wt i1
o : o still w . ien she told them, as th
1 clkcd around her dwelling, that it was given by theee stram;ers fY
hac {}lskcd for bread and shelter the night before e
*Three strangers!” cxcelai :
strangers 1™ cxclaimed they all.  “ Thes
e : . . ney must be the same
at c"llled at our dwellings, What fools we were that we dj
e catler ve did not let
4 N{l . : . o H
pole { ; (:C but shows1 how dead you were in sympathy for human need,”
4 ¢ amoug them, which, as they tur : ,
: wned, t ‘
of the owner of the mansion. J ¢ % they found o bo that
bL:(I:;:r:l;) zm}d tc}ogfumon came over their faces; for he had long been their
:netactor, both 1 words of counsel and ¢ 1 -
5 d deeds of kindnes i
o : vords. cindness.  Their eyes
o ]to the ground, as he in gentle tones chided them for their lackyof
King ]ncss and want of faith in the Father's love.  “ He who giveth not i
another’s necd shall receive ne in his own, @ lot
sha one in his own,” he conti ‘
anoth eed s ' ; ntinued ; “and le
);(. 1;5.1011 [aught‘you by the experience you have just had, and ’the (:mmt
I <f: 0 It 1¢ poor widow, last you through all the years of your life ; for ‘sh
retused not the strangers whom ) ' : -
: : you turned from your d
which they apparently needed,” ’ ¢ o the shelter
L4
“5{3ut they were not cold and hungry,” said one of the group
t T hcI demand upon your sympatlues was just the same ; for' you knew
not to the contrary,” he answered ’
. p 2 , and they cou :
noLto the cc y could not but feel the truth
Thcl I'CS;OD 1;;“{3 not lost; for in after years they grew less mercenary
more kindly of heart, and never agai i ors
again ¢l 2 "
e g closed their doors to strangers




