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In truth, nothing mattess. This dirty
Netle world full of econfiflon, and the
blue rag stretched overhjud for a sky
is so low we could toug it with our
hand.

Existence 1s a great pit. and the ald
fate who stirs it roone
what rises to the top jud what goes
daown and laughs whe the bubbles

burst And we do nd care. Let I
boil about. Why s=hold we troubl«
“uun.nires" Nevertheled the physicn

sensations are real. Higer hurts. and
thirst: therefore we eaknd drink. lu
action pains us: theref* we work Ik
galley slaves. No onel*mands it, bu
we set ourselves to byd a great dam
in red sand heyond theraves,

ip the gray dawn Fore the sheep
are let out we work? It. All daj
while the young ost-hes we tend
feed about ue, we worpn through th:
flercest beat. The seople wonder
what pew spirit haseized v now
They do not know we'e working fo
i life. We bear the greest stones and
feel a satisfaction WD we stagge!
pnder them and arejirt by a pang
that shaoots through ¢ chest. While
we eat our dinner werry on baskets
full of earth, as thoughe devil drove
us. The Kaflir serva: have a story
that at night a witelnd two white
oxen come to bhelp ufNo wall, they
say, could grow so Qkly umder one
man's hands.

At night. alone in ¢ cabin, we sit
no more brooding ovéhe fire. Wha

should we think of n¢ All Is empti-
pess. So we take thld arithmetle,
and the multiplicatt table, which
with so much pains* learned long
N ago and forgot direcl we learn now
in & few hours and ar forget again.
We take a strangtisfaction in
working arithmeticaroblems. We
5 pause in our buildl to cover the
: stones with figares 1 calculations.
We save money for.atin grammar
and o algebra and ry them about
In our pockets, poriover them as
over our Bible of old: have thought
| we were utterly st incapable of
remembering anythh of learning
aopything. Now wed that all is
easy. Has a new sirept into this
Told body, that evelr intellectual
faculties are chang We marvel,
got perceiving thatat a man ex.
pends in prayer andasy be cannpot
have over for acgg Knowledge.
You never shed ar or create a
beautiful image orrer with emo-
tion but you pay fn® the practical,
calculating end | nature. You
bave just so miucde. When the
one channel runs othe other runs

* b dry.

3 And now we tup Nature.
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All

and we barve never her,

open cur eyes and bt her.
The rocks have lto us a blur of

brown. We bend them, and the

disorganized massdissolve iuto a |
-many colored, magiped, carefully |

arranged form of éice, here mass-
es of rainbow tl crystals half
fused together, thénds of smooth
gray and red melally overlying
each other. This pere is cove

with & delicate silncery, in some

mineral resemblings and branch- |

es. There on the 'one. on which
we s0 often have siveep and pray,

we look down andt covered Wilh
the fossi] footprintreat birds and

‘ares nothing |

red !
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the beantiful “skeleton of a fish. We
| bave often tried to picture In our mind
" what the fossiled remains of creatures
must be like, and all the while we sat
on them. We have been so blinded by
thinking and feeling that we have nev-
er seen the world.
| The fiat plain has been to us a reach
of monotonous red. We look at It
and every handful of sand starts into
[ life. That wonderful people, the ants,
we learn to know; see them make war
and peace, play and work. and build
ibeir buge palaces. And that smaller
people we muke acquaintance with who
live in the flowers. The bitto flower
has been for us a mere blur of yellow.
We |find its beart compesed of a buon-
dred perfect towerd® the homes of the
tiny black people with red stripes, who
move i and out in that little yellow
city. Every bluebell has its Inhabltant.
Every day the *“karroo” shows us a
new wonder sleeping In Its teeming
bosom. On our way to work we pause
and stand to see the ground spider
make its trap, bury itself In the sand
and then walt for the falling in of its
enemy. Farther on walks a horned
beetle, and near him starts open the
door of a spider, who peeps out care-
fully and guickly pulls it down again.
On a “karroo” bush a green fly is lay-
ing her silver eggs. We carry them
bome and see the shells plerced, the
spotted grab come out, turn to a green
fiy and flit away.

We are not satisfied with what Na-
ture shows us and will see something
for ourselves, Under the white ben
we put a dozen eggs and break one
daily to see the white spot wax into
the chicken. We are not excited or
enthusiastic about itt But a man is
not to lay kis throat open. He must
think of somerhing. 8o we plant seeds
| In rows on our dam wall and pull one
up dally to see how It goes with them,
Alladeen buried her wonderful stone,
and a golden palace sprang up at her
feet. We do far more. We put a
brown seed in the earch, and a living
Wing starts out—starts upward—why,
po more than Alladeen ecan we say—

| it is higher than our heads, sparkling
; with dew In the early morning, glitter-
|ing with yéMow blossoms, shaking
brown seeds with little embryoe souls
on to the ground. We look at it sol-
emnly from the time it consists of two
leaves peeping above the ground apd a
soft white root till we have to ralse
| our faces to look at It, but we find no
reason for that upward starting.

We look into the dead ducks and
lambs. Ibp the evening we carry them
bome, spread newspapers on the floor
and lie working with them till mid-
pight. With a startled feeling near
akin to ecstasy we open the lump of

and strings inside. We feel them and
[ put the beart away. but every now and
| then return to look and to feel them
azain. Why we like them s9 we can
hardly tell

A gander drowns itself In our dam.
[ We take it out and open it on the bank
and kneel. looking at it. Above are
the organs divided by delicate tissues;
below are the intestines artistically
curved In spiral form and eaeh tler
covered by a delleate network of blood
vessels stapding out red against the
faint blue background. Each branch
of the blood vessels is comprised of a
trunk, bifurcating and rebifurcating
| into the most delicate hairlike threads,
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starts upward, and does ot desist till |
| above,

o7 | flesh ealled a heart and find little doors |
these years we hayed beside her, |

Now we |
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nod over the gander's inside.
This thing we call existence, Is It

Dot a something which has ft8 roots

far d>wo below in the dark and its
branches stretching out into the im-
mensity above which we among the
branches ecannot see? Not a chance
Jumble, a living thing, a One. The
thought gives us Intense satisfaction.
We canoot tell why.
. We nod ever the gander, then start
up suddenly, look into the blue sky,
throw the dead gander apd the refuse
Into the dam and go to work agaln.
And so It comes to pass In time that
the earth ceases for us to be a welter-
ing chaos. We walk in the great hall
of life, looking up and roumd reveren-
tlally. Nothing is despicable; all Is
mesning full Nothing Is small; all
is part of a whole whose beginning and
end we know not. The life that throbs
in us is & pulsation from It, too mighty
for our comprehension, not too small -
And so It comes to pass at last that,
whereas the sky was at first a small
blue rag stretched out over us and so
low that our hands might touch It,
pressing down on us, it ralses itself
into an immeasurable blue arch over

our heads, and we begin to live again.

CHAPTER XYV.
WALDO'S BTRANGER.

Waldo lay on hia stomach on the red
sand. ‘The small ostriches he berded
wandered about him, pecking at the
food be had cut or at pebbles and dry
sticks. On bis right lay the graves, on
his left the dam. In his hand was a
large wooden pest covered with carv-
ings, at which he worked. Doss lay
before him basking In the winter sun-

shine and now and again casting an ex- |

pectant glance at th'e corner of the
nearest ostrich ecamp. The scrubby
thorn trees under which they lay yield-
ed no shaide, but none was needed in
that glorious June weather, when in
the hottest part of the afternoon the
sun was but pleasantly warm. And
the boy carved on, not locking up. yet
conscious of the brown serene earth
about him and the intensely blue sky

Presently, at the corner of the camp,
Em appeared, bearing a covered saucer
{1 ip one hand and In the other a jug with
a cup on the top. She was grown Into
a premature little old woman of 18,
ridiculously fat. The jug and saucer
{ she put down on the ground before
 the dog and his master and dropped
down beside them herself, panting and
out of breath.

“Waldo, as T came up the camps 1
met some one on horseback, and [ do
believe it must be the new man that is
coming.”

The new man was an Englishman to
whom the Beer woman had bhlred half

| the farm.

“Hum!' said Waldo.

“He Is quite young." sald Em. holding
her side, “and he has brown hair and
beard curling close to his face and
such dark blue eyes. Apd, Walde, 1
was g0 ashamed! [ was Just looking
back to see, you know, and he hap-
pened just to be looking back, too, and
we looked right into each other’s face,
and he got red, and [ got so red. 1 be-
lieve he Is the new man.”

‘“Yes,"” said Waldo.

“l must go now. Perhaps he has
brought us letters from the post from
Lyndall. You know, she can't stay at
school much longer. Bhe must come
‘back soon. And the nmew man will
have to stay with us till his house Is
bulit. I must get his room ready.
Goodby!”

She tripped off again, and Waldo
carved on at his post. Doss lay with
his nose close to the covered saucer
and simgelled that some one had made
nice little fat cakes that afternoon.
Both were so intent on their occupas
tion that not till a horse’s hoofs beat
beside them In the sand did they look
up to see a rider drawing in his steed.

He was certainly not the stranger
whem Em bad described, a dark, some-
what French loocking Ilittle man of
eight and twenty, rather stout, with
heavy, cloudy eyes and pointed mus-
taches. His horse was a fiery crea-
ture, well caparisoned. A highly fin-
Ished saddlebag hung from the saddle.
The man's hands were gloved, and he
presented the appearance—an appear-
ance rare on that farm—of a well
dressed gentleman.

In an uncommonly melodious yvoice
he Inguired whether he might be al-
lowed to remain there for an hour.
Waldo directed him to the farmhouse,
but the stranger declined. He would
merely rest under the trees and
kis horse water. He removed the sad-
dle, and Walde led the animal away to
the dam. When bhe returned, the
stranger bad gettled himself under the

| trees, with his back against the sad-

dle. The boy offered him of the cakes.
He declined, but took a draft from
the jug, and Walde lay down not far
off and fell to work again. It mat-
tered nothing if cold eyes saw it. It
was not his sheep shearing machine.
With material loves, as with boman,
we go mad ence, love out and have
done. We never get up the true en-
thuslasm a second time. This was but
& thing be bad made, labored over, low
ed and lUked, nothing more—not his
machine.

The forced himself lower

stranger
donbm-ﬂbmam It
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was & droway afternoon, and he ohject-
ed to travel in these out of the world
parts. He liked better civilized life,
where at every hour of the day a man
may look for his glass of wine and his
easy chalr and paper; where at night
bhe may lock himself into his room with
his books and a bottle of brandy and
taste joys mental and physical. The
world said to him—the all knowing.
omnipotent world, whom no locks can
bar, who has the catlike propensity of
seeing best In the dark—the world said
that better tham the books he loved
the brandy and better than books or
brandy that which it had been better
had he loved less. But for the world
he cared noching. Ele smiled blandly
in its teeth. All life is 2 dream. If
wine and philosephy and women keep
the dream from becoming & nightmare,
80 much the better. It is all they are
fit for, all they can be used for. There
was another gside to his life and

nothing and said nothing, as the way
of the wise world |a.

his sleepy eyellds at the brown earth
that stretched away, beautiful in spit»
of Iitself, in that June sunshine; locked
at the graves, the gables of the farm-
house showing over the stone walls of
the camps, &t the clownish fellow at
his feet, and yawned. But he bad
drunk of the hipnd’'s tea and must say
something.

“Your father’s place, [ presuwie?’ he
inquired sleepily.

“No; 1l am only a servant.”

“Dutch people?’

hYes

“And you like the life?*

The boy hesitated.

“On days like these.””

“And why on these?”

The boy walted.

“They are very benutil'ul il

The stranger looked at him. Tt seem-
ed that as the fellow’s dark eyes look-
ed across the brown earth they kin-
dled with an intense satisfaction. Then
they looked back at the carving.

What bad that ecreature, s0 Coarse
clad and ejownish, to do with the sub-
tle joys of the weather? Himself,
white bhanded and delicate, he might
bhear the musie which shimmering sun-
shine and solitude play .on the finely
strung chords of nature, but that fel-
low! Was not the ear In that great
body too groas for such delicate mut-
terings?

Presently he said:

“May | see what you work at?"’

! their
'and bore signs of patient

The fellow banded his wooden post.
It was by no meansa lovely, The men
and birds were almost grotesque In
lahored resemblance te nature
thought.
The stranger turned the thing over o.n

i his knee.

“Where did you learn this work ?”

“1 taught myselt."

“And these zigzag lines represent” —

“A mounntain.™

The stranger looked.

“It has some meaning, has it not?™

The boy muttered confusedly:

“Only things.”

The guestioner looked down at him—
the buge, unwieldy figure, In size a
man's, in right of its childlike fea-
tures and curling bhair a child’s—and it
hurt him. [t attracted him, and it
hurt him. It was something between
pity and sympathy.

“How Joug have jyou worl:od at
this?”

“Nine months.”

From his pocket the stranger drew
his pocketbook and tpok something
from it. He could fasten the post to
his horse In some way and throw it
away in the sand when at a safe dls-
tance.

“Will you take thls for your carv-
ing?”

The boy glanced at the £5 note and
sheok Lis head.

“No; I eannot.”

“You think it I8 worth more?” asked
the stranger, with & little snweer.

He peointed with his thumb teo a
grave.

“No; it Is for him.”

“And who Is there?” asked the stran-
ger.

“My father.”

The wman silently returned the note
to his pocketbook and gave the carv-
Ing to the boy and, drawing his hat
over his eyes, composed himself to
sleep. Not being able to do so, after
awhile he glanced over the fellow's
shoulder to watch bim work. The boy
carved letters into the back.

“It" sald the stranger, with his
melodious voice, rich with a sweetness
that never showed itself in the clouded
eyes, for sweetness will linger on In
the voice after it has died out In the
eyes—'“if for asuch & purpose, why
write that opri Ity "

The boy gis..ced at him, but made
no answer, He had o' reotien
bis presence.

“You surely belleve
ger, “that n day, .

thought, but of that the world knew !

The strpnger looked from beneath |

ed. It was as though a curious little
tadpole which he held under his glass
should suddenly lift its tail and begin
to questien him.

“I? No,” He Ilaughed his short,
thick laugh. ‘1 am a man who be
lieves npothing, bopes pothing. fears
nothing, feels nothing. | am beyond
: the pale of bumanity. no criterion of
what you shouid be who live here
among yoar ostriches and bushes.”

The next moment the stranger was
surprised by a sudden movement on
the part of the fellow, which brought
him close to the stranger’'s feet. Hoon
after be raised bis carving and laid it
across the man's koee,

“Yea, I will tell you," he mnttered
“T will tell you all about L™

He put his finger on the grotesque
little manikin at the bottom (ah. that
man who believed nothing. hoped neth.
ing, felt nothing--bow he loved him!),
and with eager finger the fellow moved
upward, explaining over fantastic fig-
ures and mountdins, to the crowning
bird from whose wing dropped a feath-
er. At the end he spoke with broken
breath—sbort words, llke ope who ut-
ters things of mighty import.

The stranger watched more the face
than the carving, and there was now
and then & show of white ‘teeth be-
peath the mustaches as he listened.

“] think,! ‘he said blandly when the
boy had dome, “that 1 partly uander-
stand you. It is something after this
‘fashion, is it not?’ He smiled. “In
certain valleys there was a hubnter.”
He touched the grotesque little figure
at the bottom. “Dzy by day he went
to hunt for wild fowl In the 'woods, and
it chanced that once he stood on the
shores of a large lake. While he stood:
waiting in the rushes for the coming
of the birds 8 great shadow fell on
him, end In the water be saw a re-
flection. He looked up to the sky, but
the thing was gene. Then a burning
desire came over bim to see onee agpin
that reflection in the water, and all
day be watched and waited, but night
came, and it had not returned. Then
he went home with his empty bag,
moody and =ilent. His comrades eame
guestioning about him to know the rea-
son, but he answered them nothing.
Ele sat aloue and brooded. Then his
friend eawne to bim, aod to him he
spoke.

“*‘l1 have seen today.” he sald. ‘that
which I never saw before—a vast white
bird, with silver wings outstretched,
sailing In the everlasting blue, And
now it is as though a great fire burned
within my breast. It was but a sheen,
a shimmer, a reflection In the water,
but now I desire nothing more on earth
than to hold her.

“His friend laughed.

“‘It was but a beam playing on the
water or the shadow of your own head.
Tomorrow you will forget her,' he said.

“But tomorrow and tomorrow and
tomorrow the hunter walked alone. He
sought in the forest and In the woods,
by the lakes and among the rushes,
but be could not find her. He shot no
more wild fowl What were they to
him?

“*What ails him? said his comrades.

“'‘Ee s mad,' said one.

# fNo; but te Is worse,’” sald another.
‘He wuuld see that which none of us:
have seeft and make bimself a wonder.’

“*Come, let us forswear his compa
ny. sald all

“So the hunter walked alone.

“Cue npight, as be wandered In the
shade, very heartsore and weeplng, an
old man stood before him, grander and
taller than the sons of men.

#+*Who are you? asked the hunter.

“1 am Wisdom,” gnswered the old
man, ‘but some men called me Knowl-
edge. Al my life I have grown in
these valleys, but no man sees me till
be has sorrowed much. The eyes must
be washed with tears that are to be-
hold me, and, according as & man has
suifered, I speak.

“And the hunter cried:

“+Oh, you who have lived here so
long, tell me, what s that great wild
bird I have seen sailing in the blue?
They would have me believe she is a
dream, the shadow of my own head.

“The old man smiled.

“*Her name is Truth. He who has
once seen her never rests again. Till
death be desires her.

“And the hunter cried:

‘4 ‘Oh, tell me where [ may find bherl

“But the man saidy

“ ‘You have not sulfered enough,’ and

fie mat '5! to see ituw bappen.
The first that came Into the net was a
snow white bird, with dove's eyes, and
ng & beantiful song. ‘A buman
a human God, & human God! It

The second that came was black
and m,ntlml. with dark. lovely eyves,
that looked Into the depths of your
soul, and he sang nnly this—Immor
tality
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they rought a wider ﬁei‘amone stand out
with more prominence thwn the Sure
Hatch Incubator and Breaders, which
are manufactured by the Sure Hatch
Incubator Co. of Clay Center, Neb. We

ehine, Ad
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ness, how 10 maXe ll&
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borse out the wizdom of the manufae-
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turers in this plan of working. Anpother
specially stropg point of the gura Hateh I Spect.sb.‘os Fitted Accurately....
people seems to us to lie in the fact that | ..All Fees Ressonable
they confine their efforts to but one kind e I BB 314, 34 Fieer
of incubators and brooders and devowe MARDE BLOCK
all their time, energy and capital, and | o : .
business and mechanical skill to attain | L o
ing the hivhest deyree of perfection | § .
along this singie line. These points are |
highly appreciated by their patrons | §#
everywhere, each realizing that they §

i. Tailow,

nave hml;-:ht the perfected machine of a4 | i

specialist in that particulardice of man |
and Furs. Sendlnyom'ﬁradltﬂ
get the HIGHHEST markes’ pruos.

ufacture, The cut here shown gives a
u very good idea of the appearance of|
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the Sure Hatch Incubator. Pe srhaps | i
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Dealers in thaa.

the most prominent feature of these
machines is the hot water tank which is | i
s0 construc ed that no water rests over | M
the center of the egg chaumber. The | §
tank is thickest and the volume of water |
grealest on the surrounding edges of the
egg chamber just where “the groatest
amount of heat is required. This matter
is fully explsined and illustrated in the

cntali ue whi:h every interosted person | .

should read before buying an incubator.

The machines are automatic in every . D. Culp Successars to
way and so constructed that by follow- Joan Wittorff Jorx Baugs.

ing simple in-
structions it is
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can serve you pronqﬂy. Be wisn and onsam
AT ONCE of the

Centerville

Block Coal Co. !
119 South 12th

EF-We sell veryrsinG in ﬂumd\a

Yard Phone 382
Office Phone 387 /

000000000
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went.

“Then the hunter took from bhis
breast the shutile of Imagination and
wound en it the thread of his Wishes, |
and all night he sat and wove a net.

“In the morning he spread the golden |
net open on the ground, and into i1 bhe
threw a few grains of credulity, which
his father had left him and which he |
kept In his breast pocket. They were |
like white puffballs, and when you trod
on them a brown dust flew out. Then

=

|

$100 Reward $100.

The readers of this paper will be
pleased to learn that there iz at least
one drended disease that science has
been able to cure in all its and
that is Catarrh. Hall’s Catarrh Cure is
the onl tive cure kpnown to the

mf ternity. Catarrh being a
constitutional disease, requires a consti-
tn*ionn! treatment. Hall's Catarrh Cure
is taken internally, acting directly upon

blood urfaces of the

Wnrld's Falr and :

Exposition at Parls
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9 i you geing
To The....

Sopppporppll

0 1f so, arrangements should be made at once—all the best berths on the
ships are engaged early—the number of ships are limited and early reser-
’ vations, it not uced, can easily be disposed of. Descriptive litarature re-

"Bmlmg_mn
. Route:

Io garding this trip can be had at my office.-GEQO. W. BONNELL

C. P. A. Burlington Route, Cor. 10th and O Sts., Lincola, Neb.
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Roy’s Drug Store.

140 NORTH TENTH .TRIIT

General Drug Business and Prescription :
Weork Pa.l;‘:lgta, QOils, Glass, Ground Oil }
Cake, Ete. Prices low as the lowest.

A -

@ Roy’s, IC rth 10th N
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