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* Hunting for His Affinity.

By J. 0. FAGAN.

CHAFTER 1.

Contaluning “White Love snd Bilack
° Memory."”

It was at the very beginning of the clvil
‘War

In those. days a great many people hon-
estly belleved that all American bables were
born free and #44al, but how the ridiculous
statement ever came to be printed and then
acceptad for gospel by intelligent citizens,
is certainly more than I can understand
In my own case, just as soon as [ was old
enough %0 comprehend anything about my
surroundings, or to watch my companions
at work or play, I knew very well that I
was neither freée, equal nor similar,

But to return (o my story

I sald it was during the late unpleasant-
ness, and the day was a very sullry one,
toward the end of July, in the year 1S5l
There was great excitement among the
erowds on the streets of the city of Boston,
especially’ in the neighborhood of the bulle-
tin boards. It was very hard, aimost im-
possibie to believe the dreadful rumors, but
mevertheless the word “disaster” was baing
passed around, and many a brave face on
that day reflected only too eloquently the
staggering intelligence.

This, of course, was just after the first
battle of Bull Run. Down at one of the
rallroad stationz on Causeway street anx-
fous, tremulous lines of humanity coming
in from the suburbs met others going out.
Over all there was feverish excitement and
& clamor for news.

Just about noon on this eventful day
& thunderstorm began to gather and very
sdon hroks over the city. It was one of
those dry, ominous storms, wher the blind-
ing flash, followed by the clap and the rat-
tle of heaven's artillery, is liable to bring
the bravest of us to a halt and to make usg
long for the bountiful rain to descend, to re-
Meve tha tension on our nerves, and to re-
mind us that God s merciful and will
not utterly confound us, on this particul-
Jlar occasion, at any rate.

When the storm was well under way,
but before the big drops had begun to
patter on the pavements, the hurrying
pedestrians on the sldewalks were called
upon to make way for a woman who was
being carried swiftly, but tenderly, across
the street and into the station.

The kind-hearted spectators understood,
or thought they did. The poor woman had
recelved news from the front; she was
prostrated with grief and had fainted away.
Perhaps it was her husband, perhaps her
boy. Who could tell? But the incident
gseemed to come right home to every one, as
with deepesat sympathy they made way for
the bearers, or turned aside to conceal their
emotion.

Tha general conclusion In regard to the
unfortunate woman was correct as far as
it went, but there was more to follow. They
earried her into the ladies’' room, and there
& short time afterward I saw the light for
the first time apd was ushered Into the
world with very little ceremony, while the
ale.ctrlcal storm was at its height and a
frenzy of warlike excitement penetrated the
elty from one end to the other.

Bighteen years passed away. My parents
had been dead for some time, and, practi-
cally, I was alone in the world. During these
years of childhood and youth I had been
the victim of g malady, or, at least, an ex-
ﬁ’me unexampled, I honestly belleve, in

history of the human race. Nay, more!
% still suffered, and unless something mirac-
ulous Intervened, was doomed to suffer and

_ %o remain like a feather In a gale of wind

\

until the day of my death, and, for all I
knew, In the next world and the next.

From the day of my birth I had been an

\enigma and a source of infinite trouble and

mnxiety to my family and my friends, I
seemed to be continually in the hands or in
the power of =ome unseen, incomprehensible
force that bafMed their best and kindllest ef-
forts for my health, my education and my

| prospects in life.

At times I was just like any other child,
Put agaln, without any assignable reason,
3 lest all pretense to be classed as a human
being. That {s to say, the conditions, sur-
poundings and such like, which, under ordi-
Bary circumstances, would naturally pro-
duce happiness or misery, comfort or dls-
<comfort, laughter or tears, had no such
affect upon me, for the simple reascn that
I was subject to a different set of laws. I
possessed all of these feelings and sensa-
tions, but they were not aroused in the
usual way. In so many words, 1 always had
been, and still remained, the helpless victim

the plaything of the atmosphere or the
weather. |

This, of course, was not discovered at
once, but dawned upon me gradually when
J was grown up and was mentally capablé
of making a study of myseif and my pecu-
liar constitution.

Not only was I governed during every
minute of my existence by what you may
call atmospheric influence, but 1 soon found
out to my dismay that every shade and con-
dition of weather was represented and at
once reproduced In my system by corre-
sponding delights, impulses or passions. In
fact, I was a human barometer, and every
degree on the scale represented the different
stages and varying composition of my men-
tal and physical condition, from an incon-
geivable pugnacity during & thunderstorm
down 1o a state of delightful, all-embracing
benevolence, such as I was consclous of,
when, on some gulet summer evening I re-
¢lined at my ease on the seashore of the
¢ity and watched the glories of a ~loudless
sunset or listened to the gentle rippie o1
the tiny billows rising and falling, ebbing
and flowing on the sands at my fecet.

Yet another curious fact femained.
Yomirating every sensation and idea of
which 1 was capable was the fixed, un-
wavering conviction that somewhere,
and to be discovered In some way, there
was a cure for my malady, and a key
that would unlock the distressing combina-
tion and restore me to the ievel of a natural
human being. Fortunately, 1 was in pos-
pession of a snug little fortune, and I could
think of no better way to spend part of
it than by pursuing an investigation so
Jitally important.

In the spring of the year 1851 I consulted
three of the most noted physicians in the
eity of Boston, Dr. Ward, Dr. Wendell and
Dr. Humphrey. I attended interviews, sub-
mitted to examinations and furnished sta-
tistics and all kinds of information in regard
to the case in the form of long sheets or
columns of tabulated facts for considera-
tion and comparison, covering a period of

several months,. On the one side such and

. #uch and such mental
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ﬁm opinion, but they had none to give

such atmospheric conditions, on the other
and physical ac-
companiment and data-similar causes al-
‘ways producing simllar effects, regardless
of the date or time.

Then I called upon these men for a pro-

- @xcept what any old woman would have fur-

‘mished me for nothing.

" Two of them. indeed, agreed that I must

I must change the scene, the atmos-
e, the surroundings. I must bury the
and start anew In some foreign coun-
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“Go to Africa,”” they sald; “hunt lions
and elephants, dig for gold, shoot Kaf-
firs If convenlent, live with nature in its
wildest and most savage forms for two
or three years, and thén you will sureiy be
cured, or killed.” They might have con-
cluded in the words of Hamiet: A consum-
mation devoutly to be wished.” '

However, 1 made up my mind to follow
their advice, because it coincided with my
own opinlon.

But the other fellow, Dr. Humphrey, dis-
agreedl with his learned colleagues and sent
in a minority report, over seal and signa-
ture, very much as follows:

“Dear Sir—-I have given your peculiar
case a great deal of study and anxious
thought. I find distinet traces of hallucina-
tion, mental aberration and delusion In very
aggravated forms. Having made a special-
ty of such cases, I have no hesitation in
advising you to fall in love immediately
with the prettiest, wealthiest young lady of
vour acquaintance. Follow it up to the end
fearlessly, devotedly, and, believe me, that
in the grand passion alone you will find re-
llef from your distressing Infirmity."”

To which communication I replied as fol-
lows:

“Yeu Old Fool—The only ‘grand passion'
of which I am capable possesses me at this
minute, as I pen these lines. Would you
have me make love to a girl in the morning,
disown her at noon, reviie her at night, and
begin all over again the following day at
the direction and the sweet will of the ele-
ments? Here is your check, but don’t you
think such professional stupidity comes
pretty high? Great Scott! When a man is
hanging between life and death and crying
aloud and piteously for the shadow of a
straw upon which to hang the skeleton of a
hope, at such a time, 1 say, commend me to
a tedious old doctor like yourself.”

That particular afternoon was very
sultry and partly cloudy. I arose, consulted
the barometer and the chart which hung
vertically alongside. The reading was as
follows:

“Cantakerous, without the slightest con-
sideration for the feelings of others.”

“Exactly,” I sald to myself, and, had I
been human, I might have laughed, but as
it was, I merely ground my teeth together
and sent the letter upon its errand.

= -
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What is time or space to me? My destiny
hinges on the weather. I have aiready trav-
eled thousands of miles and the sun is now
setting on a typical African scene. 1 have
started on a hunting trip through the
Transvaal and the Kaffir lands and we have
out-gpanned the oxen for the night on the
banks of the Umgeni river at Howick,
which is about ten miles north of Maritz-
burg, in Natal.

For a guide and companion I have secured
the services of a man named Hans Botman.
He is half Dutch, half English, a man of
infinite knowledge about routes and Kaffirs
and everything else, for that matter, but to
my mind his chief glory is his title of
“champion story teller of the colony.”

The air was bracing and chilly and I was
enjoying myself reclining at my ease with
my back against the wagon wheel. 1 could
sea the river romping and sweeping over
the rocks in the valley below, and to the
right 1 could hear the roar of the falls, the
celebrated Falls of Howick, which are the
pride of the village and the wonder of trav-
elers. The scene at™he time was magnifi-
cent, for the vegetation around was at its
best, and while I was watching the clouds
of spray and mist rising dreamily and beau-
tifully out of the chasm, Hans interrupted
my reverie rather abruptly.

“Fill your pipe again,” sald he, “and
take a drink of this foaming Kaffir beer
which Pando, the Kaffir driver, has just
brought fresh from the kraal, and I will
tell you a story about these falls. You
see, Mr. Clipper, we have no literature of
our own in this country, and very few
monuments to remind wus about strange
events and remarkable people, but for all
that there is hardly an inch of the road
between here and Pretoria that has not
some legend, romance or adventure con-
nected with |t.

“Somehow the people expect me to hunt
up these things, and as story telling is sec-
ond nature with me, well, I do my best
to entertain them. The tale I am going to
relate now I call

‘White Love and Black Memory.’

“Over the way there, mnear the Tfalls,
and half hidden by those silvery poplar
trees, you can just see the home of the
Lynn family—~that is to say, Mark, his
wife and their charming daughter, Dor-
othy. In his wyouth Mark had been a
miner, and after saving a little money he
took to farming in this beautiful wvalley,
through which the River Umgen! struggles
and worrles along In its restless course,
After a while he suffered a few losses,
which worried him considerably. 8o, when
young Captaln Grosvenor came along and
asked him to go up country and manage the
Cobalt mines in Mapocks Land, he was only
too gilad to accept the handsome salary that
was attached to the position.

“But making up their minds to go and
bidding farewell to their beautiful home
were two very different things to the Lynns.
Little Dorothy was simply broken-hearted,
for all her young life had been spent among
these hills and glens, where everything that
lived and breathed and blossomed seemed
to do so for her special benefit and delight.

“Now the country round about was
swarming with Kaffirs, and they all knew
Dorothy and worshiped the very print of
her littie feet in the meadows. She had her
Sunday class, her sewing class and her little
band of Kafiir Sisters, whose duty and de-
light it was to visit the sick with medicine
and flowers, and above all with kind mes-
sages which very often carry I!u.'alll:lg on
their wings.

“And what would become of old Ring
Kop, who was a kind of a chief over the
Kaffirs for miles around, and who was
known as tho.'Guardhn of the Falls?

“He was growing oid, and at times he was
sick and feeble, but he had watched the
‘Little Kosana,” the princess, as he called
her, grow up from her mother's arms. She
had come and gone among his people for
many years with her bright little face and
her merry laughter. So¢ it was no wonder
when the old man heard she was going to
leave them that he tore his hair and his
bilanket, rushed over to Dorothy's house,
sat down on the doorstep and buried his
head between his knees. _

“Dorothy came out at once and spoke
comforting words to the old chief, but
it was of no use; he refused to listen, al-
though he could see the tears In her eyes
as she spoke.

*"No, no, no!' he exclalmed at last.
‘Why must you go? Do you think they
will care for you where you are going
as we do? Oh, Kosana, do not leave
us, and I will show you that one oid
Kaffir, at any rate, has a memory and
a heart. Look now, here is the Kaf-
fir's memory. You sez this ald black
breast of mine, with the two long straight
scars on it. Well, I tell you they are the
work of my own knife and my own hand.
This s the one I made when your fa
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, and that was just before Chaka's
Zulus came down like a whirlwind and de-
vastated their homes. Was he not the
‘guardian of the falls,' and surely this mys-
terious visit was intended to signify that
the spirit was angry because the Kosana
was going to leave them, and if she really
did =o the spirit would certainly demand a
sacrifice and that would be terrible.

“But it was all in vain, for Mark had
made up his mind to go, so a few days later
Dorothy's Kaffir friends came to say good-
bye. ’

“0ld Ring Kop brought her a long string
made of woven grass or hemp, and fastened
a preclous charm of his own down at the
end of {t. Then the long line of Kaffirs fol-
lowed and each one, as the procession
passed before her, dropped a chosen bead or
amulet on to the string which Dorothy held
in her hands. So the Kosana came away
with a token and a thought of love from
each and every one of them.

“The home of Dorothy Lyan for the fol-
lowing four years was in the low lands that
divide the Transvaal ia the north from
Mapocks Land. They were years of un-
speakable happiness, for the family pros-
pered and Dorothy found a lover.

“Young Harold Grosvenor was part owner
of the mines that Mary Lynn had charge of,
s0 it happened that the young engineer saw
a good deal of Dorothy in her new home.

“He found her face fair and her mind
fairer, and when he told her at last that he
loved her better than all the world, she
awoke as from a trance and her delicate,
beautiful nature expanded and welcomed
his devotion, just as a flower opens its
petals and reflects new life and grace and
color from the touch of the dew and the
charm of the sunshine.

“But Dorothy was no sentimental dream-
er, so when Harold told her that he would
have to return to England for a season on
business, she playfully desired him to has-
ten his departure 20 that he might in this
way quicken his return. 8o together they
paid a long visit to the old home at Howick,
and then the young lover took his departure
for England.

“He had been gone but a few months
when Dorothy's father contracted the jungle
fever, and, after a wearied period of nurs-
ing and waliting, the mother and child were
left alone in the world. After their be-
reavement, of course, they couldn't stay
long at the mines, 80 they returned to
their home at Howick, and among the first
to welcome them was old Ring Kop.

“Four years had made quite a change in
the old man, but the return of his friends
and benefactors seemed to have given him
a new lease of life. They told Dorothy
ithat the old fellow had almost deserted
the Falls during her absence, but now she
noticed that day after day he wandered
down among the rocks as usual and watched
the foaming, boiling waters from his old
gtation at the head of the Falls.

“There he sat or reclined in the sun,
smoking by the hour, but what the old
Kaffir could find to think or dream about,
day in and day out, was a mystery to ev-
erybody.

“And so the weeks and the months passed
and Harold did not return. His letters
were long and affectionate at first, and
there were many of them, but before an-
other year haa gone by Dorothy knew that
a change had come and that something was
wrong. She made no complain{, nor did
she ask for an explanation. She simply
waited patiently, hoping and suffering.
Then, after a while, she read in the pages
of a Liverpool newspaper that Harold had
married a riech and charming lady in that
clty.

“So I am sorry to have to tell you that
very soon Dorothy began to pine and to
waste away, slowly, indeed, but so plainly
that old Ring Kop noticed it and sald in his
heart: ‘It is the “‘Spirit of the Falls" de-
manding a sacrifice.’

“One evening, at the time of year when
the leaves were beginning to fall, Dorothy
thought she would like to say good-bye to
Harold, so she sat down and wrote a letter
to him, and these were her words:

“ ‘I am sure you still remember the Falls
of Howick, and the path that winds down
through the ferns and the rose bushes to
the foot of the hill. I wish 1 could think
that you also remember the little blue flower
we planted right on the edge of the cliff.
I forget its real name, but you know we
called it “Love's Token.” It was so deli-
cate and tender it would thrive nowhere
but just in the mist and the sunshine. Well,
Harold, when we returned to Howick 1
thought I would like to see my little blue
flower again, but when I arrived at the spot
I found in its place one of those beautiful
lllles with the wide-spreading leaves. The
lily had stolen the mist and the sunshine
from the little blue flower, and Love's Token
had withered and was dead. :

*“ ‘1 was thinking of this to-day, and I sald
to myseif, “I will write and tell Haroid that
I cannot find any fault with his rich and
beauuful wife for coming between us, any
more than I can blame the lily for stealing
the mist and the sunshine from the token of
our love.” "'

“As Dorothy finished the letter, the moon
was shining brightly in at the casement.
Like one in a dream, she arose, passed
along the pathway that led to the falls.
She had been gone from the house but a
minute when her mother missed her and
rushed after her. Not fifty feet from the
cataract she caught her daughter in her
arms.,

“ *What is Dorothy going to do?” she
exclaimed. ‘If my child is tired of life and
will go away she must take her mother
with her, for she will not stay in the world
alone.’

“But Dorothy struggled hard and was
crazed with her grief and the stones were
slippery with slime and water. Another
minute and they will surely be over the
precipice together.

“But between them and the cloud of mist
that hangs over the brink is the figure of
a man, and when they see him the women
gtart back in terror. It is only old Ring
Kop, however,

“He tells them quietly that he is on guard,
as usual; he had been watching Dorothy
lately, he knew something was wrong with
her and that the ‘spirit of the falls" was
still angry and was calling for the sacrifice.

“But everything had now been arranged
for the best, for he, Ring Kop, had seen
the spirit in his dreams, and the good ghost
had agreed to take him, the old Kaflir, in-
stead of the Kosana. So the Kosana and
her good mother could now go home In
peace and be good to his people as in the
days gone by. For Ring Kop was now dld
and useless and was only too glad to show
the Kosana that he bhad a memory and
could pay his debts like a man.

“Now the old Kaffir was armed and
blanketed as for a long journey, and he
stood before them like a sentinel in the
mist and the moonlight, but before the
women could utter a sound or ralse a finger
he had backed out of their sight and was
swept over the falls.

“Mother and daughter still dwell on the
old homestead.

““The body of Ring Kop was recovered
and buried among the kraals of his peo-
Dle.

“The grave is not like a Eaffir grave,
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Sacred to the Memory
of
RING KOP.
“‘Greater Love hath no man than This,

t a man lay down his Life
ades ¥ For his friends.”

[To be continued.]

Hour by Hour.

One single day

Is not 80 much to look upon. There is some way

Of passing hours of such limit. We can face

A single day,; but place

Too many days before sad eyes—

Too many days for smothered sighs—

And we lose heart

Just at the start.

Years really are not long, nor lives—

The longest which survives—

And yet, to leok across

A future we must tread, bowed by a sense of loss,

Bearing some burden weighing down so low

That we can scarcely go

One step ahead; this is so bard,

80 stern a view to face, unstarred,

Untouched by light, so masked with dread.

If we would take a step ahead,

Be brave, and keep :

The feet quite steady; feel the breath of life
sweep

Ever on our face again—

We must not look across—locking Iin vain—

But downward to the next close step,

And up, eyes which have wept

Must jook a little way, not far.

God broke our years to hours and days, that hour
by hour,

And day by day,

Just going on a little way,

We might ba able, all along,

To keep quite strong.

Should all the weight of life

Be lzid across our shoulders, and the future rife

With woe and struggle, meet us face to face

At just one place,

We could not go,

Our feet would stop, and so

God lays a little on us every day:

And never I believe, on all the way

Will burden bear so deep,

Or pathways lie so steep,

But we can go, if, by God's power,

We only bear the burden of the hour.

—George Klingle.

THE DRUMMER'S MEMORANDUM.

it Caused a Rumpus in the Hotel Ear-
ly the Next Morning.
New Orleans Times-Democrat.

“The other evening, Jjust before we
changed watch™ said the clerk at one of
the hotels, “a fat drummer came up and
btegan figuring o't his expense account for
the day. He took the first plece of paper
he could lay his hands on and didn’t no-
tice that it was the blank we use for
keeping a memoranda of morning calls,
The blank is arranged in columns headed
by figures represomlng hours and half
hours, and he began his penciling in the
3:30 row. First he jotted down $1.50 for
bugey hire, then 15 eents for stamps, 35
cents for car fare, $1.60 for express pack-
age, $1.10 for telegrams, 50 cents for a
trunk strap, 5 cents for a paper and a
guarter for messenger service. Down at
the bottom, as an after thought, he put
40 and wrote ‘beer’ after it, thinking to
work it in somehow, I suppose.

“Well, at 3:30 o'cloek next morning there
was trouble, and plenty of it. The night
clerk supposed, of course, that the calls had
been left in the ordinary way, and while he
was a little surprised at so many people
wanting to get up at such an_unear ly
hour, he told the boys to wake Nos. 150, 15,
35, 160, 110, 50, 5 and 25, and carry a quart
bottle of beer to No. 4. They had a terrible
time getttng the people up, and everybody
was as mad as hiazes, particularly the fat
drummer himself, who happened to be in
110, and swore he was goin1 right down and
lick the clerk. About that time the boy with
the beer got to 4. There was a preacher
from north Georgia in the room lnq .he
called out to know what was want.ed. I've
brought you the beer you ordered,’ hollers
the kid, and the preacher nearly had a fit.
‘Merciful heavens!" he sald, will ruin
me for life! I will go down immediately
and see the proprietor!’

“He and the fat drummer struck the of-
fice together. The drummer wanted gore,
but when he saw the call list he turned
pale around the gills and sneaked back up
stairs. It took nearly an hour to get the
minister cooled off, and when the facts
leaked out next day several people began
looking for the fat drummer with clubs. He
lay low, but has bought a new memoranda
book on purpose to figure up his cash.”

Anecdote of Napoleon.
Ledger Monthly.

A soft answer turneth away wrath; but
a sharp answer turneth the lau One
of the most crushing retorts outside of the
history of chemistry is attributed to the
great Napoleon. Once, when he was but a

ung and unknown soO cer of artil-
ery he was seated in a Parlslan cafe dis-
cussing with a German lleutenant the pros-
pects of war between France and a.

“T1 don’t expect war,"” sald Napoleon, “and
I hope there won't be war with Rus o

“You hope there won't be war!” said the
Cerman in disgust. “What sentiments for
a milltary man, whose whole career is made
!‘? the opportunities of international strife!
L, hy l:lg_ you hope there won't be war with

Uuss 4

“Because there's no money in it,”" was the

reply.

'?Ayh." sald the Teuton, complacently,
“that's like u Frenchmen; {ou only ﬂqht
for money. We Germans for glory.”

“Quite true,” answered the greatest of
niuses

milit he jazed at his
Y cup: ‘but ‘every ‘mation fghts for

empty cup;
what it hasa't got!™
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Strictly
Confidential

A. Kiefer Drug Co., Indianapolis, Sole
Distributers of Cubanola:

Gentlemen—The papers of our
town did not have the inside facte,
Uncle Ezra Cassidy, one of the
best known farmers of this county,
dropped in at our store just as'a
dapper little drummer from The-
Lord-Knows-Where was trying to
sell father some cigars by runuing
down CUBANOLA.

Uncle Ezra spoke up.
had smoked CUBANOILA
“nigh onto twelve year,” and that
it was the most satisfactory smoke
he had ever tackled.

“Why, you old Hayseed,” said
the dapper little drummer, *‘who's
asking for your opinion?”

Uncle Ezra, who makes a full
hand in the harvest field, got into
action immediately. * *

We found the young man's hat
and valise, but the searching party,
headed by the town marshal, re-
turned without him.
thought likely that he lit any-
where in this county,

THE VOICE OF THE PULPIT

——

GIRDING ON AND PUTTING OFF AR~
MOR: A PROVERB FOR THE TIMES,

—o

Short Sermon by Rev. Thomas Spen-
cer, D. D., Pastor of First Baptist
Church, Petersburg, Va.

- .

“T,et not him that girdeth on his armor
boast as he that putteth It off.”—I Kings
xx, 11. .

What sayings are they that become
proverbs? They are the sayings that are
over and over again approved wise in the
everyday experiences of our life. They
deal with the common things of our life
and the common tendencies of our nature.
This is .what makes them live to an old
age and makes them more fresh and force-
ful the older they are.

We see the wisdom of many good old
proverbs as soon as they are uttered, and
yet so many of us fall to adopt the wise
counsels that are so quickly acknowledged
that there is need that the old proverb
ghould live on. A counsel uniformly lived
up to would soon cease to be repeated; it is
our very disregard of wise proverbs that
continues them in life.

Our text is an old proverb now; and it
has all the air of being an old proverb at
the time of its utterance here by Ahab,
king of Israel. The words were Ahab’s mes-
sage to Benhadad, king of Syria. The mes-
sage was sent st a time when all things
scemed to be going i1l with Ahab, and Ben-
hadad was having everything his own way.
Up to this point he had recelved whatever
he asked for; but now he had made his
demands so insolent and humiliating that
what spirit was eft in Ahab arose in des-
perate rebellion. It pleased God to inter-
vene in behalf of Ahab, and the victory
came to Israel, though, humanely speaking,
all the chances were that they would suffer
certain defeat. The hand of God is a fac-
tor in history that must never be left out of
account; a factor that overturns many cal-
culations that seem certain to be realized.

This fact is the only thing that we need
glean here from the historical side of our

subject, for our present concern is not with
the fortunes of Israel and Syria, and the
fssues of the war of which this chapter
speaks; but with the old proverb itself. is
we may well apply to the beginning and the
ending of life's warfare.

No one can deny that the victory at the
end of a battle is a better thing than the

mp and parade with which the army goes
orth to war. And yet it is a common
thing with us to set overmuch store by that
same pomp and parade. There is glitter
about it that pleases us, and sometimes
tempts us into the notion that attractive
uniforms and inspiring music and r r
step and orderlr ill are the whole of sol-
dierhood. We like the drill, and dread the
conflict; not stopping enough to think that
conflict is the very end of all the drill and
discipline; and that true soldierhood is ap-
groved not on the parade ground, but in the
attlefield.

TO WHOM LAURELS BELONG.

This latter truth has been recentiy en-
forced upon our minds in the war with

Spain; nor is our civil war so far in the

past as to let us forget that the laurels
belong not to the bright, fresh-uniformed

regiments that go to the front with light-
hearted boasts, but to the grimy battle-
scarred veterans, who with frayed and rag-

ged uniforms have borne thelr tattered ban-
ners through the shock of battle on to vic-

tory.

It is a common thing to find that where
the cause for boas is greatest, the dis-
position to boast is least, True greatness
and modesty are close akin. Bluster is the
commnn companion of cowardice and ineff-
clency. Herolsm need not herald itself.

inning or end of a war-
fare, it is better to leave to others the boast-

a beginning. The name ‘“‘commencement,”
applied to the closing of school life, is
often commented on as a str e name,
vet it is a name well chosen and looks for-
ward to the serious side of life; it tells
of a new start to be made, of new responsi-
bilities to be assumed and new difficulties
to overcome. But we adopt the right name
and then very commonly loock upon the
whole thing in a wrong lightt We think
of the graduate’s accomplishments rather
than of his preparation, and too often the
closm? of the school life means the clos-
ing of effort along the lines in which he
haz just“learned how to make effort wisely
and well.

It is too apt to be so also with what we
may call the beginnings of our religious
life. We look upon it too much as though
it were a victory instead of an enlistment,
and have it to lament that oftentimes the
beginning marks the highest point of one’s
religious life. It needs no argument to
show that all this is wron&; nor does it
need anything more than e opening of
the eyes to see that it Is all very common.

DUTIES TO GOD AND MAN.

And yet, we talk too much as though
the religious life were a thing apart from
the life of everyday wofk and duty. It is
not that., There is no such line of division
between duties to God and everyday dutles
to man as we are apt to draw. The re-

ligious life is the everyday life lived as to
God. It has even more to do with the

office, the store and the workshop than with
the Sunday school and the church. It will

turn readily to the latter for refreshment,
and be !lad of the opportunity of seeking
rest and strength in the services; but it
will find a sphere in every honorable call-
ing and pleasure that cannot be entered
into without the sullylng of one's honor
and purity.

To live one's life religiously is no light
and easy thing, but it is the only thing
which in the long run can give us genu-
ine and lasting eatisfaction, or with
which God is satisfiled. It is & eat deal
easler to fence off an artificlal lite, which
we call a religious life, a thing of Sundays
and holy days, which we put on when we
g0 to church and put off when we come
away. But it profits nothing to do that.
God is not mocked or deceived by it, though
we ourseives may be deceived and may
come to think that in such a life we are
giving to Him all that He asks of us. Such
a life 18 not worth the care and effort that
we put into it. It Js not worth U , for
it does not recelve the reward it so fondly
expects.

t the true s life i1s worth the
very best efforts and the very hest sac-
rifice wa put into it. To live that life right-
ly demands effort and sacrifice. There i»
ne point at which we can safely relax
vigliance. There is risk from the beginning
to the end. There are oppositions that are
hard to overcome, and never =0 hard as
when they come to us in the guise of friend-
sh'ﬂw. But every victory has its own joy,
and the sueccessful ending of all the utrui-
gle hasr its exceeding great reward. It is
one thing to put on the armor and d
ourselves for life's long warfare, and it
is another and immeasurably better thing
to put it off victorious at the end of all.

e are apt to put it on with a la con-
fidence in our own abilitles, but when we
lay it down at the last, having fought the
ggod nfm and finished our course, the

astful confidence in ourselves will have
gone. We shall be glad to cast whatever
paims of victory may be ours at the feet
of Him who hath both taught us how to
;!hsht the glcrod ‘ht mgiltmlped us in 1t lall

e way along, thro & many struggles
and engagements. 'i"ge occasion for boast-
ing may ve come, for even God's own
hand shall crown us, but the disposition to
boast will have gone and with one voice
we_thall willingly cry out: ‘“Not unto us,
t?e Itagrd.‘lnot unto us, but unto Thy name

e glory.”

To deserve is better than to boast. The
Joy of life's peaceful end is hetter than the
oy and overconfidence of its light-hearted

?linnlnl- Into this .loz. through what toil
an -We He ma eem needful for us,
may 8 good hand lead us at the last.

HE LEFT HIM THERE.

The Irishman Declined to Make More
Exertion for a Bull.
Woman's Home Companion.

t
m. by the horns,’ ™

Yy, as the conversation in
of the eclub roocm began to

-y Iri=shm 1 ?tth' Irish

an shman o are to o
you know) who rashly attenm perform
the feat in question—not figuratively, but
Uterally—with the result that the buli. re-
senting such famillarity,
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name was, on the opposite side of a six foot
%l:e. some dozen
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But the story is good
enough for print.

(Here's the Letter)
weDSVILLE, JULY 25. 18068

Said he

for

It is not

Yours truly,
W. e
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RAILROAD TIME CARD,

WW\MM

P.M.time is In BLACK figures.—Tralns marked
thus: *—Dally, 5—Sleeper, P—Farlor Car, (=
Chair Car, D—Dining Car, ¥—Except Sunday,

ity T'k't Office, No. 1 E.Wash. S¢,
Dapart. Arrive

CLEVELAND LINE.
Muncie accommodation. 65§ 8.10
Unlon C'ty acco'dation*4 50 w5
QOleve, N.Y. & Bos, ex. 8. %25 41035
6.00
e

leveland, New York & Boston mail. . 0 8

Cleve, N Y & Bos “Knickerbocker”.*6 .25
BENTON HARBOR LINE.
Benton Harbor express. .o eeess cons.- 055
Benton HArbor eXpPressecessssssessss: -
Wabash accommodation
ST. LOUVIS LINE.

m m[. mmm.uoﬂ-t.¢..t..w..7 n
Bt Lonis southwestern, Jim,d »

B Louls eXPress, 8....c cons-os....
CHICAGO LINE
Lafayette accommodation.....oesssseesi. i
Lafayetie accomm odAtiOn. ceeeesese--5.15
Chicago fast mail, d p eeses- 1L 45
g’lg‘nm. Y::L't“ City special, d p.......ll.;.s
n expreass, &
P " CII‘ECIN:\IATI LINE. il
e'm .:le .-oo..nu“ﬂ-nt-- o
Cincinnati express, s...... sessssessons: ¥4.18
Cincinnati sccommodation e covsees..7.00
Cincinnati accommodation
Cincinnatl express, P.........
Greensburg accommeodation
Cincinnati, Washin flex,s8d...*8.20
N. Vernon and Louisvilie ex, d 8......."3.45
N. Vernon and Loulsvilleex .........2 A5
- . rmm:ng.xnm.
Peoris, Bloomington m ex
Peoria and Bloomington f €X...eeves.*11.85
Champaign accommodation. ...ee.u.. 435
Peoria and Bloomington ex, s *11.15
wBPRIHG!"IIELD ANI; COLCKBU:”P!K .
umbus and Bpringfleld ex...........
Columbus and Springfield ex.........5.20 1040

CIN., HAM. & DAYTON RY,
City Ticket Office, 25 W. Wash. St

Cincinnati express qEs "8
Cincinnati fast mail, 9..."8.5 "0
Am‘cg *10.35
neinnat and Lon express, p...1%.
Olncln::u and ll)):;ton hm’iud. ppd.ﬁi.&s
Cineinnati, Toledo, Detroit *7.07

CHI., IND. & LOUIS. RY.
g}:f“" Office, 25 West Wash 'f;
Chicago isas mall, s, p o7 58
Chicago express, pd..
Chicago vestibule, pd .......vu

el o , .o ,oe
fzuis fizs f2s

Pl
Zss%

LAKE ERIE & WESTERN R. R.

m“d.l I'C“.......-o....-o.....u.-"i‘m
Toledo and Michigan City ex 1. 20
Peru and Toledo eX......cccovsnenee .."1.20 "0
Peru and Plymouth accom and ex.,.t7.00 %08

INDIANA, DECATUR & WESTERN R'Y.
Decatur and St. Louis mall and ex....t515 14 40

lclr.)e ress, pd thwo 240
"!:’tl:lco .:gommo%nlon..... ......... . t10.8
Decatur & 8t Louis fastex. se....*11.05

240
t6 00

%%
Indiasapolis Uuion swetos  Ticket offices ot

ennsylvania[ines] crcr iiees

corner [llinoss
and Washing-
Traios Bus Uy Centrnl Tule ton bugeu
Philadelphia and New York 10.00
Columbus, Ind. and Louisville........
Richmond and Columbus, O
Pigqus and Columbus. O
co‘]umbui and Richmond..... DR Ie 7.8
Richmond Accom. (Sun, only) 7.15
Columbus, Ind & Madison (Sun. only) 7.2
Columbus, Ind. and Louisville. :- -]
Vernon and Madison.......ocavenee ......a_‘..r-
Martinsvilie and Vincennes..........."* 35
Dayton and Xenia "8 23
Pittsburg and East
sport And ChICago..ou.ucvenees
Beth. Park and Martinsville accom. .11 40
Knightstown and Richmond.........¥1.15
Philadelphia and New York..... enss"8.30
Baltimore and “'uhmwn..........'ﬂ.:w
Dayton .ﬁd Springfi ..............:: gg
lln.ﬂe "..l...lIIICIIOI'--lll.-.l-o -

anmbnl. Ind. and Madison........*3.30
Columbus, Ind and Louisville =5 00
Martinsville and Vincennes +4.20
Pittaburg and BBt .cc.ooors nrinnnss 5,00
Philadelphia and New York........ "3.! 0
Dayton and Xenia *7.10
Columbus. Ind. and Louisville

VANDALIA LINE.
Terre Haute, St. Louis and West 3
Terre Haute and 8t. Louis accom Lo ]
Terre Haute, 8t. Louis and West.. . *12.3
Terre Haute and Effingham aece ... .*3.00
Terre Haute and St Louis fasimail.*7 05
8t Louis and all Points West *11.35

LT

SEALS, STENCILS. STAMPS.

T

SMERIDIAN ST. Grouno Faef.
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And just as the gun without the man
Would be uscless, or as bad—

So an advertisement would miss fire
Without goods behind the ad.

0000
If you’ve goods behind
your ad, and the
JOURNAL gets the

ad, then the people
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