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• ,to seek the sun as the source of veget­
able life, and In the sun we have one 
of the fragments into; which > rotatory 
Universe* separated, when the motion 
imparted to it had been sufficiently 
prolonged, and is itself now throbbing 
with that motion; and so wé come 
to the beginning. This is more than 
mere guesswork. It is a brief state­
ment of the latest conclusions of grass is cut; let the horses feed!” 
science in that sphere of investigation, and forthwith a scene of horrible car- 
Indeed, in the sentence tracing the nage and rapine ensued, which was 
electric light to its origin, we have only stayed when mere was nothing 
only summarised several" pages 'ot ohé left tô aésfrôy. BOuIgSf,' in his htt- 
of the greatest of modern ihvestiga- tory of China, says that the Tatars 
tors into electric phenomena. The would never have been more than 
views, which -are advanced in this mere nomad tribe but for the appear- 
article,. are almost diametrically op- ante of Genghis. Boulger says of 
posed .to those held,iby the. school of him “He was a military genius çf 
thought Of which Herbert Spçncer was the first order, and it may be que*- 
the founder; and" t^hicti regards force tiôhëd Whether Caesar or Napoleon 
as a property of irïattéif;. but we,süb- càh as oommanders be placed on a par 
mit that It is more -in harmony «with with him. Even the Chinese said he 
the discoveries of science since, the moved „hia argiles like, a god. The 
great philosopher of the mid-Victorian manner -in which he moved large 
era ceased from his labors. That is bodies of men over vast distances 
the chief theory with which his name without apparent effort, the judgment 
is specially connected. We cannot he showed in the conduct‘ of several 
hope to say what force is in its last 
analysis, but neither do we know 
what matter is in its last analysis.
We shall content ourselves with say­
ing that the existence of the former 
seems to imply that there is a power 
beyond the creation which finds ex­
pression both in matter and force.

FORCE in war. Wailed towns presented no 
resistance to these terrible horsemen, 
who never counted the cost of lives, 
nor spared the conquered. It is told 
that Genghis, after Btikara was cap­
tured, and its hundreds of thousands 
of men, women and children were at 
his mercy, called the leaders of his 
army about him and exclaimed : “The

cede that there is something in-Chris­
tianity which is not to be found in 
any of the others'.

In what does the difference consist? 
It will not do to say that Chris! is l.ity 
is true and that the others were false. 
They were not false As far as they 
went they were true. We think the 
answer is that they did* not go far 
enough. They were lacking in s- no­
thing which Christianity oossesses. 
We again remind readers that we 
speak from a secular point of view 
only. Doubtless there are evidences, 
which individuals enjoy, that demon­
strate to; their personal satisfaction 
the reality- of this faith, apart alto­
gether from mere -matters of doctrine. 
But we are not iftritlng for such peo­
ple. We are eadeavpring to look upon 
the quéstlon from;ran external point 
of view, and to what prdof
there is that .Christianity possesses 
an energising, vltalizihg power, which 
no other religion possesses in equal 
degree. Never before was society so 
urgent in asking what it shall do 
to be saved.. Great problems are 
pressing for solution,; and they are be­
coming more and more formidable all 
the time. People l$y the hundreds of 
thousands are turning away from the 
Christianity of their fathers and seek­
ing social salvation In’ new directions. 
Scholarship is growing indifferent to 
it, and is pursuing its investigations 
as though no such thing existed. Peo­
ple of leisure and wealth are *gnoring 
it. And yet the demand for something 
like what Christianity in its essence 
professes to be was never greater than 
it is today. We are told of Jestts that 
“the common people heard Him glad­
ly.” What message has Christianity 
for the common people today? It 
tells them undoubtedly of happiness 
and glory in a life to. come; buX men’s 
minds are chiefly agitated with the 
desire to attain to comfort end se­
curity in the life that now is, and if 
Christianity has a message for them, 
which can be made applicable in this 
more limited sphere, we have little 
doubt that: the common people will* 
hear it gladly just as soon as they 
understand it,- .j?., .

There are some who say that Chris­
tianity is a matter of personal experi­
ence. Possibly it is; but if the mass 
of mankind saw that those who claim 
to enjoy this personal experience were 
ever on the alertée improve the çon- 
ditlon of those around them, the real­
ity of this person*! >experience would 
be more gerterariy^^lSmttted and the 
experience ,tteelt wspldi bq inor»-gen­
erally sought. TwiF ..very estimable, 
gentlemen âré VdïÈftig" reügtouk" fe- 
'vlval servicgs'ltn 'tiüX clty. No. doubt 
they do a great deal of good. If the 
effect of -their labors were nothing 
more t£an to awaken those persons, 
whom they addressj to a greater sense 
of thé wickedness of sin and their 
moral responsibility, they would1 he 
doing a work of Inestimable value, 
and perhaps, as the sphere of any 
men is necessarily limited, they wisely 
confine themselves to one special de­
partment of Christian work. Probably 
also It may properly be called the 
fundamental work. Unless men them­
selves feel the energizing force of 
Christianity, they can hardly he ex­
pected to realize that In It is to be 
foünd what society needs for redemp­
tion from the consequences of its folly. 
We hold that Christianity, while It 
may be a personal experience, bring­
ing to him who enjoys It a conscious­
ness of thé possession of divine favor. 
It Is something more than this. It Is 
a power thât will "make for right-

Romans who were Cicero’s contem­
poraries, Pompey, Sulla, Cato, Caesar 
and those men made famous by 
Shakespeare’s Immortal play. But 
'among them all Cicero stands distin­
guished as the greatest orator of his 
time or of any time before or since. 
The profoundness and the beauty of his 
philosophy are visible in all of his 
works, the letters to his wife and 
daughters and friends as well as his 
orations and Philippics. But with all 
of his brilliancy, all of his 
Cicero’s life was one of the 
pathetic of the philosophers. Inspired 
by a burning patriotism and the. love 
for all the old traditions of his coun­
try, He labored zealously for the wel­
fare of the people, only to meet with 
what he termed failure. In the end 
after bitterest <ysappointraents and 
family griefs, he died at the hands of 
Antony’s soldiers. But as it Is with 
the greatest.men of all times so It was 

•with Cicero. During his life It was 
hot permitted that he should see the 
fruits of his unselfish, labor, though 
the generations since his time have 
been the better and the happier for his 
teaching.

Cicero was the eldest son of a 
wealthy Roman citizen and was edu­
cated under the best teachers In the

THE STORY TELLER CURRENT VERSEp-d you ever stop to think of what 
refer to when you speak of force? 

is what causes the planets to 
in their orbits, which sends light 

ting through space, which carries 
to the topmost leaf of the

l
Young Hopeful—^Mummy, have

gooseberries got legs ?
Mother—No, dear.
Young Hopeful—Then I've swallow­

ed a caterpillar.—The Tatler.

A lady famed for her skill in cooking 
was entertaining a number of— her 
friends at tea. Everything on the ta­
ble was much admired, but the excel­
lence of the sponge cake was especial­
ly the , subject of remark.

“Oh!* exclaimed one of the guests, 
‘it Is so beautifully soft and light! Do 
tell me where you got the recipe.*

'T am very glad,“replied the hostess, 
“that you find it so soft a,nd light. I 
made it out of my own head.”—Illus­
trated Bits. - • •

Canada, Be Clad!
(The opening of the King Edward Sana­

torium for Consumptives, near Wes­
ton.)

O Canada, be glad, be glad!
Behold yon light—

A radiance tender draweth nigh,
A glory stealeth o’er the sky, 

Dispelling night.

Dark, dark, and long hath been the night 
O’er all the land.

To many daughters dear to thee, 
Pale-veiled in wasting mystery.

None understand.
A sweet girl grades yonder home,

Her cheek health-red;
The pale king comes and silent stoops. 
He breathes on her, the fair rose droops 

And she is dead.
Ten thousand homes the pale king know, 

And feel his breath.
Remorseless breathed as he goes by, 
And joy and hope hoar-frosted die 

In withered death.
O Canada! Hope, hope thou still—
; The dawn has come !
A ray of. gold has reached the -sky 
A radiance healing draweth nigh 

To every home.

i' -red

the sap
* ; . st tree, which causes crystals to 

their beautiful shape, whichtake on
is the blood coursing through our 

and gives us life. We know 
of the various manifesta-

veins
at some

of force are; we know some of 
we can measure to some

ti ens power
mostit^ laws;

.nt the intensity of its operations^ 
what it is eludes all analysis. Wè

suggest

a
that creation may be divided
great aspects: Matter, whichinto two

is visible, tangible, capable of sub­
division, and differentiated by its 
properties, and Force, which is invis­
ible, intangible, indivisible, and known> 
and differentiated only by its results. 
There is a school of philosophy which 
suggests that the visibility and tangi- 

1 ini it y of matter is due to the opera-

' A Yawning Abyss.
“And there I stood, Aunt Susan,” 

long-windedsaid
nephew, who had been droning on 
about hia summer In Switzerland for 
some hours since the old lady’s 
began to droop—‘‘and there I i 
Aunt Susan, With the abyss yawnttig 
in front of me.” “William,” said 
Aunt Susan, speakihg as one who has 
long kept silence. “Was that abyss

or did

Miss Porter’s

-eyes
stood,

Til., of force. We read in the Book 
of Genesis: “In the beginning God 
created the heavens and the earth. 
And the earth was without form and 
void, and darkness was upon the face 
of the deep. And the Spirit of God 
moved upon the face of the waters.” 
Restating this highly poetical pro­
nouncement in the prosaic language of 
today, and eliminating from it any 
reference to the Deity, we may ex­
press it thus: Originally there was a 
dark, formless ether, and to it force 
was imparted. After this all things 
became possible. We mentioned a 
week or two ago the little dust 
vortices with which we are all fa-

On darkness dense the wasting plague 
Shall prey no more.

The light to simple life has
yawning before you got there, 

it begin afterward ?”
wars in countries far apart from each 
other, his strategy in unknown re­
gions, always on the alert, yet nevèr 
allowing hesitation or overcaution to 
interfere with his enterprise, the 
seiges he brought to a successful ter­
mination, his brilliant victories, a suc­
cession of ‘Suns of Austerlitz’ all 
combined toi- make up the picture of a 
career to which Europe can offer 
nothing that will surpass, even if she 
has anything to bear comparison with 
it. After the lapse of centuries, and 
in spite of the Indifference with which 
the great figures of Asiatic history 
have been treated, the name of Gen­
ghis is still a name to conjure with. 
But great as is the reputation Gen­
ghis has acquired, it is probably short 
of hih merits. He is remembered as 
a relentless and Irresistible conqueror, 
a human scourge ; but he was much 
more.% He was one of the great in­
struments of destiny, one of the most 
remarkable molders of the fate of na­
tions to be met with in the history of 
the world. His name still overshad­
ows Asia with its fame.” It is im­
possible in this short article to give 
even an outline of the operations of 
this wonderful leader, but we m#y 
mention that while he held China in 
subjection with one army, he des­
patched four others for the conquest 
of the West. One of them penetrated 
India as fat* as Delhi; one overran

a-
___i ■ eome,

hopeless find a hopeful home. 
As ne’er before.

The
x Didn’t Count

There lives on a Yorkshire moor in 
England an old lady who remembers 
Charlotte Bronte in youth. She was a 
servant in a family to which Charlotte 
was governess. “Miss Bronte was 
nobbut the governess,” she says. “But 
what was Miss Bronte like?” she was 
asked, “for she wrote some famous 
stories.” “Eh,” replies the old lady, 
“I never heerd tell as she’d done owt 
to mak* folk talk; she wor nobbut the 
governess.”—London Express.

bless, thrice bless, the open hand— 
Thy praise we sing:

And Messing be, with deathless fame, 
On him that lends his gracious name— 

God bless our King.At sixteen he began thecountry.
study of law and traveled extensively 

At the age of

—Grant Balfour

in Greece and Asia, 
twenty-six he first came into promin­
ence when defending young Roscius

Across the LandOGELEN EKE
Across the land at mdrn she went 

whom we had watched and kept, 
So like a lily when she woke, a rose 

leaf when she slept;
Across the land when night had flown 

and all the skies. were still,
She passed into the light that lay upon 

the wakening hill.

To have impressed herself upon the 
memory of one-third of the human 
race as Ogelen Eke, or Tl% Mother 
of Nations, is a lot which has fallen 
to only one woman, and It is reason­
able to attribute to her more ability 
and power than has been exercised by 
the majority of the great representa­
tives of her sex. Especially true is 
this when she is not a being, the story 
of whose life is mostly made up of 
myths and traditions coming down 
from the twilight of the world, as was 
the case with Helen of Troy and 
Semiramis. Her proper name was 
Yulun, and she was mother, guardian 
and adviser of that most tremendous 
man, ; Temougin, who <s known best 
by his assumed title, Genghis, wliich 
means “perfect warrior.” She was 
born about the middle of the Twelfth 
Century, and married Yeke Yilata, a 
Tatar chief, but did no^ long remain 
his wife—we adopt thé correct spell­
ing: of the word usually written “Tar­
tar.” The following is the Tatar ac-

who had been falsely accused of mur­
dering his own father. So powerful 
were Roscius’ enemies that no other 
advocate dared take up the young 
man's cause. Cicero, who wrote at 
the time that he was protected by his 
obscurity, won the case against gen­
eral expectation. His success, however, 
meant his enforced absence from the 
country, and he spent several years 
traveling in the east “for the benefit 
of his health,” as Plutarch rather fa­
cetiously puts it. When he went to 
Sicily he prosecuted Verres for mls- 
government, and so effective were the

Human Equality
A New Yorker who does his bit of 

“globe-trotting” tells of two odd en­
tries that he saw In the visitors' book 
of a fashionable resort on the Rhine.

A few years ago one of the Paris 
members of the Rothschild family had 
registered as follows: “R. de Paris.”

It so chanced that the next visitor to 
inscribe his name in the book was 
Baron Oppenheim, the banker of 
Cologne, and he wrote his name be­
neath. Rothschild’s in this wise: “O. 
de Cologne.”—Lippincott’s.

miliar, and said that if these continued 
long enough and rapidly enough, the 
whirling air would become luminous. 
We see the vortices because they 
catch up leaves and dust; if they oc­
curred on a perfectly clean surface 
we would not see them, unless they 
continued long and rapidly enough to 
become luminous. Hence we may in­
fer that the first visible effect of the 
vortices in the ether yvas that they 
became luminous, or, as the writer 
of Genesis says immediately after 
telling us that the Spirit of God 

“And God said 'Let there be

Across the land at mom she went 
whonj we had failed to keep,

So like a glory when awake, a shadow 
when asleep ;

No breath of mourning or distress, but 
soft as step of dawn.

The rustle of the wings 
spirit had put on!

of white her

Across the land at mom she went, nor 
had we any thought 

Of such a change, of such a strange, 
sad difference it wrought;

For dumb we look across the land 
whose glory was our light 

As if the day h^d changed to grey, and 
• noon were as the night!

A“ ‘Oh, you’re killing me!’ cried a 
voice. ‘Have you no pity?’ said

□
male

measures he adopted that Verres fled Senator Foraker, telling his story of 
Into exile, and Horten tins, who de- a seaside hotel to illustrate hasty 
fended him, and who was until then diets. „
the leader of the Roman bar, gave up “There followed a series of awful 
the case in despair. gyoans. Then: *

Cicero’s unrivalled brilliancy won _ ‘Stop, you are murdering me! Im
him the praetorahip and consulship ..SL L- . ,lo
af the earliest teeai »»» For a little while the crowd out-eifts were î „a”d side beard feeble grunts, and moans.

®nd ht Then a wild shriek rang forth: 
of Father of “ ‘Murder! You’ve done it at last,

the Fatherland. It was during hist you’ve killed me. Oh, I’m dying.’ 
consular year that he made his famous “Here a man thundered on the door 
Tie* fdr Murenas who was probably arid shouted: *
guilty Ofr'hrlbery; ><. IBs $Seech is; a « ‘tFha'ï’dÿed Is going on in there? 
model of forensic argument- and - feraçer.... “Thete wa* a smotlférèd JMtgh with- 
ful rhetoric’sod it Is'periiaps urinêéeé- in, -the ’ddhr 'Was oÿenèd Instantly, and 
sary to add that he won: his case for a young ‘and pretty‘ woman appeared, 
his Client. ; '• < - ■ ‘Did the noise alarm you?’ she said.

The following year he successfully Tve just beeh peeling off the shirt 
defended Cluentlns, who was un- from my husband’s sunburnt arms’ ”— 
doubtedly guilty of poisoning, and de- Philadelphia Record, 
livered his famous oration- for the 
poet Archies, in which he speaks so 
eloquently in praise of the literary and 
scholarly life. ">

His popularity was short-lived and 
the turning-polht came in his career 
when he refused to join the First 
Trimvirate.’ Caesar was about to de­
part for Gaul and fearing that during 
his absence the philosopher might use 
his influence to incite the Romans 
against him, sent him into 
Cicero having retired to Greece, Caes­
ar condemned him by name and caused 
his town house and his villas to be 
destroyed.
ted to return to Rome

ver- Across the land at morn she went, and 
morn is morn no more;

The dawn, the dew, the bird, the bloom, 
not as they Were before:

Across the land Ju morn she
wunt the gleam .

That filled our home, that filled out 
hearts, with joÿ and song and 
dream !

moved :
light,’ and there was light.”

We think it is probably demonstra­
ble that if motion were imparted to 
an all-pervading, formless ether, it 
it would necessarily be rotatory.. It 
evidently could not move in a straight

motion would he hecèseaMÿ iimtnflu- 
ed by any external thieg.it would 

take the .simplest of all motio 
namely, a rotatory one. Htrè seems 
to be a logical basis for the. theory 
that the visible, creation Is .,j&e result 

applied to an invisible itfier. 
But this does not bring tis at ' a'! 
nearer an answer to the question; 
“What is force? Still less does It help 
us reach any conclusion as to whether 
the various manifestations of force 
are derived from the Original creative

went, anil :with her
-I

—Baltimore Sun.

IThe Dream, Bird*
O Light-df-Heart, this is a tale 

Of -: bedtime, stars, and shadows.- 
Of hqw the dusky dream birds sail 

Across the moonlight meadows;
From fairyland they steer, and go 
. As silently as feathers,
With fairies driving fast and slow 

Through many winds and weathers; 
And when you’re safe in bed asleep, 

With mother o’er you bending. 
Through those big window panes they 

pee 
To see

They carry dreams upon thetr backs. 
Done up in white rose oetals,

With spider webs for string, and wax 
From where the wild bee settles . 

Where do the rose leaves go? Ah, there 
You thought you found me napping— 

The fact is this, that kisses take 
An awful lot5of wrapping,

And fairies claim one each from 
(For kisses they’ve a mania),

But sometimes «teal an extra two 
Or three for Queen Titania,

Then pack them sharp before you wake, 
And as they homeward fly 

All whisper: “Winsome dreams for you, 
Dear Light-of-Heart—good-by* !*

—Pall Mall Gazette.

Qyria; one swept g-way all |Oppos}titin

is
fourth Invejdeà -Rusafâ and re­
duced it to subjection. It had only 
reached the Dneiper when Genghis 
died, but its triumphant march ex­
tended into Poland and Hungary, and 
caused the whole of Europe t& trem­
ble with dread. Rambeau, above quot- 
says that this army alone numbered 
600,000 men, and he says that wtién 
Genghis died, “he left to be divided 
among his four sons the greatest em­
pire that ever existed.”

When we reflect that it was not 
only through the talents which he in­
herited from his mother, but actually 
by the force of the courage and skill 
which -she put forward when he was a 
•helpless youth, and by her counsel 
in later years, that the Tatars were 
welded together into one nation, and 
ifhe , amazing career of Genghis made 
-possible, we need not hesitate to place 
the name of Yulun Ogelen Eke among 
fhe".great .women in history.

CHRI8ITANITY

day-’Yissugei was bunting in company 
with Kti brothers, arid ' was fdilo#ing 
the track of a white hare in the snow.
They struck upon the track of a 
wagon, and following it tip came to a 
spot where a woman’s - cart was 
pitched. Then said Yissugei: ‘This 
woman shall bear a valiant son.’ He 
discovered she was the damsel Ogelen 
Eke. Yissugei carried her away and 
married her.” Yissugei was a Tatar 
chief, but by no means the strongest 
among them. He was, however, fairly 
successful in extending his power, and 
at his death was acknowledged as 
ruler by forty thousand families. At 
this time Genghis was .only thlrteeq 
years old, and the tribes refused td 
recognize his leadership. A greeting 
of the tribes was held and the lad ' 
stood before them, weeding and plead-, 
ing that he should be- recognized as 
his father’s successor, >ut the spokes^ 
man of the tribesmen stnSWfflred?

deepest wells are sometimes dry; 
the hardest stone.. is sometimes 
broken; why should we dllng to thee?”
Then arose Ogelen Eke, and holding 
aloft the cow-tailed banner of her 
race, in impassioned tones called 
upon the men to rally to support the 
rights of her son. The debate was 
long and angry, but in the end the 
heroic woman prevailed to such an 
extent that the majority of the tribes­
men tendered their allegiance to the 
lad. From this time on, and for nearly 
thirty years, this great woman planned 
supremacy for her son over all Asia.
Her labors wtere Incessant; she whs 
powerful in counsel, quick to take ad­
vantage of the weakness of her son’s 
enemies, courageous In undertaking 
warlike expeditions, and the result 
was that in his forty-fifth year, Gen­
ghis was able to set out on his con­
quest of China, which was the pre-. 
llmlnary step to his marvelous career, 
the like of which is without parallel 
In history. Not very much more in­
formation relating to Ogelen Eke is 
available for the purposes of this pa­
per, although in the traditions and 
literature of Central Asia there are 
many things told about her. The im­
portant fact concerning her is that 
she laid the foundation of Tatpr 
greatness, and thus influenced the af­
fairs of . the world to a degree almost 
without parallel, and the effect of 
which Is still felt today. What the 
consolidation of these tribes and the 
great movement, of which this 
woman’s son was leader meant can be 
in some measure understood from the 
following quotations. The first is 
from Rambeau’s History of Russia, 
quoting a Chinese writer of the Four­
teenth Century, whom he does not 
name “They occupy themselves ex­
clusively With thëtr flocks. They 
Ignorant of the’ nature of a town or 
a wall. They have neither religious 
ceremonies ' nor judicial institutions.
They respect nothing but strength 
bravery.” They were, as a Moham­
medan writes says, born horsemen.
He adds- that they were -sun.worship - the various systems of ethics and re­
péra They were absolutely merciless liglon, they would be the first to «on­

to I

enc
ns,

if you’re pretending. .!An Automobile came rushing round 
the corner and the chauffer saw in 
front of him a man with a gun on his 
shoulder and a sickly-looking dog at 
his side. The man jumped to one side 
in good time, but the dog was killed. 
The chauffer stepped down and con­
templated his work.

“Is that your (tog?” he asked.
“Yes,” said the man.

, “Will you Be satisfied with twenty 
marks?"

"Yes."
A gold coin changed owners, and the 

driver .again climbed into his carriage.
“I aih very sorry I have spoiled your 

pleasure In hunting for today,” he said 
as he got ready to start again.

‘T wasn’t going hunting,” said the 
other.

“What, then, were you gping to do 
with the dog and the gun?”

"I was just going over into the bush 
yonder to shoot the dog.”—Frankfurter 
Zeitung.

;of force

I!
f

I
; !

Mlimpulse. If we admit the theory, we 
must concede that matter is the result 
of the operation of force, and discard 
the idea that force is the result of the 
operation of matter. Centuries ago 
the wind blew a fir cone from a tree, 
and the seed on one of the little 
leaves of the cone germinated, took 
root and in time became a forest 
giant. In that little seed was locked 
up a force which made this wonder­
ful thing possible. Was this force in­
herent in the matter of which the 
seed was made, or was it distinct 
from it? The question is ndit easily 
answered? It is certain that neither 
the microscope nor chemical analysis 
can detect its presence in the seed, 
nor distinguish between a seed which 
will germinate and one which will not. 
Let us go further back in the history 
of the world. A great forest qomposed 
chiefly of huge tree ferns covered the 
land. In the process of centuries these 
died and others took their places. The 
surface of the earth sank, carrying 
the decayed forest with it. The sea 
rolled over it and covered it with silt. 
The silt become solid and the surface 
of the earth rose again. Today we 
dig down through the solidified silt, 
which we call shale, and come upon 
the compressed debris of the ancient 
forests, which we call coal. We place 
the coal in a furnace and burn it, and 
thereby we generate steam, which we 
use to drive machinery, perhaps to 
move great steamships, perhaps to 
give us light Whence caipe the force 
that was locked up in the coal? Clearly 
it came from the source of energy 
which made the tree-ferns grow, and 
ihis source was undoubtedly the sun. 
We drive machinery by water power, 
which is derived from the effort of 
water, which the sun has raised into 
the atmosphere, to seek the level of 
the ocean from which it came. Other 
illustrations may be cited, but they are 
not necessary to support the sugges­
tion that a-very great deal of the 
mrce with which we have to do is de- 
ri od from the sun, and, if that is the

you
exile.

uHowever, he was permit- 
some years 

later. But* he had ceased to be thej 
"man of the hour.” The political lead­
ers at variance with one another had 
not the time or the patience for rhe-' 
torlc and philosophy.

l!

il^ Morning
Here to begin again, and start all over 

and swing
Into the circle of do and çlare, fresh as 

as a robin, in spring!
Yesterday dead, with its night shallow

IMen of action 
were needed, the more unscrupulous 
the better. When the civil war broke 
out Cicero joined Pompey, with whom 
he had aways been friendly, but he 

eousness” In communities and nations j took no part in the decisive battle 
as well as individuals. If this is not ïijdeed his attitude towards Pompey at
the case, then the world is without Mu1® A1??® Sf„th*LODe Blot uP°n Ms 
, '- , ,,, i character. When the general met with
hope. Philosophy alone will not save ! defeat, Instead of bravely abiding by 
humanity from the results of Its er- ' the result Cicero returned ignomini- 
rors—we are speaking solely of this ously to Italy to crave Caesar’s par­

don.

“The

I, and deep of Its tears.
Only a burden laid off in the burial 

mound of years !Doctor, I suppose I’m an old fool, 
but I have made a discovery that gives 
me some uneasiness.”

“What Is it, Kadger?"
“I was passing my hand over my 

head the other day, and I found one 
place that's a good, deal hotter than 
any other spot.

Colonist readers, • who have followed 
the series of articles Which have ap­
peared from week to week upon this 
page, dealing with ancient teachers 
of religion and philosophy, can hardly 
have failed to notice the remark­
able similarity between the vari­
ous ethical systems advanced by 
these great teachers and leaders. They 
will also admit that if Buddha, Con­
fucius, Plato, Zoroaster, Socrates, and 
all the rest of the wonderful galdxy 
could have sat at the feet of Jesus 
and heard the Sermon on the Mount, 
the utmost demands of their minds 
for a practical rule of life would have 
been satisfied. Wherein consists the 
difference, between their systems and 
Christianity? , Why .is- it that the lat­
ter is a vital force energizing the hu­
man race, today, even to a greater 
'tent than In the earlier centuries of its 
existence, while the, former are either 
half-forgotten- memories or- are laek- 
ihg in that spirit Which makes for 
human progress? There is nothing 
more beautiful ; than the teachings cf 
Zoroaster, hut those who profess it 
have grown less numerous from cen­
tury to century; until now only a rem­
nant remains of what was once the 
greatest of all schools of religious 
thought. The teachings of Buddha 
are not materially different from an 
ethical point of view from those of5 
Jesus, and yet the followers of this 
wonderful man, though numbered by 
hundreds of millions, do not give evi-\ 
dence that the spirit of their master’s 
teaching influences their transactions' 
with their fellowmen. This is tne test 
after all. “By their fruits ye shall 

■know then»” is not necessarily a Cfcris- 
tlah fuie; it is in the' highest ser.ee 
scientific. It is the rple by wnich the- 
chemist lit his laboratory as„n tains 
the hidden laws of creation. We be-,; 
lieve that if the great teachers above 
named were alive today, and could 
observe what have been the fruits of war,

!
J 'Here to begin again with morning 

upon the hill;
Here, from a little sleep, leap with a 

new-born thrill
Of hope and glory and song and ven­

ture and heart and dream
Into the splash of the seas of dust 

laid in the dew and gleam !
Here to begin again, night and the past 

a blur—
Only the hills, with their bugl 

myriad wings astir!
Oh, to begin, begin ! Give me your 

hand and cling!
Morning and youth and hope, my dear; 

love, and the bloom o’ spring!
—Baltimore Sun.

Û

\ 1
I thought it was all 

imagination at first, but it isn’t. Put 
your hand on the top of my head, 
pretty well back. There, that’s the 
place. Doesn’t it feel hotter than he 
rest of my head?”

“It certainly does.”
"Well, now, I am anxious to know 

what that 
there’s too much brain pressure at that 
particular spot I want to know it. Is 
it seriously?”

"Kadger, it is.”
“I feared so. Tell me the truth, doc­

tor, whatever it is.”
- “I hesitate to tell you, because—"
“Doctor, I insist on knowing."
"Well, if you must know, Kadger, 

that particular place on your head feels 
hot to your hand because you’re getting 
a bald spot there.’’—Chicago Tribune.

life. - Political economy breaks down 
when it is most heeded. Theology 
creates discord When unity is essen­
tial. Mankind needs something more 
than these. It needs something that 
will change the point of view of the 
struggling millions, something that 
will subordinate self. Is there a 
power In the Universe of God, which 
will accomplish this great work? 
Electricians have taught us that there 
are pulsations in the ether, which 
with properly attuned instruments we 
can catch and understand. Is hu­
manity enveloped by pulsations of 
the Divinity? And If so, is it possible 
so to attune our minds that we will, 
not only as Individuals, but as com­
munities, come to, understand them 
and employ them for our temporal 
benefit as well as for our future 
happjness?

It was at this time that he divorced 
his wife to Whom he had been married 
for more than thirty years, and a lit­
tle later the death of his only daugh­
ter, Tullla, nearly broke his heart.

secret of
assassination, though his 

with the con- 
wrote later:

•i
t

f
ill

e call and

Cicero was not in the 
Caesar’s
sympathies were all 
spirators, to whom he 
"How I wish I had been invited to your 
glorious banquet on the Ides of March.” 
“There would have been no remains," 
he wrote again, meaning that Antony 
would not have been left alive.

During the long struggle between 
Antony and the slayers of Caesar, 
Cicero’s eloquence and energy made 
him the foremost man in the senate 
once more. It was during this period 
that he wrote his famous Philippics. 
He died in the year 43 B.C. Anthony 
soldiers overtook him one day when he 
was being carried in his litter through 
the streets of Rome, 
resistance, forbidding his slaves to 
try to defend him, but to save them­
selves.

Cicero’s one great fault was his van­
ity, and he has been by some writers 
accused of physical cowardice. In the 
light of the heroic conduct displayed 
at his assassination this accusation 
seems hardly Just. He was too great 
and good a man for the time In which 
he lived. “We might wish,”, writes 
Hegel, “that this humane and modern 
nature might have fallen upon a gent­
ler age.”

The most widely read of all Cicero’s 
works, perhaps, is his little dialogue 
on old age. He whose own later years 
were so full of sorrow, claims for this 
time of life the greatest happiness.”

means. If it indicates that ■
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A Dream Girl
You will come one day in a waver of 

love,
Tender as dew, impetuous as rain,
The tan of the sun will be on your skin. 
The purr of the breeze in your murmur­

ing speech,
You will pose with a hill-flower grace. 
You will come, with your slim, expres­

sive arms,
A poise of the head no sculptor has 

caught,
And nuances spoken with shoulder and 

neck,
Your face in a pass-and-repass of moods 
As many as skies in delicate change 
Of cloud and blue and flimmering sun.

Yet,
You may not come, O girl of a dream, 
We may but pass as ihe world goes by 
And take from a look/of eyes into eyes, 
A film of hope, and a memoried day.

—Chas. Sandburg, in Lyceumite.

-

! j:ex-

Young Hopeful — Mummy, have 
go*eberries got legs ?

Mother—No. dear.
Young Hopeful—Then I’ve swallow­

ed a caterpillar.—The Tatler.He made no V!(
The Rev. J. Tut, tut! How dare 

you come before me and ask me to 
marry you when he Is In that dis­
graceful condition ?

Would-be Bride—Weel, sur, pleaz,
sur, he'll no come when he’s sober__
Illustrated Bits.

If
‘
•ImAncient Teachers of Re­

ligion and Philosophy
By Njlle Bertrand Lugrln.

; i
“Now,” said the vicar, “can 

tell me what a lie is?”
Immediately a small hand shot up.
“Well, my little man?”
“Please, sir, a lie is an abomination 

unto everyone, but a very pleasant 
help in time of trouble.”—Lutheran 
Observer.

1The Haunted World
Yonder fall of the leaf, yonder splash­

ing of water,
Have all one meaning to me;

Under the mute, wet rocks, over the 
breathing treetops,

A voice speaks breathlessly,
Ushered into the woods ’mid the still, 

► slim trunks of the pine,
Waving the reddened boughs and tear­

ing the tangled vine—
The wild world’s misery.

Far have I sped from men, far from the 
steel-stone city.

To meet with God in the woods,
To see the beauty of earth as it spins 

with the flaming planets,
And steep myself in Its moods;

But, oh, not, far enough to escape the 
anguish of man!

On every leaf it is stamped, on every 
blade is its ban;

Into the wind it swung, into the stream 
it ran,

And, lo! in the sky it broods!
—James Oppenheim in the October 

Century.

anyone

CICERO

The century in which Marcus Tul­
lius Cicerq lived was one of the most 
lurid and exciting in the tragic annals 
of Roman history." It was a time of 
political strife and civil warfare. One 
terrible event followed another In quick 
succession, Jealousy distorted pa- 
triotism Into anarchy. Brother in­
trigued against brother, father against 
son, until finally the assassination of 
Caesar plunged the country into a ! considers himself an Image of (he 

which dominated In the .deaths! he will be careful to avoid those
nf k„J feelings and actions which would tn-of Cleopatra «fd. Aptony. History ha*.thtg great gift, “ Thé ‘soultie* de­
given us the names of many mighty rived Immediately from God."

■X

IIThe professor of English was noted 
fdr being absent-minded, 
call the roll before the lecture.

' a?e, we may infer that, for example, 
’ electric light which glows upon 

desk is only a perpetuation in a 
very small way of “the Spirit of God
noving.” 
light back.

He used to 
One

morning, after calling a name to which 
there was no response, he loojced up 
and peering over his spectacles, asked 
sharply:

“Who is the absent boy in the va­
cant chair I see before me ?”—Lippin- 
•ott’s.

1
;"Grow old along with me,

The best is yet to be,
The last of life for which the first 

was made.”
!are

Let us trace our electric 
It is easy to follow it to 

!,l“ dynamo, thence to the steam en-: 
gme' thence to the glowing coal in 

furnace, and thence to the ancient 
' r-rn forest.

! i"The man who knows himself,”-» 
wrote Cicero, “will feel within himself 
traces of the Divine; and while he :1

If the British army airship works as 
well as is reported, it ftiay do more to 
prevent war than the Hague oonfer- 

itseelf. — Christian

Thus far we have facts, 
theories, to deal with. From the

forest Endavorence
World.necessary inference compels us

1
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