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“If conditions were different " sighs some careworn
individual. *“If this load of trouble were off my shoul
* ders, or if it were not just what it is, I could afford to be
cheerful and jolly. But what can one do when one's life
in nothing but worry, worry, from morming till night »*

And so the worry of the world goes on, eating into the
aweet, bright flowers of cheerfulness that ought to bloom
| dimevery soil. - i

Why isitthat we women either work ourselves to
death, or de 0 little that we take to cultivating our health
and our negwes? Why do we weigh ourselves down with
the “eorries of our friends and kindred? Why do we de-
. vote o much mere time to discontent with what we
haven't got, rather than content with the gifts, numerous
enough in every cuse, the gods have provided us? .
/18 there not a good deal of caustic truth in - Geotge
Khiot's saying of a discontented hercine: ‘‘You are
discontented with the wosld because you can't get just
what small things that suit your pleasure, not because its
« world where myriads of men and women are ground by
wisery and wrong, and tainted with pollution?” 3

Happiness lies within the reach of everybody. lets
woman have enough occupation, of the 1 order as
well as mental, and not too much ; enoigh exercise in
the open air ; enough trust in providence to believe that
problems beyond her solution are given her for the exer
cise of faith and patience, and not as causes of worry and

mental torment. ‘Then that plain and unpretending vie-

tue of simple cheerfulness will seem to her a thing te be

Then, if you will permit me another quotation; she will

not think it a mere rhetorical flight of poetic fancy when
Faberexclaims: ** In God’s wide world there is no reom
for sin, no provision for socrow, not a corner for unhap-
: Every create intelligence drinks its il of the

tain of his gladnes
‘heats with a pulsation of divine enjoyment. ' Every tree
‘uplifts its head and swings out iuhmev«ynm
‘blooms and sheds sweet odor, every glances and
sparkles, just as the clouds sail, and the waters glow, and
ithe planet turns, in the excess of the happiness of God."
~Selected.

PN

To Gichh Who Masry.
“Phe execution of millionaire Arthur Duestow, of St.
Teouis, for the murder-of his wife and baby-boy, should

_point a moral for all women contemplating’ marriage. -
Duestow was the pampered son of wealth, He hiad & pro-
fession, but his richés left no incentive to practice it.

Money brought- good-cheer and gay fellowship, indulg-
-ence and sin, Look-at him when his wife accepted him:
.young, talented, bandsome, social rauk, rich with, an
.ample fixed income, but ‘ fast.”” She took her chances.
“‘She immersed herself in a conjugal hell. Her only escape
was by the cruel bullets he fired into her slirinking body,

-and through the head of her little boy ! It seems plain

-enough now, her awful mistike. But, doubtless, she was

«envjed by many o gitl in ber set. Her  catch” was the’

_greatest of the season. .
Right now, another Duestrow is paying court to a
" Jovely girl, dazsling her with his wealth and accomplish-
- ments. She knows His vices, but what are these to an
. ansured in society, supported by means ?
© . 'Wait, girls, long enough at least, to look into the cham-
ber of horrors where the drunken brute, heedless of his
‘wife’s agonizing entreaties, empties, his revolver into her

‘band's reformation and faithful love. ; Though he were s

instinct of aaimals -

Traversing earth's lone wild-woods through,
mam.wmuum. . !

Tell me, O birds from lands afar,
visions are ?
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A great many centuries 4go there grew in one of the
wany valleysa dainty little fern leaf. 'All around the
plant were many others, but none of them were so grace-
ful and delicate as this ome. Every day the cheery
hireeze blew, and the merry sunbeams darted in and out,
playing hide-and-seek among the reeds and rushes ; and
when the twilight shad deepened, and the sunb
had all gone away, the little fern curled itself up for the
night with only the dew drops for company.

So day after day.went by ; and no one knew or found
the sweet, wild fern, or the beautiful valley it grew in.
But a great change took place in the earth, Rocks and

“soil were upturned, and the rivers found new channels to

flow in.

Now, when all this happened, the little fern was quite
covered up with the soft, moist clay, and, perhaps you
think it might as well never have lived as to have been
hiddén away where none could see it.

But, after all, it was not really lost; for hundreds of
years afterward, whenall that clay had become stone,
and had broken into many fragments, a very wise and
learned man found the bit of rock upon whi€h was all the

‘delicate tracery of the little fern leaf, with outline just as

perfect and lovely as when long; long ago, it had swayed
in the breeze of the valley. A

I there not a sweet lesson for us in the 1ife of the lit-
tle fern ? It will do us all good to that none

(of the beanty-in this fair world aronnd us, nor anything
. that issweetnod lovely in our own heart and life, will
» ever be useless and lost. -As the little fern lay hidden

way, m‘;"’:‘;““hd Iﬂltu:& after, s
- of character, thus ma king .
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