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LIKE AN AUTUMN LEAF

LESSON ON THE SHORTNESS ‘OF
HUMAN LIFE.

WE ALL DO FADE AS THE LEAF

Like the Life of a Leaf, Man’s Cradle and
Grave, Are Not Very Far Apart—Most
Beautiful Time in Christian’s Life Is
When the Autumnal Frosts of the
Tomb Have Touched His Cheek.

' Emlered according to Act of Parliamentof Can-

ada, in the year 1904, by William Baily, ot To-
Tento. atthe Dep't of Agriculture. Ottawa.

Los ﬁngeles, Cal., Nov. 6.—From
the autumnal frosts, the stripping of
forest.'verdure and the woods now
carpeted with the falling leaves the
preacher in this sermon draws a les-
son on the shortness of huwman life,
The text is Isaiah Ixiv., 6, “We all
do fade as a leaf.’’

Is there any time in all the year
more delightful for a vacation in the
country than the ‘‘Indian summer?’’
Of course to the lover of nature the
valleys and the mountains have their
fascinations .at all seasons. Winter—
cold, bleak, growling, freezing winter
—has her months of glory. Then the
trees, with their long, outstretched
branches, are like the vestal virgins
of old, robed in spotless white. Then
the stars, through the keen, 'biting
January nights, gleam brighter than
any other time of the year. Then the
country roads are echoing with the
merrymakings of the sleigh-bells, and
the lights from the farmhouses are
the beacons to signal friends to enter
the home where ‘“Welcome’’ is writ-
ten over every door.

Springtime in the country also has
her months of glory. ‘That is the
time we hear the wooings of bird
mating with bird. That is the time
Wwhen the winds are tossing the white
blossoms every whither. That is the
time of the seed plantings and of the
plowings, the time when the brooks
are rippled with  the trouts’ fins,
while summer has her glory of the
haymakers and the harvestings and
the vineyards and the orchards in
which we all have reveled year by
year when off for the August vaca-
tions. But, though winter, spring and
summer may come to us, each with
special forms of enjoyment, the most
rapturous time of all the year in
which to spend a few weeks in the
country is during the autumn, for
then the glory of October’s pride is
the fading leaf. Never in artist’s
studio were so many gorgeous colors
mixed together as God pictures on
his canvases of the awfumn follage.

Here the treées look like & mighty
“‘river of blood,”’ as though their ar-
teries had been opened by the Mosaic
rod which incarnadined the river of
Egypt. The leaves have blushed a
deep crimson, as did the water at the
wedding feast at Cana when, at our

Lord’s word, it was borne as new
made wine to the governor at the
feast.

Oh, the beauty of the autumnal

foliage! The fading leaves of the In-
dian summer fascinate the eye and
woo plauditory exclamations from
all lips. As we go forth to-day to
catalogue some of them we find that
there are big leaves and small leaves,
long leaves and narrow leaves, rough

leaves and smooth leaves, thick
leaves and thin leaves. There are
leaves 'that are yellow, and red,

and brown, and crimson, and green,
and saffron. There are leaves like
those which the tired travelers twist
into cups and dip into the cool wa-
ters and lift to their parched lips.
There are leaves like the fresh emer-
ald ones which the picnickers use for
platters when the merrymakers are
banqueting in the woods and leaves
like those the field laborers wet when
they place them in their straw hats
to cool their aching brows. There are
leaves which the little children gath-
er and .press straight between the
school-bobk pages. There are leaves
which the maidens collect to fill the
Jars and vases and to decorate the
halls, parlors and bedrooms of the
home. There are leaves which the
florist cuts to give an added beauty
to the flowers he is clustering to-
gether for assemblages of joy and
also for assemblages of sorrow.
There are leaves which have hidden
the nests of the birds while they
were rearing their young. Leaves up-

under foot. There are a hundred and
forty and four thousand varieties of
them and thousands upon thousands.
Lo, this autumn day, there is a host
of falling leaves which no man can
number. They have lived their short
lives, they have faded beautifully and
at last have fallen off and fluttered
silently to the ground. The ancient
Hebrew prophet, watching them as
they fell, sees in them a symbol of
the failing of human lives. As the
leaves fall and die, so man falls and
dies. “We all do fade as the leaf’’ is
the overwhelming and incontrovert-
ible statement of my text.

Like the fading leaf, man’s cradle
and grave are not very far apart.
Like the life of a leaf, our, earthly
existence springs into budding life,
has its short season of glorious mg-
turity, and then fades and falls with

a rapidity that startles us. Though
we may live our three-score years,
and ten, or even four-Score years,

how soon those years slip away. As
the months of the spring dquickly
change themselves into the months
of the summer, and the months of the
summer change into the frosts of the
{ autumn, we can see our lives slip-
ping away. We can sce them go as
the sands. of an hour-glass run away
before your eyes. God puts upon one

side of the leaf the snow-bank ' and
upon the other side of the leal the
fceberg of another winter. ¥e then

says to the embryo of the leaf: “You
must not begin to sprout before the
whistling winds of March have died
away. You must, on the other hand,
be ready to surrender your life be-
fore the December storms have
trampled all the tapestries of the
forests under foot, making the barce
trees look like the dismantled and
ruineda palaces qgf g King. S0 woa
says to man: ‘‘Your earthly life is to
be very short. You are to spend
your earthly days as the life of a
leaf. Therefore, what you are to do
for me and for the world you must
do quickly. Hear ye not in the sigh-
ing of the autumnal winds the forth-
coming summons that you must soon
fade away as the leaf, as the dying
autumnal leaf?”’

The fading autumnal leaf, the sym-
bol of the passing away of the hu-
man generations! Can you not see it?
Can you not feel it? To me it is the
most startling symbol of earth, for,
as I go out in the. autumn and look
off upon the hillsides ‘and see the vine-
yards with their dying leaves, the
most overwhelming fact that forces
itself upon me is the rapidity with
which generations go. Aye, the mem-
bers of the generation which preceded
us as well as many members of our
own generation seem to have disap-
peared as the mists at the sunris-
ing, as the dewdrops are kissed off
the lips of the leaves, as the tears
on the check of a little child are
wiped away by a sympathetic mo-
ther.

But though the span of life may be
very short as a whole, yet, after all,
when death comes to most of us it
will come as to the leaf, gradually.
Teath, as a rule, does not spring out
upon his victims suddenly. Like a
loved friend traveling abroad, he
sends message after message that he
is coming. He sends notice after no-
tice. He sends word to you just the
sume as the soldiers fighting in the
United States army during the Civil
war sent messages to their children
at home. At night the mother used
to read those letters to her babies.
Then she would say: ‘“‘Papa is com-
ing. Yes, some day papa is going to
come.”” Then when the surrender at

Appomattox came the mother sang
a new song. ‘‘Now, children,”” said
she, ‘““papa will soon be here.”” Then

came the preparation for meeting the
train. Then came the expected par-
ent. Death comes to most not as a
thief in the night. As a rule, death
comes to us as he comes to a leaf,
gradually, very gradually.

Did I say death is coming to you
gradually? Oh, yes, he has sent
message after message to notify you
of his early arrival. The first mes-
sage came to you when you were
about twenty years of age. You had
a fearful attack of pneumonia. For
days and days they thought you-
could not get well. You recovered
partially, but your lungs since then
have never been strong. Every win-
ter you catch a cold. Each year the
cough (8 harder to get rid of. Or
years ago When a child you had an
attack of dreaded diphtheria. The
nurse let you sit up too soon, and,
the strain was too great upon the
heart. It left it weak. For years you
did not mind, but now the old trouble
has come back. Or the message

on the tree branches, leaves in the | came to you that death was on his
flower gardens, leaves which have | Wa¥ to your home in failing eye-
been tossed by the winds into the | Sight. You have to put on glasses
dusty road, leaves over] . leaves | Mow when you read the Bible or the
2 "4 z %
: 7

o

<f
£ R o PR T
- L oer, &5
{The mm‘mmw their

evéening paper. Or you can hear his
footsteps in your dulled hearing. You
find out that people do not talk as
loud as they used to do. You keep
asking them the irritating question,
““Why do you not speak more dis-
tinctly than you do?’’ Or it came to
you last week in a startling way.
You had your picture taken to please
the children. When the photograph
came home you were shocked. Why
when you plaeed that picture along-
side of the last photograph of your
father or mother you found that you
looked just as old as they were when
they died. Yes, like the leaf, an av-
erage man dies gradually. He begins
to die first at the extremities. His
hair whitens. His skin wrinkles. His
hand trembles. The once steady beat
of the heart becomes unsteady. The
windows of his eyesight are bedim-
med. He has pain_at the base of the
brain because the circulation is poor.
God gives to almost every man
thousands of warnings instead of one
warning that he is fading away as
the leaf, as"the autumnal leaf.

Is not the figure of the leaf dying
gradually the symbol of the average
man’s death? Of course some leaves
do meet a violent and a quick death,
as nearly all wild beasts in their na-
tive haunts end their lives by a sud-
den tragedy. A mischievous squirrel
may climb a tree and jerk a leaf from
its moorings and toss it to the
ground. The tall antlers of the deer
may be the pruning hook to lay bare
a branch. The sullen blizzard, sulk-
ing behind an Arctic iceberg, may de-
cide to make a spring journey back
to the place where it had tried in
vain to batter down the doors of a
summer cottage during the past win-
ter months, and in one night destroy
all the sprouting leaves. A forest
fire may allow the flames to feed up-
on the tender foliage which has been
exposed by nature for a few weeks to
be colored by the light of the sun.
some men in their youth or in strong
middle age in full health may be
struck down by some accident or con-
tagious disease as quickly as a sold-
fer upon a Dbattlefield may have a
bullet pierce his heart and instantly
drop dead. And some men may in-
stantly exterminate their lives by the
evil effects of sin.

But, after all, most leaves do not
die a sudden death. They live on
through the summer. They live un-
til the cold of oncoming winter
makes dormant the wonderful forces
which give life to the tree. They die
as gradually as the summer days
slip into the fall days; as gradually
as the ebbing tide, each wave of
which is a little lower down the
beach than the preceding wave; as
gradually as the twilight slowly
grows dimmer; as gradually as the
echoes in the mountain ravine be-
come softer and softer. Man dies as
the lcaf, gradually. It is sickness
after sickness. It is fewer walks, less
work, less physical energy. It is a
gradual benumbment of the mental
and physical faculties. You know
you are not as strong as you used
to be. What is the matter? We are
all fading away as the leaf, as the
autumnal leaf.

But this autumn day, as the leaves
are everywhere falling from the trees,
I know God has a purpose in thefr
death as well as in their life. One
reason why God every fall strips the
trees of their leaves i that the next
year the forests may be robed with
another covering of green. And one
reason why God makes one genera-
tion of human beings pass away from
earth is that another generation
might be born and li.e and have she
opportunity to do the work which is
necessary for them to do and then
pass on to the eternal life beyond
the grave, as past generations haw)
done and as we must do.

Did you ever stop to consider from
an earthly standpoint the blessings
of death as well as the blessings of
life? Bvery year in crder to make
the fruit trees and vineyards bear
well the farmer with  his pruning
hook has to go among them and
ruthlessly destroy hundreds of buds
in order that the other buds might
have enough nourishment to grow
and do their work, In order that the
human race might be strong and
physically well God has to keep his
pruning hook busy or else this old
earth would soon be over-populated,
and there would not be room for
man to live by the side of man. “‘So
great are the possibilities of growth,”
said the old sage, Benjamin Frank-
lin, “‘that the productiveness of the
vegetable and animal life is incon-
ceivable and almost without limit.”

The span of human life on earth is
very short, yet like that of the leaf
God does not permit man’s life, short
as it is, to end ‘until his work has
been fully accomplished. The Bible
tells us that man’s earthly ‘‘days are
as grass, as the flower of the field,
80 he flourisheth. Ior the wind pass-
eth over it and it is gone and the
place thereof shall know it no more."
But though the life of the grass or
the leaf may be short as that of an
insect, yet its life is absolutcly vital
to this country. Once destroy the
vegetation of a land and you turn
that land into a Sahara. Leaves
suck in the moisture, They are re-
servoirs for water. They decide
whether a country is to be fertile or
not. Once destroy the forest with its
leaves and the = orchards with their
leaves and you change the whole at~
mosphorie condition of the country
as parts of Spain and Portugal have
been robbed of all moisture by the
destruction of the leaves. Thus each
generation’s spiritual life is absolutely
necessary to be matured and develop-
ed for the spiritual life of the gener-
ation which is to follow. Your spirj-
tual life decides what is to be the
spiritual life of your children )nd
your children’s children. o
‘Would that our spiritual life might
not only be a saving gospel for our-
selves, but also for those who are to |
come after us. There is a beautiful
story told of Ulysses, the most fam-
ous of Hom

She banquetted and feted them. At
end of the feast, however, she
would arise, wave over the assem-
blage her magic wand, and her guests
would be changed into repulsive four
footed beasts, who would be driven
by the attendant out to the swine
troughs. After Ulysses’ fellow voy-
agers had been thus metamorphosed
the hero went to their rescue. In his
hand he held the fabulous herb which
was given to him by the god Her-
mes. Never for an instant did he
let those leaves drop from his hand.
By their power he was able to break
the fatal spell of the destroyer and
make her beg for mercy and restore
Lo him his helpless and suffering com-
panions,

This was a heathen poet’s idea of
the power of evil being overcome by
the mighty and supernal power of a
few leaves given to his hero by a
heathen god. Cannot we use to-day

our lives as the symbol of healing
leaves? Cannot we feel that we by
the grace of God can absorb into

ourselves the healing power of the
gospel? Then cannot we further be-

lieve that the healing . and saving
power of the gospel which we have
received from Christ we can impart
to those dear ones who draw their
earthly life from our life? As we
have been saved by the blood of
Christ, cannot we offer that atoning
blood to those who love us and who
are dependent . upon us for temporal
as well as spiritual life?

And is there a time in all his

earthly career when a Christian’s life
is so beautiful as after the autumnal
frosts of the tomb have touched his
cheek? Then the physical force of the
life may be gone. He may not have
the strength he once had, but in his
eye there will come a soiter 100k, in
the touch of his hand there will come
a gentler sympathy, in the sound of
voice there will be a holier prayer, in
the movement of his heart there will
be a gentler yearning. Thus the aged
Christian, like the last leaf left upon -
the tree branch, may seem to be alone
as all the leaves of his generation
have fallen, yet people will love him

for his noble life, mellowed by many
a stinging frost. They will love him
for what he has been, for what he is,

and for what he is to be. Oh, my dear
friends, by the grace of the Lord Jesug

Christ, as a Christian, your last days
On earth may become Vour best days.
Would vou not have them a foretaste

of the best of all days, which shall
come to all of Christ's dear ones in
heaven?

———

NO ARGUMENT NEEDED

EVERY SUFFERER FROM CA-
TARRH KNOWS THAT SALV-
ES, LOTIONS, WASHES, AND
SPRAYS AND DOUCHES DO
NOT CURE,

Powders, lotions, salves, sprays and
inalers cannot really cure Catarrh,
because this disease is a blood dis-
ease, and local applications, if they
accomplish  anything at all simply
give transient relief,

The catarrnal poison is in the blood
and the muscous membrane of the
nose, taroat and trachea tries to re-
lieve the system by secreting large
quantities of mucus, the discharge
sometimes closing up the nostrils,
dropping into the thorat, causing
deafness by closing the Eustachian
tubes, and after a time causing ca-
tarrh of stomach or serious throat
and lung troubles.

A remedy to really cure catarrh
must be an internal remedy which
will cleanse the blood from catarrh-
al poison and remove the fever and
congestion from the mucous mem-
brane,

The best and most modern remedies
for this purpose are antiseptics
scientifically known as Red Gum,
Blood Root, and Hydrastin, and while
each of these have been successfully
used separately, yet it has been dif-
ficult to get them all combined in
one palatable, convenient and effi-
cient form.

The manufacturers of the new ca-
tarrh cure, Stuart’s Catarrh Tablets,
have succeeded admirably in accomp-
plishing this result. They are large,
vleasant tasting lozenges, to be dis-
solved in the mouth, thus reaching
every part of the mucous membrane
of the throat and finally the stomach.
Unlike many catarrh remedies, Stu-
art’s Catarrh Tablets contain no co-
caine, opiate or any injurious drug
whatever and are equally beneficial
for little children and adults.

Mr. C. R. Rembrandt, of Rochest-
er, N. Y., sags — “I know pof few
people who have suffered as much
as I from Catarrh of the head,throat
and stomach. I used sprays, inhalers,
and powders for months at a time
with only slight relief and had no
hope of cure. I had not the means
to make a change of climate, which
seemed my only chance of cure,

“Last spring I read an account of
some remarkable cures made by Stu-
art’s Catarrh Tablets and promptly
bought a fifty cent box from my
druggist and obtained such positive
benefit from that onme package that
I continaed to use them daily -until
‘I now consider myself entirely free
from the disgusting annoyance of
catarrh ; my head is clear, my diges-
tion all I could ask and my hearin 1
which had begun to fail as a result
of the catarrh, had greatly improved
until I feel I can hear as well as
ever. They are .a household necessi-
ty in my family.”

Stuart’s Catarrh Tablets are sold
by druggists at 50 cents for com-
plete treatment and for convenience,
safety and prompt results they are
undoubtedly the long looked for eca-
tarrh cure.

Sometimes our apparent mistakes
help us along more than our seeming
suceess.
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“SALADA"

Ceylon Natural Green Tea 1n comparison with Jap=
an. It 18 fast becoming as popular as “SALADA”

Black T-a.
all grocers.

Sold only in sealed lead packets. By

The oven of an Imperial Oxford Range and the old-
apparatus invented.

cooked. It is much the same with the ordinary cook-stove.
oven is greatest on the fire side — roasts, bread, pies, cakes, etc., have t
turned and twisted to get them cooked at all. E 3
tory cooking—good food ruined.

The diffusive flue construction of the

Imperial Oxford
Range

oven, thus heating it quickly, thoroughly and uniformly—back, front and
are at the same equal temperature. The result is juicy, tender roasts, I
dainty pastry, evenly raised bread—successful cooking.

thought and experience in scientific construction of cooking appararus.

The Gurney Foundry Co., Limited
Toronto, Canada
Winnipeg

Montreal Vancouver

fashioned spit before an open fireplace do better roasting than any other cooking

In the olden days the spit had to be kept turning to get all sides of a roast
i The beat of the

The result is uneven, unsatisfac-

draws fresh air into the flue chamber, super-heats it and diffuses it evenly over the

When you buy an Imperial Oxford Range you get the result of over sixty years’

For Sale by “Drew and McCallum, Chatham "
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Plumbing Work Done

[ 1]

In the very best and latest work-
. manlike manner call at

. A H. PATTERSON’S

THREE DOORS EAST OF MARKET
His prices are the lowest and his
work 1s guaranteed satisfactory.
He is putting in a new stock of
up-to-date Sanitarium Material.

A. H. PATTERSON.

Do
Our Specialties !

Whole Wheat Flour
Graham Flour
Gluten Grits

S

Barley, Coarse Grains and Millfeeds of all kinds.

Windsor and Rice’s Fine and Dairy Salt.
Windsor Grainer Salt §1.00 per barrel.

Woollen Goods of the Best Quality.

T. H. Taylor & Co;, Ltd“.

PHONE 1.

<&

“Beaver” Flour, Manitoba Flous, Crushed Qats, Rolled

For Sale.
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