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MR. AT

At the Elks' Lodge of Sorrow, Lincoln, Neb.,
December 2, 190G, Mr. Bryan delivered this ad-

dress:
On an occasion like this a number of themes

suggest themselves. The word "fraternity" come3
to us at such a time for we meet under the aus-
pices of one of the greatest fraternities of this
nation, and the hour might well be occupied in
speaking of the great work that the fraternity is
accomplishing throughout --the world. Among the
great forces that are at work drawing men closer
together, teaching them to recognize the tie that
binds each to every other, the fraternity occupies
an important place. And the virtues upon which
the fraternity rests any of these would furnish
an appropriate theme. The equality that is taught
in the lodge room would in itself justify the ex-

istence of the fraternity, especially at this time
when wo need to learn over and over again that
the worth of the individual depends not upon what
he possesses, or upon distinguished lineage but
upon the manner in which he performs the re-

sponsibilities that rest" upon him; and our fra-
ternity teaches this idea of equality. Hospitality
is one of the virtues of our fraternity, and I think
I can say without offending those who belong to
other fraternities of which I am a member, that
no fraternity in this land is more distinguished
for hospitality. At home we can measure a
man by what we know of him, and his position
can rest upon his merits. But when a stranger
comes among us we must assume the existence
of virtues before we have an opportunity to test
them; and throughout this land the homes that
have been established by the Elks have the latch
string ever out. And no order that exists among
us extends a more cordial welcome to the visiting
brother, or shows to him a more constant courtesy
and care.

Charity is a virtue and this fraternity is con-
spicuous for what it does in the name of sweet
charity. And it is a gracious thing in this frater-nity that while it gives, gives willingly, and givesfreely, It does not record the name of the oneto whom it gives, that no humiliation shall evercome to one who has been the recipient of thisfraternity's bounty, in charity no other ordersurpnsses ours.

Brotherly love Is another virtue upon whichone might dwell today. For brotherly love liesback of equality and Hospitality, and charity. Itis the idea of brotherly love that the fraternityeverywhere is attempting to teach, and it is thisidea of brotherly love which growing, as I believeit is growing throughout the world, is cementing
mankind more and more closely together. Andit is this brotherly love which in my judgmentis going to throw a light upon our pathway, andmake It easier for us to distinguish the dutieswhich we owe one to another.

But this afternoon the thought that is upper-most in my mind is the thought that brings ushere. While we meet under the auspices of afraternity and might contemplate the work of thefraternity and the virtues that are brought out inthe lodge and among the members, it is deaththat calls us together; it is the fact that some whohave been among us are among us no more; itis the fact that faces that were familiar in thelodge room are no longer seen there. We are herethat we may pay a tribute of respect to the broth-ers who have gone hence, and dwell for a whilewith them in memory's hn1l An,i oaoo,Mu
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of the human race a larger per cent than need
be die young. The summons comes to the very
babe before its infinite possibilities begin to un-
fold; the summons comes when it has no coin
with which to make payment for the care it se-
cures, except the smile, and the smile remains
when the face is gone. Sometimes the summons
comes to the student just completing an educa-
tion, prepared with trained mind and lofty pur-
poses to take up the work of lifebut the diploma
is no answer to the summons. Again it comes
to the mother; the child on her breast pleads for
her, and the child at her knee clenches his chubby
fist in defiance, but in vain; they must grow up
without the knowledge of a mother's love. And
now it is the man in the full strength of life, bear-
ing a double burden and dividing his attention
between the home and the state; he staggers and
falls, and those who convey his remains to thecemetery try to comfort those whom he has left,
and endeavor to divide among them the public
task which he has left unfinished. Sometimes
the cup comes to the lips of one whose whitened
locks record the passing of many winters; "his
rine experience has made him a treasure house
from which wisdom can be drawn, and his spirit-
ual wealth is a benediction to the home, and
mnkes him a tower of strength t6 the church,
but the chair by the fireside is vacated. Why isit that there must be this rude sundering of the
ties that bind us to earth, and to each other?Why? A myriad of times this question has risen
from broken hearts, and still no answer. I shallnot attempt to answer it. But I can say' in thelanguage of the poet:

I do not see
Why God should e'en permit some things to be,

When He is love;
But I can see,

Though, often dimly.' through, the mystery,
His hand above!

And that hand has inscribed - some lessonsupon the tomb so clear and plain that all may
read them.

Death, by its very uncertainty teaches us to
use the present hour. If we were assured of
three score years and ten we might yield to the
temptation to postpone everything to the lateryears. But the fact that we know not the day
nor the hour when the call may come to us forcesus to use today lest tomorrow may not arrive.

And, then, deah reminds us of our weakness.
Man was made in the image of his Creator, andgiven dominion over the earth, the air and sea-m-ade

but a little lower than the angels, and be-
hold the work of man's hand! He has harnessedthe forces of nature and compelled them to dohis bidding. He has converted the waterfalls intomotive power; he has condensed the steam and
commanded it to draw the commerce of a nation --
over the iron highways; his ships plough all theoceans, and they follow their charts unerringly,
no matter how dark the night, He has imprisoned
the lightning in a tiny wire and sent it around theglobe as his messenger, and he has even flunghis words through space and imprinted them on
instruments hundreds of miles away. No wondermnn is boastful, and yet just as he imagines him-
self almost omnipotent, just as he reaches outto seize the crown, death touches him, or one heloves, and then he realizes how helpless he is.

Dea'h turns our thoughts toward immortality.
Heaven never seems so real to us as when it be-
comes the abode of someone whom we have known
and loved. When our treasures are there we caneasily believe that no heart warmed to a glow by
the fire of brotherly love will suffer an eternal
chill, that no spiritual flame, that grows brighter
wih the years, will be extinguished never to
shine again.

I have here a little grain of wheat; it grew
more than 3,000 years ago on the banks of the
Nile. Ten centuries before the Babe of Bethle-
hem was carried down into Egypt to escape the
wrath of Herod, the stalk upon which this littlegrain matured was swaying in the breezes that
fanned the bvow of the Sphinx. All these years
it has slumbered in an ancient tomb. Had itbeen planted, and all its progeny after it, the lineal
descendants of that one grain would be numerous
enough to feed the teeming world today.- - In
eyj&ry grain of wheat there is a germ of life ageym of life that has within it the power td dis-
card the body qf today and construct from air
and earth not a nrw body alone, but many new
bodied and into each one of the many it can put
the power to continue the work of reproduction
If the vital spark in a grain of wheat can pass
unchanged -- through countless deaths and resur
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rections, surely the spirit of be ihudefy the grave. All nature proclaim"
ts another life and the belief in that Xr flfn

lends comfort to us when, separated from . n Z ?
we have the assurance that it is but for nfnd'
The belief in immortality relieves the &character of an occasion like this, fop we arsured that the congenial spirits who mee Zmingle here will hold communion in the Ldbeyond. Belief in immortality not only gives Son
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Death also prepares us for the chance

death J, Te To the youn the 10eht ofaffrights; but as we make progress alongthe path that leads from the cradle to the gravewe all become accustomed to the word. Fatherdies, mother dies, a brother is taken, and then asister. Children are called away, and friend afterfriend departs, and the ties that bind us to earthgrow less and less in number, and the ties thatbind us to the life beyond the grave increase. Atlast those who are joined together in holy wedlockare separated, and the survivor stands alone,
then death does not mean what it meant to us inyouth. We no longer shudder at the thought; womay even come to wait for it with impatience.

This Is God's way; this is the way in which Heweans us from the things that are and bringsus into harmony with His plans. The great Irishpoet has caught the sentiment, and expressed itin words the beauty of which will never be sur-
passed, when after scattering the leaves of thelast rose of summer over the bed "where itsmates of the garden lie scentless and dead," he
exclaims:

So soon may I follow,
When friendships decay,

And from Love's shining circle
The gems drop away.

When true hearts lie wither'd
. And fond ones are flown

Oh! who would inhabit
This bleak world alone?

SPECIAL OFFER
Everyone who approves the work The Com-

moner is doing is invited to co-opera- te along
the lines of the special subscription offer. Ac-
cording to the terms of this offer cards each good
for one year's subscription to The Commoner
will be furnished in lots of five, at the rate of $3
per lot. This places the yearly subscription rate
at 60 cents.

Any one ordering these cards may sell them
for $1 each, thus earning a commission of $2on each lot sold, or he may sell them at the cost
price and find compensation in the fact that he
has contributed to the educational campaign.

These cards may be paid for when ordered,
or they may be ordered and remittance made afterthey have been sold. A coupon is printed below
for the convenience of those who desire to par-
ticipate In this effort to increase The Commoner's
circulation:
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