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babe wit-in the mother's womb, strangling life ere yet ithad been born, stamping out the spark ordained byUto bum through all eternity.
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What then was left ? Was there no hooe, no outlook for

Was ev,l thus tD be strong and to prevail? Was nothing

Then suddenly Vanamee's words came back to hi,
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In the end, the ultimate, final end of all, what was left'
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Men-motes in the sunshine-perished, were shotdown m the very noon of life, hearts were broken £ch. dren started in life lamentably handicappedT^oLnggirls were brought to a life of shame; old women diedm the heart of life for lack of food. In hat li~ola ed
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But the Wheat remained. Untouched, unassailable

undeiiled, that mighty world-force, that nourish of na.ons. wrapped in Nirvanic calm, indifferent to the human^arm pgantic, resistless, moved onward n its a^pomted grooves. Through the welter of blood a" the i^^
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lanthropy of famme relief committees, the great harvestof Los Muertos rolled like a flood from t^ Sierrll tothe Himalayas to feed thousands of starving scarecrowson the barren plains of India
=>i-irecrows
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'""^ °PP^«^'°" " the endOf everythmg fade and vanish away. Greed, cruelty sel-fishness, and mhumanity are short-lived; the ind vidual
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