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X BYNOPSIS. tlers, with no sound from throats but
e straining breaths; with no quarter, no
At their home on the frontler hetween | distinetion of person, and bloodshot
the Erowns and Graye \1'"."‘ Galiand and eves and faces hot with the effort of
her mother, entertaining Colonel Wester- - ! i
ling of the Grays, s-= Captain Lansiton | brute strength striving, in primitive
of the Browns injured by a fall In DI geenerapion, to kill in order not to be
::;:;frm'.,l| .‘1 3,: ﬂh 1|’-:'E Tt - | killed. The cloud of rocking, writhing
forces South La Tir and ma arms and shoulders was neither go-
fa calls on Marta, who is v . ' E:
aray o1 fhe tells him ing forward nor backward. Its move-
ing chi e follien of war iand Waft| ment was that of & vortex, while the
::-:]r ;‘\L‘:I.”:' ';‘_2"i;”’.'i.-,3'}'“.“,f";',‘;:r,"' !.;1-. | gray stream kept on pouring tl'.ruuxh1
march with the 53d of the Browns the breach as if it were only the first |
:g;::!:‘““l 4 J‘,“-:E::" I flood from emme gray lake on the
Lanstron 1 Marta other side of the breastwork.
s rong et e Marta had come to the edge of the
be a s Lanstron confesses It ,’;‘_\t.r.',";‘ veranda, at once drawn and repelled,
§-‘~::“.:'}-“F.M :'I'I‘r‘lf‘_.,flﬂt‘f“““",;__‘ ,",_'im‘. iy feeling the fearful suspense of the
under the tower for u he-me combat, the savage horror of it, and

Browns In war emer:
clires his love for
the ¥

terr

triotlsm in army and people an

fore declaring war. Purtow, Brown chief
of staff, and Lanstron, made vice, discuss
the trouble, and the wn (e fenmes. Par-
tow reveals his pl to Lanstron. The
Gray army crosses tl der line and at-
tacks The Browns o k them, Artil
lery, infaniry, aercplanes and dirigibh
L Blransky, 1ising to b
anarchist speoch of his 1ife, s the
Gray artillery fire, Nicked hy a shrupnel

splinter he goes Berserk and fights—"all
4 man.” Murta has her first glimpse of
war in Ita modern, cold, scientific, mur-
derous brutality, The Browns fall back
to the Galland house, Strunsky forages.
Marta sees n night attack. The Grays
attack In force.

CHAPTER XIl—Continued.

But she hurried on, impelled by she
knew not what, through the dining-
room, and, coming to the veranda,
stopped short, with dilating eyes and
a ery of grievous shock, Two of his
men were carrying Dellarme back
from the breastwork, where they had
caught him In their arms as bé fell
They lald him gently on the sward
with a knapeack under his head. His
face grew whiter with the flow of
blood from the red hole in the right
breast of his blouse. Then he opened
his lips and whispered to the doctor:
“How is It?" Something in his eyes,
in the tone of that faint question, re-
quired the grace of a soldier's truth
in anawer,

“Bad!"” said the doctor.

“Then, good-by!"” And his head fell
to one side, his lips set in his cheery
smile.

His company was a company with
his smile out of its heart and In ita
place blank despair. Many of the men
had stopped firing. Some had even
run back to look at him and stood,
caps off, backs to the enemy, miser-
able in their grief. Others leaned
agalnst the parapet, riflee out of hand,
staring and dazed.

“They have killed our captaln!~

“They've killed our captain!"—still
& captain to them. A general’s stars
could not have ralsed him a cubit in
thelr estimation.

“And once we called him ‘Baby Del-
larme,’ he was 8o young and bashful!
Him a baby? He was a king!”

“Men, get to your places!" cried the
surviving lieutenant rather hopelessly,
with no Dellarme to show him what
to do; and Marta saw that few paid
any attention to him.

In that minute of demoralization the
Grays had their chance, but only for a
minute. A voice that eeemed to speak
some uncontrollable thought of her
own broke in, and it rang with the au-
thority and leadership of a mature of-
ficer's command, even though coming
from a gardener in blue blouse and
erownless straw hat.

© “Your rifles, your rifles, quick!"
called Feller. "“We're only beginning
to fight!"

And then another volce in a bull
roar, Stransky's:

“Avenge his death! They've got to
kill the last man of us for killing him!
Revenge! Revenge!™

That ery brought back to the com-
pany all the fighting spirit of the
cheery smile and with it another spirit
—for Dellarme's sake!—which he had
never taught them.

Btransky picked up one of several
cylindrical objects that were lying at
his feet. .

“He wouldn't use this—he was too
soft-hearted—but I will!” he cried, and
flung a hand-grenade, and then a sec-
ond, over the breastwork. The explo-
slons were followed by agonized
groans from the Grays hugging the
lower side of the terrace. For this
they had crawled acroee the road in
the night—to find themselves unable
to move either way and directly under
the flashes of the Browns' rifies,

Feller's and Stransky’s shouts rose
together in a peculiar unity of diree-
tion and full of the fellowship they
had found in their first exchange of
glances.

“You engineers, make ready!”

“Hand-grenadés to the men under
the tree! That's where they're going
to try for it—no wall to climb over
there!”

“You engineere, take your rifles—
and bayonet into anything that wears
my!il :

“Get ™k, you men by the tree, to
avold their hand-grenades! Form up
behind them, everybody!"

“No matter If they do get in at first!
Faeck, you men, from under the tree!”

There was not a single rifle-shot. In
a silence like that before the word to
fire in a duel. all orders were heard
&nd the more readily obeyed because
Dellamne’'s foresight had impressed
their sense upon the men in his quiet
Way.

The sand-bags by the tree were
blown up by the Grays. Then, before
the dust had hardly eettled, came a
half score of ' ind-grenades thrown by
the first men of a Gray wedge, scram-
bling as they were pushed through
the breach by the pressure of the
In that final struggle
of one set of men to gain and another
to hold a position, guns or automatics
or long-range bullets played no part,
It was the grapple of cald steel with

. eold steel and muscle with muscle. in
the billowing, twisting mob of wres-

¥

herzelf uttering sounds like the strain-
ing breaths of the men. What a place
for her to be! Hut she did not think
of that, She was there, The dreadful
alchemy of war had made her a
stranger to herself. She wase mad;
they were mad; all the world was
mad!

One minute — two, perhaps — not
three—and the thing was over. She
saw the Grays being crushed back and
realized that the Browns had won,
while the last detalls of the lessening
tumult fixed her attention with their
gladiatorial simplicity. Here, indeed,
it was a case of man to man with the
weapons nature gave him.

“] thought so!" cried Feller. "“At-
tacks on fronial positions by daylight
are going out of fashion!"

It was he who mercifully arrested
the shower of hand-grenades that fol-
lowed the exit of the enemy. Two of
the guns of the castle batteries, hav-
ing changed their position, were mak-
Ing havoe enough at pointblank range,
with a choice of targets between
the Grays huddled on the other side
of the breastwork and those in retreat.

Omne of the Grays, his cheek bearing
the mark of a boot heel, raised him-
self, and, in defiance end the satisfac-

“You, There, in Your Straw Hat and
Blue Blouse.”

tion of the thought to his bruises and
humiliation, pointing his finger at Fel-
ler, Marta heard him say:

“You there, in your straw hat and
blue blouse, they've seen you—a man
fighting and not in uniform! If they
catch vou it will be a drumhead and a
firing squad at dawn!'

“That's eo!"” replied Feller gravely.
“But they’'ll have to make a better
job of it than you fellows did if they're
going to—"

He turned away abruptly but did not
move far. His shoulders relaxed into
the gardener's stoop, and he pulled
his hat down over hig eyes and low-
ered his head as if to hide his face.
He was thus standing, Inert, when a
division etaff-officer galloped Into the
grounds.

“Where is Major Dellarme?”

When he saw Dellarme's still body
he dismounted and in a tide of feel
ing which, for the moment, submerged
all thought of the machine, stood,
head bowed and cap off, locking down
at Dellarme's face.

“I was very fond of him! He was at
school when I was teaching there.
But a good death—a soldier's death!”™
he said. “I'll write to his mother my-
eelf.” Then the voice of the machine
spoke, “Who is in command?”

“1 am, sir!"” said the callow lieuten-
ant, coming up. But the men of the
company spoke.

“Bert Stransky!" they roared.

It was not accordlng to military etf-
quette, but military etiquette meant
nothing to them now. They were
above It in veteran superiority.

“Where's Stransky?” demanded the
staff-officer,

“You're looking at him!™ replied
Stransky with a benign grin.

Beeing that Stransky was only a pri-
vate, the officer frowned at the anom-
aly when a Heutenant was present,

whirh he thought that they had fully
earned,

“Yes, and he gets one of those iron
crosses!™ pit in Tom Fragini.

“Yes-—the first cross for Bert of the
Reds!™

“And we'll let him make a dozen
anarchist speeches a day!”

“Yes, ves!"” roared the company.

“The ayes have it!” the officer an-
nounced cheerfully, He lifted his cap
to Marta. With tender regard and
greva reverence for that company, he

then emiled in & way that accorded
the company parliamentary rights, |

wok extreme care with his next re-[

mark lest a set of men of such dy-
namic spirit might repulse him as an
invader. “The lieutepant is in com-
mand for the present, according to
regulations,” he proceeded, *You will
retire immediately to positions 48 and
49 A—J by the castle road.

done your part, Tonight you sleep
and tomorrow you rest.”
Sleep! Rest! V'here had they

heard those worde before? Oh, yes,
im a distant day before they went to
war! Sleep and rest! Better far than
an iron cross for every man in the
company! They could go now with
something warmer in their hearts
than consciousness of duty well done;
but this time they need not go until

| their dead as well as their wounded |

were removed,

Feller started to pass around the
corner of the house; he was confront-
ed by Marta, who had come to the end
of the veranda. There, within hearing
of the eoldiers, the dialogue that fol-
lowed was low-toned, and it was swift

and palpitant with repressed emotion. |

“Mr. Feller, I saw you at the autoe
matic. 1 heard what the wounded pri-
vate of the Grays said to you and
realized how true it was.”

“He is a prisoner. He cannot tell.”

“I feel that 1 have no righs to let
you go to your death by @ firing
squad,” she interrupted hurriedly,
“and 1 shall not! For | decide now
not to allow the telephone to remaint”

“I"—he looked arcund at the auto
matie ravenously end fearsomely —
et

“It is all simply arranggd. There
j& time for me to use the telephone
before the Grays arrive. 1 shall tell
Lanny why you took charge ol the

You have |

the nerve-weariness of a spectator whe
has shared the emotion of every actor
in a drama of death and finds the ex-
citement that has kept her tenee no
longer a sustaining force.

As she went along the path, stepe
| uncertain from sheer fatigue, her sen-
| sibilities livened again at the sight of
| a picture, Wur, personal war, in the
form of the giant Stransky. was knock-
ing at the kitchen door, His two-dave
old beard was matted with dust and
there were dried red spatters on his
cheek. War's furnace flames scemed
to have tanned him; war seemed to
be breathing from his deep chest; his
bhig nose was wars promontory. Hut
the unexposed space of his forehead

parted, her ¢ves were bright with in-
| gquiry and euspicion, her chin was
firmly set,

| "I came to see If you would let me
kiss your hand again,” said Stransgy,
| sguinting through his brows wistfully.
“] ses your nose has been broken
| onee. You don’t want it broken a sec
ond time. I'm stronger tuan ¥you
| think!" Minna retorted, and held out
her hand earclessly as it it pleased
her to humor him.

| He was rather graceful, despite his
| slze, a8 he touched his lips to her An-
| gers.  Just as he raised his head a
| buret of cheering rose from the yard.

w|  “So you've found that we have gone,

| you brillians intcllects!™ he shouted,
| and glared at the wall of the house in
the direction of the cheers.

| *Quick! You have no tiine to lose!™
| Minna warned him.

“Quick! quirk!"™ eried Marta
Ftransky paid no attention te the

" urgings. He had something more to
L i Minna
“I'v ged mp mind! Ezit gar- | 58¥ to Al i o
(il,nlp:,:, fhﬁs:;l :I{mﬁ:,, I'm going “I'm going to keep thinking of you

with you!" he cried In & jubilant voice
that arrested the attentiom of every
otie on the grounds.

CHAPTER XIIL
From Brown to Gray.

“you, Marta—you are still thers!®
Lanstron execlaimed in alarm when he
heard her voice over the tunnel tele
phone. “But safel!” he sdded in re
lief. *“Thapk God for trat! It's &
mighty load off w¥® mind, And your
mother?”

“Safe, too."

“Well, you're through the worst of
it., There won't be any more fighting
around the house, and certainly West-
erling will be courtecus. Hut where
is Gustave?"

“Gone!™

“Gone!” he repeated dismally.

“wWait until you hear how he went,”
Marta said. With all the vividness of
her impressions, a partisan for the mo-
ment of him and Dellarme, she
sketched Feller’'s part with the auto-
matic.

As he listened, Lanstron's spirit was
twenly agalm.

“l can see him,” he said. "It was a
full breath of fresh air to the lungs
of a suffocating man. I—"

Marta was off in interruption In the
full tide of an appeal.

“You must—] promised—you must
let him have the uniform again!™ she
begged. “Yon must let him keep his
automatic. To take it away would
be like separating mother and child;
like separating Minna from Clarissa
Eileen.”

“RBetter than an automatic—a bat-
tery of guns!” replied Lanstron. “This
is where 1 will use any influence 1
have with Partow for all it is worth.
Yes, and he shall have the iron cross.
It is for such deeds as his that the
iron cross was meant.”

“Thank you,” she said. "It's worth
something to make a man »s happy as
you will make him. Yes, you are real
flegh and blood to do this, Lanny.”

Her point won with surprising ease,
when she had feared that military
form and law could not be circum-
vented, she leaned againet the wall
in reaction. For twenty-four hours
she had been without sleep. The in-
terest of her appeal for Feller had
kept up her strength after the excite-
ment of the fight for the redoubt was
over. Now there seemed nothing left
to do.

“That’'s fine of you, Lanny!™ she

gaid. “You've taken it like a good
stoic, this loss of your thousandth
chance. You really believed in it,

didn't you?"

“Forgotten already, like the many
other thousandth chancee that have
failed.,” he replied cheerfully. “One
of the virtues of Partow's steel au-
tomatons is that, being tearless as
well as passionless, they never ery
over spilt milk. And now,” he went
on soberly, “we must be saying good-
by.”

“Good-by, Lanny? Why, what do
you mean?” BShe wae startled.

“Till the war I8 over,” he said, “and
longer than that, perhaps, if La Tir
remains in Gray territory.”

“You speak as if you thought you
were golng to lose!™

“Not while many of our ecldiers are
alive, if they continue to show the
spirit that they have shown so far;
not unlesa two men ecan crush one
man in the automatic-gun-recoil age.
But La Tir i8 in a tangent and already
in the Grays’' poseession, while we act
on the defensive. So 1 should hardly
be flving over your garden agalin.”

“But there's the telephone, Lanny,
and here we are talking over it this
very minute!” she expostulated.

“You must remove it,” he said. “If
the Grays should discover it they
might form a suspicion that would put
you in an unpleasant position.”

The telephone had become almost a
familiar institution in her thoughts.
Ita gecret had something of the fasel-
nation for her of magic.

“Nonsense!"” she exclaimed. “I am
going to-be wvery lonely. 1 want to
learn how Feller is doing—I want to
chat with you. So I declde not to let
it be taken out. And, you see, | have
the tactical eituatlon, as you soldiers
eall it, all in my favor. The work
of removal must be done at my end
of the line. You're quite helpless to
enforce your wishes. Apd, Lanny, if
1 ring the bell you'll answer, won't
you?"

“l couldn’t help it!™ he replied,

“Until then! You've been fine about
everything today!”

“Unti] then!™

When Marta left the tower ehe knew
only that she was weary with the
mind-weariness, the body-weariness,

and seeing your face—the face of a
good woman—while 1 ight. And when
the war is over, may | eome to call™
he asked.

His feet were 8o resolutely planted
on the flugs that apparently the omly
way to move them was to consent.

“Yes, yee!” eaid Minna. “Now,
hurry!®
“Say, but ¥ou make me happy!

Wiatch me poke it Into the Grays for
you!" he cried and bdolted

Withiu the kitchen Mrs. Galland
was already slumbering soundly im
her chair. Overhead Marta heard the

exclamations of male voices and the
tread of what was literally the heel

They Saw Pllzer Go Down.

of the conqueror—guests that had
come without asking! Intruders that
had entered without any process of
law! Would they overrun the house,
her mother's room, her own room?
Indignaticn beought fresh strength
as she started up the stairs. The
head of the flight gave om to a dark

part of the hall. There she puused,
held by the scene that & score or|
more Gray soldiers, who had riotously |
crowded into the dining-room, were |
enacting. They were members of
Fracasse's eompany of the Graye
whom Marta had seen from her win-
dow the night before rushing across
the road Into the garden. |
When, finally, they burst iuto the
redoubt after it was found that the
Browns had gone, all, even the judzge's
| gon. were the war demon's own. The
veneer had been warped snd twisted
and burned off down to the raw anl-
mal flesh. Their brains had the fever

itch of callouses forming. Not & l;m
ot brown there in the yard; not & sign

scemed singularly white when he took | of any tribute after all they had en-
off his cap as Minna came in answer | dured!
to his knock. Her yielding lips were | hands on the murderous throwers of

They had not been able to lay

hend-grenades.  Far away now was
| barrack-room geniality; 1n  oblivion
wern the ethics of an inherited civili-
gation taught by methers, teachers and
church.

Jut here was & house—a housa of
the Drowns: s big. fine house! They
would sce what they had won—this
wis the privilege of bafled victory.

What they had won was theire! To
the wictor the spoils! Pellmell they
crowded into the dining-room, Hugo

with the rest, feeling himself a siraw
on the crest of s wave, and Pileer,
most bitter, most ugly of all, his short,
etrong teeth gnd gums showing and
liim liver patch red, lumpy, and trem-
bline. In crossing the threshold of
privacy thes eominitted the act that
lvaves the deepest wound of war's in-
heritance, to go on frowm generation
to generstion in the history of fam?-
liens,

“A swell dining-room! T like the
chandeliers!"” roared Filzer.

With his bavonet he smashed the
cnly globe left intact by the shell fire.
There was & laugh as a shower of
gluss fell on the floor. Even the
judge’s son, the son of the tribune of
law, joined im. FPilzger then ripped up
the leather seat of a ehair. This In-
troductory havoe whetted his appetite
for other worlds of conguest, as the
self-chosen leader of the tucreasing
crowd that poured through the door
wWay.

“Maybe there's food!® he shouted.
“Maybe there's wine!®

“Food and wine!"

*Yes, wine! We're thirsty!”

“And maybe women! 1'd like to kiss
a pretty maid servant!® Pilzer sdded,
starting toward the hall

“Stop!™ cried Hugo, foreing his way
tn front of Pilzer.

He was like no one of the Hugos of
the many parts that his comrafes had
ecen him play. His blue eyes had be
eome an Inflexible gray. He was stand-
ing hal? om tiptoe, his quivering
muscles im tune with the guivering
pitch of his woice:

“We have no right in here!
a private house!”

“Out of the way, ¥ou whitelivered
little rat!" cried Pilzer, “or I'll prick
the tummy of mamma's darling!"™

What happenefl then was so sudden
and unexpected that all were vague
about detalls. They saw Hugo in a
catapultic lunge, mesmeric in its swift- |
ness, and they saw Pilzer go down, his
leg twisted under bhim and his head
banging the floor. Hugo stood, balf
ashamed, half frightened, yet ready
for another encounter, |

Fracasse, entering at this moment,
was too intent on his misslon to con-
sider the rights of a personal differ-
ence between two of his company.

“There's work to do! Out of here,
quick! We are losing valuable time!"™ !,
he announced, rounding his men to-
ward the door with commanding ges-
tures. “We are going in pursuit!”

Marta, who had obgerved the latter
part of the scene from the shadows of
the hall, knew that she should never
forget Hugo's face as he turned on Pil-
zer, while his voice of protest struck
a singing chord in her jangling nerves,
It was the voice of civilization, of one
who could think out of the orbit of a
whirlpool of passionate barbarism.
She could see that he was about to
spring and her prayer went with hln|
leap. She gloried in the impact that
felled the great brute with the liver
patch on his cheek, which was like a
birthmark of war,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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STEADY EVOLUTION OF CHIN
Has Progressed With the Inteliect-
ual and Social Advance of Man-
kind.

In man the chin seems to project
more and more as he progresses to-
ward his modern civilized condition.
This must imply that, immediately
the huge lower canines degenerated,
the part took on some other function
of vital importance to the race, and
that the need has increased with his
intellectual and social advancement.
My theory, then, is that the chin is
eggentially a part of the mechanism

of articulate speech.

It i8 tempting to theorize a little
further and to suggest that the hu-
man chin perhaps bears testimony to
a prehistoric echange from carnal
weapons to others, which, if not ex.
actly spiritual, were such as appealed
to the part of us where spiritual forces
work, for apparently long ago, before
the pen proved mightier than the
sword, the tongue proved mightier
than the teeth.

It one could only prove this one
might gshow that even before the Gla-
cial epoch. parliamentary institutions
(uglng the term in its widest sense)
beégan to take the place of lethal weap
ons in settling disagreements, and
that the substitution of arbitration for
war i3 not merely a doctrine of later-
day moralists, but is a part of the or-
dered march of cosmic progress, as in-
evitable as the other evolutlonary
changes which have brought us up
from among the brutes.—North Ameri-
can Review.

JUST CALLED HIS ATTENTION

Case of the Absent-minded Poker Play-
er Who Had “Forgotten” to
Ante.

The Missouri gentlemen, so gay, so
genial, at the dinner table, take on a
frigid look when the cards and chips
appear. They turn from gentle, kind-

Iy human beings into relentless, rav-
ening wolves, each intent upon the
thought of devouring the other. And
when, over a poker game, some player
seems to enter into a pleasant con-
versation, the other players know that
even that is a bluff—a blind to cover
up some diabolic plot.

Onea during the game, for instance,
Colonel Hawkins started in to tell me
something of his history. And I, bland
simpleton, believed we were convers
ing sans ulterlor motive.

“l used to be in politics,” he sald.
“Then 1 was in the banking business. |
But I've gone back to farming now, |
becauge it iz the only honest bust- |
ness in the world. In fact—" |

But at that juncture the steely
volees of half the other players at
the table interrupted.

“Ante!” they cried. “Ante, farmer!™

Whereupon Colonel Hawking, who
by that time had to crane %is neck
to see the table over his pile of chips
—a pile of chips like the battlements |
of some feudal lord—anted suavely.—
Julian Street, in Collier's Weekly. ‘

Fire Damp Indicator,

A mnew fire damp indicator was
recently demonstrated in London.
The device is adapted to indicate the
presence of fire damp in coal mines
It is based on the well-known prinel-
ple of eatalytic combustion resulting |
from placing platinum black In certain |
explosive gases. The device is in .
the shape of a torch with two differ- |
ent thermo-electrie couples connected |

in series with a sensitive galvanome
ter. Each thermo-couple is embedded |
in a bead of porous materlal, one of
which beads is impregnated with plati- |
num black so that in the presence of |
fire damp it will become heated above’|
the other, and generate a thermo-elee
tric eurrent, which will deflect the gal
vanometer. In order to make the
platinum black as sensitive as possl- |
ble, each bead is heated by & resist- |
ance coil to the required temperature, |
As both of the beads are heated alike, i
there is no deflection of the galvanom- |
eter under normal conditions

| Eph 6:10-18;
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GOLDEN TEXT
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ech, 46, 1LV
This was the period of Israel's
transition from & nomadic to an ag
picultural life. The rcord we have

in an alternate suceession of idolatry
and subjugation with a return to J
Rovah and to liberty,

l. “Gidecn and All the People.,” wv

1+.8. Rallyving about him his clunsmen
Gideon chose a position at the spring
of Harod near Jezreel, his back to Mt
Gilhoa and the Midianites to the north
next to Mt, Moreh. He thus con-
trolled the forda of the Jordan and
eould prevent the enemy from return
Ing to their homes in the desert coun
try, Outwardly the great discrepancy
of aumbres made the situation look
Aubious Por Yerael, but in reality the
danger was that the army was too
large, since when the vietory was
| gained they might “vaust themselves"

Individuals end churches usually
eount their strength according to num-
bers. (See 11 Cor. 12:9) I we desire
God's strength it must be as we our-
gelvens are weak (Isa 40:29), God s
sometimes limited by having too many
and not enough of the right sort.
When God dclivers he leaves no root
fur boasting (Eph. 2:8, 9; Rom, 3:27).
God can save as well by the few as

| by the many (I Samuel 14:6), and fre-

quently uses the weak and despised
things to confound the mighty (I Cor.
1:27, 28), that “no flesh should glory
{n his presence” (I Cor. 1:20). These
were two tests whereby Gideon was

| to eelecs his warriors: (1) “Go to,
proclaim . . . whosoever is fearful
let him return” (v. 3). It is

not well to eriticlze too severely the
22 000 who returned; even in the Sar-
#en not only Peter, but all the disel
ples forsook the Master and fled. God
does not choose men beeause they are
heroes, biit to make heroes of them
hy the power of his might. (2) There |
is vet another sifting. God gives Gid-
eon the elue (v. 4), viz,, to decide by
thelr method of drinking. Those who |
drank “as @ dog lappeth,” were those |
net 1o be taken off guard even while |
drinking. An ox glues his eyes upon
the water and s oblivious to all else,
not so a dog. God cares more for
quality than for quantity and there
were too many cowards, too many
who thought most of self-comfort, to
allow them to enter this battle. It
was also a strange equipment God |
gave this army. All they took was
focd and trumpets (v. §). The all-
essential things for the followers of
Christ are the word of God for food
(I Pet. 2:2) and the voice of prayer
for a trumpet (Num. 10:9, 10; 1I
Chron. 13:14; Rev. 12:11).

Il, Gideon's Second Assurance, vv.
8.15, It was absurd, humanly speak-
ing, for 300 men to expect to defeat
125,000, God “strengthened” Gideon
(v. 11). Gideon and Phurah, at God's
command, entered the valley and drew
near the Midianite host. Avoiding the |
guard, if any, they drew near enough
to hear a man telling his dream to
“his fellow.” The latter interprets
this as nothing else than the “sword
of Gideon” (v. 14). Gideon worshiped
God and at once returned to arouse |
the camp of Israel.

HI. The Sword of the Lord and of |
Cideon, wv. 16-23. In all probability |
these men wore their usual weapons
as soldiers and carried food for their
use in pursuing the enemy. However,
for this midnight attack they needed
only three weapons, lamps, pitchers
and trumpets. Each of these have a
spiritual suggestion for the Christian.
(See Matt. 25:4; Ps. 119:105; also 11
Cor. 4:6, 7, and Ezek. 33:3, 6; 1. Cor.
14:8,) Gideon's stratagem of dividing
his men into three companies and
then as the pitchers are broken to
blow the trumpet caused a lively panie
among the Midianites, That Gideon
had faith and courag~ in himself, and
in the word of Jehovah, is suggested
in his words, “Look on me and do
lkewise.,” We are to look to the “cap-
taln of our salvation” (Heb. 13:2) and
by our lives of obedlence prove the
devotion of our life (John 15:14,
14:21). As already suggested, there
were probably no defemses surround- |
ing the enemy and in the durkness
Gideon and his men easily approached |
the camp. It is easy to imagine the
scene—the midnight hour, the army |
suddenly awakened by a deafening
shout, the blasts of trumpets, the 300 |
torches flashing forth amid the crash
of earthenware, and all of thia in|
dense darkness. The Midianites in
whe confugion turned their wespons
neainst each other and fled toward
the Jordan and into the regions be-
vond toward the desert. Others fol-
lowed by the ten thousand, flecing to-
ward Succoth and Penuel. We of
this day have our wars and battles
against the wrongs, the principalities
and powers of evil, which are around
us and within us. Such battles re-
quire the same courage, and sk!il, and
consecration of ourselves, as did the
wars of those ancients against the
enemies that threatened the very ex-
istence of the people of God (S0
I Tim. 6:12) The
trumpets were a call to God and a
type of prayer; the pitchers (earthen
veseels) a type of our frail bodies in

whech we have the treasure of tae
gespel truth (2 Cor. 4:6 7, Matt
4:16).  Our business iz to blow long
and loud the trumpet and hold forth
the light, which is the Word (Phil
2:1:)  and being broken ourselves
(Jobkn 12:24, Ga' 2:20 R. V) exnect

to see the enemies of God overthrown.
As every man stood in his gppointed
place (v. Z2I), God did the fighting and
brought confusion to the enemy (v.
22)
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The Value of Enemies. 3
One of the best assets of 8 pews-
paper, or a public man, or a man in

| business, is the sum total of the fel-
| lows who advertise him by exposing

a grouch or a grodge through ther
criticisms.  The boosters help—and
the knockers also help without know
ing it! When you hear a man trying
to tear down @ newspaper you imme

| diately get that newspaper onto and

into your mind, don't you? Never try
to silence the knockers—they ars your
helpers whom vou do not have to bur-
den your payroll with. Hetter put the
knockers on your payroll than let
them quit!—Jewell Mayes in the Rich-
mond (Mg.) Missourian,

“CASCARETS” FIR
LIER, BONE

For sick headache, bad breath,
Sour Stomach and
constipation.

"

Get a 10-cent box now.

No odds how bad your liver, stomach
or bowels; how much your hesd
aches, how miserable and uncomfort-
able you are from constipation, indiger
tion, biliousness and sluggish bowels .
—you always get the desired results
with Cascarets. ;

Don't let your stomach, liver and
bowels make you miserable. Take
Cascarets to-night; put an end to the
headache, billousness, dizziness, nerv-
ousness, sick, sour, gassy stomach,
backache and all other distress;
cleanse your inside organs of all the
bile, gases and constipated matter
which is producing the misery.

A 10-cent box means health, happl
ness and a clear head for months
No more days of gloom and distress
it you will take a Cascaret now snd
then. All stores sell Cascarets, Don't
forget the children—thelr little In-
gides need a cleansing, too. Adv.

Rather Old-Fashioned. ;
I like to see a house with all mod-
ern improvements.”
“8o do L” ]
“Hut a woman of that sort doesa’t
look human.”

et
Very Much So.

“There is one disadvantage Japam

has in putting up her food gsupplies.

“What is that?”

J. M. Rescy, 8

“She ean't put her live fish in cold

storage.”
R -
Real Proof.
“1 will prove my love not by,
but by deeds.”
“Oh, George, are they title deeds?”

words

e —
To quickly cool burns and ub‘l‘::
fire out use Hanford's Balsam. "3

=28 .
A wise man says what he has 10
gay and then shuts up. i
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