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Siwtofl Shitty

LESSONS OF LIFE FROM FALLirG
LEAVES.

Isaih LXIV: C "We nil do fade ns a leaf."

, Following is tlio Hernion preached
by Kev. J. 1). Murray, at the Presby-

terian Church in McMinnville, on
Sunday Nov. 1st:

God speaks to us in many ways. If
our ears be attent,there is no place and
no time in which we may not hear
His voice. The daily evolutions of
Providence come burdened with
their messages of mercy anil judg-

ment, of hope and encouragement.
Among the innumerable voices of

God, which it is our duty and Interest
to hear, not the least eloquent is that
of Nature. Revelation does indeed
teach truths respecting which nature
is silent; yet, she does not disdain to
point to it as illustrative of her high-

er messages. Hence the exuberance
of Biblical similitudes drawn from
the domain of the visible universe.
The'processes of the world above, be-

neath and around us link together
things earthly and heavenly. The
sun is a type of the Sun of Righteous-
ness, who Hoods the church with
light. The stars that bedeck the
nightly sky are portraits of the God-

ly, whose business it is "to shine as
lights in the world." The Psalmist
sees the morning light as the gar-

ment of God and the clouds as His
chariot The Great Teacher bids us
"consider the lilies," the flowers and
birds as declarative of God's greater
care for his people. His greatest ser-

vants have learned and taught some
of their best lessons from the phe-

nomena of nature. David sees the
birds build their nests in the fir trees
and the goats skip along the hill-

sides, he hears the lions roar, and
thinks of innumerable fish which
swim the deep and learns to say, "all
these waft on God." Martin Luther,
in all his stern struggles with tyran-

ny and falsehood never lost his love
of nature. Looking at the birds and
flowers he would say "and these also
are God's Bibles." Seeing the fowl3
go peacefully to roost he was heard
to say, "We might well take off our
hats to them, and say, dear sir doc-

tors, we have not learned your trust
fulness." The sight of the cattle
moving off to their pasture elicited
from hira the remark, "there go our
preachers, urging on us to have faith
in God. Mungo Park,lying faint and
axhaustedon the burning sands of
the African Jdesert, observing a lit
tie tuft of emerald moss by his side
rightly reasoned that He who cared
for that tuft of moss surely cared for
him.

Today, the aspect of nature around
U9,blending its voice with that of the
text, bids us mark some lessons of life
which it is at all times well that we
should keep in mind and lay well to
heart. It is the dying year. The
chill of death is at the heart of things.
The fresh and buoyant life of Spring
is gone, the bloom and beauty of
summer are passed, and the brown
and bare face of field and forest re
minds us that winter is at hand.
Standing as we are by the bedside of
the dying year, let us give good heed
to the lessons of the faded and fall
ing leaves.

The ceaseless roll or the seasons
may remind us of our chequered hu-

man life. There is the spring time
of youth, when feeling is fresh, and
the furrows of the mind tare open to
receive all seeds,good and bad. There
is the season of summer when char
ucter is opened and comes to maturi
ty. Soon autumn follows, when the
fruitage of life appears, either corn or
thistle-dow- n. And then cornea the
dreary winter, when the ' wheels of
activity stop.

There is an element in our nature
which causes us to sympathize more
with the decaying and the departing
than with that which is in its rise
and maturity. The sunset rather
than the sunrice, the ruined castle,
with its "ivied arch and pillar lone,
speaking haughtily of glories gone,"
rather than the magnificent mansion
of recent erection; the drooping, ivy- -

crowned monarch of the forest rath
or than the sapling, or still increasing
tree. We rejoice in the freshness of
spring and the glory of summer. But
that joy is largely physical, or, in the
senses. The soul rejoices rather in
the brown lines of autumn and in
nature's beautiiul decay.

The fallmr leaves have resem
blances to man and his history. They
resemble his o'gamsm ana are con
nected with the sloiy op his Individ-ua-

life. Human natuie is a grea
tree. "As tlie days of a tee are the
da; of my people, and nine, elect
shall long enjoy the work of their

hands; they shall not labour in '"sin,
nor bring forth for trouble; for they
are the Heed of the blessed of the
Lord, and their offspring with them."
As human nature is a great tree, so
the passing generations of men and
women are its fading and falling
leaves. The leaves of human gener
ations do wither and decay and min-

gle with the dust, but human nature
abides, and this perpetuity of the tree
of human nature is. in the view of
some philosophers, the only immor
tality we are warranted to expect.
We pre far, however.from concurring
in that view. We cannot see that
theie is any true immortality in a
succession oX brief mortalities. This
view of the subject solves none of the
dark mysteries of life, meets not the
deepest yearnings of the heart, and
pla'nly contradicts the declarations
of the WordofQod.

The language of the prophet, in its
Godvvard relation, is suggestive of the
divine superintendence. The leaves
have their time for falling. They do
not fall in a haphazard way. Like
all other things the times and bounds
of tnec habitations have been deter
mined by their Creator. At His call
they come forth in all the freshness
of their .spring life. By His arrange
ment they grow into all the beauty
and strength of their summer time.
And now, having fulfilled their work
they pass away. It is only in the
continuance of the divine superin
tendence that we have any guaranty
of the quiet and ceaseless regularity
of the seasons. If God should with-
draw His control from nature, all
things would lush into direct confus
ion and ruin. Men speak loosely of
the "laws of nature," as if they were

and self-directe- d. But
we cannot separate laws from a Law
giver. The laws of nature are simply
the observed order of the operation
of God's will. God ever keeps Ills
hand on all forces, material and spir-

itual, guiding with equal wisdom the
rolling of a planet and the falling of a
leaf.

Again, the language of the prophet
in the text suggests the accomplish
ment of the divine purpose. The
leaf has its mission to fulfill. It per
forms an important function in the
vegetable economy, corresponding to
that of the lung in the animal organ-
ism. It cerates the sap which goes to
build up the tissues of the tree or
plant. It absorbs that which is inju-
rious to human life, and diffuses that
which is vital to us. Having elabora
ted the sap which is needed as nutri
ment for the wood of the tree, it has
fulfilled the chief end of its existence.
In the dying year the sap ceases to
flow, and the tree goes to sleep. The
occupation of the leaf is then gone;
and, as nature does not maintain any
sinecures, the leaf dies and mingles
with the dust of preceding genera
tions. The life of the leaf, though
short, was thus useful. And so, no
man liveth to himself. "Every man's
life," says Horace Bushnell, "is a
plan of God." We cannot live to
ourselves if we would. Every human
life affects in some degree and in some
direction the lives of his fellow
beings. As the leaf cannot perform
its functions without contributing
the general good of the whole tree, so
no man can live and labour without
incidentally helping others. Even
when he injures them, that injury is

overruled for their ultimate advan
tage. No man can break away from
God's control, or live without fur
thering the divine purpose, on some
side. Neither can a man die without
contributing to God's comprehensive
plan. The father who dies when his
children are helpless, the minister
who dies when his usefulness seems
to be only beginning, and the infant
who dies before he has done any
thing at all each of them has fulfill
ed his days. From the centenarian
to the infant of nn hour, each human
being has his life-wor- k. Though out
ofsight,thereisa region in which
one man's work touches In its remot-

er results another man's life, while
God works up in this plan all lives
and all deaths, and brings out of them
the greatest good, upon the whole.'

Thus, as God gives to the leaves a
mission to fulfill, so does He to us all.

They beautify the world. They
give an added charm to the land
scape. And what a lesson do they
read us iu this repaid. Beauty is

of God, and the sense of it ought to
bo ou'iia ed. :'Beaiuy," sajs
Chailes Uinr.sby, "is God's hand
Wi lling, God's imae; it is a wayside
saciameut, a cup of blessing. Wel-

come it 1 1 evcy fas' 'o.uNcppe, e'ery
fair face, every fai; Howe'--; and drink
it in with all your eyes, and lha.ik
Clnlst for it, who is Himself the well
sp' Jog of idl beauiy, who tiveth all
things richly to enjoy." Let us not
then despise that part which the
leaves perform in the way of add
ing to the beauty of the woild into

0

which they are born. For here Is a
mission which we may well covet to
fill, and which every one of U9, what
ever our position pnd sorroundings
may be, can fulfill, if we will. We
can make the world morally fairer
for our being in it. Evil-doin- g s,

while well-doin- g beautifies
the world. By the manifestation of
moral goodness by speaking kind
words and by doing kind deeds we
make the world fairer by our being
in it.

Another pait of the mission of the
leaf consists in affbiding grateful
shade and shelter. In the hot sum
mer days, when the sun is pou ing
down his scorching rays upon the
earth how agreeable and welcome is
the shade tree to man and beast! And
are theie not on every land men and
women who are burdened with toil
and crein the he:it of life's day! Are
there no toil-woit- i, so. row-lade- n,

fa'ot add sick ones to whom we ciui
be ps a g'ae.ul s'rdo and shelter
amid the gvlek, burdens and trials
wh'ch opp e-- .s them? Let us by ev- -

e y pessible mnis.ry of benevolence
be iiB'ato s of that "man, who is rs
a h'd'Dg p'ace from the wind, and a
cove t IVom the tempt-'- ; as rivers oi
wafer in a dry place, ps the shadow
of a great rock in a weary land."
Then, too, we may, lite the leaves,
fu'illl a mihsion of punfying the
world. In that wonderful working
of nature, whose process, unobserved
by us, are s'le.itly aid ceaselessly
going on day and nifeht. each leaf is
contributing fo Ihe purification and
health fulness of the a tmosphere. Now
here again the voice of the leaves to
us is, "So live that you may make
the world purer." This is the will of
the Lord. "I pray not that thou
shouldst take them out of the world."
"Ye are the salt of the earth." If
he who would poison the physical at-

mosphere would be accounted an en-

emy to the public welfare, much
more ought he ought to be accounted
a ungrateful, who, by his personal un-

tidiness and impure deeds, makes
the world morally unhealthy.

Looking nest at the language of
the prophet, in its manward applica-

tion, the fading leaf suggests to us the
condition of man as a sinner, his des-

tiny as a mortal and his prospects as
a Christian believer.

The leaf is withered because it has
no vital connection with the root of
the tree. And sinful man, separated
from God as the Fount of life, is

morally dead. "Our iniquities like
the wind have carried us away." As
the sweet influences of nature, sun
light, rain and dew, are powerless to
animate and restore dead leaves, so

the precious influences of heaven
the word and Spirit of God too often
fail to impart life to the morally in
different. These fall upon his
heart as rain upon a rock, producing
no fruit.

The fallen leaf is out of its true
sphere, and subjected to all kinds of
degrading forces.trampled under foot
of man and beast. So man, separat
ed from God in Christ, becomes the
sport of every wind of appetite and
passion, and Is liable to be overcome
by all the fo-c- es of evil. Our salva
tion is to be found in becoming en

ed in the True Vine, and in abid
ing in Him.

Again, the fallen leaf speaks to us

of the close of life. It has a message
for us as mortals. Like the leaves
we die surely. There is no way of
evading the stroke of death.in the one
case more than the other. The earth
Is many mitlenlums old. ' But every
year of the thousands that have ran
has witnessed the same scene. Bud
ding Spring, blooming Summer, fall
ing Autumn, and decaying Winter
succeeding each other invariably.
There has been no exception to this
order of things, from, the beginning
of the world, nor ever shall be, till
its end. So with the generations of
our race, they have been born, have
grown, lived and died. Except
Enoch and Elijah, who were trans
lated to intimate the existence of an

other world, none since Adam have
escaped dying. If there Is anything
more Infallibly certain than another,
it is this, "there is a time to die."
"It is appointed unto all men
once to die." '.'Set thine house in
order, for thou shalt die and not

live." We die at all ages. We die
when not thinking of death, as well
as when waiting for it, or when
clutching to life with the grip of de
spair.

We die soon. Some leaves live
longer than othe--s. But, ns a class,
they live only for a summer. Ouly
for about six months do they bloom,
and sing and, dance in the wooir--

winds. Then they fall and decay.
Some leaves too, are falling every
day. The storms of summer antici-

pate the slower influences of the ad-

vancing season, and wrench many a

leaf from the branch untimely. So,
our allotted term of life Is brief.
What Is it but a span, a tale told, a
shadow flitting across the plain, a
vapor that appeareth but for a littie
time and then vanisheth away. And,
how uncertain the moment of death !

The: solemn event may occur at the
most unlooked for time, and mode.
"We must needs die." The law of
God cannot be gainsaid. AM we who
are he e now shall soon be gone. Our
homes shall be occupied by others,
our business carried on by others, our
places in the chuvh and world filled
by others. In the certainty of death
and the uncertainty of the moment
of its occurrence what an argument
is there for the redemption of time,
and what a spur there should be to
the duty of watchfulness! "O death!"
says Louis de Granada, "how speedy
thy approach! how stealthy thy steps!
how unceriain thy hour! how univer
sal thy sway! The powerful cannot
escape thee: the wise know not how
to avoid thee; the strong have no
strength to oppose thee; there is no
one rich for thee, since none can buy
life with treasures. Everywhere
thou goest, in every spot thou art
found. All things have their war-
ing and waning, but thou remainest
ever the same. Thou art a hammer
that always strikes a sword that is
never blunt a net into which all fall

a prison into which ail enter a sea
on which all must venture a penal-

ly which all must suffer and a
tiibute which all must pay. O cruel
death! how bitter is the thought of
thee! O implacable enemy of the
human race! Why hast thou entered
into the world?" Why? the answer
is at hand. "By one man sin enter-
ed into the world, and death by sin."
But "thanks be" to God who giveth
us the victory through our Lord Jesus
Christ, who hath abolished death and
brought life and immortality to
light."

And so, we are reminded by the
falling leaves that death does not
end all. They decay indeed, but in
their decay do they live again. "All
death is nature," says Fichte, "is
birth, and at the moment of death is
the rising of life." There is no dy
icg principle in nature, 'or nature
throughout is unmixed life, which,
concealed behind the old, begins
again and develops itself. So, the
hour of the Christian's death Is the
hour of birth to a glorious life. Death
is not a cutting off of being, but a
passing from one form of being to
another. "Here and hereafter so de
pend on each other," saya Humboldt,
"and are so inseparably connected,
that the first moment there can only
commence with the last moment
here, when the perfect development
of the being is completed." When
the leaf falls it provides materials for
the foliage of another year. Decay
ing leaves are the earth's great
fertilizers. The leaves of this year's
fall will make their mark on next
year's vegetation; so that the frosts
and winds of autumn are as a forag-

ing party for the buds that are to
come in the spring. Not otherwise
is it with men. "Being dead we yet
speak," the father and mother living
again in children moulded by their
influence and likeminded with them
selves, even as last year's leaves live
in this year's foliage. We are laying
our mark tor good or ill on the gen
eration following. "If ever in au
tumn," says John Ruskin, "a pen
siveness falls upon us, as the leaves
drift by in their fading, may we not
wisely look' up in hope to their
mighty monuments? Behold how
fair, how far prolonged, in arch and
aisle, the avenues of the valleys; the
fringes of the hills! So stately, so
eternal; the joy of man, the com-

fort of all living creatures, the glory
of the earth, they are but the raonu
ments of those poor leaves that flit
faintly past us to die. Let them not
pass without our understanding their
last counsel and example: that we
also, careless of monument by the
grave, may build it in the world-monu- ment

by which we may be
taught to remember, not where we
died, but where we lived.'?

But the Christian can take still
h'sher and surer ground. He knows
that he shall live again, live the be
ing he now is, liye never again to
fade. Beyond the brief winter of
death, he hails the oternal summer.

"Though with the (ailing leaf
There eomes a sense of Rfief,

And memory niukes the summer doubly
pleasant

In all my autumn dream,
A fairer summer gleams,

Passing the brightest glories of the
present."

From this subject let us learn, first,
to prepare lor death. Not to do so
is nothing short of guilty infatuation.
"Of men's s mistakes this
bears the palea, that all nun think
all men mortal but themselves. Un

like the leaves men drop away at all
seasons, one after another. This in
part, accounts for man's forgetfulness
of his mortality. It might be in
some respects different with him, if
like the leaf, he witnessed the inhabi-
tants of a nation swept away in a few
weeks. But sin practices the decep
tion, and tends to dedicate impres
sions of the solemnity of death and
the certainty of dissolution Death
has all seasons for Us own.

Again,the evanescence of our earth-- y

ex's'ence ought to weigh with us in
moderating our attachments to the
secies, engagements and pleasures of
this world. How soon shall we have
to leave them all forever ! How lit-

tle can they all do for us at last!
What was Byron the belter for hav
ing drank every cup of joy, heard
every trump of fame, when he had to
d'o of thirst, because there was no
mo-- e to drink. Hear his lamenta
tion before he had completed his 37th
year:

"My days are in the yellow leaf,
The flower, the fruit of life are gone;

The worm, the canker and the grief
Are mine alone."

Fina'.ly, let us set our affections
more than ever on things above.
F 'ends. home and p;ope (y we shall
vcy soon have to leave. Here we
have no con'tnuing city. "'U'lef life
is he e our po iion." But, let us
we'eomo the intimation that 'lin the
be' e- - country," there awaits us, ns
bereveis in Him who is the resurrec-
tion and the P"e, "an inheritance in-c-

upi-ble- undefined and that fadeth
not away." In that land there is
no sea ed leaf. The bowers of para-
dise are always green. The sky there
is rlwpjs bright. Its 6ePSon is al-

ways summer. He who receive.? the
crown, of glory will never lay it
down, except in adoration at the feet
of him who si's upon the throne.
The employment of heaven will'
never weary. Its song will always-b-

new. The triumphal palm will
never wither. The golden harp will
never be out of tune. Nothing will
ever choke the fount of life, or stag-

nate the chrystal waters where the
Good Shepherd leads His flock at
glory's noon. The inheritance may
be yours by faith la Jesus.

DeLkon, Texas, July 23, 18SU.
Mkssr8. Lipr.MAN Bros., Savannah, Gu.

Gknts I've used nearly four bottles of
P. P. P. I was afflicted from the crown of
my head to the soles of ray feet. Your P.
P. P. has cured difficulty of breathing and
smothering palpitation of the heart, aud re-

lieved me of all pain, one nostril was clos-
ed for ten years, now I can breathe through
It readily.

I have not slept on either side for two
years, in fact dreaded to see night come,
uow I sleep toundly in any position all
night.

1 am 59 years old, but expect soon to be
able to take hold of the plow handles; I
feel proud I was lueky enough to get P. P.
P., and I hertily recommend it to my friends
and the publio generally.-

Yours respectfully,
A. M. RAMSEY.

The Statu of Texas,
County of Comanche

Before the undersigned authority on this
day, personally appeared A. M. Ramsey,
who after being duly sworn, says on oath
that the foregoing statement made by him
relative to the virtue of P. P. P. medicine
is true. A. M.' RAMSEY,

Sworn to aud subscribed before me this,
August 4th, 1891.

J. M. Lambert, N. P.,
Comanche Co., Texas.

An orange tree only four inches
high at Yunta City, Cal., has born ae
perfectly formed orange about the
size of a currant.

BROWNS IRON BITTERS
Cures Indigestion, Biliousness, pyRpepslft, Mala-

ria, Nervousness, and General Debility. Physi-
cians recommend it. AU dealers sell it. Genuine
has trade mark and crossed red lines on wrapper.

F. O. Hoffman, editor Times:
Rocky Mount, Va., writes: "I am

leased to say that Botanic Blood
Sialm is the best appetizer aud tonic
for delicate people I ever saw. It
acted like a charm in my case,"

Cures in fifteen minutes ; Preston's
"Hed-Ake.- "

"My son, define ambition." "Well
it's always feeling that you want to
do some thing that you know you

can't." Life's Calender.

Immediate, harmless Preston's
Hed-Ake.- "

Th e cav voune bicyclist he's in his bed.
Not for him is the spring sun shining.
e has been flung and is sore in body and

head,
But Salvation Oil will make him smiling.

Dr. ienner's Kidney and' Back-
ache Cure is warranted to give satis-
faction in every case or money re-

turned. For sale by J. 1 . Tate it Co.

Why suffer? Preston's "Head-Ake- "

will cure you.

Sure cucr Preston's "Hed-Ake.- "

Subscribe for the Standard, $1.

ro:: dysitpsia
I'so Itrown'n Iron Hitters.

Physicians recommend i.
All dealer keep it. 81.00 per bottle, (ienuino

has trade-iliur- k and rosscd red lines on w rapjtr.


