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USE OF GOOD CHEER.

MYRON W. REED DRAWS A
WHOLESOME LESSON.

Power of Hope in Human Life—Cheer-
ful View of the Future Has a Good
Effect for the Present— Cheerfulness »
Characteristic of Colorado People.

Dexter, the land locater, once a famil-
iar feature on the streets of Denver,
furnished Rev. Myron W. Reed with
subject matter for his latest discourse.
The hopefulness of the land locater, the
millions of residents he saw in his

mind that would some day occupy the |

great western desert of the 60’s and his
unfailing good humor, led to the topic,
“Good Cheer.” Taking his text from the
twenty-fourth verse of the eighth chap-
ter of Romans: ‘‘Now we are saved by
hope,” Rev. Mr. Reed sald:

“Four years ago a familiar figure
vanished from our streets. His name
was J. C. Dexter. I will not forget a
day in his company driving out east
on the plains to look at a square mile
of railroad land. He did most of the
talking. He had glenty of imagination.
He saw all I saw—the gray, empty, arid
plain, but it was not gray, empty and
arid to him. In his mind he saw it set-
tled with people, roads made, farms cul-
tivated, school houses /built. He saw
the children on the way. He saw the
plain green with grass and grain. He
had a sanguine faith that if a man’
woald do his part, plough and plant,
Lord would have mercy on him and
send rain. I was cynical that day and
full of objections, but he answered
them offhand. He was too sanguine,
but he was happier in his-hope than I
was in my doubt. He was of the mate-
rial which settled America. What we
may think of the visions of hopeful
people, they are the kind of people one
likes to be with.

“Laugh and the world laughs with you,
‘“Weep and you weep alone,

“Sickness hides, goes into a quiet
place and turns its face to the wall.

“The old dog pet of the house finds
some lonesome place to die. Dying
seems to him to be a desertion and he
will not be caught at it. It is the al-
most universal instinct. The only
dead birds we find are those that have
perished by violence. The others lie
curled up somewhere, but hope seeks
company and company seeks hope.
The popular men in Libby prison were
the men who were planning some ditch
of deliverance.

s Mulberry SeMNers Attractive. >

““The Mulberry Sellers kind of men
are attractive. Age cannot wither nor
custom stale their infinite variety of
resources. The survivor of a lost cause

the cause, is pi’easant to see. There are
people who have use for sunshine and
for rain, and for what happens. Mr.
Riley’s farmer says:

“It haint no use fo grumble and com-
plain,
It’s just as cheap and easy to rejice;
‘When God sorts out the weather and
sends rain, -
Why, rain’s my chice.

“Hope has some solid foundation in
experience. The figures of last. year
have sent the miner and - the farmer
into this year with some confidence.
David, in. the twenty-third psalm ar-
gues from God’s goodness to himself
in the past. ‘Surely,’ he says, ‘good-
ness and mercy shall follow me all the
days of my life’ A strong, wise, good
Father will not be apt to change His
character. . If we keep on trusting He
will keep on giving, so the children
argue. Not one of us has had so rocky
a road to tread as King David, and yet
he said an hundred times God is good,
and He will be good. He shouldered
his own mistakes and sins. He had
made his road hard himself. He-thank-
ed God as we do, that we do not realize
past paip and grief. Time and occupa-
tion will cure almost hnything. Poor
people have’a certain advantage over
the rlch they cannot afford the luxury
of a long woe. After the funeral they
must go to work.

“There is a mercy of God in the gift
of memory and in the gift of forget-
ting. Memory has large heles in it,
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WHAT GENERAL GRANT SAID:

“With Free and Unlimited Coinage of Gold and Silver
we will Clear Away our Public Debt Before the Close of
the Century.”

These Were Uttered by the President Just After He
had Signed the Bill Demonetizing Silver. In Other Words,
He did not Know that the Bill which He Signed: had for
its Object the Destruction of One-half of the Debt-Paying
Money of the Country. Yet Wall Street Wolves Tell Us
the Demonetization Act was not Sneaked Through Con-

gress by John Sherman and his Co-consplrators from
England.
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the disagreeable and the painful slip
through. There is-a river that I have
visited five summers. It is associated
with friends living and dead. It is his-
torv that I have suffered on that river;
toiled and sweat and fought flies on
that river until I could almost wish I
was dead. I never left it without a res- !
olution never to see it again, but nowl
it requires an effort to call up the ls-\
comfort. The agreeable side of t at !
river comes up without calling.

that white water again. If we couldl
realize the awful crush of the roots!
glving away who would ever have an-
cther tooth pulled? We forget an old
dyspepsia and dip gaily into midnight
chicken salad.

Temperament and Hope.
“Temperament has to do with hope.
I have seen an eagle in a snow. storm
sitting on a tree top, with his head
down, covered with snow and filled with
woe.' But the chicadees seemed to ukq

it The mirth of Mother Carey’s chic
ens is a sign of a storm: they are’ t
|

i

and in hiding in a ¢aim.

“But cheerfullness is an® achieve-
ment. Cheerfulness for the last three
years in Colorado is an exploit. 1
have not made any continuous.success
of it myself. But on Sgndays I have
made an effort. ‘Be of gObd cheer,’ says
Jesus Christ; it is -a eonmdmant.
There is, on the wholé, ot enough in
any man’s- Rutﬂo make’ him mirthful.

“1 disliko to’ think of Wordsworth
reading his old poetry to vlsltors and
of Summer editing several volumes of
his own speeches. The materials for
cheerfulness must be drawn from the
future. I have seen a $200,000 horse,
Palo Alto, but he did not quite suit me.
We think’ we remember perfect things,
but we are niistaken. Happy child-
hood will not bear examination. Moth-
er’s cooking is a good deal of a dream.
The doughnut of the middle states,
the nut cake of Vermont is not the
thing for a growing child. - Old homes
will find everything shrunk; you will
come back to Colorado sooner than
you expected.

Effect of lma‘l;nntlon.

“A former pastor is more in the im-
agination that in fact. I do not believe
that Henry Ward Beecher could fill
his old pulpit. The imagination has
played around him, magnified him.
Ruskin says that two children, side by
side, read out of the same book, the
same page, but in a few days one ha
gone on in the book and is chapters
ahead. They never are reading the
same page together again. Sail ships
are together in port, but not long to-
gether on the sea. School mates,
chums, drift wider apart than ships.
Friends must be careful. The like-
minded are the only people who keep
together. ‘How can two walk together
except they be agreed?” Some old
prophet says that. I believe there are
forty-four literary clpbs of women in
Colorado. Perhaps there are four of
similar men’s clubs. ‘This,’ as a friend
of mine remarks, ’is going to work in-
harmony.’

‘“Men must prepare themselves for
conversation outside of mines and
corner lots. The festival to come in
September of music and literature,
pionéered by the Welsh people of Col-
orado, insisis that the men of this
state cail tneir minds off, now and
then, from earth and things made of
earth. ‘Whatsoever things are true,’
says Paul, ‘Whatsoever things are
lovely, if there be any virtue, if there
be any praise, think of these things.’

Mines and corner lots, and eastern
capital, and the Monroe doctrine and !

I was| Dr. Jamieson’s raid and political con- | hope.’
thinking last night that I would visit| ventions are important, but they are not | GYINE eyes victory.

lovely. We men must know the differ- |
ence between ‘Mill on Liberty’ and'
‘The Mill on the Floss.” 'I do not de-
sire to hear any more about ‘the red
flag ot socialism.” There is only one
weman in Colorado that falls into that
hole. Enough men have fgllen into it
to seem to fill it. But ignordnce is wid- |
er than a church door and deeper tlm,nl
a well. \ ' i
The Radeliff Hanging.
“The sources of hope are mostly in

-t front.  Columbus- discovered - America;

he discovéred an ouuylnx.
/

outcron-

ping edge of it. The '49ers and the
‘6Yers discovered more of it, much re-
maining to be discovered. We must
discover an America where people can
live together without Winchesters:;
where man will not peddle cowardly
and ignorant and criminal gossip, and
where an old man and an old soldier

' will not take it jnto his head that. he

must kill the peddler of such gossip,
and then calmly and without regret be
hanged for it. Abraham and Lot dis-
covered an empty earth, where one
could go to the west and one to the
east and so avoid a quarrel. Now we
are to discover an America where all
sorts and conditions can live together
and work together, each for all, and
avoid a quarrel that way.

‘“We have a large number of people
who are in Colorado, not for silver or
gold, but for health. No infirmity of
the lungs has any power on hope.
That kind of an individual has compen-
sation. He is, as I meet him, a cheer-
ful being. He has, like Robert Louis
Stevenson, ‘an absolute confidence in
the utimate decency of things.’

. “Some years ago I was one of the

”judges selected to pronounce on the

relative merit of some three hundred
Colorado poems. Many of them were
written by invalids, by people under
the' weather, by people in debt, by
people all broken up. TRhere was not
a doleful poem in the lot; not 4 poem
of grief. Nearly all of them touched
upon or dwelt in the mineral. ‘For the
strength of the hills we bless thee, O
God.” David had said that before them.

Colorado Has Hope

“It braces one to see the hope of our
people. Silver may be in temporary
disgrace beyond the river and over
the ocean. I used to declaim a speech
which had in it, ‘I go, but I return.’
Meantime there seems to be hope left
in Colorado, and muscle and courage
and gold. Cripple Creek is not looking
backward to Cherry creek and moaning
about ’59. Leadville joins with St.
Paul and Montreal in making fun of
winter. In the ice palace Leadville
binds the captive in strands made out
0I its own hair. I have forgotten what
the sex of winter is. It is safe to call
winter ‘it.” Colorado is in the future,
and we throw our thoughts ahead, and
‘as a man thinketh so is he.’

“General Wolfe, an invalid, lived in
bed the most of one winter on the ne-
cessity that he must one night get up
and dress and proceed to take Quebec.
He said to his surgeon: ‘You can’t
cure me, but fix me up for a forlorn
He must die, but he saw with
That is enough.
The soldier said: ‘I am content.’

“We are commanded not to take
! anxious thoughts about tomorrow by
the only One who surely knows what
tomorrow will' be. We do not know,
~as a rule we people tomorrow with
apprehensions, with fears. Now, fear
is a sickening, deadly thing; it invites,
opens the door and asks to dinner the
guest we dread.

“As we know nothlnx about tomor-
row, have:our choice, why nut people
it with the best we can Imagine and
£0 to sleep serene. Draw on Géd. you

chllaren of distrust.
and able.

He is willing

The Prodigal Ron.

“Y think oftem of Jesus Christ’s
story of the Prodigal Son. His limit,
as he came back sick and sorry, was
to be taken in as a hired servant, In
less than a minute his father kissed
h}g dn less:-than an hour he had new
clothes on him, shoes om. his. feet and
ta ring on his finger, and music in his
ears. It was all so much more than
he imagined. ‘To die,’ said St. Paul,
‘18 gain.’” I think he understood it.

“We must find most of the sources
of hope in the future, what it conceals
for us. ‘Eye hath not seen nor ear
heard, neither hath it entered into the
heart of man.” It is more.

“General Greeley spent Christmas
day in reminiscence of the Christ-
mas days in Arctic ice. When the
first came around his crew had plenty
and they celebrated the, day with a
banquet and stories and songs. A
year from that time Christmas day
found them on half rations, but they
celebrated in half-tone fashion. It was
like a photograph taken from a photo-
graph. Darkness and frost and short
rations were beginning to tell on hope.
No news from heme was a powerful
negative. Hope deferred makes the
heart sick. The third Christmas the
general describes vividly. The men
out of their starvation allowance had
begun two months before to save for
the celebration. Each man put into
store an- ounce, or 80 of his portion
every week. Their shelter at the time
was a stone wall three and a half feet
high, a whale boat raised up, and up-
side down, was in the center for roof,
and an old sail over all. A sheet-iron
stove with one length of pipe was the
cooking range.

An Arctic Christmas.

“When the day came two men volun-
teered as cooks. The others crawled
into their reindeer bags and tied the
hoods tight to keep out the smoke,
The cooking was heroic business, and
the two men who did it were blind for
days. But dinner was accomplished,
mostly of soup. And then they tried
to be jolly, tried to sing. It was the
Lcerd’s song in a strange land. They
tried to tell stories and jolly one
another, but before 8 o’clock they had
all crawled into theirs bags and were
silent.

“It was endurable to work uyp to
Christmas, to prepare for it, but what
next? But yet, like the little point of
light that you see before the cathedral
altar night and day, hope did not go
quite out. It burned on, a little point
of light and fire in a cold, black earth.
What dfd these living skeletons, bur-
ied in deer skins and darkness, found
hope on? Well, this: We are United
States men, sent here by our country.
There are 60,000,000 people at home
thinking about us. There are strong,
swift ships searching for us. All that
money and skill and courage and love
of a pation can do is being done. It
wae a hope well founded. ‘The. Bear,’
made of oak and iron, fying the ‘star-
spangled’ and piloted by a captain,
himself piloted by Almighty God. one

-

,tlon of affairs.

aay rouna ttnem.
founded on the nation whose sailors
they were.

“I like these stories of the Arctic
and of the Nile, When it is cold
weather I read the stories of Bruce
and Ledyard and Livingstone breaking
through' the hot jungle to find the
fountain’ of the ‘Nile. ‘And when fer-
vid July comes I take up the na'y of
Greely and Hayes and Franklin md
Dr. Kane.

Children of the Father.

“l remember that when the ship
Advance was frozen in, Dr. Kane and
his men made two sledges. And when
al! ready to abandon the ship they
baptized the sledge. In the name of
God they named the two sledges. One
‘Faith’ and the other ‘Hope,’ and by
these two they were saved.

“These stories will do well enough
for us. We are sailors ourselves.
Our hope is a Power that sent us here.
We are children of Almighty God. He
knows where the ship is frozen in
Our eternity is his opportunity. We
are never so well watched as when we
must sleep. He, watching over Israel,
neither slumbers nor sleeps. He sees
Livingstone fallen on the trail into
Africa. He is with General Gordon in
the Soudan, forsaken of men. Hix
angels fly swift and fly straight. The

only thing lmportant is to be on a good
errand.

“I know not where His islands 1ift
Their fronded palms in air;

I only know I cannot drift
Beyond His love and care."

Good for Tillman.

In a recent interview Senator Ben
Tillman told the reporter: ‘“Except in
rare cases no man can make a million
honestly.” At another stage in the in-
terview he said: “It is not the mil-
liocnaires themselves that I complain
about, but the system tHat produces
them.”

“What are you going to do in- the
senate?” was asked. g

“Watch rogues and prevent steals—
if I can,” was the reply.

“Yes, but aren’t you going to intro-
duce measures to correct this awful
system that creates millionaires and
saps the life of the land?”

“Just give me the prospect of getting
any measure through and themn I'll
tell you—but I'm not building air cas-
tles.”

Many of the Democratic papers call
Senator Tillman a Populist, but it
seems he calls himself a Democrat still.
In the senate he recently said: “Bvery-
body knows my position. We are still
sticking to the party in South Carolina
and are going to do so as long as there
is hope in it for a change in the condi-
We are going to Chi-
cago with a silver delegation. If the
convention. decides that it will give the
people of the country no relief and sits
down on silver, we are going to walk
out.”

Which goes to show that Ben Till-
man is not a compromise-harmony-pnr-
ity- -vote-’ er-gtraight Democrat—not ‘by
a thounna miles.—Nevada Directof,"

. When they

A MONSTER PUDDING.

it Was Built on Savage Island, in the

Village of Liku.

I had been ten years on Savage Isl-
and and meant to come to England on
a visit, says a writer in the Spokane
Review, but before leaving went to each
village to say “good-by” to the people.
We had been three weeks from home
when we got to a little village called
Liku. The evening after our arrival
there was a terrible commotion—men,
women-and children were running
about, carrying stocks, some logs of
wood and some big stones,

The men began digging a long, shal-
low trench  with their sharp-pointed
sticks. The boys brought big stones
and firewood. These were piled up all
along one side of the trench. The wood
was then set on fire and was soon blas-
ing, while the stones on the top were

ang hot. While the fire was burn-
Ing one side little bundles of some-
thing' white and soft were being un-
done from the clean leaves that con-
tained them. This was the paste out
of which the pudding was to be made.

There was no flour, suet, eggs, milk,
plums or currants in it. It Wwas the
paste of a native vegetable called taro,
and old cocoanut, both grated very fine
and mixed together. A long pudding
cloth was laid along the side of the
trench and in it the pudding was care-
fully wrapped, It was not calico or lin-
en, but nice, clean banana leaves. Over

this long cocoanut leaves were plaited.

When the stones were hot enough
some were quickly laid along the bot-
tom of the trench, then the long pud-
ding laid on top of them and thep some
more stones at the sides and on the
top. Some girls had brought heaps
of leaves to lay over the top to keep
the heat and steam in, and the earth
which had been dug out of the trench
was thrown over the top. Then the
cooks and pudding-makers went to
sleep and left the stars to watch their
cookery. Next morning at 8 the whole
village was astir-—men, women and
children, all in holiday attire,

It was soon uncovered and was found
to be well done. Long poles were
brought and laid the whole length.
These were fastened te the pudding
by small vines, canes, etc. It waa then

» | rolled out of the trench on one side;
‘Tneir hope was,

short sticks were made fast cross-wise
to the poles and all was ready for tak-
ing up. About 100 men and boys then
raised it on their shoulders and with
one tremendous shout started toward
my house, accompanied by the whole
vilJage.

I measured it before carving it and
found it was 200 feet long—two feet .
longer than the monument of London .
is high. It was soon carved Into pleces
four yards long, and these wm dis-
tributed all over the land, men carry-
ing as much pudding as their strength

‘would allow to distant villages,

The Game of Whist.

The thorough-paced whist player has
no thought for anything beyond his
game, Well played, whist is an edu-
cational pastime. It requires concen-
tration, an exercise of memory, pa-
tience, good temper and polite acquies-
cence in all the required forms of the
game. Then it is a delightful amuse-
ment which is prevented from becom-
ing tame by its vigorous adherence to
rules.

Napolean I. whiled away many a

dreary hour of captivity by playing
whist, The counters used were always
of gold and are kept by descendants of
his jailers to this day. A nine of hearts
on which he had written some specula-
tive sentences, is also preserved. He
was fond of shuffling the cards before
entering upon any enterprise and fore-
telling the result according to the card
eut.

Queén Elizabeth was a card-player
and usually lost her temper over the
game, which is against the etiguette
of cards. Anne of Austria “played like
a queen, without passion of grcad or
gain.” :

‘We are told in historic lore that
Columbus and his crew on their vol-
age of discovery spent so much time in
playing cards that they finally became
superstitious over long delays and con-

trary winds, and believing the cards to

be Jonahs, threw them overboard.
reached land, however,
they regretted the sacrifice, and pro-
vided themselves with a new pack,
made from leaves of trees.
thrown into the sea were said to be

made of leather.—Exchange.

An Electrical Fish.

Among the fish which are capable of
giving severe electrical shock the tor-
pedo, or electric ray, a member of the
skate tribe, stands out prominently.
This fish has a couple of complex bat-
teries lodged in the sides of its head
parts, and the discharge of these or-
gans is fraught with dire effects to the
animals which may chance to come in
the way of this living magazine. The
electricity is generated by the nervous
syetem; that is_to say, so much nerve

force when wassed through or into the
electrical organ is converted into elec-
tricity. A scientist 1lit up several

small electric lamps by the discharge
from the fish.

One Minute' Cough Cure touches the

right spot. It alsotouehes it at the right
tin e if you take it when yon have a '
ol gh or (olu. kee the’ hen

ﬂo‘-nEu, ugh., A.F.long, nist.

The cards -
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