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tribe, .pecie, against species; and the price n(We m unceasing stmggie, the whoU earthgro.n,ng and travailing together. So thl,
fte appearance of calm which settle, on the
face of our mother earth, in the long, slowsummer afternoon, is i„ reality but *e veUand deception of the truth. I, it? Qr maywe ftmk that the unaccounted power, of life
at play through the world partake of a ml-ve«al peace as we., as of a univer,a. straTn?How .sit with ourselves? Is there any manwho can wholly possess his heart in patience^
I, *ere any who must always be striving? In« rather true ,hat to the most strenuous
us there come fleeting moments when calm«.d self-p^ssession seem good? And do^
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\Z *' •*•" '•°'"«<' to action by love orpa nonsm or generous indignation?
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never a minute to call your own, where
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