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OME PENNY.

The Duty of Joy.

Whers'sr @rest! pily is dnd piteoniness;
Where'er great Leve and Love's snnjie sarravw sty
Where'sr men ceass {0 onrse, bl bend i hbsss

Frall beetlicen faahioned Bke fhomsselves of |:E'.'|_:.';
Where'er ihe lamb ond lion shde by side

Lde davwn iv peaee, where'er on land o sea
Iniinite Love amd Merev lseavenly eyed

Emerge, lhere slirs the God that ds to be

Bohert Rucharau,
E'Fc!'j" kiml woed wop sy 1o n diainly andinal o hicd will make
Wil nngiplar

am tired af I:IE:HEIII_I:: apologies for sentiment. Mo one
ghould apologise for what he koows to be troe.
mometimes Tt revelntions
come to us, Tho simplest thing
that we lave zeen and known
gvery day of onr life, and that wa
have hitherto called the common-

I

place, suddenly reveals izelf to
our soul s suddenly takes on a new
and wondrows parment | suddenly
becomes a diving hife poem, and
we wonder why we bever knew
it before,

The old cottags home, with
its low ceiling and its dark corners,
with its broken ﬁrl:grﬂ.le and its ri-]:.::':i::,' iboors, becomes a |1::|:,r
place as our memory travels back toall the battles of onr child-
hood—to our victorles and owe Bulures, to the little untruths
we told, and the temptations to lictls pilferings that we resisted.

What we despize oné diy, we hold sacred the next, What
i5 hesutifol 1% always spcred, and, sooner o later, becomes
eacred to ws,  There 15 nothing which may not be made
beautiful excapl evil.

Evil 15 always and essentilly ngly, whatever robes it dobs.
The good 15 always and esspntially beautiful, whatever cont
it wenrs.

From: the bepuatiful it = but one step to tha happy.

Happiness is one form of maeotud and spiritunl beauty,

Thus ihe cresd of the philosophers of ald becomas
justified in dtg fulfilmen:—* Coll the good blessed, for theirs
is the inheritunce of happiness”—and the thought comes like

a swift message from the stars—* 3t 12 pour Dilg to be
hapi,™ for it 15 your duty to be good.

I had always locked upon happiness as an ideal to be
songht for with many tears, and with much serrowing ; and;
lo, the messape bids me pick it up from the stones beneath
gy Taet,

| had always looked wpon happiness ns o personal
possession, belonging only to each one’s self, and that its
purssit was always tinged with selfishness—and lo the massage
tells me that it 15 8 common' property, and that what [ have
belongs to others, and that T most take up my share, not for
my own selfish ends; but for the sake of others,

Ft is my dutp to be bappp in otder that § map bring
fop to othera.

Biit is it possible to be happy in sordid dwellings and in
sunless homes? 15 it possible to be happy in the atter deso-
lntion of & wasted hearth and o bomeless home f 1y ik possible
to be happy in the work that jars, and in the idieness that
frets where hrain 15 busy and limbs are paralysed f

Is it possible to be happy in the loneliness of loved ones
loat, or in the unequal yolee of minds all out of tune

From palace and prison, from crowded slums and lonely
deseet, from the coshions of comfort and the cold rack of
agony, from the lisping Hps of children and from the parched
palates of the dying comes the same testimony, ™ we are
happy ;" not in the trivial joys that come and go and flaw
and ebb and fret and ficker as the sunlight fades, but we are
happy with 4 joy which iz deep and peaceful and restinf and
sternal. It is the joy of resting vpon the bosom of the
[nfinite. It is the joy of knowing that thers is no more death,
that there iz oo more looeliness, that there is no more restips.
ness, that there is only a little pain, o little weariness bare and
there, and this upon the surface only, while underneath thers
lies o sweel sternal calm,

I have heard of men singing amid the flames of ther
martyrdom. [ have heard of women chanting during the
agonies of their being racked, | have known and seen Fwent
smiles and radiant faces amid the squalor of grinding poverty
and the long aching weariness of years of pain.

Happiness depends not on the without bot on the within,
Mot on the posssssion of wealth or fair face bul on the mner
conscionanass that all is well, *

Have you watched the [aces of those who have gons
theough great tribulations and have come forth with robes




o8

—— =

unsullisd 7 They are beautiful with a restful strength that
has no care for the tiny slights and worries and pin priclks of
the passing bour. They bave faced the frown of death and
have saten bread at the portals of the temple of silance.
Heoceforth they live above the raoge of the venomed arrows
of spite, and beyond the power of the mugnet of seduction.

5o is it with happicess, Thoss who will, may take of the
cup of joy and pour it forth upon & thirsting world,

Tha world is groaning and wearying itsell in sirrow and
heartuche, and all the time you refluss to fill the pitcher which
stands benide you at the fountain, and to empty i withio the
wpturned burning lips.

Thera is o duty of joy, a responsibility of happinass,

You are the holy piicher, and the springing well of
elorpal happioess i ever beside you. Fill yoursell full to
the bram, full to the brim and runaing over, and soon dround
yoir the rongh rocks will take on their coat of green and
the jagged spines will blossom forth with o sweetness beyond
compare,

Thare was an old gurdan with a graniis figore standing in
the centre, in each hand thare was the bom of plesty, and
from the mouth stood oul the semblance of an open pipe, but
all wan barren apd burpt and dey. The bare earth was
cracked and purched and the withered boughs hung Hetlassly
nnel pattled ag they meoved.

Wall might the stalwart figure hove eriod " What happi-
nesy for me in such o forbidding desolate wilderness? How
can | be joyful amid such marky of misery and such & burnt-
up wasls

Hut the remady lny within, The turning of one small tap
and the figure came into communion with the rich water
ways of the world, and from hands snd month
puu:q:l out B caaseless stremmn of Ji:rlpH l:::.rhl'.ﬂ.

The hours had scarce passed into days be-
fore the desert began to blosiom and the 238
garth sent up a chorus shout of living green,
The traes burst forth into luxariznt folisge, the
lirds gathered round and the air was full of joy
and aweet gladness,

Jop 18 n buip.

Whaether you can waler your own heart or
not you must wiler other people’s,  You must
pour out the happinsss which you can obtain
[reely and without price for the sake of creation
aroyund you,

Wll has it been said, ¥ 1 you bave dronk
deeply of the cup of bitternsss it is well—but if you pass on
the eup to anothar, you are acting the traitor to your kin."

Tha privilage ia thers—

"]‘W mll 1": Hw.ﬂ,‘u

The possibility is there—

“RPou can be bappyp.”

Tha 1||I.ll1_.r is thora, ton—

“Pou must be bappyp."

And what s the first act of the man mto whosa I||p i
fortune bas fWilen? [t i8 to give the firat frulis 10 God,
rememibering that inasmuch as it is done to the poor, and the
halt, wmd the mabmed, and the Blind, it b done unte God,

What then shall be the ficst act of those upon whom the
priceless treasure of happiness has fallen 7

It shall b to affer the first-froits te God, remembering that
tnasmuch as wa bring joy into the lives of the meanest of
His creatures, wa bring joy into the sacred heart of God
Himsell,
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The untold agonies of the animal creation slaughtered for
buman food are untellable. Who then will rise up and say,
“TFor me henceforth no mother cow alull be acros thi
blaody floot to the fatal nxe. No pationt sheep shall be cist
headlong upon the trough for its poor throat to be cut from
side 10 side, no sucking ealf or frisking lumb shall be ghut up
in darkness and starvation until its time of death i come."

Innsmuch as | have received freely of the eup of joy, so
ahall T whed it out upon that lowsr ereation which looks up to
me for its very existence, i

Even were flesh-food necessary 1 would daily mourn as 1 ale
my piece of my little brother's dead body, and would sorrow
for ks cruel death as | partock of the merifica of his pain,

| would even then try and remember that the soul is more
than the body, and that evolution of chatacter is of greater
importunes than physical development, and would guote to
mysell that famous anecdote of Sccrates until | had learmed its
Mg {— 3

"1 Where shall we bury you?' said the wesping disciple
Crito to Socrates, when suffering from the fate] hemlock.
‘ Bury me | ' exclaimed Socrates. ¢ Bury me just whers you
picase,’ he nddad, *if you can.oaly citch me'  Confinuing, he
sald i *Have T not told you, O Crits, and the wise men,
that the body is not Socrates 7' ™

But since it s all susecrssary how con | dare to go on perpat-
uating an “animals’ hell " merely as a tainted pleasure to my
ntomach, ' ;

Of joy and gladness 1 have fully recefved, of joy and
gladness to all ereation shall [ not freely give, [ cannot but
vegetire, Joslah Oidiield.

Looking Forward.

3 lified the veil of the fuiuee
One day in a freside dream,

| pazed through the unborn ages .

n the promised lnnd onkees ;
I looked with n wondrous feeling,
All was so bright und pow;
The sights I saw in that fireside dream
Were wondroos, strange, and true.

I saw in that flesting vision
A change in the earthly life;

Though greater the city's commotion,
Mo sign could I see of strife;

No hungry, naked, or wretched,
Downtrodden for earthly gain;

Tha blugh of health, and tha pride of wealth
Ware present, a happy twain,

I sought for the sin-curst alleys,
I muked for the haunts of s
The peaple all heard and wondered
In that fatura time [ woi i
They lnmew not the name of the outcast,
The dronkard was known no more;
And each one knew his brother wai trus
In the promised land before.

I waked from my firesids dreaming,
| rase from the easy chair,

And wondered if snch were coming,
Such a promised land so fair;

I'd Ir:ltil such ;Irﬂmt'h.tiun
Of the nge of liberty |

I'd die for » sight of anather night

In that gloripus land to be, R. Crawlord,

e b el Y

¥
L

¥
¥
L

:
= |



