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We laugh st blm. Whed & Dud sits
In the warm sunshine, do yeU sk Lim
for prood of It e fouls: that is all
And we [ Ui We want oo
proaf of our Gad. We feel. we feell

We do pot believe In our God because
the Bible tells us of him. We belleve
In the Bible hecanse he tells us of It
We fewl bim, we foel Lim, we [eel; that
Is ull. And the peor bhalf swamped
devll mutters:

“But If the day sbould come when
you do not feel ™

And we laegh and ery Ltm down,

“It will pever come—pever!™ And
the poor devll slinks to sleep agaln
with his tall betweon his legs. Flerce
aasertion many tines repented Is hard
to stand agninst. Ounly time separates
the truth frow the Ne So we dream
on

e day we go with our father to

town, to church. The townspoople rus-
tle In thelr sllke and the wen o thelr
sleek cloth and settle thomselves in
their pews, and the light shincs In
through the windows on the artifieial
fowers In the wowmen's honnets. We |
bave the same misernble feeling that |
wo have In o shop where all the clerks |
are very smart. Wo wish our father |
hadn't brought us to town and we

were out on the “karroo.” Then the

man In the pulpit begins to preach,

Tlis text s, “He that belleveth not

shall be dambed.” |

The day before the magistrite's
clerk, who was an atheist, has died o
the street, strock by Hgheuing 1

The man ln the pulpit mentlons po
puime, but he talks of “the hand of
God made visible nmong we”  He tells
us how, when the white stroke ML_I
quivering and aaked, the soul Bed, rob»
bed of his eartlily filament, and lay at
the footstool of God; how over ts head
bns been voursd oot the wreath of the
Mighty (ne, whose existence It has
dended, and, quivering and terrifled,
It has fed to the everlusting shade,

Weo, nv we listen, hall start up. Ev-
ery drop of blood In our body has rush-
ed to our hewd. He Hes, he lles, he
lies! That man in the pulplt les! Will
no ope stop Wim?  ave none of them
heard, do none of them know, that
when the poor dark soul shut its eyes
on earth It opened them In the still
lght of heavon: that there 18 no wrath
where God's face 1s; that if one conid
once créep to the foorstool of God there
Is everlasting peace there, lke the I
freah wtiliness of the early morning?
While the athelst lny wondering and
afrald God beme Yown and sald: “My
child, bore | am—1, whkm you bave
not known; |, whom sou have not be-
Hoved in. | am here. 1 sent my mes
senger, the white sheet lightuing, to
enll you b 1 am here™

Then the poor soul turned to the ght.
Its wealiiess and paln were gone for
eVEr,

Have they not known, have they not
hourd, whe It Is rulps?

“For a little moment have 1 hidden
my face from thee, but with everlast-
g kindness will | bhave mercy upon
thoe, salth the Lord thy Redecmer.”

We mutter on to ourselves till some
one pulls us violently by the arm to re-
mind us we are In chorch,. We soo
nothing but our own leas,

Presently every one turns to pray.
There are 000 souls Hfting themsel ves
tn the Everlasting Light.

Behilnd us sit two pretty ladies. One
bands her scent bottle sofily to the
other, and & mother pulls down her
lrtle girl's frock. One ldy drops her
handkerchief. A gentleman pieks It up,
Bhe blushes The women o the cholr
turt softly the leaves of thelr tune
books to be ready when the praying Is
done, It s as though they thooght
moro of the singing than the Everlast
Ing Father. Oh, would It not hw more
worship of him to sit alone in L “Kar
roo” and kiss oue Hitle parple flower
that he bad made? I8 It ot oo kery?
Then the thonght comes, “What doest
thou here, Elljah™ We who judge—
what are we botter thon they ! Mather
worsa. s It auy excuse to say, 1l am
but & child and muast come™  Does
Gl nllow diny sonl 1o step In between
the spirit he made and himselfY What
do we thire In that place whoere all |
the wonds are Bes agnlust the All Fa-
ther? Filledd with horror. wo tarn amnd
Bev out of the place.  On the pavement
wo smite oor foot and swenr In our
chill's wonl neveor apnin to soter those
places where men corw o sing and
pray. We wre guestionsd afterwand
Why was It we weat out of the church?

How ¢an wo expialn We stand
sllent. Then we nre pressed further,
and we try to tell Then & head Is
shaken solemuly at ws  No one ocan |
think it wrong to go to the hoose of the
Lord, 1t Is the Wle excune of a wicked
boy. When will we think serfounly of
our souls and love guing to church?
We are wickodl vory wicked  And we
~we slink away and go alone to ery.
Will #t bo always s:?' Whether we
hate and doubt or v hether we bolleve
and love, Lo our dearcst are we to seem
always wicked?

We do not yet know that in the soul's
soarch for trath the bitternoss lles hero
~the striving cannot glways bide It-
solf among the thoughta Sooner or
Inter 1t will ciothe itsell i outward |
action.  Then (L steps I and divides '
betweon the soul and what it loves
All things oo earth bawe thelr price, |
and for truth we pay the dearest. We
barter It foe love and sywpathy. The
woad to honor I8 paved with thorns, |
but oo the path to truth, at svery step |
you set you. feot down ob your ows
heart

vi

mnunnuwum—-mmdl
waking, short. sharp and ool pleasaue
o wakings oflen are

Bleep nod deeams cxist on thin con- |
ditlon —that po sue wake the dreamer.

And now, life takvs us up between
dor floger and thumb, shakes us furl
ously till our poor podding tend is well
wigh rolled from our shoulders, and sbe |
sets us down 4 little bardly on the bare
carth. brulsed and sore, bUt preter
naturally wide awake.

We have sald In qur days of dream
“lnjustice and wrong Are a seem- |
Paia is a shadow. Our God, he Is
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try to lsy our bhands about and feel
that other thing we felt before. IB,the
dark wight in the fuel room we ory to
var beasutiful dream god: “Ob, let us
come Rear you and lay our bead
sgalust your feet Now in our hour of
need be pear us” Dot be Is pot there

ile s gone away. The old questioning
davil s there.

We must have beent awakened sooner
or later. The lmagination cannot al-
ways trivmph over reality, the desire
over truth. We must bave been awnk-
ened.  1f 1t was done a Nitle sharply,
what matter? It was done thorough-
Iy, and it had to be done,

VIL

And a new life begins for us, A new
time, a life as cold as that of a man
who sits on the planacle of an leeberg
and secs the glittering corystals all
ebout him. The old looks indeed like
s long, hot delirtum, peopled with
plnntusies. The new (s cold enough.

Now we have po God. We bave had
two—the oli God that our (athers
banded down to us, that we hated and
pever lUked; the new Onpe that we
mude for ourselves, ihnt we loved. But
pow he has fitted away fiom us, and
we see what he was made of-the
shadow of our highest klonl, erowned
and throned. Now we have no God.

“The fool hath sald In his heart,
There 18 no God™ It may be so. Most
things said or written have been the
work of fools,

This thing s certaln—he s a fool
who suys, “No man bhath sald In Lls
hieart, There I8 Bo God”

It has been sald many thousand
thoes In hearts with profound bitter
nese of earnest faith

Wo do not ery and weep. We slt
down with enld eyes and ook at the
worll. We are not miserable, Why
should we be? We ent and drink and
sleep all night, but the dead are not
coldoer,

And we say R slowly, but without
slghing: “Yoes; we see It now. There
I8 no God.”

And, we add, growing a little colder
yel: "“There 18 no Justice. The ox dies
In the yoke benenth Its master's whip.
It turns its anguish Glled eyes on the
sunlight, but thers 1s no sign of recom-
potse to be made It The black man is
ghot [lke a dog, nod It goos woll with
the shooter. The Innocent are accused,
and the accuser triunphs, I you will
take the trouble to seruteh the surface
anywhere, you will see under the skin
a sentlent being writhing in impotent
nuguish.™

And, we say further, and our heart
is as the heart of the dead for coldness:
"There Is no order. All things are
driven aboit by a hlind chanee”

What a soul drkaks In with its moth-
er's milk will pot leave it In a day.
From our earliest hour we bare boen
tnught that the thought of the headt
the wshaping of the ealnelowd, the
amount of wool that grows on
sheep's back, the length of a draft
amd the growlng of the corn depend
oo oothing that moves mmuotable. at
the beart of all things; but on Lhe
changeable will of a changeable belng
whom our prayers can alter. To us
from the beginuniog, nature bas beew
but a poor, plastic thing, o be toyed
with this way or that, as man bappens
to please his deity or pot. to go to
church or not, to say his prayers right
or not, to travel on & Sunday or not
Was It possible for us In an Instant to
see nature as she Is—the fowing vest-
ment of an unchaoging reality ¥ When
a sotil breaks free from the arms of &
saperstition, tits of the claws and
talons break themselves off in him. It
s not the work of & day to squeese
them opt. :

And o, for us, the bumanlike driver
and guide belng gone, all existence, ns
we look out at It with our chillled, won-
dering eyes, 6 an almless rcise and
swell of shifting waters. In all that
welteriug chaos we can see po spot so
lurge a8 & man's hand on which we
may plant our fool.

Whether a man belleves in & human-
DXe God or no Is & small thing. Wheth-
or he looks Into the mental aud phys-
lcal world and sees Do relation be-
tween cause and offeet, Do order but a
blind chance sporting, this 18 the
miglhtiest fact that can be recorded In
any spiritual existence. It were al
wost & mercy 1o cut his throat, If lo-
deed he does not do It for himsell,

We, however, do not cut our thronts
To dé so would Imply some desire and
feeling, and we bave no desire and ne
fecling. We are only cold We do not
wish to Uve, and we do not wish to dle,
Oone day » snake curls Itself round the
witlst of n Kafllr woman, We wtke 1t
In our hand, swing it rognd and round

and fing It on the ground—dead Ev |
| horned beetle.

ery one locks at us with eyes of admi
ration. We almost lnugh. Is It wonder
ful to risk that for which we care
nothing?

In truth, nothing matters This dirty
Httie world full of confusion, and the
blue mg stretched overhend for o sky
is s0 low we could toueh it with our
band.

Exlstence 1s n great pot. and the old
fate who stirs It round cares nothing
what rises to the top and what govs
down and laughs wien the bubbies
burst. Aod we do not care  Let it
bell about. Why should we trouble
ourseMes® Neverthelcss the physical
sonsations are real  Hunger hurts, apd
thirst; therefore we eat and drink.
action palos us; therefore we work lke
galivy slaves. No coe demands it, but
we set ourselves to bulld a grest dam

feed about us, we work on through the
flercest bheat. The people wonder
what new apirit bas selied as now.
They do ot know
lire.
feol n
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minern! resembling leaves and braneh-
vd. There on the fint stone, on which
we 80 often have sat to weep and pray,
we look down and see It covered with
the fossll footprints of great birds and
the beautifel skeleton of a fah. We
have often tried to picture in our mind
what the fossiled remalns of croatures
inust be like, and all the while wo sat
on them. We have been so blinded by
thinking and feeling that we have nev-
er seen the workd.

The fat plain has been to uy A reach
of monotonous red. We look at it
and every handful of sand starts into
Hfe. That wonderful people, the ants,
we lcarn (o kiow; see them make war
and peace, play and work, and bulld
thelr huge palaces. And that smaller
people we make acqualniance with who
Hve In the tlowers. The bt flower
has beon for us a mere biur of yellow.
We find hts beart composed of o hun-
dred perfect flowers, the homes of the
tiny black people with red stripes, who
wove In and out In that lttle yellow
city. Every bluchell has Its Inhabitant.
Every day the “karroo™ shows us n
vew wonder sleeping in Its teeming
bosom. On our way to work we pause
and stand to see the ground splder
make its trap, bury ltself In the sand
and then walt for the falllug In of its
enemy. Farther on walks n borned
beetle, and near blm #tarts opon the
door of a spider, who peeps out care-
fully and quickly pulls it down again
On a "karroo™ bush a green Ay 1s lny-
Ing her sllver egga. We carry them
bowe and see the shells plerced, the
spotted grub come out, turn to & green
fiy and 0it away.

We are pot satlafied with what Na-
ture shows us and will see something
for ourselves. Under the white ben
we put a dozch eggs amd break one
daily to see the white spot wax Into
the chicken. We are ool excited or
enthusinstic about . But o man Is
not to lay 2& throat open, e muost
thilnk of something. So we plunt seeds
o rows on our dam wall and pall one
up daily to sev how It govs with them.
Aladeen buried ber wonderful stone,
ninl & golden palace spraog up at ber
fecl. We do far more We put a
hrown sed In the earth, and o living
thing starts out—starts upwird—why,
wo more an Alladeen can we say-—
starts upward, and does oot destst il
it Is higher than our Leads, sparkling
with dew In the carly mormiag glitter-
ing with yellow blossoms, shaking
brown sewds with little embryo sools
on to the ground, We look at it sol
emunly from the time It consists of two
Mhves peeping above the ground and a
soft white root till we have to ralse
our faces to look at 't, but we find no
renson for that npward starting.

We look Into the dead ducks and
lambs.  In the evenlng we carry them
home, spread vewspapers ot the floor
and e worklng with them il mid-
night. With a siartled feeling near
akin to ecstasy we open the lump of
flesh ealled a bheart aod God lttle doors
and strings Inside. We feel them and
put the heart away, but every now and
then return to look and o feel them
agaln, Why we like them so we can
hardly tell

A gnoder drowns Itself In our dam.
We take It out nnd open it on the bank
and kneel, looking at It Above are
the orgnns divided by delicate tlesues:
below are the intestines artistieally
curved In spiend form and ecach tler
covered by a delicate network of Llood
vessels standing out red agninst the
faint background. Each branch
of the vessels Is comprissd of a
trunk, bifurcating and rebifurcating
foto the most delionte bairlike threads
symmetrically  arrmnged. We nre
struck with its singular beauty. And,
morcover (and here we drop from our
kneellng Inte a sitting postanrd), this
also we remark—of that same exact
shape and outline Is our thorn tree
secn agninst the sky In midwinter; of
that shape also s delleate metalile
tracery between our rocks; (n that
exact path docs our water flow when
without a farrow we lead It from the
dan:: so shnpesd are the anters of the
How are these things
related that such deep undon should
exist betwoeen them all? Is it chance,
orf are they oot nfl the fine branches
of one trunk, whose sap tdows throsgh
us all? That would explaln It We
ood over the gnnder's inside,

This thing we call existence, Is It

not a something which has Its roots
far down below in the dark and Its
branches stretehing out lnto the -
mensity above which we among the
branches cinnot soe? Not a chance

| Jumble, a living thing. & One. The
| thought gives as lotense satistaction.

We cannot tell why.

We ned over the gander, then start
ap snddenly, look ints the bloe sky,
throw the dead gander and the refuse
Into the dam and go to work again

And o It comes to pass o time that
the carth ceases for us to be & welter-
Ing chaos. We walk In the great hall
of life, lovking up and round reveren-
tially. Nothing s despleable; all 18
meaning full Nothing W wnall; all
Is part of & whole % hose beginning apd
tod we know not.  The life that throbs
In us s & pulsation from IL too mighty
for our comprobetision. Bot too small.

And so It comes to pass at last that,
whereas the shy was at Orst & small

WALDO'S STRANGER
Walde Iy ou his stomach op the red
mnd. The small ostriches he henled

| In order s obtain this Brst class sprrios,

Jan. €. Posnp, orJas, A, Lrae -
Gem, Pas, u—-: ~ g
. e

shbne and now aud agnin cuallng an ex-
povtant glapncw at the coiper of the
bedarest ostnich camp.  The scrubby
thern troos under which they lay 1 leld-
] no shade, but uotie was besde=] in
that gloricus Juse wentber, whea in
the bettest pasrt of the alteruoon the
sun was but pleasaatly warm, Apd
the boy cnarved on. not looking ap. yet
coasclous of the Drown serete sarth
about lim and the Intensely blue sky
above.

Presently, at the cormner of the camp,
Ewm appears=d, hearing a covered sancer
s oue band and lu the other 5 Jug with
8 Cup on the op.  She was grown into
& prematare little old womnn of 14
ridiculously fat. The jug and ssucer
&he pit down on the ground before
the dog and his master and dropped
down beside thumn Lerself, panting and
out of bhreath

“Waldo, as | came up the camps |
met soime obe obh horscback, and 1 ¢
belleve it must be the bew wan thae s
coming.™

The new man was an Englishman to
whom the Boer woman bad hired half
the farm,

“Hum!™ skl Waldo

“Ile s quite young.™ saild Em, holding
hor side. “and he has brown halr and
beard curling close to his face and
such dark blue cyes  And, Walde, 1
was so asbamed! | wue fust looking
back to s, you know, and be hap
peted Just to be looking back, too, nnd
we looked right into ench other's fues, |
and he got red, and 1 got so red. | be-
Heve ho I8 the pew man.™ 1

“Yes," snld Waldo, ]

“I must go now. Perhaps he has |
brought us letters from the post from
Lyudall. You know, she enn't stay st
school much longer. Blhe must come
ek soon.  And the new men will
have o stay with us till his house I8 |
built I must get his room ready.
iy ™

She tripped off aguln, and Waldo
tarvi<l ou at his post. Doss lay with
his nose close to the ecovered saucer
and smellod that some one hnd made
nice little fat cakes that afternoon
oth were so intent on thelr oecnas
tlon that not tll a horse’s hoofs beat
beslde them In the sand did they look
up to see a rider drawing in 188 steod.

He was certainly not the steanger
whom Em Lt described, n dark, some-
what Freneb looking lttle man of
clght and twenty, rathor stout, with

beavy, cloudy eyes and polited mus jumd bore signs of patient thought,
taches. His horse was o fery crom. | The stranger turned the thing over on |
| fils knee |

ture, well caparisoned. A highly fin-
Ished saddiebog bung from the saddle.
The man's innds were gloved, and he
presented the appesrunce—an appenr-
Ance mare on that farm—of o well
dressed gentleman. t

In an uncommonly melodlous volee
he Inquired whether he might be al-
lowed to remaln there for an hour

Waldo directed hlm 1o the farmbouse,
but the stranger declined.  He would
meroly rest under the trees and give |
hils horse water. e removed the sad-
die, and Waldo led the anlmal away 1o J
the dam. When he returned, the |
stranger had scttled himself under the |
troes, with his back agalnst the sad-
die. The boy offervd bl of the cakes, |
He declined, but took a draft Crom
the Jug, and Waldo lay down not far
off and fell to work agaln. It mat-
tered pothing If cold eyes saw it It
was not his sheep sbearing vuchine
With material loves, as with Luman,
we go mad ooce, love out and binve |
done. We never get up the true en-
thusinsm a second tlme, This was bt
A thing bhe had made, Inborsl over, lov- |
ed and liked, nothing mure—oot his
mchine

The stranger forced himself lower
down In the saddle and yawned It
was a drowsy afternocon, and be object- |
ed to travel In these out of the world |
parts. He liked botter elvilized life, |
where at every honr of the day a man
may look for his gliss of wine and his
easy chalr am) garer: where at night |
he may lock Wmself inie ks room with |

]

B

Lis g.:.,':;- l.'.u.E A bottle of beundy and ] _

tagty Joys meotal and physicel The
world said w him-—-the all Enowing,
o ulpotent workd. whom oo locks ean
bar. wlo has the eatlike projensity of
srcing bt 10 the dark—tie world sald |
that better thap (be Douks he loved |
the beandy amd bedter than books or

braady that which it hed becn better |
bad be loved less But for the world

be cared nothing He stalled blandly

hear the musie which shimmering sun-
ehine and solitude play oo the Onely
strung chonls of nature, but that fol-
low?! Was not the ear ln that great
body too grosa for such delicate mut-
terings? i

I'resently he =ald: '

“May 1 see what you work st

The fellow handed bis wooden post. |
It was by no menans lovely, The men
aud hinds were almost grotesque In
their labored resemblance o oature

*Whure did you learn this work ?™

“I tanght niy=elf.”

“And these elgmmg Hnes represent™ —

“A mountaln.™

The stravger looked.

“It has somve meaning, has It not 7™

The boy muttered confusedly:

“Ouly things.”

The questioner looked down at Mm—
the mge, unwiehly figure, In size a
man's, In right of 18 childilke fea- |
tures aml curling halr a childs—nnad It
Bvrt Wlms, it attencted hlm, aond It

hurt him. 1t was somethilug belween
pity and sympathy

“IMow long hoave jsou worked at |
this?" |

“Nine monihs.™ I

From his pockot the stranger drew
hig pocketlonk nmdd took  semething
from It [ie could fasten the post o
his horse o soowe wiay and throw It
away in the sand when at a aafe dis
tanes

“Will you take this for your carv-
Ing?™

The boy glaneed at the 5 pote and
shonk Liks bhend

“No; b canoor”

*Youn think it is worth more?' nsked
the struager, with a Hitle sover,

e pointed with his thumb to &
Emnve

“No; it s for him.™

“Anil who Is there ™ asked the stran-
gor.

“My father"”

L10 BE cOXTINUED.]

An ._A:«si:oﬁishing

“ My home i in Sidoey, Ohio,

than any other living porson in the worlid, and [ want you to read this, so you
1 grew wurse all the

can tell others. | 1
time, and at the end of
two years 1 hal run into
conumption. | conghed
terribly, lost flesh, could
not sleep, and became 5o
dreadiunlly weak that |
had to take to bed, 1In
the following cighteen
months [ gradually
reached the last siapes
of consumption. No leas
than seven physicians
treated me and all gave
me u‘; saving 1 was in-
curable. ['wasabsalntely
helpless, The whole fam
iy wore thetselves ont
caring for me. Oune day
mother and sister came
o my bedside, and said
I ha
il the news,
n boing el save me

arave, | wantel to goont and

uck. Bat [ insisted,
with & bed of pillows, and
Il mse F'I]llﬁlﬂ.‘

to thus
1 got home more ¢

wl

Mother got more of the medi

every word here printed is trae *

I have been nearer death with consumption

' a severe cold and neglected it,

but & day or twa more to live.  Tears rolled down their cheeks as they
The doctors had declared | was, in the last stage, and oo
I was willing to die, bt bofore
T : soe my dearly beloyed town of Sidney once more
ey told me sach a thing was imposgible—that ['would surely die before | got
aml to gratify my dying wish, a earringe was fitted up
| was garried and slowly
: than alive
o<, somoone brought a tnal bottle of medicine sald to he aconsumption cure.
v oo imagrined for an instant it was waeth trying
Rrasps at a straw, so [ tried this modicipe
ine amd [ took it, improving all the time.
am as well as any reader of this paper .
Acker’'s BEaglish Remedy for Coasumption

But True Stor_y

oing to the cruel

driven arcund Court
iugh the mercy of Provis

T!

But as a Jrowning person
1 was better after taking two doses,
Today 1
and the medicine that eured me was

I declare Lefore Giod and man that |

This remarkatde testimomal, on file in the Afiee of Mes W H Hono C
momal, » " { ke & Ca., New York
propriwtors of Dir, Acker's Celebrated § y Wainedy, Is Sed for By (hes, .
proevinent dragigisge of .\‘-:dne:_ .‘.:.,’. et s X il
Artar's Fugih Wemedy @ sosd by sbl desopisty neds s = v gl ¥y =l
- Aring - el = pamryittos 1 ur pwmey will e re
s cmew of Bnlimry. el L e 1S g .w.-.r:u'u.-.-m'ur:l B Sl kel e Sl

For Sale hy The

Déita Drug Store

L FEW |

INTERESTING
FACTS=+

When people are rootemplating a trip
whether on o plossn: v_they
-:jmrl-“l!y w;:t the best serviov ob |
tninale s a8 speed, comlort and
salets s concernsd.  Emplovecs of
the Wiscrmmin Central Lines are paid
o serve the public and onr traine are

aperste] so ae to make chome e
thon with diverging lines at sl junct- |
oy podnts, I

Pullman Palacr Sleeping and Cha'y Carw
on through trains,
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