ENTHUSIASM—A SKETCH. 50

‘patients by trying to imagine youvselves in their places and by conscienti-
-ously trying to do for them exactly what yvou would in your heart of hearts
wish done for yourselves in similar circumstances.

ENTHUSIASM—A SKETCH,
By Mriss BoNSER.

‘} Will you forgive me # T hegin my short sketch with a quotation ¢
* When the dumb hours clothed in black
i Bring the dreams about my bed
: Call me not so often back,
Silent voices of the dead,
To the low fickds behind me
And the suzlight that is gone !
Call me rather, silent voices,
Forward to the starry traclk
Glimmering up the heights before me.
On—and everon 1 -

You will remember the note of united enthusiasm struack in the hymn with *
‘which we began our Conference: orning,
o One the strain that lips of thousands,
» ' Liff as from the heart of ©“ cne.” )
I think the essence of the ““joy of service * lies in ** united enthusi-
asm ”’—surely the most youth giving thing in the world, You cannot
~imagine an enthusiast ““ old,” for him, or her the world is still full of
possibilities and surprises.
But if we let our daily offering, our daily work degenerate inte
wmere routine, is not that the first breath of Autumn, the first sign that
- we are getting old, and that for us the world is losing some of its freshness ?
' It is very difficult to keep the Ideal in sight. Among, sometimes
surroundings sordid and unsympathetic one is often tempted like a well
. known giant in enthusiasm, to lie down faint and weary, under the
'{, - Juniper tree. o : :
: But for the sake of our work, our fellow workers, and for those we
o are . training, we must by every means in our power study to save the
E - - gift of enthusiasm from the ashes of disappointed egoism.

We cannot expect to see the completiofi of all we begin—does it really
matter if we have our hearts on firc for onr work? As long as we know
that we have dug and pia;'nted, can we not, in enthusiastic unselfishness,
rejoice in the hope of what possibly may grow from our planting—when
new and untired workers come forward to take the spade from our work -
‘hardened hands. :
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Teb us thevelore not grow old but rather, like the missionary nurse
of whom Miss Creiphton told us yeslerday, leb thos
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due 0 our thought, or anothers, wo s,huﬂ sbi ll, as in the days of pinafores,
be shls to clap ourbands and s u}lOLii—'"“ Hurpay' !

in reading Raymond Luii's iife, 1230 to 1315, © was s el by oue
remark.,  “ 14 is among the many mnirs of Lall’s fxst rate greatness thab
his mighty purpose never flagged, not even under the depression of
iiness, want of suppord, nor increasing years.” ‘

Let us all determine that the © mio'}\tv purpose ) of our lives shall
never flag, and bhat whether success comes to us or to obhersas long as ib

GG S0 OUr Pro

—nl in honrind snthusiasm

B N LTI
IWELD Lourtod R 4

i 4%
T, lhu s ,n_a_, LG WY LU v O

G
aaud defy the Beauty Specialists !

LIFE.

Yife, beliove, iz nob o dreoam
So dark as sages say ;
Of & little mommg, rain
Foretells o pleasant day.
Hometimes there are cioud% of gloom
But these are transient ali ;
¥f the shower will make the roses bioom,
O why lament its fail ¢
Rapidly, merrily,
Life’s sunny hours flit by,
Gratefully cheerily,
Euojoy them as they Gy !

What though Death ab $imes steps in,
And calls our Besb away ¢

‘What though sorrow seems fo win,
O’er hope, a heavy sway *

Yet Hope again elastic springs,
Unconquered though she fell ;
Stilt buoyant are her goidcn wings,

Sl strong to bear us well,
Manfully, fearlessly,
The day of trial bear,
For gloriously, victoriously,
- Clan courage quell-despair !

By Crariorrs BRONTR. -



