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No pilgrim* tnrn their feet toward* the "philosopher** 
clap boarded home. Vlerpont Morgan's marble palace on 
Fifth avenue would be more to the contemporary taste, 
and tha sight of the magnate in his automobile would 
bring more sight-seers, it Is to be feared, then the reap
pearance of the Concord sage should he be permitted 
another visit to these glimpses of the moon. Nor is It 
necessary to conclude from these facts that the world is 
growing worse. When any set of facts seem to warrant 
the inference that the world is growing worse, be sure 
that it is because we misapprehend ом do not see all the 
evidence. The perdulntn is at present swinging In the 
directing of materialism and money g ubblng. Kvery 
man is filled with the anxieties of making a living. 
Many of the founder* of gr»»t fortune* probab'y began 
with the idea of putting away a little competency for a 
rainy day, and have ended by becom'ng the portents of 
the time There will be a recoil from all this, and »be 
great reform of the future will be to sweeten the world 
by taken from the honest and sanely industrious the fear 
of future want, and from old age and disability half of 
its sting. Here iw work for Liberal*. We sometimes 
hear it said that all 'he reforms have been accomplished 
There could be no greater mlatake. There er* greater 
reforms ahead then those which have bsen real'/. ;d. and 
the yonng men of today are to be envied for the work 
their hands will do and the progress their eyes will 
—Toronto Globe.

mon from John 3. 16 by Rev, H. F. Adam*. In the 
praise service which followed led by Rev. M. W. Brown 
a large nnmber availed themselves of the opportunitv of 
testifying to God's goodness. A go-id spirit prevailed 
throughout all meetings of the Association. Bear River 
and her people will long be remembered by the delegate* 
for générons hospitality and the spirit of brotherly love 
exhibited on this occasion.

At 10 p. m. the Association adjourned to meet the 3rd 
Saturday in June at North Temple, South Ohio, N. S.

The eeealons of the Association weee largely attended. 
The meetings were conducted in an orderly and business 
way. The Moderator presided with dignity and grace. 
The clerks were prompt and faithful. There were no 
burning questions to cause division or strife. The 
weather was all that could be desired snd the hospitality 
of the people—what shall we say of it?—that it wss 
princely. Bear River is beautiful for situation. It is a 
charming spot. Onr environment has much to do with 
our llvea—if so, that may account for the genial friendli
ness shown to the messengers of the churches. The 
Bear River people are good hoe’s. They have the faculty 
of making people desire to come again. Psstcr Porter 
was busy every day. He has a watchful eve and a ready 
hand. He serves a good people—and a good people are 
served by a good pastor.

to all eternity, mast never be opened." Thus -he me»»nt 
publicly thet her greve would never ье rp-ned—never. 
It happened that a little seed w<a hurled with the prin
cess, * single acorn. It sprouted under the covering. 
Its tiny shoot, soft and p’iable at first, found its 
through the crevice between two of the slabs 
there It grew slowly hut surely. and there it gathered 
strength nnttlit burst the ironclamvs asunder, a d lifted 
the immense Mocks and turn«d the whole etmc’ure into 
an Irregular mass of upheaved rocks Up and up 
through this mass of disordered stones grew the giart 
oak, which hid thus broken the bus of a senulchre. 
That oak grow* there to day a-veritable tree of life.

In retry grave on earth's green sward is a tiny seed of 
the resurrection-life of leen* Chiiet, and th*tse-d cannot 
periah. It will germinate when the warm south wind of 
Christ's re«u'n brings hack the spring t'd- to this cold 
■in-rurwed earth of onre ; and then they that are in their 
graves, and we who shall lie down in ourr, will feel In 
ou*- mortal bodies the power of hie resurrection anti will 
come forth to life immortal —Ex

way
And
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God Sees the Best.
Ood does not set the fese against the grea'er, s* we do: 

He sets the greater against the less ; that ia hla way. 
Who will not say. blessed be his 'ove ? Man being very 
■mall, being petty at ihe klngliest, finds a fl iw. Thn* 
the wise fool talk* : He <s honest, Me is wise, he is gifted; 
he is, on the whole, a man of notable Intellectual stature 
and itfinencr ; lut—man thinks he ia clever when he 
discovers a but. He gathers bimaelf up into Pharisaic 
perpendlcu srity and says : I discovered that, I 
pointed out that frailty,

> Ji

To Sweeten the World. * * *

As Thy Day.
Not яв my day, or the day of some one elae. Not as 

yesterday. Not as to morrow. Each day for Itself. 
Each Individual for himself. Life »s not a repetition nor 
a return to its p"st self Life is a continuity, acd yet 
Hfe is ever new. Life coming out of the pa*t, and yet al
ways going on into a future unlike that wl і :h has been. 
Life в newness ia a perpetual characteristic which for- 
ever keeps it from being tired of itself.

Then ‘here is something comforting In the thought 
that my j mrney each day ia over an untraveled road, 
and each day the guide saya to me, “Yon have not gone 
thin way before." This is not veejerday, nor last week, 
nor last year, much less forty vears ng>. There are 
nv unfair* to see today never before within the range of 
via'on. There are f*ir landrcapes drawn by the artiat of 
the universe for yonr eyes to see There are song* which 
will ting from the verv mu«lc of the spheres which only 
ere f ‘Г your ears. The Mae of the sky, the sang of the 
Mule, the penciling of the fa*r Л mere along your path, 
ate f ir this day ouly. Aloig with all these will come 
traîna of new thoughts and raise orison* of praise for 
that whb'h baa never been vonre before. A 1 this, and 
yet the beg'nnitg is ouly begun to be told. Then why 
should this be a aad, weary, gloomv day? How full of 
comfort Jesus haa crowded each day 'f we will only lock 
at It ! How he wonM make every day our beet If we 
only knew how to take It.

Bu’ more* fbere is a great relief in the thought that I 
only have to live one day at a time No yeste*dais to 
go back into. No bridges of tomorrow’s crossing lo come 
into today'■ jaomey Jn«t to live one day at a time. 
That ia all. Wnether or not I need something tomorrow 
should not trouble me. Whether I shall hold out tomor
row Is not the perplexity, but rather, whether I am hold
ing out today. What Christ shall be or do tomorrow need 
nut perplex me, but rather what he le and iedolug today. 
Why should I trouble •• to whet the coming years shall 
find him doing, since be is jn»t now whst be always will 
be, and is now doing joet what he always will do, so far 
as charging hie relatione to all who are hie ? Today he 
wants me to regard him as "all In In." A thousand 
mlllenlums hence there wil* be no change In this respect 
Having Christ today and living with him aed for him to 
d«y is enough. What need I more ? Why have anxiou» 
forethought aa to what he will want of me tomorrow ? 
All he wants of me Is to live for him today. It la only 
one day at a time, Heaven is on earth when Chriat la 
enthroned within. In heaven, in eternity, he le yester
day, today and forever the same.

What pains he has taken to eecnre from anvions fret
ting, forethought and worry ? Just one day at a time. 
Reduced to a fine- division, we live moment by moment. 
Tomorrow cares for itself. We seize the comfort of the 
day. We take its sunshine to enjoy what the ann shines 
on. We take the season for what it has in hand. We 
accept present conditions and begin to look not for some
thing different, but for lesna just where we are. Looking 
for him, he loves to have ns find him, since he is always 
looking for the eonl who is looking for him. As with 
Zaccheu" be will si ways find the tree into which we have 
climbed to look for him.—Chrirtian Witness.
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The Broken Tomb.
It isssid that a century ago an infidel German princess, 

little society of plain-living and high-thinking people <>n her death bed, ordered that her grave be covered
who, In the middle of the last century looked upon Bmer with a great granite slab, and that around it should he

placed solid blocks of stone, and the whole be fastened 
that there ie no ahrine together with clampa of iron ; and that on the stone

at Concord, or snywhere else on this continent, to-day. ehonld be cut these word* : "This burial piece, purchased

Among the many euloglnms on Emerson w* have seen 
nothing said of what, to onr mind, ia the practical philo
sophical teaching of his life It Is a timely teaching at 
the present moment, when it is to be feared popular 
ideals are running in a wholly different direction. Emer
son was not the ouly exemplar of It, for on that stern 
New England soil there were mtuv who practised and 11 
lnetrated its virtues. Thorean, Aleott, Hawthorne, Rip
ley, Whitman and Whittier were all mire or lei* pro
fessors or pnplle in the rchoola, and name* will doubtless 
occur to many readers which might be added-to the Hat. 
The philosophy of which we speak may be «nmmed up 
in the sentence that the reallr priceless things of life are 
wl'hlo the reach of *11 men. A tendency may perhaps 
he most clearly undcra'oSd by ■ atudv of an « x reme in 
•tance cf It, and for this reason T ioreeu will best enable 
ee to understand an impulse that may be said to have 
lent Its force to the while Intellect of Nsw Kngleud at a 
particular period Not in modern times, at least, were 
the well known phrasaa a'mut “plain living and high 
thinking," and “cultivating philosophy on a little n»t- 
meal," so courageously I hi*trated in the life of any man 
as la that of the hermit of W «lden Pond. M >st o# our 
readers arc familiar with that remsrkab'e experiment in 
sociology embodied In Walden, or Life In the 
Wbode," SO' that It le merely neceeearr to remind 
them thet the central Idea of Thoreau'e two y»ars* 
residence In a baton Ihe shores of Walden P »u 1 w«e 
thet men In general gives too much of 1 le life «о t ie 
mere purpoee of living. "The coat of a thing." he aaye, 
is the amount of what î will call life which Is rcqilrad to 
be exchanged for it, immediate'y or in the long run " 
He accordingly took up hie residence In the woods, and 
lived In a hnt, which ç*et him, exclusive of hie own 
labor, 828.1*4 to build, hie food not exceeding a charge 
of twenty-seven cents a week. For ove* two years he 
maintained a healthy and cheerful existence In this man
ner, gaining that "leisure to be wise." the “opportunity 
to wonder and worship," which he craved.

While it may readily 1 e admitted that Thort-en'e ex
periment was an extreme one, and impossible of general 
imitation, it, nevertheless, carries in it a lesson well 
worth the attention of mankind, a lesson which was in
culcated not so strikingly, but, nevertheless, more prac
tically, by Emerson and others of the Concord sages. 
Their lives are an admonition to all men to atk them
selves whether too much of life is not given up for what 
after all, sire non essentials ; to ask themselves whether

»a»v it. There can 
be no pit deep enough f„r a wretch like that. 
How doth God speak ? Thns beer the musice of iefioitc 
love. He has gone aitray, he ha< b;-en unfaithful, he has 
turned aside from me a thousand times, he has done the 
things lie ought not to hive done ; yet—that Is tbedtffer- 
ence between human jungment and divine judgment in 
relation to that greate-t of all mystciiev, liuttuu charac
ter; It is better tn f «11 into the bauds of God than into
the hands of men. Your brethren like t > speak against 
you, to have discovered a peccadiVo, one little sin, and 
to bave fingers dainty enough to pick out that little hair 
an' to be able to **y. “I've go: it !" The L^rd salth : 
*• Yon have woundtd me *nd disappointed me and gone 
away from me. yet—how can I give thee op? Ret vn ! ' 
That is the diff .-rence between roar human theories end 
th? great divine idea of redemption—G"d always seeing 
the beet, fixing his eves upon the salvable points, look 
log to those elements ’ hat are still left ont of which he can* 
rear manhood He will rot quench the smoking fl-x 
h* will not break the brul«cd reed. —Joseph Parker.
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You will lire to recogn'z* the wisdom tf Ood'« choice *
for you. Yon will one day sec that the thing that jon 
wanted was only second best Yon will be surprised to
remember that yon ore* broke vour heart t-earlv, and 
split the wine of your life, for tha' would never have 
•atlefi d you. You will meet agsiu'onr beloved. Y"« 
will have again yonr love. You will become possessed 1 f 
a depth of character, a breadth of sympathy, a fond ot 
patience, an ability to understand and help others, whi h- 
at you lay them at Christ's feet for him to une. will make 
you glad that you,were sflVcted Joy will yet come out 
of yonr sorrow.—Rev. P. B. Meyer.

Human help is our need, homen forgiveness cf onr 
wrongdoing, human love in onr loneliness—these are the 
secram»nte through which, at Heir sweetest and purest, 
we feel a divine help ai d forgi eness and love flowing 
loto onr sonla.—G. S Merrlant.
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Deathless Hope.
A saille»» midnight sn,

Silent and calm *nd dark, 
The future frowned on me.

And windless w»a my barque.

they are not passing through life, persuading themselves 
that they are obeying the supreme behest, when the fact 
is that they are faming and fretting and moiling and toil
ing so unceasingly that when the end comes they will 
realize that they have never had time to look the world 
they live in the f ica an! -ecognlz: its beauty. It may 
be said that a nation of Thoreaua or Etnereons would 
never have laced the continent with Iron raile, bridged 
the Mississippi, cr bored a way throogh the Rocky 
Mountains. That ie true; but neither would they have 
afflicted the world with the slums of the great cities, nor 
poured on the shores of the new hemisphere a tide ot- 
poor black souls, who now loom as a portentous dark 
cloud on the heavens of American civilization, nor done 
other things that will rise np in judgment against future 
generations. The New England philosophers tried to 
realize the saying of Epictetus that man ehonld not study 
to increase hie possessions, but to limit his desire», and it 
must be said that of the most engaging of pictures is the

Into the right aline,
Into the frowning void 

I drift, and drifting groan 
For all my hopes destroyed

The hesven«, oh how dark I 
How dark the mida’ght sea ! 

Mv boFOtn he’d no spark 
Of joy, bnt agony.

A dream. It was a dream —
A passing shadow's gloom ; 

I woke to find the gleam 
Of morning, and its bloom.

Onr life Is not all pain.
All straining np the slope ; 

We suffer—bnt we gain,
And deatblees Is onr hope. 

Daathlesa, but *h, it sleeps !
And leaves the soul forlorn— 

Adrift up^n the deeps,
In anguish till the morn.eon as their inspirer, leader and master. 

It Is a notable sight of the ti —Arthur D. Wilmot.
Salisbury, N. B.


