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IMMORTALITY

cre are many peoplé who be-
that the doctrine of imwuw

its origin in the Bible, whereas in
of fact there is very lltifo in the

1a tament at least that cannot
. oxplained without, the  hypothesis
1 future life. It 18'mot very clear
mat the Jews ifi the ‘early days pt
(neir history ‘gave: the lﬁea any: pms;e
eir religious ‘teachings. II thew

ds did so, it was not placed
reat prominence as it has been
Christian church. No omne

< where or when the belisf in a
originated. . It cannot be

h certainty that it is ‘a8 old
race itself, because there are
v ancient human remains in
with which' no evidence
found of a belief in a life
h, but in‘the stone age, the
re buried with food amd imp
: for hunting beside them, and
may conclude, from its an-
the practices of modern sav-
ndicated a belief that death did
1 all. At present the belief in
ure life is all but universal, the

wre life
wre lif

gnificant. minority. ‘It is mnot
to suppose that Christianity
. had very much to do with the
nation of this faith, because it
widespread  ‘centuries befors
t, and is held in countries where
tianity has made very little pro-
The ancient Egyptians be-
ed it; so did the people of Baby-
lon and the cities which preceded it.
The barbarous Scythians of the north
accepted it in the earliest historic
ages, the Norsemen avowed it un-
questioningly and the Greeks believed
in it long before their philosophers
debated concerning it. In short,’ to
disbelieve in “immortality, is to Bet
one's self against the - consensus of
mankind in all ages. The Buddhists
were inclined to look upom immortal-
ity as a burden, while it continued in
the form of individual existence.
Hence the doctrine of Nirvana, which
is not as some allege, one of absolute
extinction, but only of absorption into
the Divine Essence. It can hardly be
that immeortality is directly
taught in. the Gospels; it is rather
implied. The Hpistles seem to sug-
gest that imfmortality is a gift rather
than a ‘universal possession. Thus
we see that while the doctrine of a
rsurrection and a future life may ‘be
esssntial’ to Christianity, it is by no
Zeargs CORPHIEA ‘to fhE faifh: i"THe
common belief of | “mankind perhaps
proveés mothing, but it is inconceivable
that such an idea would have ever
possessed the race unless it is due to
some’ unerring instinct in our nature.
It is hopeless to think of discovering

said

who can  be called its originator,
and that the belief has been
held in “all ‘countries 'and in all

ages by practically all men seems to
establish - either that it originated
with the race itself, and has been
carried by it down  through all the
countless centuries since man first ap-
peared, and been taken with him into
all parts of . the 'earth into which he
has found his way, or it has been
evolved by humanity from its own
natural instinets. It would ‘be rank
folly to claim that it is a mere decep-
tion, for it is impossible to conceive
of mankind ' 'being universally de-
ceived. A :

If we attempt to prove immortalitgr
We must rely upon something else
than the mere-statement of teachers.
Dismissing the question of inspira-
tion, one man necessarily knows as
uch about it as "another, unless we
accept as true the evidence of those
who say that they themselvés have
een the dead alive in spiritual form.
Here we reach the most debateable of
all grounds, for there are ~so ‘many
things to be considered before such a
Statement can be accepted, that the
proof is usually of very little value
10 any one except the pefson who ad-
duces it. The most that ‘any of us
can hope to d6.is ‘to fall back.upen’
the common belief of humanity and

our

for immortality, and upon these as a
base we may construct a fabric ‘of
belicf with all reasonable assurance

it rests upon a substantial foun-
m.  We repeat that in these ob-
tvations we dismiss all considera-
arising from the teachings of the
Our appeal is to ‘those wha

they do, deny-its authority on mat-
of this nature. It is to such
ble that we say that in rejecting
he doctrine, not” the Christian doc-
' necessarily, of immortality, they
going contrary to the opinions of
vast majority of mankind held
age and in  all' coun-
Of course any man may, if he
kis fit, consider "himself wiser than
v one else, but most of us will
'ate about doing so,” and more-
most of us-have very little ju_st!-
ion for settirig“up our own views
such a subject, for the simplé
N that we have never investigat-
¢ evidence bedring ‘upon 'it. As
have said, an argument from the
nsus of human opinion is not ab-
ely conclusive, but it is so nearly
At we may be confident that un-
ng that opinion there is a solid

every

.ople who disclaim it forming

own consciousness. These frgue |

r do not read the Bible at all, or, |’

substratum of truth. It is' quite pos-
sible that our conceptions of e fu-
ture life may be very different from
the ‘reality. - In fact iit t@ing < ag
though they kst be so,” for we hava
only yet Jearned to think in terms of
the finite and material; the infinite
and the spiritual are ‘beyond:eur; com-
prehension, There ds ‘a. weg"@ween
us;and the. futuresthrough ‘Whith few
of .us can hope to &ee’ ¥ét wé would
be foolish to suppése ihat cause
most of us have ndver had a Elimpse |
of the unseen, no one ever has en-
Joyed one. “In g‘xy Father’s house are
many mansions” - said the Div
Teacher.. | We may - not. “krow }
what He ‘meant, neither’ may we
know just what He meant, when He
said to the dying thief: “This day
Shalt thou be with ‘Me' in ‘Paradise”
Perhaps it is just ‘a8 well not to worry.
ourselyes with the effort to under-
stand these things; but simiply to live
that we may o, Py

“sustained and soothed
By an unfaltering trust, approach the

grave,
Like one who ‘wraps the drapery of his
~couch b STl 5
About him, and .lies down to pleasant
reams.” 3 2 &
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DE MAINTENON

.

If one were asked to name a woman,
who combined physical attractiveness
personal magnetism; strength of char-
acter, tact and intellectual .power to
a greater extent than any other whose
name is prominent in the history of
France, the choice would almost cer-
tainly -fall upon Francoise d‘Aubigne,
better known as Madame de Main-
tenon.” The Duke of St. Simon, in
his Memoirs, says that she was a wo<
man of ‘mueh wit, of incompa,rable

'MADAME

grace, and an easy and respectful
manner, the latter quality, “marvel-
lously aiding her talents.” - iHer

language was exact, well-chosen and
brief. Devoutness was her -strong
point; inconstancy her weak one. Her
portraits show a ‘countenance that is
certainly very pleasing, framed in an
abundance of hair and surmounting a
form, which was slight yet well round-
ed. St. Simon says of her: “Born
in the American Islands, where her
father, perhaps a gentleman, had gone
to seek his bread, and where he was
satisfied by obscurity, she returned
alone and hap-hazard into France. She
landed at La Rochelle and was received
in pity by Madame Neuillant, and was
reduced by that avaracious old woman
-to keep the keys .of :her glj’:nfgy g.nd
to, see_the hay measured out for the
horses. She came to Paris, young,
clever, witty and beautiful, without
friends ‘and without -money.”. ~St.
Simon says that her mother died in
America. His account of her birth
does not seem to be accepted gener-
ally. . The encyclopedias say that she
was born in the prison of Niort, where
her father was confined; that she
was taken to Martinique when four
years old; that she réturnéd to France
with her mother and was educated by
her father’s sisters and afterwards
sent to a convent. She herself adg:;lt.f
ted her 'humble origin. - Fregnently
she would say to those who fawned
upon her for favor: “I am not a
grandee; I am a mushroom.” It {s
'said of her by another writer that in
her childhood she used to help groom
the horses, and at other times fol-
lowed a flock of turkeys to 'the field,
carrying "her lunch in & basket. . In-
deed no two of her biographers.agree
as to her early life, but in view of

liked her, it is altogether probable that
he stated the case as unfavorably to
her as the facts warranted. Certain
it is that her childhood was passed
under very adverse circumstances, and
that she reached young:  womanhood
withoyt any advantagés except those
that nature had given her.. - &' |

She was born in 1635. At the age
of 16 she married Scarron, a man
who had been a priest, but had become
a, comic dramatist and a sort of buf-
foon. He was without .means, yet
managed to attract to his house many
of the brightest people.in Paris. ng'
name ‘was assoclated with many scan-
dals. Scarron was. a cripple
and unable to walk their relations were
only of a formal kind. Attempts have
been made ‘to discredit Her becatse ‘of
her marriage with Scarron, but  the

pressed by her beauty.and talent that
he offered to secure hér a sufficient
sum of money if she wished to enter
a convent, but at the same time gave
her an alternative proposing marriage.
This oddly matched pair—she was 16
and he 42; she was beautiful and ac-
tive, he deformed and physically help-
less; she was vrefined and he
ribald and anxlous for notice—lived to-
gether for- nineteen years, during
which time she maintained an unsul-
lied name and made her home a cen-
tre for the wit and brilliancy of France.,
‘Whén Scarron died in 1660 He left her
absolutely destitute and she proposed
going as a governess to Portugal, but
Madame de Montespan, then the king's
favorite, secured her a’ pension. Four
vears later she was: made' governess,
to ‘de :Montesban's two™ sons,  whose,
‘father was the King. Louls * thus:
came into contact with this brilliant
woman, and she very shortly  after-
wards supplanted her benefactor in'His
esteem and affection. ‘There is some

the fact that St. Simon'.greatly dis-|:

‘fact seems to be that he was so im- [or cathedral, no matter how lofty and

the King: ‘were ‘at first. “She 1E
maintained that they were simply those

| was ‘able “to persuade her soverdign
to ‘marry her, seems to bear out her
claim. The marriage took place
shortly after the death of the Quieen
??nd was sirictly private, but proof: of

] irronde 1002 dmit
Wegﬂlﬁno é&s to. adm
x ‘e@ will

e 8
douft 1 %
"duestibn on: fhe subject.

er as beingiat this ‘time.in the very
Height of her beauty, and calls her
“an incredible enchantress.” She ‘was
past fifty years old at this time, or

iree ‘years the Kidg's' senior. b

ﬂ;&mﬁx?thig years she virtu-
ally ruled France, and except for the
persecutions into which her religious
zeal led her, she ruled the country
well.  Her example and precepts wére
powerful in the direction of morality.
Her influence over the King. was ex
treme. = Every day of his Hfe "he
spént hours alone with  her, and,
wherever he was lodged she had her
rooms always closely adjoining . his
when possible. She exercised full con-
tol over the minjsters, summoning
them to her presence or calling upon
them at their offices as she thought
best. 8he was always present at
their consultations with 'the King, and
he rarely replied to their questions
without asking her views first. “The
power _of Madame de Maintenon
says St. Simon “was, as may be imag-'
dned, immense. ‘'She’ had everybody
in  her hands, from the highest and
most favored ministers to the meanest
subject of the realm.” Under her in-
fluence Louis XIV became one of the
most- devout of men. - The great blot
upon her name arose from her con-
nection :with the persecutions of the
.Huguenots, although it; is ‘only jua_‘t to
say that she denied all -responsibility
for them. Her protestations In this
respect are hardly borne out by:her
own letters. It will be quite ridicu-
ious before lomg to be of that religfon”
she wrote, and if her zeal putstripped
her better judgment in the work . of
proselytizing, ‘it is not to be forgotten
that she herself was a proselyte, hav-
ing been a staunch Protéstant in her
early childhood, abandoning that fiith,
bniy after obstinate resistence. El‘he
King died in 1715,-and after his death

convent of 8t. Cyr, wheére she had
founded a school for the’dl.ugl;te{g of
nobility. Here she’ lived for fonzﬂyeﬁgs;
honored by all who knew. her; pin
1719 in. the eighty-fourth year of
age. i e #
The views takeén of her ch’ars,
are almost as numerous as the wrnmrs
who have dealt with her career. Her
contemporaries saw her _in dif!a;ent
lights. St. Stmon, who is perhaps the
best of all authoritiés ¢n .the doin'? of
the court of le Grand Monarquq_' 80
cordially detested her that his opinfons
are too partizan to be accepted. -The
‘0ld nobility chafed under--her control
because they looked upon lier as an
upstart. Protestant France lookedr up-
on_her gs the:very personification of
évil. Yet her letters abound in. the
noblest thoughts, ang her favorite
prayer, which she herself composed, is
full of a humility and yearning after
divine guidance, which can bardly be
surpassed in all literature. g
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" Ancient Teachers of Re*
ligion and Philosophy

By N. de Bertrand Lugrin,

THE VEDAS

There is a question in the catechism
the answer to which Cv;lo;llg be the
sam ether put to ristian or a
B%Mbig‘%& udstidh i8: “Where is
God?” The answer is: “God is every-
where.” Believing this, we have built
temples in which to pray to Him, but
however orthodox we may be is it not
easier for us to worship God, nay;
more, are not our prayers and our
homage compelled, when in silence and
alone we stand in that other temple,
the floor of which is the golden sea
and the flowery valleys, its walls the
green hills and the towering mountains
4nd its roof the sunlit or the star-lit
s§ky? ‘Have we not in this vast out-of-
doors, which is the visible expression
ofithe, divine thought, feli infinitely
nearer God than wheén We have been
hemmed in by the walls of 'some chapel

beautiful the structure may have heen?
‘And because most of us have experien-
ed thiz feeling in all its suggestion of
limitlessness, we c¢an readily under-
stand how a, people semi-civilized and
yet with a spark of the Divine intel-
ligence, impressed by the majesty of
the visible universe, felt the influence:

and offered their homage and their
sacrifices to the agencies of that pow-
eér, the wind,.the sum, the =ky,. the
rain. . 5

' Most of the Vedas, which are the!
oldest documents in the world, ‘are’

air and sky. No ome knows quite’
how old they are, and no oné can name
their author.
they date from the time of Vyasa,:
who was the son of Parasara, -and
whose mother was the daughter of all
heavenly  nymph, but -the Sanscrit]
word "Vyadsa” ha¥ two.readings, name-:
ly- the 'person, who- arranges a sub-
ject miafter in’'a diffuse manner; or
the act itself of such 'a diffuse arrange-
ment., Vyasa is therefore a symbolical!
representation ‘of ‘the work of gen-:
erations a§ embodied in the Vedas. 4
Today the ryot éxperiences the suf-.
fering of long-continued drought.” He’
sees his lands le scorchiffg under a

doubt as *to what her relations.with,

Ay b qvm‘ﬂr‘fﬂ% W

Madame de Maintenon retired to' the :

| Myriads of prostraté sleepers as from

of a power far above and beyond them, |,

hymns to the powers of earth .andij,

Tradition tells us that/|In thga?-he'siﬂnf_ag’ who Wwas born the

and ‘every spear of grass and every
leaf of the trees shrivel and die. The
very ‘earth about him eracks and.
 breaks open in the intense heat; the
rivers -and - the .streams dry, and
“bon'& him, on every side, the famine
land disease clalm their victims. ° But
with dumb patience he watches and
waits, bhis eyes towards the sea, for
the first breath, of the great Monsoon,
that shall mesn new birth upoh earth
and joy throughout the land. And when
‘the. storm at last bursts, the grateful
earth revives, Its cruel gashes heal
and shrub and tres’ put forth their
8reen, and in an incredibly short time.
the lanmd is falr ‘with Jeaf and blos-
Som and the leaping and the laughing
'of streams and rivers. As it is now
80.it must have been in by-goné ages,
and to Indra the god of waters the
Brahmang fiftéd their prayer. ¢

“Immortal Indra, unrelenting foe
Drought and darkness, infinitely wise,
Terrific crusher of thine enemies,
Herole,  irresistible in might

Wall of defencs to us thy ‘worship-

PORGen | iy S

Turn to us in compassion when we

. praise the, - ° Sydie

‘Deliver - us today, fomorrow, every-
day—" s gt >

Vainly the demons dare thy might; in
vain - i

Strive to deprive. us of thy watery
treasures. iy :

Earth quakes beneath the crashing of

i By boltme

Plerced, shattered lies the foe—his ci-
.ties crushed, o .

His armies overthrown, his fortressbs

Shivered 4o fragments; and the pent-
up waters- i -

Released - fronv. -long imprisonment
descend -~ /& X -

In- torrents 'to the éarth; and swollen
‘vivers ' - -

Foaming and “rolling - to ‘their ocean
home -

Proclaim thé “triumph of the Thin-
derer.” ¢

-

There are prsbably more hymns and
prayers addressed to Indra than to
any other Vedic deity, though Angi,
God of fire was a,_very important diety
to Vedic worshippers and they thus ad-
dressed him: : :

“Agni! thou are a. sage, a priest, a
..  king, i
Protector, father. of the sacrifice.
Commissioned by us
+ ascend e ) :
A messenger conveying to the sky
Our hymns and . offeringgs——
Deliver,: mighty lord, thy worshippers;
Purge us from taint of sin, and when
Swedle s 3 Py
Deal ‘mercifully with us on the pyre |
Bufning our bodies with their Toad of

guilt, ; S
But bearing our ‘eternal part on high
To luminous abodes and realms of
: bliss ' - R UL 3
Forever there to’ dwell with righteous
men‘n = rY

The following* Bdautiful- hymn is to
‘Surya, the 'su'n;f'ﬁrlfo_xls frequently  de-
seribed as sittingi2fi o chariet drawn
by 'séven’ ruddgMherses «(representifig
the seven day® 'éf’the 'week) drd 'pre-
ceded by the Dazav‘h: ! .

Behold the rgys of dawn, like heralds,
-. lead on high . ;
The sun, that men may see the great
all-knowing  god. i
The stars slink off like
company with, night
Befors the all-seeing ¢ye,-whose Beams
reveal his présence, v “est
Gleaming like brilliant flames to na-
tion after nation. ¥ i
With speed- beyond ths ken of mor-
tals, thou a 'sun, : :
Dost ‘ever travel -on, conspicuous to

thieves in

all :
Thou dost create the light and with it
dost illume - 3
The universe enffre. Thou rigést in
the sight ? i
Of all the race of men and all the host
of heaven. ¥ f i ;
‘Surya’ with ' flaming locks, clear-

sighted, god of day

rushing ecar ; A
With. these thy self-yoked steeds,
seven daughters of thy chariot.
Onward thoii' dost advance. To thy

refulgent orb * « 7 ° ¢
Beyond this loweFf gloom and upward
to. the MRhE .2 L0 ol wee
Would we ascend, O sun, thou god
among the . gods.” /

There is a little hymn to the dawn,
which for beauty of imagery is quite
equal to any poem ewver written in
praise of that wonderful timé which’
precedes the sunrise. :

“Hail, ruddy Ushas, golden -goddess
borne i
Upon thy shining car, thou comest like
A lovely maiden by her mother decked,
Disclosing coyly all” thy hidden graces
To our admiring eyes; or like a wife
Unveiling to her lord with conscious
pride, B
Beauties which, az“he gazes lovingly,
Seem fresher, fairer each succeeding
morn. ! $
Through years and years thou hast
lived on, and yet
Thou'rt ever young. Thou art the
bréath and life
Of all that breathes and lives, awak-
ing day by day

. ‘dedth, h
Causing the birds to flutter from their
‘ .nests, 3 :
And rotuslng men to ply with busy
fee T A

‘Their daily duties ‘and appointed tasks
‘Toiling for wealth or pleasure or re-
nown.” ~

Many'people not unreasonably claim
‘that the purer falth of the Hindus
is monotheistic and the following poem
to the One God furnishes some proof
©of this argument. =

“What god shall we adore with sacri-
fice? & bt

i i LA . g
Him" I:}t us_praise, the golden chila
that rpse . 2

10rt-= ei 23 o A
The oné sole Tord of all that is—-who
The earth-and formed the sky’and
giveth life, S
‘Who .giveth strength, whose bidding

Whose ‘hiding. plate .15 immortality,
‘WhgSe, 'shadow, death;  who by his

;. ﬁl,eehing, waking

WOPME: . Y
Who. gatterns men, qnd beasts, whose

sky of brass, whose blazing sun knows.
no merey.  He soes h;qt'cggps'bgmiv

b
¥ +

J{and in explicable
where ‘her stomach used to be when|.

men thou. dost.

jeternity ?”

Thy seven ruddy mares bear on thy |-

 Declars; of whom these spreading re-

gions form 5 3

The arms; by whom ‘the firmament is
strong,

Earth firmly plants@ and the highest
heavens .

Supported, and the clouds that fill the
air

Distributéd and measured out; to
h

- whom

Both earth.and heaven established by
his wil

Look up with ‘trembling mind; in
whom . revealed

The rising sun shines forth above the
world. i

‘Where e’er let 10086 in space the migty
waters ]

Have pgone, depositing a fruitful seeéd,

And geneérating fire, there He arose,

‘Who is the breath and life of all the

. gods,

‘Whose mighty glante looks round the;
-vast expanse :

Of watery vapor—source of energy,

Causé of the sacrifice—the only God.”

THE STORY TELLER

' Beasickness as a Cure for Terror

“John, you .you realize that there is
only a plank between us and eternity?”
asked Mrs. Tremoirs solemnly. ¥

To her the ocean had éver been a
vast and mysterious peril—indeed, all
bodies of water largeér than a bath tub
had. for her-an aspect of menacing
danger—but the expostulations and
persuasions of her husband had at last
prevailed over her terrors, and she had
émbarked upon this voyage to Europe
for their holiday. But now, in the
darkness- and desolation of this first
night out, all her fears had returned,
magnified and flluminated by a weird
“gone’”. sensation

she was home.

“Oh, John,” she repeated still more
solemnly, “do you realize that there is
only a plank betweei us and" eter-
nity 7" 3

“All right, my dear,” murmured Tre-
moirs, drowsily, “it's lucky there is.”

“Oh, John, John;” cried Mrs. Tre-
moirs, starting up in hér bérth as an
unusual sound reached her edrs a few
moments -later. “Oh, John, do you
realize that there is only
tween us and esternity?”’

“This ain’t eternity, it's the Atlantic
ocean,” muttered Tremoirs, sleepily.
“Forget that you want to be an angel,
and go to sleep, Martha, now do!”

“Oh, John! ©Oh, my husband!”
screamed Mrs. Tremoirs, as to her
excited fancy a moment later the ves-
sel seemed on the point of rolling com-
pletely. over. . “Oh, do you realize that
there is only a plank between us and

“Dad bust it!. Martha, are you going
to keep it up for. ever?. Why can't
you go to sleep and quit bothering
about your blasted old lumber yard?”
snarled Tremoirs impatiently.

“You. wretch!” shrieked Mrs. Tre-
moirs, springing from her berth and
standing white and trembling in the
middle of the state room, “Oh, you
abandoped wretch! ﬁaw dare you

tween,us and -eternity?? <

Tremoirs groaned -aloud .in
ness of spirit.. “Martha,” he queried
with pathetic resignation, “are you
ever gqging to stop jabbering like a
camp meeting, and let me get some
sleep ?”

“Sleep! Oh, how ecan you, how dare
you.sleep ?” demanded Mrs. Tremoirs,
wringing her hands wildly, “with only
a plank- betw—ulp, ulp, ulp!” , .

For right in the middle of her most
rational question, to Mrs. Tremoir's
terror-filled 1imagination the ship
seemed to stand up on its head for one
long dizzy moment, and as it sank
slowly, sickeningly back -into the
fathomless deep, she dropped gasping
to the floor, 3
“ Ang thenceforward the actual mis-
eries of the present excluded all
thought of the future.

bitter-

Don’t Take Away Their- Pins.

‘E. H. Harriman,’ said a New York
broker, ‘talked the other day of the
decline in the value of securities. He
said we must be careful not to legis-
late. toa harshly against the country’s
vested interests, or the prosperity of
these interests, and with it the coun-
try’s propsperity would be impaired.

“He illustrated his meaning with a
story. © There was a school teacher,
he said, who exclaimed impatiently
one afternoon: ,

““ ‘“Jomny Jones; what are you fumb-
ling' with there?

‘““Johnny hung his head and was si-
lent. But the telltale of his class ke
up:

“‘It's a pin he’s got, ma’am.

“‘Well, take it from him,” said the
teacher, ‘and bring it here to me.

. “'This Was done, and then, in a mol-
lified .voice, the teacher said:

“‘Now, Johnny Jones, Zet up and
récite your history lesson.

“But Johnny did not obey. Ha
blushed, hung his head, and sat stiil.

“ ‘Johny,” said the teacher, “raise I
tell you.” y

“Then the little fellow blartéd out
distressfully:

“1 can’t ma’am. ‘That there pin
you 'took is what holds my trousers
up.”?, :

At the Dentist’s
“Do you give gas here?” asked a

dentist’s.
“We do,” replied the dentist.
“Does it put a fellow to sleep ?”
“It does.” s >
“Sound alseéep, so you can’t wake
him up?”

Xap'
“You could break his jaw or black
his eye ahd he wouldn’t feel it?”’
“He Would know nothing about t.”

a plank be-|

swear- Mke that with only-a plank bes|

wild-looking man, who rushed  into al

open a tontest with a woman lawyer.”
«To which this reply was sent:

- “Gentlemen: I note your agreeing to
& settlement, although I cannot con-
gratulate you om ‘your gallantry in
bégging the question. Like the orxg-
ihal Adam, you seem inclinéd to hide
behind a woman’s pétticoat.”

And the ' following letter closég the
correspondence:

"Dear Miss Blank: “If you will turn
to the early pages of Genesis you will
discover that Bye did.not wear a pet-
ticoat.”—Cleveland Plain Dealer,

No one to Keep Him.

Lucy Snow—Bill Jackson doan séem
able to git a libin’ nohow.

Sam Johnging—No, an’ he sho’ hab
tried hard enuff.

Lucy Snow-—Go ‘long, man! Why, he
ain’t-got no gumption nohow.

Sam Johnsing—Oh, he got de gump-
tion, all right; but he’s too homely.
No gal wHl marry him.=Philadelphia
Press, 4

_The Wrong Man Warned.
Gypsy’ Fortine Teller (seriously)—
Let me warn you; somebody’s going. to’
¢ross your path.
Motorist—Don’t you think you'd bat-
ter warn the other chap—Philadelphia
Inquirer. ! i 3

A Gentle Remark.

The office -boy. had pied his first
page by dropping the form down two
flights of stairs: 1 wish,” murmured
the gentle  editor, “that you had
broken -~ the news more geéntly.”Office
Topics.

8ensational,

Maud—Is your new minister a'sen-
sational preacher?

Belle—Oh, very.

Maud-—What subjects does he use?

Belle~~Oh, I don’t ktiow about the
subjects, but I°do know that I have
the most délightful sleepy sénsations
as zoon as he begins to talk.—Toledo
Blade.

Nervous
" He—I was assaulted by two hooli-

gans.
She--Hadn’t you your revolver with
you? : P i
He-—He, yes. I dreéw it out of my
pocket, but I didn’t dare to fire; I was

sotafrald of missing them.—~Bon Viv-
ant. :

A Korean hunter thus describes the
difference between muzzle and breech-
loading arms: - £

““Korean huntér meet tiger.. ' Bang!

Wreough! Dead hunter. = 'Foreign
man meet tiger. Bang—click—bang—
élick—bang! Dead tiger!”—London

Tribuhe, ‘

It seems that & hitch has occurred
in the Peking to Paris race. The com-
petitors in the trl.car got stuck in the

" CURRENT VERSE

supine—
Mighty interpreter of the

sound—
Hath caught the dust-drift of our daily
roun:

And danced it into mazy forms divine,
‘Makln% the dull seem dear, the ¢ommon
ne, 7
And our dead thoughts within to leap

and bound
With intricate fancles lost as soon as

ound, ;
And stainless left the floor<way of God's
shrine! :

lords of

Selfless and sacrosanct he held his aim
Unwavering, true as needle to the star.
For his initiate ear long deaf to fame,
And ever rapt from earth’s discordant

din,

The temple of music hung her doors
ajar,

o 'Wh‘ol can grieve that He hath ®ntered

n?
~—James Rhoades, in London Times.
g 3 ————— g

t word, foreve 5 g2
Am T listéning to the whisper of the

: wire; near and far, . &
Good and bad the news—no matter<in

. an instant I will scatter

' A most marvelous translation through

the crowded streets afar, 3
Banks may fall and bohds, may falter,
and on ancient hearth and altar
Strange new fires may burn unbidden
—creeds may crumble, swerds

may rust,

All the rack and change of ages doth but
___ number me new pages, RN
 While/the slow red tide of freedora

Humbleth sceptres to the dust.
I alone am tireless, deathless; day by
da.g the starved crowd, breathless,
Wait for me to feed them, for new

falsehoods raveéndus—
‘Hence, with truth ‘perforce I mingle
harmiless fictions and the jingle
That the multitude eall poems—jest
and fable dolorous— :
Banal narrative and the hollow cant of
Phatisees they swallow,
Mixed with- modicum of knowledge,
her and there a savifig grain—
Here and there a crystal holy, and
Truth's esSences are slowly

Conquering the werld’'s black blind-
ness, driving out the old blunt

pain. i 2
—William Hurd Hillyes,

; When I am Dead
When I am dead and nervous hands
have thrust
My body downward into careless dust;
I think the grave could not suffice to
1d

ho -
My spirit prisoned in the sunless mold.
Some subtle memory of you would be.
A resurrection of the life of me,

Yea, I would be, becausé L love you s0,
The speechless spirit of all things' that
grow. ’ t i ?

You could not touch & flower but it

would be
Like a caress on the cheek of me.
I would be patient in the common grass,
That I might feel your footfall should

you pass. ‘
I would be as kind as rain and pure as

desert and had to retufn on camels;
and the camels went so fast that the
local mandarin is not certain whether
he ought not to.indorse the motorist’s
lieense.—~Bystander. = %

1 wigh e———— 2 ki
U "My hick's dead - out” solfloquized
the gentleman who hag just been ar-
rested for pocket picking.
terday I ’ad me ’air cut, a sheer waste
of thrippence.”—Londson Opinion.

i

P Her—(sighing)—“Oh, I met such a
lovely, polite man today!”

Him—""Where was that?”

Her—“On the street. 'I must have
been carrying my umbrella careclessly,
for he bumped his eye into it. And
I 'said ‘Pardon me,, and he sald, ‘Don’t
mention it—I have another:eye left.’”
~=Cleveland Leader,

She—This isn’t the fist time he was
éver married.

He—How do you know?

BShe—When the clergyman faltered:
he prompted him.—Brooklyn Bagle.

“On’y yes-1

A loving spirit round the life of you.
hen  your soft cheeks "by perfumed

- winds were fanned, m,
'Twould be my kiss, and you would un-
i sta; X % ¥ 3

derstand.
Biut, ‘when soms ‘sultry, storin-bleares
% sun _had ®sef, ' - e
I would"be lightning—if yen . darea

forget! :
==John G. Neihardt, in Smart Set.

Lost Ships -
Here c‘on the ‘sands when ‘the tidé comes
n,

And Idream of the ships of the long ago,

1 look on the waste of sea,

And years with their mystery.
Then it was that the blood was wild,
And 'the golden hopes were undefiled,
For the ships I sent to a far-off world,
Proud, with snow-white sails unfurled,

Would bring back gold to me.

The whgte gulls swing from a fleékless
8ky,
And ery as in days of yore.
But the hope I heard in the siren’s song
Is lost in the breakers’ roar,
Far, far out, where the sky and sea
Meet in the mist, on the boundary
Of Life’s vast tide, I look for sails
That I sent away—but naught aval

“But,” said the foreigner, raising the
old, old objection, “you have no ruins
in this country.”

“Come around the corner,” replied
the prominent citizen, “and let me
show you the pavement in the next
street.”—Chicago Record. |

!
“They call the town you lve in a
‘woman’s paradise,’ do they?” ‘said the!
man with the pointed nose. “Because
the women outnumber the men five or
six to one?” ! !

‘Not at all,” answered the man with
the bulging brow. “Because the men
outnumber . the women five .or six to
one.”-Chicago Tribune.

An Irishman who was traveling in
England for a dry goods firm, the
Strand says, was once showing a line
of sample dress goeds to a merchant
who was woefully slow in making up
his mind. \

He handled them and rehandled
them, until the commercial traveler
was at his patience end. Finally the
merchant asked if the goods were fash-
fonable.

“They were when I first began to
show them to you,” replied the trav-
eler, “but I'll be hanged ¥ I can tell
you now.”

It is sald that the buyer was so
pleased with the answer that he par-
doned the rudeness of it and became
a steady customer.

Several years ago a rivalry in the
production of large hogs sprang up
among the farmers in Kansas. A sign
that seéldom failed to attract the at-
tention of passersby read:

° “Any one wishing to see the biggest
hog in Kansas call at my farm and in-
quire for me.—Silas Lowe.”

—Judge’s Library.

“How long doés he sleep?”’

“The physical insensibility produced |
by inhaling the gas lasts a minute, of'
proBably & little less.”

“I .expect that's long 'enough. Got!
it all ready for a fellow to take?” -
“Yes. Take a seat in this chair and
show me your tooth.”

' “Tooth, mnothing,” sald the excited
caller, beginning rapidly to remove his'
coat and vest. “I want you to pull a
porous plastér off my back.”-<Tit-Bits.

A woman member of the bar gives
to our correspondent the following
correspondence, with the reservation
that no names shall be quoted. !

lawyer, and was as follows:

“Dear Miss Blank: We agree to the,
compromise as proposed in your faver
of this date. - Not because your client

majesty
'f'hei‘e' suowy hills, this ocean with its

o I kT T R T S R L e s

The first letter was from a mAn. there iy in a drop of water?

has a just right to such settlement, but, makes the water in the kettle sing
| from the fact that we do mot care:to,when it is boiling.—American Illustre,
X . 5 By .

Mr. Flatwell (his first Atlantic voy-
age)—Do you know, Mary, that this
ship burns 400 tons of coal every day?

Mrs. Flatwell—William Henry, have
you been letting the janitor stuff you
with any such fairy tale as that?—
Puck.

Native—*“Well, what do you think
of our city?”
sitor — *“Delightful place! The
train service is so good that you can
leave at any moment you please”—
Gil Blas.

“Father—Have you ever seen under
the miscroscope all the animals that

. Son—7Yes, father. Are they also in
the water that we drink?
Father—Yes, of course, ;
Son-—Ah, then, now I know what

They’re gone forever more. : ¥

The cliffs are bleak on the dréary shore,
Shadows beside the sea,

And each one looms a spectre grim,
Mocking the memory,

Laden ships come from lands afar,

| And {hsee them cross the harbor bar,

But the ships I sent in the long ago,

Stanch, with sails unfurled of snow,
Are lost—all lost to me!

’ _—Milwaukee Seritinel.

Xo the Sea
The earth is olir mother, but thou—thou
art father of us and of time;
For all things now were not when thou
wast strong .in thy prime.
There was silence first, and then dark-
ness, and under the garment of

these

‘Was the body of thee in,thy might, with
its infinite mysteries.

And God alone was aware of thy pres-
ence and power and form;

And out of His knowledge foresaw His
will in thy calm and storm.

Answering unto His will, He gave thee
lordship and crown.

And bade the kingdoms of man to wor-
ship thee and bow down.

For earth He made out of dust, for
change and defeat in the blast;

But thee He made eternal, through aeons
and aeons to last,

Unmarked by sun or wind. and supreme

' .where thy waves are tossed:

Not an inch of thy beauty to perish,

nor an ounce of thy might to be

lost.
~William Stanley Braithwaite in the
September Century,

Ride of Faith

Life is a whir of wheels,
A shriek of escaping steam;
ife is a mumble,
A roar and a rumble,
A taemh of the headlight's gleany.
He hat® much to dread; he hath much
to fear
Who hath no faith in his BEngineer,

Faecing the darkness ghead,
Someone with sleepless eyes
Watches the lights,
Thro’ the misty nights,
While a 8oul sings its lullaBles.
He cannot count the gift too dear,
Who hath great faith in his Engineer.
—Josephine Page Wright, in National
Magazine for September,

Unreality
My name is Unreality. In distant lands
1 dawell;
And yet, one whisper from my lips, the
world lies ‘meath my spell.
The ‘flmy robes of Mystery for gat-
do I wear.

ments
And though no one has geen my face,

yet all men call me fair.
The dream-child with the wondrous
eéyes, the poet’s soul. I claim;
I whisper to the hungry hearts their
¥ cries are not in vain:
I kiss-your eyes and weary brow, peace
over you doth steal.
You in your sleep forget to weep, and
say “Thou art the Reéat!™
—Flora B. Davis in Néw England
Magazine,

Here T stand, the pounteous giver of the
lates 1
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