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“Home-coming” Visitor Finds Copies of

Optimist Page

in a Thatched

Cottage in Ireland.

»

THE PRIZE

&

WINNERS.

not hesltate for a reply. 1 answered

daily contsct.

optimism.
the utmost of my power.
Let us glve largely of the best t

The one to whom I stretch forth
is my neighbor. His name is legion,

1603 Third street northwest.

While just th

And the one who digests this little

dweller,”

cheerily and lightly brushing it awa

now; let him not defer or neglect
again.”

Hammond Court,

When I asked myself the question: “Who is my neighbor?™ I did

My neighbor is the man or woman with whom I happen to come Into
Some of them may be with me for an hour; others may
only touch my hand in passing—=a clasp of the hand, a word exchanged,
or perhnps only an ecloguent glance—that is all,. We may never meet
Others still may be my companions for years——we may dwell side
by side, or we may be fellow-laborers in the world's work.

But wheresoever and howsoever we may
nelghbor In that noble sense of the word which is aynonymous with
He is my mneighhor to help, to encourage, and to benefit to

partake, and at the same time let us derive from him and bis influence
such help and encouragement as he may have to offer.

“So many gods, %0 many creeds
That Wind and wind,

Is all one needs,”

thousand and one different ways possible, “he Is my neighbor’—my “nigh
Never will he “pass by on the other side,” when my allmy
reputation-—is being torn from me, but, having unshaken confidence, he
comes openly to me znd pours in that precious wine never before so
needed or yalued.. Taking me into the sunshine or heipfulness, he places
me where its kindly rays can dry the mud thrown by my slanderer, and

love is the maglic that restores counfidence in self, and faith in fellow-man.
He may not always be the “old familiar friend,” but, more than often,
just the Good Samaritan who happens to be passing, but, be he the one
or the other, he mnever falls to encourage or denounce, as he sees is best
for me, for he knows that he “shall pass through this world but once.
Any good, therefore, that he can show to any human being, let him do 1t

So, my nelghbor carries at his side the “helping hand” and within
bhis breast a heart full of hope and charity—one which beats only to
serve his God and uplift his fellow-man.

like a true optimist: “Every man.”

meet, every man is my

hat is in us, that our neighbor may

the helping hand of optimism, that
He is “Every man.,”
BELLE C. SAUNDERS.

e art of belng Kind

truth and applles it to me in the

¥, makes me feel that the touch of

it, for he shall not pass thisy way

Mrs. H, B. HOLLIFIELD.
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One of the best pages we have p\'er‘
had has been called forth by the subject
“Who Is My
you will agree. I am sorry to say lhatl
had be left
because the response was so heavy and
those do their essays on
the page to-day pray pardon us for lack

Neigbor?" as, I am sure, |

some contributions to out |

who not find

of space.

Those that remain are of high
and sterling q ty: informed with lofty |
and beautiful ideals, and the;
should be helpful in
spreading abroad the gospel of optimism |
which we are all so attached. As a |
matter of fact The Optimist himself is:
£0 Impressed by the fine quality .of the!
page that he will

touch the subject
content with the fine contributions of the |
members,

thought
page

wonderfully

10

]
not, this week, even |

himself—resting well |

- - L - i
I got a postal card this week from one
of the members of the Optimist Club, a5
member who has been with us for a ng!
time. It shows a picture of the old!
church, Killeshandra, Ireland, and on the
card the member writes: “The far-~reach-!
ing Influence of The Washington Herald. |
I saw yesterday thatched cottage
several copies of the Optimist page, not
sent, as might be surmised, by myself.”
So you may see how far the gospel of
hopefulness and helpfulness is spreading.
- - - -

in a

One of our members writes to thank
us for what we said commendatory of
the contributions of Miss Bradt and Mlssl
Parker, but she feels a little hurt that
at the same time we did not commend
the contributions of Mrs. Alice Sharpe
Balch. She says “Mrs. Balch's idea of
Hope was exquisitely worded and I have
heard dozens of persons praise her (‘nn-|
tributions, and have all told me
how much Impressed they ware by Mrs.
Balch's writings. Allow me, Mr. Opti-
mist, to thank most heartily for all the
contributions, but especially for those of
Allie Sharpe Balch.” We thank this lady
for her loyal praise of one of our most
to this page. She
can not, if she would, go beyond us in
pralse % Mrs. Balch's work. T am sorry
to record that I have a letter from Mrs.
Balch informing that she is going
away for a month and during that time
will be unable to contribute. She re-
grets this the more as she was one of |
the very first contributors to the page
and she has never missed a week yeot. |
She will keep us all In her heart, she
says, while she is gone. We shall miss
her, I am sure, but at the same time
wish her godspeed and happiness on her
little journey.

they -

valued contributors

ne

- L - -

Another instance of the helpfulness of |

the club comes from a member who
writes me: “Doubtless you have missed |

my contributions for several weeks. I
wish to state to the club that I have
been very ill and have spent a little

over a month in a hospital undergoing
operations Optimism has helped me
much; it has kept up my spirits, and now
I am spending a time in Arlington. I
am a long way from well, but am look-
ing on the bright side for.a speedy re-
covery. Yours, for the good of the club.”
Isn't it fine to think how practically ben-
eficial optimism is.
L - . -

Another member writes from a far-

distant city that he has been traveling

| and

! rather than what we can make them do

like an old friend, the dear, familiar
page,” he writes.
- . - -

And you will be glad to know howgone
of our prizes was spent. I may not tell
by whom or for whom, but one of our
prize winners came to know of a poor
woman, sadly in need and very difficult
to help. Without any investigation—for
the need was obvious—our fellow-mem-
ber turned over her check for $ to the
needy one. But not only that she has
taken an interest in the poor woman's
case; has interested others, and has given
fully and freely of her time and sym-
pathy. I wish I dare tell you the whole
story, but I know it in cvonfidence. It is
very dear and touching and tender, and
is one of those episodes that make life
sweeter and amoly justifies all the work
thought we have been giving to
optimism and the happiness of the world.
Unnamed one, I thank you for your in-
spiring example, not only for myself, but

for all the members of the club.
. - . -

The two prizes of § each were awarded
this week to Mrs. Belle C. Saunders,
1603 Third street northwest, and to Mrs
H, B. Hollifleld, of Hammond Court.

Honorable Mention,

Our neighbor i every one whom we can
help in any way. The test of Gur love
to God is our love to our neighbor. Thou
shalt love thy neighbor as thyself. We
may not try to make that duty cold and
soulless, which has its true meaning in
the central commandment, which is. its
living soul: “Thou shalt love.” “Love is
the fulfiiling of the law,” the only great-
ness is unselfish love, which finds hap-
piness in serving others. “He that would
be greatest among you,” said Christ, “let
him serve.” All excess of our posses-
slons means that some neighbor is in
want because we have more than our
share. We may say that it is not our
fault. It is the fault of imperfect eco-
nomic conditions and it Is our duty to
help change these conditions. Do we
doubt one instant that it is God's will
that we should honor, help, and bless all
those about us who are our neighbors.
“God has put inte our power the happ!-
ness, comfort, and welfare of our neigh-
bors and the greatest thing we can do
for our Heavenly Father is to be kind
and heipful to his other children.” We
do His will when we serve His brethren.
Try what we can do for our neighbors

for us, and we will be practicing opti-
mism. We must let our lights shine. The
“light under the bushel” is a light, but
it doesn’'t do the bushel any good, nor
any one else. We call Christ our Supreme
Optimist, our Saviour, and Example; does
this mean that we have made Him mas-
ter and director of our lives, and are
obeying His orders for our best service
now and here to the lives of those about
us—our neighbors? The Bible says: "If
ve fulfill the royal law according to the
Seripture, ‘Thou shalt love thy neighbor
as thyself,” ya do well.” S&.E, ADKINS,

——

Oh, that the hearts of mankind were
filled with that beautiful attribute of
God, commassionate love. This is Indeed
the mission of true optimism, to rid the
soul of greed, selfishness, of scorn, and
Jatred; to rid the soui of the desire to
oppress the weak and unfortunate, to
cripple the temple of our neighbor's
honor, to poison the wells of human
character. Mankind will never entertain

from place to place and has sorely | that mutual feeling of brotherly love and
missed the Optimist page. “It seems|sympathetic helpfilness until the soul
o
.

WHO IS MY

Pastmaster of true
Whe at the call of
To lead a hand to

Whe is my nelghbo

Who is my neighbor? Why, *tis he
With that bland smile of pleasantry,
That greets me with a courtly air
And top o’ the morning salutalre.

Whe is my neighbor?

Who is my mneighbor? Why, "tis he
That b'lieves in being neighborly,
And never yet was known to frown
Upon a2 man when he was down,

A follower of Christ is he:
One of the noble brotherhood
Devoted to God's fatherhood.
CHARLES ALBERT BREWTON.

NEIGHBOR?

Why, 'tis he
sympathy,
Duty bends

foe or friends.

r? Let me seet
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has been purged by the fire of Chris-
tlanity on the altar of universal love. The
constralning linfluence of the sunlight of
optimism causes the spirit of evil to
wither and die for the want of something
on which to feed, and breathes life, love,
and compassion into the ebb-tlde heart,
creating that laudable desire to manifest
the spirit of the Gocd Samaritan—to love
our neighbor as ourselves. My abode is
the great roynd world, my neighbor is all
mankind, my sphere of helpfulness is
Ilmited only by the ends of the earth.
HANSON B. HICKS,

Any living creature to whom I may be
of service, no matter irn what different
clime he may dwell, nor what leagues
divide us, i& my neighbor in that there
devolves upon me the obligation to help
him in whatever way I can, and I am
neighbor or friend to him inasmuch as
I endeavor to do the will of the Father
that sent me. In our daily life it doesn't
follow that to be neighborly we must be
continually giving or receiving material
ald, for “loan Jfttimes loses both itself
and ‘riend, and borrowing dulls the edge
of husbandry,” and yet one can manifest
a spirit of friendliness in the most trifling
situations of life, It involves time, but
it is worth while to show some interest
in those about you. There Is so often
some little courtesy you may render the
man next you that will go far toward
making life less difficult, not only for
him, but for many others. In the cars
about here, there is a sign which Is al.
most & reproach. It reads: ‘“The seating
capacity of each seat is five. Please
make room for your neighbor.” Yet how
many of us are on the alert to give up
tha end seat to our neighbor instead of
permitting him to stumble across™ our
feet. Do we nod and”smile at the stran-
ger within our gates or pass him by with-
out the glance of frlendly eyes? Truly
every man is thy nelghbor, and it be-
hooves thee to treat him with neighbor-
liness. As Seneca says, “We are mem-
bers of one great body. Nature planted
In us a mutual love, and fitted us for a
soclal life. We must consider that we
| were born for the good of the whole.”
M, J. MOOR,

In answering the question, “Who is my
neighbor?’ In a general way, it is not
possible to Improve on that given by the
Man of Galilee nineteen hundred years
ago. If taken literally, the illustration
given by Him would lead us to conclude
that our neighbor Is he who helps us, for
the Good Samaritan only is spoken of as
being a neighbor, and not he who fell
among the thieves; but the parable is so
stated that it is Impossible for one to
read it without finding the implication
there that she man who recelved was
also s neighbor 10 him who gave. And
from this we at once evolve the answer
that our neighbor is he who helps us or
he who needs cur help

But when we have this answer it is
necessary for us to go further to know
Just who it is that helps us or who needs
our help. Is it only he who lives near
us and who has assisted us in 2 material
way when we were {il or in trouble? Is
it only he who is in poverty and whose
condition excites In us a feeling of duty
to assist him? Thess indeed are our
neighbors, but there are many more. Not
a day goes by that each of us is in
need of help to make our lives more
perfect; and there Is no individual in the
world in whom we may not find some-
| thing of good that we may appropriate
{ for our own use. Likewise, there is no

MISTS DEFINE “W

|
[number who are nearest and in greatest | scene, what a total! disregard of neigh-!
ineed and cannot help themselves, all in ! borly feeling is shown

| individual, be 1e king or subject. rich or |

| poor, savage or civilized,

need of help sucn as we mayv reander by |

a proper life. He may not receive as-
| sistance directly from our hand, but he
| will enjoy with the rest of the world
| whatever of good we may impart. A
pebble thrown into the ocean raises {ts
waters. Just so with our influence, be
it lttle or great, when it {s thrown into
the great ocean of daily life and thought.
It can help all who need it, which includes
all. Each human Iife is our nelghbor
HARRY F. BROWN

{ with the elite of life. Whenever we treat
| a tople from an optimistic point of view
we must get away from the common,
away from the majority, away from the
mob; we must get back to primary prin-
ciples and discover the hidden things. Lit-
tle things that attract no attention,
the wrong kind of attention of the popu-
lace. sometimes contain the real gems of
life. It is thus with the tople “Who is
my neighbor?” In its ordinary sense it is
so simple that a child can tell you all the
neighbors by name, and the elders many
of the particulars of their lives. It means
little or much depending on the social,
moral, financial. c¢r political standing of
the individual. The meaning we shall
find, however, know: no distinctions—it
is the same old story to all who would
learn ahout it. regardless of weaith, po-
sitlon, or social condition. Our lawyer
friend unwittingly rendered mankind a
great service by trying to entangle our
Lord Jesus by technical questioning. The
answer doubtless surprised the lawyer,
and seems to have schbered and silenced
him by its profound wisdom, sincerity,
directness, and personal application. He
found his “neighbor.” The parable of the
Good Samaritan does not direct us to the
person next door, nor our friends and
companions. It takes us along the path
of unselfish service to search out the
homes and hearts of our fellow-beings
who are in distress; it presses us into ac-
tive usefulness to thosa who are need-
ing the very things we can give. We
may be ever so poor and yet render in-
valuable service to the very richest
“neighbor,” and again the exact opposite
may be the case. There are none but can
serve and be served in the capacity of
‘neighbor™” in its spiritual (trud#) sense.
To succur the poor, to nurse the sick, to
walk for the lame, to speak for the
dumb, to see for the blind, morally, men-
tally, physically, or spiritnally as the need
may be: to nurture the O(phans and wid-
ows—these are duties devolving upon
those who would “love thy neighbor as
thyself,” for thLese are thy neighbors.

The .eedy who are nearest,

And not those who are dearest,

Are the ones the Savior meant

When this message to us He sent:

“Love thy neighbor as thyself.”
Mrs. ALTA MIDKIFF,

We are all very famijiar with the com-
mon meaning of neighbor; we have ex-
perienced the joy, pleasure, and peace
we receive from congenia} companions
chosen by the natural laws of selection.
A good man finds joy, ecomfort, peace,
and pleasure—yea, and profit—spiritual
and sometimes material, from neigh-
borliness. of this kind, and there is
no purpose to condemn, discredit, nor
discourage this beautiful custom. Our
great friend Jesus encouraged it by pre-
cept and example. But there Is another
meaning to “Who is my neighbor” as it
appears in the Bible and in our topie.
Let us find, then, the different meaning.

It Is part of the great mystery (“‘for now

who is not in |

Optimism in all its branches has to do |

i no distinction of rank.
or!

?
l
1
;
|
|
|

| subject.
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HOW LIFE LOOKS.

. TO PESSIMIST,
Keep out.
Dangerous,
No smoking
Keep off the grass,
' Beware of the dog.
Elevator not running.
Don’t feed the animals,
Trespassers will be prosecuted.
Not respounsible for hats apd conta.
TO OPTIMIST.
Come In.
Take one.
No collection.
Admission free.
You are invited.
Strangers welcome.
Ask for free sample.
No trouble to show goods,
Let us “fecther the nest.”
Money back if not satisfied. b
—Life,

o o
- -

we see as through a glass darkly') of
the plan of conversion and salvation by
God's love, power, and righteousness. St
Luke {llustrates the highest type of lov~
ing your neighbor as yourself thus:
“When thou makest a dinner or a supper,
call not thy friends, nor thy brethren,
neither thy kinsmen, nor thy rich neigh-
bors; lest they also bid thee again, and
a recompense be made thee."—Luke,
xiv:12. When we stop to think we readily
see how our judgment, feeling, and gen- |
eral conduct are affected and influenced
by our friends, kinsmen, brethren, and
rich neighbors. Whether we wiil or not
the splrit of recompense of some kind, im-
mediate and personal, will enter Into this |
kind of neighborliness—it lacks some-
thing. “But when thou makest a feast,
call the poor, the maimed, the lame, the
blind: and thou shalt be blessed: for they
can not recompense thee,” {Luke
xiv:13-14), for your recompense will then
be from God. To glve to others,
and to place one's self at their dis-
posal with absolute disinterestedness
without a thought of self, without other
desire or impulse than to do the greatest
possible good to the greatest possible

and rejoices with me In my goed fortune,
In this neighbor's heart that brother-
hood-of-man feeling which evidences
itself in kindly words and goodly deeds.
It 48 the human side of life, and the
Christ-like so blended that its possessor,
no matter where he be, is my neighbor,
your neighbor, and your brother.

His generous soul goes out to his fel-
low-man as freely as the wind that
blows, and his life leaves memories sweet
as perfume of the rose.

“He i{s my brother that foves God and
does His will,”” sald the Christ. And who
can answer better than He?

GEORGE P. HERNDON.

Who is my neighbor? It is he or she
whom you meet constantly in your every-
day life. You do not have to search
through remote streets or crowded thor-
oughfares to find him. Your neighbor,
though perhaps unrecognized by you, is
always near at hand, walting to be
helped and blessed. The commandment—
the first and greatest of all—is “Thou
shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy
heart * * * and thy neighbor as thy-
self.” We are not told to consider our-
selves alone in our journey through life.
The thousands around us who are our
neighbors are to be placed on an equal
footing with curseives. their wants, cares,
anxieties, and pleasures are to be treated
with exactly the same sympathetic re-
gard that we bestow upon our own. Even
in the simple matter of getting on and
off street cars a certain amount of cour-
tesy and consideration should be shown.
In these days it {& quite customary for a
large person to place himself at the ex-
treme end of a seat on the car, and pas-
sengers often run considerable risk in'
having to climb over him to find a place
while he sits as Immovable as n stone
And the old, and even cripples and women
with little children, are forced to stand
up in crowded cars when, If a little
thoughtfulness were shown on the part
of other passengers, or some of the old-
time gallantry were displayed by the men,
a place might be made for them, Are not
these people our neighbors, for whose
comfort and health we are responsible?
Are we loving them as ourselves? And
in & rough, busy crowd, when the doors
of a theater are about to be opened or
on some other occasion when the one
supreme desire is tc be first upon the

ald Optimist Club, and dellver to
of our hopeful brotherhood,

Note—Club buttonas will be
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glven out at the eoffice of The

the most God-llke manner—this is the |
kind of neighborliness we are to under- |
stand and practice. The sick, the poor, |
the maimed, the lame, the blind, the|
orphans and widows—thase are our neigh-
bors whom we should love and serve as |
ourselves. “Go thou and do likewise.”

HARRY BRIGHT.

The true neighbor is as the true opti-
mist—not only one who 1:. ready to help |
us when prosperity burns o'er us, but |
more anxious to give the cheery word |
and helping hand when in distress. For
as “a friend in need, a friend indeed,”
s0 may it be well applled in the named
Mrs, M. A. McGRATH.

Where human happiness can be pro-
moted, wants suppiied, sorrows soothed,
and burdens made light, there should be
If we should en-
deavor to look with kindness on each
other. and to view no one as a stranger,
then yre might truly say all mankind 13'

]

my neighbor. Miss A, B. FITZGERALD.

If T should see :

A neighbor languishing in sore distress, |
And I should turn and leave him com-
fortless,
When I might be
A messenger of hope and happiness,—
Hc v could T ask to have what I denied
In my own hour of bitterness supplied?

If T might share
A neighbor’'s joad along the dusty way,
And T should chcose to walk alone that
day,
How could I dare
When in the evening watch I knelt to

pray,

To ask for help to bear my pain and
loss,

If I had needed not my neighbor's
cross?

If T might sing
A little song to cheer a fainting heart,
And ‘I should seal my lips, and sit
apart,
When I might bring
A Dbit of sunshine for life's ache and

smart,

How could I hope te have my grief re-
lieved

If T kept silent when my neighbor
grieved?

And so I know
That day is lost wherein I fail to see
The troubled neighbor who has need of
me;
But if it show
The burden lightened by my sympathy,
The trouble banished by my friendly
care,
Then do I hold that day most glad and

fair. EDITH V. BRODT,

“Who is my neighbor?”

The answer that the Master gave the
astute lawyer who made this query of
Him may be elaborated, but cannot be
excelled. He was told that the priest and
the Levite saw the wounded man who
had been set upon by thieves, lying In
the roadway near unto death, but each
pasged him by.

Then came the Samaritan, who bound
up his wounds, took him to a place of
safety, and had him cared for at his own
expense.

Though a stragger, the Samaritan was
his neighbor, his brother. He possessed
those God-like attributes of humanity
that manifested themselves in his speedy
helpfulness. .

My neighbor is the man or woman who
sympathizes with me in my calamities

The weak or dis-
abled are unmercifully swept aside re-
gardless of consequences. Are there no
neighbors for us to be watchful for in the
busy crowds?

And in actual times of danger, when a
theater or other bujlding is on fire, what

|a terrible picture is presented. The mad |

rush for doors and windows, the weak
trampled down by the strong, little chil-
dren knocked down and crushed to death
while men and women are seeking their
own safety. If on occasions like this
presence of mind were shown and the
same regard for tha safety of others as
for our own were displayed, how many
lives might be saved. Love your neigh-
bors as vourselves. They are about you
everywhere you go. Have a kind word

{of encouragement, a cheerful smile ready

for them. And even by thus blessing
we shall be blessed; In the same propor-
tion that we give we shall receive. The
man that would have friends must show
himself friendly. Our dark days will be
brighter if we have been like the silver
lining In the clouds of thoso about us.
And in the form of our neighbor, no
matter how poor and lowly, the presence
of the Lord Jesus Christ is disguised, and
we are admitted into heaven with the
words, “Inasmuch as ye have done it
unto one of the least of my brethren, ve
have done it unto Me.” “Come ve blessed
of my Father inherit the kingdom pre-
pared for you from the foundation of the
world.” ALICE ANNE MACFARLAND.

Who is my neighbor?

It is the sufferer, wherever, whoever,
whatsoever he be. Wherever thou hear-
est the cry of distress, wherever thou
seest ony one brought across thy path
by the chances and changes of life (that
is, by the providence of God), whom it is
In thy power to help, stranger or enemy
though he be, he is thy neighbor.

Mrs. S, E. TRACY.

Count that day worse than wasted,
As we sit in the evening glow,

If the spaces in our Book of Life,
But snow-white pages show

No kindly deed, no cheering word,
No faitering hand held fast,

Till the weary strife of a tired lifs
Is anchored safe at last.

A.E R.

Who {s my nelighbor?

Any one that I can help; any one that
needs my assistance. It is the one whose
land joing ours; then even China is our
neighbor; then every man that lives on
the globe is our neighbor, though he is
not always agreeable.! The spirit and
teachings of Jesus is the true model, and
He is our neighbor. We are neighbors if
wé are ready to lift up and relieve the
distressed and never look iightly upon
the trouble of another and practice the
greatest rule of all rules, “Whatsoever
¥ye would that men should do unto you, do
ye even so to them.” g w, s\1TH. b D.

Who are my neighbors? Those who
stand on the threshold of my life and
need my love and encouragement. The
little child who runs to me for comfort;
the man who trusts me with his confi-
dence; who makes me bow my head in
gratitude when he says, “You give me
courage.” The women who bear their
crosses bravely and look to me for the
sun-lit face of hope: the hungry one at
my door; the horse in my stable; the dog
that greets me with jovous bark; the ca-
nary singing its little throat dry for my
pleasure: the! flowers in my garden that
respond td my care; the trees that give
me shelter from heat and storm; the

stars that shine into the shadows of my

WHO IS MY

That neighbor is that
Just like his Leord,

My neighbor is that Godlike friend
Who poses as his risen Lord,
Whose soul Is filled with delng gooaq,
And all his acts with right accord,
He finds the lost beside the way
And takes them io his home to rest;
Of all the things he bas in store,
He freely shares with them the best,

p To human deeds his nature turns
And brightens up life's rugged way;
While, one and all, with whom he meets,
He gladly bhelps from day to day.
No life escapes his vision keen,
For all ke sees is good In man;
With vigil eye he guards life's way
And alds each pilgrim all he can.

Impartial in a righteous cause,

That Holy One of old he serves,
And then, with strong devotion, glves

Of what he has as best deserves,
Yea; whether king, or poteniate,

01‘- prodigal, gone far to roam;

L

NEIGHBOR?

friend to man,
who'll take him home.
VICTOR P. HAMMER.

&

o
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life; the sun that brings joy to my soul;

faithful old clock ticking in the hall
Who are my neighbors? My friends
whose hearts send out the incense of

love fer me; those that can touch with
consolation and bring Ineffable peace;
those to whom I can give the fire of
strength and a bit of heavenly balm and
the tender light of love. My neighbors?
Where I am we'comed with bright eyes
and rapturous hearts, and yet see hands
réaching out to me through the mist of
sorrow; whose fingers are on my heart-
strings; wio left the lafehstring of my
soul and pause out of the restless fever
of  life to rest with me in the sunny
silencés of life's afternoon; whose heart-
aches are forgotten and the “love that
passeth all understanding” shines upon
lighted faces. ALLIE SHARPE BALCH.

Who is my neighbor?

He who shares with me in kindly
thoughts, lends a helping hand In time of
need. cheers me with comforting words
when bowed down with grief and dis-
tress. He is my neighbor.

Then Jet us not, as children, think that
our neighbor must necessarily live within
one or two squares of us. No, no; we
the waters. One writer says: “Absence
makes hearts grow fonder.” I find this
little verse very fitting on the subject, so
[ will mention it here:

“Help us to help each other, Lord;
Each other's cross to bear,”
And each a friendly aid afford,
And feel a brother's care.”
They feel each other's cares and dis-
ter as they see fit ““Thou shalt love the
Lord thy God with all thy mind, with
all thy strength, and with all thy soul,
and thy neighbor as thyself,” the
Good Book  ABIGAIL TEOMPSON ROWE

Who is my neighbor? Why, everybody.
We can be just as much a missionary to
our neighbor next door as we can to the
lheathen in forelgn lands. When we begin
to realize that our neighbor's trouble is
our troubke, his misfortunes ours; that
i we are all children of the one Father,

says

and that what injures a part injures the |

| whole. When we begin to realize that, |
f“e are not far from the kingdom of
{ heaven. Mrs. F. L. BARRINGER.

|

“Who is my neighbor?" Neighbor is
defined as “‘near one, friend, companion,”
j but “The Man of Galilee” spake the fol-
i lowing concerning “neighbor:” A certain
man went down from Jerusalem to

| |
;Jerirho and fell among thieves, which |

{ stripped him of his raiment, and wounded

{ him, and departed, leaving him half dead. !

And by chance there came down a certain
priest that way: and when he saw him, he
passed by on the other side. And. like-

| wise a Levite, when he was at the place, |

| came and looked on him,
{ on the other side.

and passed by
But a certain Samari-

{ tan, ag he journeyed, came where he was, |

{and when he saw him he had compassion
on him, and went to him and bound
up his wounds, pouring in oil and wine,
and set him on his own beast, and
brought him to an Inn, and took care of
him. And on the morrow when he de-
parted he took out two pence, and gave
{them to the host and said unto him,
Take care of him, and whatsoever thou
spendest more, when I come again, I will
repay thee. Which, now, of these three,
thinkest thou, was =na2ighbor untoe him
that fell among the thisves! And he (a
certain Jawyer) said, He that showed
mercy on him. Then sald Jesus unto
him, Go, and do thou likewise.—~Luke,
X:30-37. The careless observer and
curiosity seeker were both rebuked by
Jesus. It Is the compassionate doer that
is commended, and as compassion, like
charity, begins at home, the following
ilfea\mful lines by Mrs. Margaret E. Sang-
Ster may appropriately be added:

We have careful thoughts for

stranger,
And a smile for the sometime guest,
But oft for our own
The cruel tone,
Though we love our own the best.

the

Ah, lip with that curve impatient,
Ah, brow with that look of scorn,
‘Twere a cruel fate
Were the night too late,
To undo the work of the morn.
Mrs, EVELYN BRADFORD DAVIS,

“Who is my neighbor?’ My neighbor
is the one who loves me as he loves him-
self; the one who helps me in my strug-
gle through life; the one who causes his
plans to work in harmony with mine; the
one whe looks to my upliftment as well
as his own; the one that gives me bread
when I am hungry, water when I am
thirsty, and cares for me when I am
sick. This is a neighbor's duty, and the
person who performs these duties is my
neighbor. Think of the neighboriy duties
which are constantly being performed by

the cricket chirping on my hearth; !he,

can have a stanch neighbor even across |

Stanch neighbors, I think, are intuitive. |

tresses, and are never ready to adminis- |

the |

l the Optimist Club. Think how they tried
to care for the poor children who were
| unable to pay for a visit to the country
themselves by sending them to Camp
Good Will. This is only one of the great
many neighborly acts which are done
each day and year by thea optimists,
whose neighborly love has won them

much renown. HARRY W. BRIMER,

My neighbor is the man who has enough
interest in my wellbeing to not only take
care that he does not cheat me, but de-
sires further to give me a full, liberal
measure of service; and eases my yoke,
as he would have me do for him, if our
positions chance to be reversed.

Such a soul !s, Indeed, an excellent
{ neighbor, as Emerson made plain when

he said: “Every man takes care that his
| neighbor shall not eheat him. But a day
| comes when he begins to cage that he
idoes not cheat his neighbor. Then all
| Boes well. He has changed his market
| cart into & chariot of the sun. What 3
| day dawns when we have taken to heart
| the doctrine of faith, to prefer, as a
better investment, being to doing; being
to seeming. logic to rhythm and to dis-
play; the year to the day; the life to the
year, character to performance—and havse
come to know that justice will be done
us; and if our genius is slow, our term
will be long!"™ A C JOYSON.
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| What is meant by “our neighbor” we
| cannot doubt; it is every one with whom
1v&‘# are brought into contact. First
! he is literally our neighbor who is
:next to us in our own family and house-
| hold. Then it Is he who is close to us
{in our own neighborhood, in our own
town, in our qwn parish, in our own
| €treet. With these all true neighborli
ness begins. To love and be kind to these
is the very beginning of all true charity.
But besides these, it is every one who is
thrown across our path by the changes
and chances of life. he or she, whosoever
it be, whom we have any means of help-
ing: the unfortunate stranger whom we
| may meet in traveling: the deserted
friend whom no one else cares to look
after.—Selected. Mrs J. B OLOOTT.
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all,

A certain lJawyer said unto Jesus:
who is my neighbor?”

And Jesus, answering, sald: A certain
man went down from Jerusalem to Jeri-
and fell among thieves, which
stripped him of his raiment, and wounded
him, and departed, leaving him half
| dead.

i And by chance there came down s cer-
| tain priest that way; and when he saw
him, he passed by on the other side.

And llkewise a Levite when ha was in
the place came and looked on him, and
passed by on the other side

But a certain Samaritan, as he jour-
neved, came where he was: and when he
saw him, he had compassion on him.

And went to him, and bound up his
| weunds, pouring in ofl and wine, and set
| him on his own beast, and brought him
to an inn, and took care of him.

And on the morrow, when he departed
{ ha took out two pence, and gave them to
| the host and said unto him: Take care of
{ him, and whatever thou spendest more,
when I return, I will repay thee.

Which, now, of these three thinkest
thou was neighbor untc him who fell
| among thieves?
| And he said, He that showed mercy
{on him. Then said Jesus unto him, Go
thou and do likewise.—Luke, x:30-37.

Mrs. L. B. CHAMBERLAIN.

A man’'s neighbor is one whose abound-
ing affection affords readily ample care in
needy seasons and dire or sudden vicissi-
tudes, and proves a friend in need's times,
veritably!

A man's mercy-near neighbors never
tire, and can easily forgive seventy-
| times, and help him over obsta-

“And

cho,

seven
| cles patiently seventy-seven times, until
at last rescued, saved, veritably!

As “it is more blessed to give than to
recelve,”” so the neighbors who give re-
celve the greater blessings of the two.
Therefore, the giving neighbor has more
cause to be grateful than the one who
receives, since this giver receives the
greater blessings in the opportune privi-
lege which the receiver affords in being
an instrument of thess blessings to the
giver when he permits himself to receive
the precious boon of optimism-—real, sav-
ing sympathy. For it is not every man
who will as much ag receive this boor
of optimism—real, saving sympathy
Thus we, as givers of optimism’'s treas-
ures, are the ones who should be indeed
very grateful for the blessed opening to
the bestowing of such treasure. A.

To the ontimist every one is his neigh-
bor who comes within the sphere of his
action or his influence. No formal intro-
duction is necessary

The old saying, “One touch of nature
makes the whole world kin,”” comes home

Continuned on Page 6, Column 1.
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Who is my neighbor?

Is trod by many a t

MY NEIGHBOR.

Who cOmes within the radius of a smile,
A word, a touch, & helping hand of mine,
Or suy lttle kindly deed, the while
We pass along the way.

The way that God has given me to go
All are my “brothers,” whether high or low,

For do we not “Our Father” daily pray,
For guidance on the road?

207 New Jersey avenue northwest,
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Every one on earth

raveler day by dayg

M. F. CASE.

*

L

Fy




