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Thf.. Anc et

- wha,n . lie, idle and rust

ing,
Scored with the scars of strife,

- o

- o 1'1. l

-.v-——-v.—r-‘-— e

i

o 3 Wars that to win meant life;
Eere is : s
| Ang § Many a sailors wife
Eonor {Gave, all unknowing, her heart to myl
Patier trusting.
Courage
! Bl Pluck
/1 must tr| Faith w Ofttimes the restless sea breezes
is d| ' Never sweep o'er me,
¢ AraLte . In a familiar tongue |
the | TXeT® I8 gQinoing the days I swung :
And c
And sh{ pran4s ;  From a stanch vessel slung, ,
I, day.l And e Blue sky above and wide waters be- |
et me d
| Willing fore me. |
and S
In a we Dar‘;gmi
And ﬁ;{gw Nevir Many a mighty ship peacefully r;ding
Yhon I Held I nor counted cost;
We. are | Hera is_' Fog-wrapped or tempest-tossed,
“ dcc;rﬁz > fggé‘ealtf Never my grip I lost,
n 1 " 3 1 ] ¥
W i Patien, -Never broke faith with my charges
the { Men whe confiding.
Of the | Mount:
Let me | Willing 1 Here on the whart I lie, home from the
wayj Never
¢ With & ocean,
And lie (Copyrig Never to plunge a,gam
<o Cori - Bearing my sturdy chain,
?Clarenv Down through the yeasty main—
1 He . Symbol unsullied of faith and devotion.
—_— —Harold Willard Gleason in Youth’s
Companion.
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f SUCCESS,
EHere is the road to fame
And fortune’s golden smile:
HEonor too strong for shame,
 Patience to wait the while,
.| Courage to bear the pain,/
- THU Pluck when the hill is steep,
;I must tr| Faith when your strength seems vain—
is d| ' Never is victory cheap.
Whatso: |
I shall b1l Here is the price of worth.
the And conquest’s shining goal: ‘ {
ARd Sh| mands for the tasks of earth, ' '
d8¥a  And ever a sturdy soul,
L e o binr P load, i
an‘{ Sowing before you reap, i
Aég g’ng‘ Daring to blaze the road— e
way| Never i{s victory cheap. dos 2 :
: °r lighg
When I £ : L =t
WS e Here is what glory asks, ;Lne .
com Here is what life requires: 301081{
And th | Grace at the common tasks, | of
We. must Patience that never tires,
the { Men who will slowly climb dNeyy /
Of the - Mountainous pathways steep, : ;
Let me Willing to bide their time— J :
way Never is victory cheap. | dE’S‘n'e.‘
¢ With o —Edgar A, Guest. £ mans
And lie | (Copyright, 1923, by BEdgar A. Guest.) S L
con. i3 ‘ el‘]nge
When 1 g el Uope '
—Claren: DCPD. Upspr; %
He s Pl‘lngg} rey




W The City of Cloud¥%

W || When I am a-weary of peopl

| k of star

towns T e
i| And the fret and the worry and woo (S
i Of life at its best, to a little gray rock jE.

In the heart of the meadows I go, [E b
il And there in the silence, sequestered FHEEE

and sweet, : '
Away from the riotous crowd,

My fanciful spirit slips out of the
1 flesh _
And visits the City of Cloud.

| Its domes and its minarets, turrets and
towers '
| Are silver and mother of pearl,
And white satin banners with frznges
of silk |
From its spires in the azure unfurl. '
The steep terrace stairs and the ave-;
nues broad, |
The gates and the palaces proud
Are of pure alabaster and ivory carved
In the glorious City of Cloud.

Only lilies unclose in its gardens and |
' groves,

Ships snowy sailed float to its piers,
No sound ever shatters the quiet su- B

pheme, L

No calendar reckons the years;

But at sunrise and .sunset its sh1mmer-
| ing roofs

With splendor untold are endowed, g
' Then a-glitter with amethysts, rubles i

yyth while?”

-

and gold :
Is the beautiful City of Cloud. .17
r, I meet in the streets all the hopes andoull. '*
- the dreams i
¢ That melted alas! into air, "?S’
-1 And young Love who died of too ar- i
dent a kiss, —ﬂq*feﬁ’sv e
5[ And Truth who was slain with a
! hair, : |
k And none are unhappy or sick or in.
H pain, ’
| There are neither a crutch or a *
: shroud ; e l
& Or a2 whip or a weapon or hunger or'* &l |
' tears ; e, "
. In the marvelous City of Cloud. BUiBL, ‘1
i

fTo eyes that are blind to the beauty o

{
( And blossom and billow, behold’
My city enchanted is only a mass
Of cumuli fold upon fold,
But to world beaten hearts like my
own it’s the place
Where no shadow of strife is ax-
lowed, o
I And my spirit untrammeled may dancer j
with the sun. X -
I1. the wonderful City of Cloud..

—DMinna Irving, S

L.
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T° " “rHE END OF THE TRAIL.
/I must travel the miles till the journey
is done,

Whatsoever the turn of the way.
I shall bring up at last at the set of

the sun,
And shall rest at S==-clagapof th
day. T s

-

Let me deal as I jou

and friends : | DAWN

F 4
In a way that no -fhe “"811‘113
And find nothing bu Betin g sun

.
LW T

A Y Ew -— = P
>w - wow

TR RAY R W w

way’s last beng,. ts t} < 2K
When T come to eals -he SI.,', a Cer lLiohe
thy opaj gag
We are brothers . O0ugh PRt bye
common roac . Night, Sable ¢log}:
And the journey {hﬂd lg1 5 ak of
We must succor t = " d&y is s
the load M n ap
. - 4 -. e“v
Of the pilgrim ¥ -y » hﬁ‘art ] . /
Let me deal wif 5§t as Swdea ‘Ith foil B :
way to the Pl ... ate S decin.. -
¢ With a mercy L”-ﬁf flames Ib the gl()w -Slle;
And lie down t fire h i HIOI'n,
conscience \ 25 SWejq
When I come | And bllned ‘ ng
—Clarence bO rn pe U PSper 3
, Her; X R, 3 "\re_‘
e B £l
ETTECE R‘LTTH‘}, EN‘ = - } ‘;




g .msﬁmmvn much to prospective hunters | g@x.
R | ¢ travelling in party or alone, | . Poli
_vo.wi in-direet touch with the hest OB
n for their particular choice cﬁ%?moo.
J®nd with outfitters and guides at

| , L'orrie’
- ng-in- point, which with whomn
AT

i

. ~ - day ni 2.
¢tory arrangements can be made : @
. and w- A
¢ hand. A hunting trip cannot be | Caninn .m
. 1 : A iy - pi S -
1 B e A a : e : "2 < RAd B
. wﬁ~uayhy successful under these con Senfeti . % =i
ey w rp 4~ : . : u.... o m;. AV : e o4 o 4 55
e I'he Canadian Pacific R vlway Ponttas y - e . s n SR
e Athis service to any who contem-'! o B = i o2 0 = e G e m o
: : . : : Heptart Q. LS e e R = oS
— a hunting trip anywhere, either . ﬁ. am T BB 2 SRR T T w0
e S SEe A s wmb,omue‘unmsewaewamg
ario, Quebec, New Brunswick, or Wihe 9.0 8 238870 2 mie e oo S E ,
! 1 ? : .m &8 2o oret 0 - 2 @ g
rockies for mountain game. Any he con ‘O 9 Qo ,M M X .m m M o8 S e - ,..w i e .H
! i : S e e w—t & s < @ — i 3
agents will gladly secure this in- 1 : ALY S s e R LA i = il
he did B ool anERorEm ol odS
1ion, or an inquiry mmgwmmmm@&o. 5 e = & R Wm = m i e Wi B m
: . & 1 3 . .nolv @) a r < b) e Q@ d
tlton, District passenger agent, _EW J L= 0 Y s = e wm AR m,w a5
i : Sl 2 . » ., o i P o) : ,
to, will be given immeédiate and | : “ ™o 2 .m R A mm ®< B e m SR
[ : ] ' REN @ 5 r,hs.n.m SR SR~ N
ule“attention.  Folder for open | B E R B e B 28aAe
‘s for hunting in Canada, 1923, | QS g o dlgd Bl o= ar i
: & = Attt A =t “MH A Oy relg
i 'S0 be forwarded. PG b | Moo om0 R i R e S e
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T “““HE"END OF THE TRAIL. W
II must travel the miles till the journey

And lie down to my dreams with 2

‘_...,_ﬁ...‘,.__

is done, ‘
Whatsoever the turn of the way.
I shall bring up at last at the set of
| the sun,
And shall rest at the close of the
day. _
Let me deal as I journey with foeman
and friends '
In a way that Mo man can assail,
And find nothing but peace at the road-
way's last bend,
When I come to the end of the trail.
We are brothers who travel a great
common road,
And the journey is esay for none., |
We must succor the weary and lift on |
the load
Of the pilgrim whose courage is done.
Let me deal with them each on my
way to the west
With a mercy that never shall fail,

conscience at rest :
When I come to the end of the trail
—Clarence R. Flynn, im Christian
Herald.

MR-
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|[ERS" 'ASSURED  SuCCEss |

éMagist
r travelling in party or alone, ! in Poli
Put in direet touch with the best

noon
In for their particular choice of

-$4,500
‘ nd with outfitters and guides at '

 Torrie
Bbmg -in point, which ‘with wihoin 'd Ay ni
etory arrangements can be made .

and w
land. A hunting trip cannot LelCrmg,
than successful under these con- | sentenc

The Canadian Pacific R

ailway - Penite;
who contem- |

age asyg,
a hunting trip anywhere, either vear te
irio, Quebec, New Brunswick, org Wheg
‘ockies for mountain game. Any he con
raigents will gladly secure this in- '

‘he did woull.
0N, or an inquiry addressed to;
f:on, District passenger

this service to any

agent, !

S8,
MR -‘d
s> will be given immediate and

- attention.  Folder for openf RFPV; SerEe

‘for hunting in Canada, 1923, :' il

: bc forwarded. o 4lc ;Va,llq
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Across a hill, a little way, |
- And down a step OF e e
Between tall trees and waving grass,.

A little house—and you. }

4

A gingham apron and a cap, o
A wind-blown, witching curl, -
Brown, dancing eyes, red, laughing%m
lips, |
And teeth of dewy pearl. 356
ng

You sing a little lilting song, |

1t echoes o’er the hall, \
It draws me from my plowing, dear,'’s

That soft, enchanting trill.
; sk o x ¢ nt
| Across 2 hill, a little way, rs
| And up a step or two, _
| A lazy horse, a rusty plow, itl

a

\ Some brown, turned loam—and you.
. | i

li worn straw hat, blue overalls,

|

)

A

| Sun-tanned and ruddy face, 4,
| A listening look is in your eyes, |
{ Your pose is languid grace.

' You dream fair dreams—perhaps of
me. %

1 like it, T’11 allow,
But while I dream and sing, I sew— |
My dear, why don’t you plow?
=t _Flizabeth N. Hauer. |

rwr ANnd WO "aur nueﬂsi

- - e T

; tears,

We are all thrown hard by the handi'
of fate : ‘ |

And we all do things where the dan-"
ger's greait,

And a boy must learn—and ’tis well he

) can—

: In the game of life to play the man.

; —Edgar A. Guest
{C'nnveiccht 1923. bv Hdear A. GHP.Q-T‘)

L




e By ANNE CAMPBELL. ° W
11¢ T should laugh with joyousness,

[771 Showd Laugh_|

When morning comes again,
1t would not mean, I must confess;

[f T should laugh with happy eyes,
-~ And joyous heart and _hgh_tj, :
T 43’9'}"0i11d‘ ‘not mean that woman-

wise, ] ‘ 3
E ‘shall,; not cry, tonight!

\1f I should laugh, as laugh I will

Until the rafters ring, .

You'll know, my love, who loves me
= - -

Tt does not mearn a thing!

¢

The end of grief and pain. i

|
' k!

¥

Copyright, North American News-
! paper Alliance, 1923.) |

{ T."
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Fresh come from memory's bindery,

A book whose leaves were edged with
: gold, /

So many merry tales he told.

| He walked alone, and yet I swear
’ A troop of gladsome folk were there,
For back of us he seemed to call

Our lost companions, one and all.

A hundred spirits danced about,

I heard them sing, I heard them shout,
And for an hour (tis truth I pen)

| T lived with them, a boy again. .
Who meets an old friend on the way

. Meets all the joys of yesterday,

The laughter which he used to know,
And all the charm of Long AgO.
—FEdgar A. Guest.

(Copyright, 1923, by REdgar A. Guest.)
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Tackhng high, and tackling low,
Twelve years old and ready to g0.
And his mother looks with a W1stfu1’
‘eve :
At the not far dlsta.nt by- a,nd by,
The ‘dawn of the da,ne'erous morning

~when
He'll go to t‘he ﬁeld with older men.

|

And the‘ m-other ‘sa,yu, An A mothers

s yrane
“When he’s o}der grown he will want
_ ‘to play,
And the game is roudh and the players
fall

"And they never thmk of mothers at all;
They never think of our dread just

then
And the fears that come when our boys

are men

VVha.t can I say and what can I do?

Time was I yearned for the scrimmasge,
too; -

“Time was [ longed with an ardent soul

To battle my way to a far-flung goal,

And I know I'd have joyed at a hurt
back then

Just to take my place wtih the olcler

men.

Oh, the game is rough, and so are the

J years,
And we all c'ei: hurt and we all shed
. tears,
: We are all thrown hard by the hand
of fate

|And we all do things where the ‘dan-
' ger's great, :
And a boy must learn—and ’tis well he
can—
In the game of life to play the man.
—FEdgar A. Guest.
((‘nnvvt#’hf. 1923. bv Edegar A. Guest.)
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AN OLD FRIEND.

I met an old friend yesterday,

{ A comrade from the far-away,
And glad was I his smile to see,
! For this is what he brought to me:

The schoolhouse from the Loong Ago,
The boys and girls I used to know,

The little home on Sibley street

Where all the youngsters used to meet.

\The games we played, the things we
did,

j’l‘he secret places where we hid,

| The pranks of all our youthful crew,

jThe punishments we sometimes drew.

| A living book, he seemed to me,

| Fresh come from memory’'s bindery,

! A book whose leaves were edged with
B gold,

! So many merry tales he told.

He. walked alone, and yet I swear
A troop of gladsome folk were there,
! For back of us he seemed to call
il Our lost companions, one and all

; A hundred spirits danced about,

8 T heard them sing, I heard them shout,

And for an hour (tis truth I pen)

1 lived with them, a boy again. .

Who meets an old friend on the way

Meets all the joys of yesterday,

The laughter which he used to know,

And all the charm of Long Ago.
—Edgar A. Guest.

(Copyright, 1923, by Edgar A. Guest.)
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| REMEMBER. /'
Loneliness is indeed one of the things-z:
that fairly shrinks the heart. And vet, L
even out of loneliness may come great J
things. And in loneliness_the soul may |-

1 rise to heights of power it might not in (L
5;"‘ any other way. :
It is at times of loneliness that mem-
ory plays such a herofc part. .
! I sat by the bed once of a very noble
and unselfish man whose body was
racked by pain. And yet for hours he
| cheerfully recited from memory lengthy
parts from ths plays of Shakespeare.
and his eyes glistened with the pleasurs
and comfort which it brought to him.
It is a common thing for me to throw
into these talks quotations which I re-
member from my boyhood, and every .
time I recall one I am thrilled all new

again. L
| The things you remember ars like
pictures which beautify a room. People

: who remember nothing of worth ars like
i those who live in houses with no pic<'
| tures upon the walls. .
= Memory keeps bringing back Youth,
L - beauty, delightful companionships, the
| love of a long departed mother or father
or friend. :
| Memory washes out the mind and
often gives it new understanding. |
There are sunsets that come to me
over and over again, great Stretchas of
. mountains with eaps of white and deep
valleys with winding rivers and incom-
narable foliage, high reaching gorges
and quiet plains with grazing stock,
fower gardens with delicate = odors,
rippling waters softly singihg under a
: June sky.
3 . I listen when someone says to me, ‘T
;. ! remember,’” for I am at once interested.
i I know that I shall hear something that
} has given, pleasure andg happiness.
} It is a wonderful habit to form-—the
memorizing of specially inspiring

|

thoughts. You store wealth in your
i mind every day that you add to this
4 habit. :

And one of the greatest things to re-
member is the good in people. Especi-
ally in thosa with whom vou coma  in
daily contact snd ‘who grow near and
dear to you along the way.

~—George Matthew Adams,.




3 St fote

Q folded hijs arms

| 1e boats in the
4 vard. And now
| #1¢ more there.
I missed seeing
¢ know. T was

enough sight,
to send a boat ashore tg
whether dead or
4 state to prevent them.

hundred and fifty or so bairs of eyes on board that ship
there wouldn’t pe a dozen

Two men falling down a cljff would have been
They would have

only half dead we-
[t wouldn’t matter

AN i A s rb.(.....h_‘kr.f\

ship every day
those landsmen
now. But that’
under observati
matters much. "

The lieutenan
sudden thought,

at least scanning the shore,
a startling
been interested enough
go through our pockets, and
wouldn’t have been ip
so much gas

ASTER GUNNER PEYROL, the rover,

atter bringing into the port of Toulon g

rize that has been captured by a squadron of

he republic, aspires for a period ashore, He

|4S spent forty-five yvears on the high seas,

nd now with a fortune of 70,000 francs (gold

: hat he found in the unsearched lockers of the
| rize and secreted N a sail-cloth waistcoat) he
| ecides that at fifty-eight he has had enough

Toulon to find

“the o5 and sets forth from

£

} The Story of the Story

farm, but who were killed in the revolutionary
riots at Toulon; the always suspicious Citizen
Scevola Bron, a drinker of blood and 3 patriot
who is feared throughout the countryside
and  Arlette’s old aunt Catherine, who are
the only occupants of the hoyge,
soul takes root there, for
room in the top of the
a view of the seq.

In the course of time

Peyrol’s
his lighthouse-ljke
building commands

Licutenant I e

el i
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| REMEMBER. /
Lioneliness is indeed one of the things.%a
that fairly shrinks the heart. And yet, .
even out of loneliness may come great "
things. And in lonelinessvthe soul may |

bil\ rise to heights of power it might not in
L any other way. | ‘
| It is at times of loneliness that mem-
ory plays such a heroiec part. :

I sat by the bed once of a very noble |
I and unselfish man whose body wasg
A racked by pain. And vet for hours he_g
cheerfully recited from memory lengthy :
parts from the plays of Shakespeare. |
and his eyes glistened with the pleasure
and comfort which it brought to. him.

It is a2 common thing for me to throw
into these talks quotations which I re-
member from my boyvhood, and every
time I recall one I am thrilled all new

again, :
The things you remember ars like
pictures which beautify a room. People

{ who remember nothing of worth ares like
; those who live in houses with no pics
| tures upon the walls. ‘
| Memory keeps bringing back Youth, .
| beauty, delightful companionships, the
love of a long departed mother or father
‘or friend. |
Memory washes out the mind and
often gives it new understanding. !
There are sunsets that come to me
over and over again, great Stretches of
, . mountains with caps of white and deep
; valleys with winding rivers and incom-
: parable foliage, high reaching gorges
and quiet plains with grazing stock,
‘flower gardens with  delicate odors,
; rippling waters softly singihg under a
E June sky.
| . I listen when Someone says to mea, ‘1
;, !remember," for T am at once interested.
‘j I know that I shall hear something that
has given, pleasure and happiness.
It is a wonderful habit to form—the
memorizing of Specially inspiring

thoughts. You store wealth in your
mind every day that you add to this
4_* hi—lbit. '.

And one of the greatest things to re-
member is the good in people. HEspeci-
ally in thosa with whom vou coma  {n
. daily contact asnd ‘who grow near and
dear to you along the way.

—George Matthew Adams,
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= Aims in Autuﬂm ¥ nn.
Spindle_wood, spindle-w
A little flaming lantern to

. The fairies all hav

|

| Ash-tree, ash-trese,

| And I would fain go see
J.end me now & lantern

To find the hidden pathway

-~ A1
ST

ood will you,

lend me, pray, £ .
guide me O

my way?
o vanished from the

meadow and the glen, ;
king till I s-,':;'

trem once again.

bear a light,

darkness of the night.

: =

throw me, it y0O

| A_plea,se,

Throw me down a slender branch

' russet-golden keys, |

I fear the gates of Fairyland ma

be shut so fast

That nothing but your mag

' ever take me past,

I'll tie them to my girdle and as 1 &«

along

My heart will find a comfort in the
tinkle of their song. (i

y ad

ic keys will

Holly-bush, holly-bush, help me in my:

S task,
-| A pocketful of berries is all the theg

\ alms I ask;

L
1’;‘: A pocketful of berries to thread o

3\ golden strands,

111 would not go a-visiting with nothing
in my hands— S :

So fine will be the rosy chains, s0 gaY,
so glossy bright, ‘ ‘

They'll get the realms of fairyland &

‘; dancing with delight. :
—Rose Fylem&

e




¢ a hundre SN

ed befo%*

/.m by hid reef or loud sel‘;
wall; e
They bear the weeds, who bore il
leaf of old, R
Time-rotted and tide-ridden are thc e
5 P :
Save one in twenty acres of ba §

wold.

__mric Chilm: [

o By



| Ash-tree, ash-trees, throw e, it yo

s

™

)
¢
3

!

| And I would fain g0 gesking till I indg

'its'pi'ndlte_'.w*o-od,» ' sfp'indlé—whoqd“i ~will you |

A little flaming lantern to gu__idé me 0

LA

-

= ¥ “"'-_::_r o
.a:,“ "Iﬁﬂé -l ." B " 9 B+ S e ot

l‘end me, DT&Y.

my way? , :
The fairies all have vanisghed from theg
meadow and the glen, i

trem once again.
Lend me now a lantern that I mag

bear a light,

~

ia

<
oh.

To find the hidden pathway in th
darkness of the ni—ght.

‘please,

Throw me down a slender branch

‘ russet-golden keys, :

I fear the gates of Fairyland may adl

be shut so fast :

That nothing but your magic keys will
ever take me past,

I'll tie them to my girdle and as 1 &« |
along | '

My heart will find a comfort in the
tinkle of their sOng. i

e \

Holly-bush, holly-bush, help me in my:

S| task,
y\A pocketful of berries is all the thes
L,\ alms I ask;

¢ A pocketful of perries to thread o
3\ golden strands, i
‘{1 would not g0 a-visiting with nothing

in my hands— - !
So fine will be the rosy chains, 0 gay, |
so glossy bright, : ‘

They'll set the realms of fairyland a

dancing with delight.
—Rose Fylem&
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The Westwsod Oaks,,

. Where moaned the forest, now thi
pasture sleeps, '

One oak in twenty acres you ma

- find. |

The rest went sailing, full a hundre
ships,

When the  Armada swelled befa,
the wind.

wall; _,

They bear the weeds, who bore &
leaf of old,

Time-rotted and tide-ridden are tha
all,

Save one in twenty acres of ba
wold.

; —FHric Chilmz

o e

They moulder by hid feef or loud s¢ | L
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“UHE IMPORTANT BABY.
What is business and what is trade
To the smiling wish of a little girl

And the roguish eyes of a little maid
And her dimpled cheek a,nq,dner teeth |

< . cof pearl? : |

And what has the wisest of looks to l
say |

That cannot wait When she wants to |
play? :

What is this duty men talk about Il
And face so comberly day by day, I
That it should order a baby out :
Or start a frown where a smile should |
- stay? _ |
What’s more important in life than,/
this, |

A baby’strust and a baby’s kiss?

—esyp

What is the goal that is urging me
. Faster and faster the hill to climb?
Is the little fortune or fame to be
~Worth all my thought and all my
time?
Shall I not be ble#sed by my baby’s
smile - '

Though I fail lo travel the longer mile?

The songs unsung and the tasks undone
And the books unread, I shall not
: regret,
These arms have chemshed a little one
These eyes have danced and “are
dancing yet,
For what matters more under heaven
above
Than a baby's smile and a baby’s love";
—Edgar A. Guest. |
(Copyrlght 1923, by Edgar A. Guest.) |
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THE . PIXIE-PIPER.

_nere is a Httle pipér who _bhys' an:

. elfin tune . :
In the sunlight and the mothlight ang
underneath the moon;

If you know how to listen you’re sure
to hear him soon. ‘

By hedge a,nd -barn' and Woodlan'd-,. in‘

city, street or square,
You’'ll catch the pixie-piping, like star-
dust in the air,

Of the little shy musician, so gay, so
debonair. ey '

He cares not how you seek him, in rags
or tags or lace, il

You may limp out a beggar or ride in
royal grace,

He will not flute his fancy unless he
likes your face.”

He will not play for silver, he will not |

play for gold, .
He will not play for maid or man
whose heart is waxing cold; :

But if you love to, listen you'll néveij

quite grow old.

!
f

Ld7
w gt

w4

COMES THE DAY.

RBlackness changes gray,
Grayness silver white,

Whitely comes the day,
Goes the passing night;

Birds in clamoroug ery,:.

Glorious comes the sun,
A wagon rafttles by,
Now the day’s begun.

& From the Hills.”

—Arthur S. Bourinot, in “Lyrics
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OLDER THAN ANYTHING ELSE IM
' " THE WORLD. 2 4
Older than anything else in the worid|
Is the gound of rain. l
Earth's without form again, and void,
And the waters cover it. -
‘ Land has not risen above its tidal plain | :
i And gray is the gloom of all, in and | A
around and above it. q \

‘| Life is an unborn brooding still i )
' On the face of the earth, | : iE. : \
And .God has not found a way vyet < 511 . ekl
To dwell in the watars. P troubler el
And the sound of rain is a sound that j;a,ld e

3 ® is never still, | Iy
| d And men have not come yet, nor the Il.?«i%n ea’shetiiee
7 sons of men nor the daughters. o dr.ea,d
it - i
S| No green thing is about, and no bird's| ¥ be. :
e “rjng 55 |
>| Alights in branches: - ;}hen you hoped
\| Time and space are steeped in a sound, | 2

| 1 This is steeped in sorrow. e?he; : ;

Winds are unknown; there ig only room 3dre-a.m 10 vauin,

for the sigh ‘ wifor Sondd

| That besogs the day and night, and|%red an hour of

| ] the’ end of the night and the|l -

Morrow.. | would be. '

S T .

“I know the trouble you talk about
Is worse than the hurt you bear,

1 | That the greatest foe of a man is doubt,

5 So stand to your time, of care,

% For many a trouble will dwindle out

i When it finds that a man is there.”

A el vl hed il By ..

fx E | What do you know of trouble?” he
: VB P said.

| “This I have learned,' said he:

. A | “Trouble so ugly when looking ahead

; O Is multiplied three times three,

: T}| And far worse seen through the eyes

N
————————

i W of dread ,

b /An Than ever 'twill really be." "
CAn —Edgar A. Guest. |
An| (Copyright, 1928, by Edgar A. Guest.)

TTTew uy Meldon  Hil

Lo —William Barnes.
\\\\
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|  BALLAD OF A POSTAL BEGINNER, \

vd | I am full of tribulation, 'm a new clerk

] on probation, L
0:| I'm the victim of a distribution plan. = ' |
a- | T'VEe & hook of regulations, postal laws ‘
0d of all the nations, \
| That would puzzle Edison or any man. \
’r?: I must learn to keep my hat on, when | Ming l
; ' I'm cursed, reviled and sat on 7
;V' By a public €hat I'm always out t© ' - gy))
ok please; i
of Smiling sweetly at each Iibel, guided ! lily
to by the postal bible, i
Its| Striving every hostile patron to ap- ‘dus
=S . &
3 pease. i

I must readily explain the nonarrival aﬁ 2 ¢ et | s

‘er a train, s d LG
)s6 |  And when the mail’s excpected fn fromy - 7 o W
ve Timbuctoo, | ; g 8
ey | All' the rules of C. O. D. and 't:éha gtrest - P
is, | directory, . / vet | ne
nd And what’s the postage on a.pa:par for - : @)
e Peru. , -t_le iy
ry W
‘es | I must know a thousand rates, have a © At i1
k1l memory for dates ‘ , h
'in| And guess the length of parcels to an 15 1 o
mnt inch; e bl 8)
sur | Bvery little regulation that aprphes to o3
hie registration, R e ]
one| Some say the postal service is a einch. R 1
gg I vha,ve no smart uniform, T am &)ut T 1:1
’icé postal worm, ’ , lmd i
Vthe Peddling postage stamps a.ml post - i

= cards for my pay; | ich @
"ms Taking nickels in for quarters, helping Pitn a l"‘
ed out the forward sorters, | b
mt| - Getting bawled out forty thousand zet

ce, times a day. ' - 1
ne 2 ' : ten |
'or | But no end of worrying can accomplish

ne anything, ear |
er | - Guess I'll get there if T only ha,ve A d
at try; ’ way | !
38| T am learning as T go, and t’s kind of rou. |
ot nice to know it

1t| That devotion means promotion bye- ist.)

B, and-bye. -

s|—FPRANK WILLARD, 8Senior Postal

- C‘lerk Medicine Hat, Alberta.

. - d’ A (Juest

=T HdEar 4

Guest,)
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TROUBLE. )
"What do you know of trouble?’ he

said.
“What do I know?" sald he;
“T know it is ugly looking ahead
And multiplied three times three.
I know it’s a far worse thing to dread
Than ever ’twill really be.”

“Have you ever lost when you hoped
to gain?” ,
“Many a time," said he:
“I've often cherished a dream in vain,

) And good it has been for me,
| " And I never have suffered an hour of
pain

‘1 As bad as I feared ’twould be.

“I know the trouble you talk about
Is worse than the hurt you bear,

1 | That the greatest foe of a man is doubt,

h So stand to your time,of care,

‘, For many a trouble will dwindle out

¢ | When it finds that a man is there.” ke

| E | “What do you know of trouble?”’ he
| v |- said.
i “This 1 have learned,’ said he; :
;I A | “Trouble so ugly when looking ahead
| ‘01| Is muiltiplied three times three,

'Tr| And far worse seen through the eves

-

i W of dread
| |An| Than ever 'twill really he.” g
An —Edgar A. Guest. |

An (Copyright, 1923, by Edgar A. Guest.) |»

TTTew wy velaon Wil
—William Barnes, ‘
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Y | Well, T declare!

(Copyright, 19,
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A BABY'S LANGUAGE. \
lassie,

of sweetnéss, too, '
Eyes as bright as star shine on a lily
pond that’s glassy,
Everything you look at is a wonder
thing to you.
Hold your arms out to me and
merry laughter shake you,
And then one thing’s very certain, your
old d%d will come and take you.

let

Well, 1 deéclare! 7You're so small, yet
domineering,
can't walk or talk or tell the
time, and yet you make it plain
By your cooing and your squealing that
yvou’ll stand no interfering
With the wishes you're expressing
and the joys you reach to gain.
Men may string their words together
and real poetry it may be,
But the sweetest language spoken is

the language of a baby.

You

Well, I declare! By your cooing and
; your laughter
And your five small teeth which
glisten when you break into a
8mile,
You are very, very tiny, but you get
what you are after,
For vou know your dad will weaken
if you worry him awhile.
So go and play the tyrant, have no fear
that he’ll forsake you—
When you hold your arms out that way
he will always come and take you.
‘ —FEdgar A. Guest.
by Edgar A. Guest.)

(Copyright, 1923,
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THMIEE Of Ris friend

—~Hdgar A
/ ‘ Fue
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You little la,ugﬂhi;ig

Cheeks as pink™as roses and ag full
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MELDON HILL, e

I took the road of dusty stone

To wal kalon®, by Meldon Hill,

Aiong the knap with woody crown

While sunlight over-shot the copse = |

Of underwood, - With brown-twigseg
topps; o

} By sky-belighted stream ang pPool

With eddies cool, by Meldon Hill.

And doewn below Were many sights
Of yellow lights, by Meldon Hin.

‘ | The trees above the brindled cows

~ | With budding boughs, by. Meldon Hill,
! | And bridged roads, and water-falls,

| "And house by house with Sunny walls,
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TWO POEMS

By Margaret Clarke Russell.

THE NURSERY GRATE

N Halloween, when tea is late.

To sit before the nurs'ry grate

Is what a little child may do

To watch the flames fly up the flus,
Which crackle as they roar so high
And end in smoke towards the sky.

Grown-ups say that flames are red,
But sometimes they are blue instead,
And when for fuel the fire burns low,
So many pictures in the glow

Of smould'ring embers seem to lis,
It’s fun to watch them till they die.

Black Cats! Bats! and Bogles tall!
(These need not frighten you at all)
And in a flash a masquerade
Which in a moment more must fade,
Wicked Witches! Goblinsg old!
And golden Jack o' lLanterns bold!

A COLORED RONDEAU

On Halloween a witch in gold

Rides her broomstick brown and old,
And autumn leaves in amber mound
Turn bronzy bonfires on the ground

A cozy copper in the cold.

Orange pumpkins big and bold,
Rosy Jack o' Lanterns hold,
And apples russet-green abound
On Halloween.

Taffy pulled from tawny mold
To tan and topaz, fold on fold,
Matches yellow flowers found
As favors on the table round
Where Black Cat tales are bravely told
On Halloween.

-t

i}
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| God has not given man the power
To rule the weather for an hour. »

| Full many a broken dream and plan

Man cannot masgter wind nor wave,

' Him he can master, him compel

' He shall grow bigger than his whim.

Leord, wh'en‘ falr skies I'd choose, and

‘But let me calmly face the day.

/ ‘ DISAPPOINTMENT. /
Froi,. north or south, or east or west

“Whatever wind that blows, is best,

Who sails the sea of life must brave
The tempest and the angry wave.
Man may not bid the wind to stay,
Nor hold the bitter cold away,

o

Man does not wish to weep, and yet
Oft shall his eyes with tears be wet.
He does not choose to suffer pain,
To face the days of driving rain
Or bow to disappointment's blow; |
Yet as the long years come and go

Shall test his courage as a mah.

But need not to himself be slave.

To bear with disappointment well;
To brave the bitter cold and rain

Which mar his day, and not complain. |
Thig is God's hope and dream for him:|,

find
The  day, is dreary and unkind,
When disappointment keen I meet
And gray clouds hide the sun I'd greet,
Let me not fling my faith away,

Grant me the strength to rise each
morn :
And bravely bear what must be borne.
L Hdear A. Guest.

Copyright, 1923, by Edgar A, Guest. |
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TWO POEMS

By Margaret Clarke Russgell,

THE NURSERY GRATE

N Halloween, when tea is late,

To sit before the nurs'ry grate

Is what a little child may do

To watch the flames fly up the flus,
} Which ecrackle as they roar so high

And end in smoke towards the sky.

Grown-ups say that flames are red,
But sometimes they are blue Instead,
And when for fuel the fire burns low,
So many pictures in the glow

Of smould'ring embers seem to lis,
It’'s fun to watch them till they dis.

Black Cats! Bats! and Bogles tall!
(These need not frighten you at alI)
And in a flash a masquerade
Which in a moment more must fade,
Wicked Witches! Goblinsg old!
And golden Jack o' ILanterns bold!

A COLORED RONDEAU

On Halloween a witch in gold

Rides her broomstick brown and old,
And autumn leaves in amber mound
Turn bronzy bonfires on the ground

A cozy copper in the cold.

Orange pumpkins big and bold,
Rosy Jack o' Lanterns hold,
And apples russet-green abound
On Halloween.

Taffy pulled from tawny mold
To tan and topaz, fold on fold,
Matches yellow flowers found
As favors on the table round
Where Black Cat tales are bravely told
On Halloween.
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+ What Counts

'Tis not the lale of ycars men

' ~ live ]

" That counts, but how they're
i B spent ;

? Not what we get, but ‘whal we
-'1 gﬂ)ﬁ,

Is our just mcasmemcnt

VAN

b And - what " we give we never
fis : IOSC,

And what we lose we gain.

i B We live, but once, and may not
il ialanie

b To pass Uu.s way again.
\.ae' ‘6 . .
: _—]amcs A Roy, in Christ in
i ¥ | . the Strand.
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Y \PIGEONS AT ST. PAUL’S

[T saw a fock of pigeons feign
A garland round St. Paul’s,
With wings like blossom on the wane
i That floats aloof and falls;
Y] No high, pole-threaded wires could | |

| snare y.

| Those birds that bloomed in Lendon !

b air, | A,
all-

The loiterers round marble Anne /
Found ng blue doves to feed; ear-
The flock went by, one living fan, 5
: Forgetful of its greed, Eos o
Wind-wafted and beatified, rand |

< A wave  on the ethereal tide. =}

\aﬁd;
; 5 Nor had they any thought of dread i
i For what the earth should bring elf. |

Y| When like a shower they would shed | .%|
Themselves with narrowed wing, b i

‘ But gladly rode the windy surge Fhe }g"
| As though they flew on heaven’s own | =
! verge. E.'I‘}”

] =
L IE At counters nigh were men with notes, s |
| Intent uypon their sum,

That never saw the rainbow throats, he
Nor heard the rhythmie drum \
Qf wings 80 by and drop like rain e

On leaden roofs in Carter Lane.

\But well it were, O foolish ones, .4 F.
. If you with buoyant mind
|Could quit all thought of debts and | 2d |
duns
And float upon the wind,
Forgetful ot Your narrow walls,
Like doves about the dome of Paul's! |

—Wilfred Thorley in The Saturday and |
Review. : |

r
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‘ sumac’s last red ember, |
And gaunt gray ghosts of goldenrod |
she vanished with November.,

—Minna Irving.

B i -
————

L
3 Sandwich, Ont., }'GUI‘Aual‘y 1%, 1Jaw.
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THE PASSING OF BEAUTY. \

“Trees are turning red and gold,

Now the vear is growing old,

But the leaves are fluttering down
To the gutters of the town.

And the beauty of it all

Tells us plainly it is fall,

It is fall and summer’s gone,
Winter's swiftly coming on.

Roses pink and roses white
Make a very lovely sight,

But I cannot stay the tear
When I see them on a bier.
Tinged with sadness every bloom
Lighting up the silent room,

For the petals, one by one,

Whisper this: Your friend has gone.

Distant purple, flaming red,

Well 1 knew ‘that summer’s dead;
Woods of beauty, hills aglow,
[Liveried heralds of the snow,
Though enraptured I behold

'All vour wealth of shining gold,

Still beyond your calm I hear
Winds of winter howling near

—Fdgar A. Guest.
(Copyright, 1923, by Edgar A.|Guest.)
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The waysme weeds were white with
frost the morning air was cold,
BE saw a gipsy lass who danced on fall-
~ en leaves of gold.
.She Wore a scarf of a.mber szlk a scar-
Jet pettlcoa,t /
lAnd hops of garnets m her ears, and
‘coral at her throat.
She flung the yellow leaves aloft, and
! - strewed them far and wide,
| l i“Ceme see my gold, and help yourself,
; L= for I am-rich, " she cried,
i “The sky is blue, the sun is bright, tho ||
b S 5 world from care is free, '
L iI am October, prlthee shake a merry
l

leg Wlth me.” % |
z
A snowﬂake drlfted on the wind, the ||
g_ . day began to wane, |
A vagrant in a ragged coat came shuf-
} B fling down the lane.
~The gold (alas! ’twas fairy gold, the i
glitter that deceived)
 Beneath his stumbling feet was turned w
a 'i‘ : to heaps of withered leaves.
- He lifted up his peevish voice, and call-
ed the gipsy maid,
And she put on a russet cloak and |
tearfully obeyed, i
And in the chilly dusk between the!
| sumac’s last red ember,
~And gaunt gray ghosts of goldenrod
she vanished with November,
i —Minna Irving,

&
£

Sl B i

ot e g 2 e — s

) 8 : : o .
|  Sandwich, Ont.,, Fevrualy 1%, 1vas.
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ARCADIE

Ty traveled many winding ways

That weary seemed to me, ,
In cloudy nights and windy days,
To find sweet Arcadie.

¢

The shepherds stand on either hand;
“We fain would go with thee,

Save for our sheep, to that sweet land,
That far-off Arcgdie.”

Along the self-same way I fare,
And sheéepherds ask of me:
“Hast found those green field

where?"’

“Yea, but the people dwelling there
Know not ’tis Arcadie.”

—Arthur Willis Colton. |
b
A s L ——
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sr.-:LFlsH NESS.

{A man has built » chimney stack be-

tween the east and me
And spoiled a patch of gelden sky where
beauty used to be;

And yonder to the westward was a

clump of maples tall,

But now an ugly barn is there and I
have lost them all.

The quiet and the ealm are gone from
scenes which once I knew,

The clover fields of yesterday the
trains go rushing through;

The brook which laughed and danced
along its journey to the sea,

Now wears upon its weary face .the
look of slavery.

How fair the dawn of day would be but|

for that shimney stack,

How fair the west if only man could D
those maples back!

Yet almost eerywhere we turn some
lovely view to s¢an,

We find the realms of beauty being
‘encroached upon by mas:.

| Yet why should I complain at this, vvhy

mourn the maple tree,

When day by day my selfishness steals
beauty’s charm from me?

I will not check some whim of mine to
serve the broader viaw, '

But raise my barns and chimneyv stacks |

for what I want to do.

\ —Rdgar A. Guest.
Thnat only wne®94 hy Fdear A Guest )

And as we sit in the twilight hour
In the glow of the setting sun,
OQur hearts go out to the friends we
loved
When we were twenty-one.
f —Charles E. Pegley
Sandwich, Ont., February 14, 1924,
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THE PASSING OF BEAUTY. \

| “Trees are turning red and gold, )
|  Now the year is growing old,

But the leaves are fluttering down
To the gutters of the town.

And the beauty of it all

Tells us plainly it is fall, _
1t is fall and summer’s gone, :

Winter's swiftly coming on. \

Roses pink and roses white ways \ :
Make a very lovely sight, e,
But I cannot stay the tear , ly days,

When I see them on 2 Dbier.

Tinged with sadness every bloom
Lighting up the silent room, lsher hand:
For the petals, one by one, hee, £
Whisper this: Your friend has gone. |gw.q.¢ land,

Distant purple, flaming red;
Well I knew that summer’s dead;

Woods of beauty, hills aglow, | fare,
Liveried heralds of the snow, ik
Though enraptured I behold | fields  amy-
Al vour wealth of shining gold, =

Ing there

Still beyond your calm I hear
Winds of winter howling near i
—FEdgar A. Guest. lllis Colton. |

(Copyright, 1923, by Edgar A.Guest.) |7
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WHEN WE WERE TWENTY-ONE
Where are. the days, youth’s golden

days %
That we kngw long years a,,,o ,
Days that wers % "_é_.kd w1th a strange
| denghi\-;ﬂ"f' -

That only youth. , knovy
We look far bac ’”m age that's gone

L.ike the rays of the set.tlng sun,

On those glorious, golden days of youth
When we were twenty-one .

YWhere are the friends whom we Ioved
so well ¢
in those days of the long ago:

1 In those romping, madcap days of

youth
That only the young man can know,

{ And as we sit in the twilight hour

In the glow of the setting sun,
Qur hearts go out to the friends we
loved .
When we were twenty-one.
‘ —Charles E. Pegley
Sandwich, Ont., February 14, 1924
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THE PASSING OF BEAUTY.\

| “Trees are turning red and gold, i
Now the year is growing old,

But the leaves are fluttering down
To the gutters of the town.

And the beauty of it all

Tells us plainly it is fall,

1t is fall and summer’s gone,
Winter’'s swiftly coming on.

Roses pink and roses white ways
Make a very lovely sight, e, .
But ‘I ¢cannot stay the tear . ly days,

When I see them on a bier.

Tinged with sadness every bloom
Lighting up the silent room, her hand:
For the petals, one by one, hee, f
Whisper this: Your friend has gone. |guw a4 land,

Distant purple, flaming red;
Well I knoew ‘that summer’s dead;

Woods of beauty, hills aglow, %efare,
Liveried heralds of the snow, Pﬁ 14
Though enraptured I behold | fields amy-
All your wealth of shining gold, :

e ing there

Still beyond your calm I hear
Winds of winter howling near 111
—FEdgar A. Guest. 1llis Colton. |

(Copyright, 1923. by Edgar A.Guest,) |7
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" ¥HE BANKER.AND THE LIGHT-"
' HOUSE.

We stood a moment at the water's edge
And saw a rugged lichthouse far at

sea,

o e

Warnine the pilots of a dangerous,

ledge, !

And then this Western banker said
to me:

““A lighthouse has 2a curious appeal.
To me there's something neble in its
form,
A grandeur and a dignity I ‘feel;
1t never breaks or cringes in a storm.

| “The fury of the wind can move it not,
Into)the night it sends its light afar.
A few brave men, among our changing

| lot, |
In times of stress much like a light-

house are. ,
i

“I know, in all my circle, one or two
Who brave the storms unmoved, erect }

A and straight,
AHolding their place 'gainst all the fates |
X may go— |
Strong, rugged, noble characters, and
I great.”’
A And as we turned to leave, and looked
B; unce more |
A To watch the angry waters break and |
: roil |
W Against the lighthouse far away from |
: shore, §
A Thought [, this banker has a poet’sl
soul.-

AT —FEdgar A. Guest. ‘

’ %(Copyr‘ight, 1323. by Hmdegar A, Guest.) |
A !
—- wvng 1N prais i i
When the shadows fgll agdtc;hl‘hm, 1

If foll grows dim— e light

ollowed, vou’ .

T way youlll find it a beautiful

| Yo make— '

| ke—and so easy——a beautiful

day.
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.Two chubby arms that steal around

- BE HAPPY

Smile young feller, dent your
face,
Wrinkle up your map.

Give your eyes a chance to
squint,
Cut the sigh and._gap,

Give yourself a hearty Iaugh,
it doesn’t cost a cent,

Still it’s worth far more than
gold—
Good Old Merriment.

T

als aila

My Alarm Clock

Two 'roselea,f lips that brush my
cheek with tounch of velvet

wing,

my neck and tightly cling,

A tousled head of gold that snug-

gles close within my arm,

-A small voice whisperm “Mother,

Dear”’—
My best beloved Alarm.
ELIZABETH GIECH BF
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: \ A BEAUTIFVUL RECIPE, :
. {A- beautiful turning to God in prayer/
i At the break of day, be it dull or fair; | |
A beautiful word when the chance|
_occurs, s
o Instead . of gossip that hurts and
slurs; |
| ¢ |A beautiful deed, not one or two,
8 But just as many as you can do; "
é ' 1A beautiful thought in the mind to
i keep,
. Where otherwise evil and sin might ‘
1 Ll creep; : : J
“1A beautiful smile, how it helps and
e 4 cheers
And coaxes from others their frowns
and: tears;

( * A beautiful song in praise to Him, |

g | When the shadows fall and the light |

\‘ - grows dim—

If followed, you'll find it a_beautiful
way : |

e

|To make—and so easy—a beautiful
day. IR S ,

e
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Smile young feller, dent your
face,
Wrinkle up your map.

Give your eyes a chance to
squint,
Cut the sigh and_gap,

Give yourself a hearty laugh,
it doesn’t cost a cent,

Still it’s worth far more than %
gold— T
Good Old Merriment. 3
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My Alarm Clock

Two roseleat lips that brush my
cheek with tonch of velvet
f wing,
Two chubby arms that steal around
: my neck and tightly cling,
‘A tousled head of gold that snug-|
: gles close within my arm,
-A small voice whispemw “Mother
Dear”’— Vi
My best beloved Alarm.
ELIZABETH GECH GE.
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NOorris LLOT It
will receive
r marriage ¢
rom 3.30 to 6
C. Norris, at
igton street.
%k &
ott entertaine
your yesterda
le, where Mis
rer the tea C
and Mrs.
the dining-ro
= »
an entertain
., Ridout stret
Jid of the fa

1 Chapter, O
same bazas
street, is &

merrymakings for

cave and the goblin
help those of my

i ‘ asked for ideas f
OB ""‘-':;"-:?"."N;;;‘ S the 31st.
“ﬁ'\_‘; “’""} “~ Blind Fate will
up RS 0, Ve ’"“‘]
There’s a stir in the tents in the|
valiey; |

there's no more sleep with the'

sun's first peep,
~¢qf'or I'm sounding the

“For

old reveille.”

Trumpeter, what are you sounding now?
1s it the call I'm seeking?

“Can’t mistake the call,”” said the
trumpeter tall,
As my trumpet gO€S aspeaking.

“I'm urging ’‘em on;
ing on,

they're scamper-

sphere’'s a rattle of hoofs like thun-
der;: - :
“There's a madd'ning shout as the

sabers flash out,
‘“For I'm sounding the charge, 71O
wonder.”’ e

Is it the call I'm seeking?
“Tucky for you if you hear it at all,
For my trumpet's but faintly speak-

n aid of the

y afternoon & Who are lying around, face

% ®

oy, b3d Ontario street,
Thursday afternoon
er in aid of the Cen-
bazaar in November.
3 were recelved,
ed by the hostess, as-
Al R Sherlock,
rthurs and Mrs, Rob-

*

o

and :
MRS. RONALD HA

the London Hunt
committee, who ¥
at the pleasant t

trophies won by \

con-

ing. :
I'm calling them home, come home, come ||
home. - ™ ‘- | }
Tread light o'er the dead in the
valley,
down to

Continuing my tﬁ

lowing ideas concell

i

-

Trumpeter, what are You sounding now? |
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) ENTER’-TAINME.NT. i ‘~----- 
I stopped at an inn one day to dine;
The host was & generous fellow; :

A golden apple for a sign
Hung out on & branch so mellow.

was the good old apple tree
Himself 50 nobly dined me;
Sweet fare and sparkling juices he
Was pleased and proud to find me.

It

To his greenhouse came many &

guest,
Light winged and lighter hearted;
They Ssang their best, they ate his

best,
Then up they Spransg and departed.

Y found & bed to rest my head—

A bed of soft green clover;
. cool shadow spread

The host a great
For a quilt, and covered me ovel.

1 asked him what I had to pay
head shake glightly—

I saw his
O, blest be he forever and aye

Who treated me S0 P ;
—TUhland. rranslated by C. T. Brooks

£

) f“]‘_a ; A PRAYER.
<~ Ve not seen th s
s ogpots e glor .

aint &rfd I rags 1 starsidof 'the' et

% e Without the
r ;
ath have I known and f i

- an.q iinnt g amine, fire

2o (il;rls;t,' compassionate.
-night and bid me e’n'ter i
in,

Forgiv
sin! and cleansed of every

9

- - L4

T b ’ ta
And 1mght’ ke me by, the hand to-
» ea
o d me to my Fath

\ - :Omoka" Ont., Oct. 30 I;]_Iéz‘?' _ Home. |
; : L L ’ Bk i A" ’
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~ THE TRUMPETER. 1
Trumpeter, what are you sounding now?
Is it the call I'm seeking?
‘Can’'t mistake the call,’ said the
trumpeter tall, '
“Ag my trumpet goes aspeaking.
“T'm wakin’ ’em up, I'm rousin’ ’em
up 5
There's a stir in the tents in the
valiey; ,‘

there's no more sleep with the

sun's first peep,
“F'or I'm sounding the old

“For |’
J
|

reveille.”

Trumpeter, what are you sounding now?
1s it the call I'm seeking?
“Can’t mistake the call,”” said the

trumpeter tall, *.
As my trumpet g0€S aspeaking. |
“I’m urging ’‘em OI; they're soarnper-‘\

ing on,
«rphere’'s a rattle of hoofs like thun-|
der; 5
«“There's a maddning shout as thel

sabers flash out, |
“For I'm sounding the charge, nO|

wonder."”’ ‘ A .
\

the dining-To
< »

AN entertain

., Ridout stre¢

Trumpeter, what are you sounding now? |
Is it the call I'm seeking? |

“Lucky for you if you hear it at all,
For my trumpet’s but faintly speak-

jd of the fa ing. :
» Chapter, O!pm calling them home, come home, come
str'eet, is 2| mread light o'er the dead In the
n aid of the valley,

down to

y afternocon 4 Who are lying around, face

% *

ey,
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the ground,
And they can’t

rally,

But they’'ll hear i

refrain,

&

hear me

When Ga,l?riel sounds his last rally.”

K

t again in a grand

sound the

—Anonymous. |

Himself §0 N
sweet fare and
Was pleased

The host & B
For & quilt

1 asked him
i saw his I

0, blest be
Who treatl:

—phiand. T

o
e "\

1
e
e

A
PR

dx
bt 125

I

T




| ENTERTAINMENT. [ .
\ " I stopped at an inn one day to dine;

The host was a generous fellow;

A golden apple for a sign

( Hung out on a branch S0 mellow.

\ 1t was the good old apple tree

Himself 50 nobly dined me;
nd sparkling juices he

Sweat fare &
Was pleased and proud to find me.
7To his greenhouse came many &
guest,
Light winged and lighter hearted;
They Sang their best, they ate his
best, |
d departed.

Then up they sprang an

Y found a bed to rest my head—

A bed of soft green clover;
The host & great cool shadow spread

For a quilt, and covered me overs

1 asked him what I had to pay
I saw his head shake glightly—

O, blest be he forever and aye
Who treated me so politely.
—TUhland. Translated by C. T. Brooks

‘(,

; [\r. A PRAYER. |
- Ve not seen the glory of the Lod |
rajy

Faint and in
ra 4
gate; gs I stand without the

Wrath hav
e I kno
% g}?d Ao wn and fa
rist, com i
gl i passionate,
pen to-night and bid me een'ter i1
1’

Forgiv
glven, forgiven
sin ! and cleansed of every

mine, fire

L

_I have not known the glory

His face i
in an :
away; ger has b

bowe
tening rod— d beneath His chas-
Dear Christ, to Th ' :

O_f my God;
€een - turned

'
” 3 > ta/ l' -,

7 - light!

\ 'Kf’mOka. Ornt., Oct, egs{)t 1592? Home.
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will receive for the
.r marriage on Tues-
rom 3.30 to g o'clock,
C.. Norris, at 924 Hay-
1gton street.
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ott entertained infor-
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e, where Miss Jennie
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and Mrs. Gordon
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| ENTERKTAINMENT. G
to dins;

I_ éfopped at an inn one day
The host was & generous fellow;

‘A golden apple for a sign
Hung out on & branch so mellow.

was the good old apple tree

1t
Himself so nobly dined mé;
Sweet fare and sparkling juices he
d and proud to find me.

7To his greenhouse came many 3a
guest,

Light winged and lighter hearted;

They sang their best, they ate his

best, :
Then up they sprang and departed.

d to rest my head—
A Dbed of goft green clover;
at cool shadow spread

The host a BT
For a quilt, and covered me over.

m what I had to pPay
head shake glightly—
forever and ay®

o so politely.
by C. T. Brooks

Y found a be

1 asked hi
I saw his
0O, blest be he
Who treated m
—Uhland. Translated
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And lead m
o HEht! © o my Father and the

NS —Ernest ¥
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BLIND, !

Ru3skin oAce said that “to see clearly
.S~ veelry, propheey, religion—all in
one.’ X

Close your eyes and imagine that they ¢
will never be opened for you again. ‘
I'hink of the things you have missed, as
well as those you’ve seen—the things
that you would first want to see should
eu be permitted to see again.

Those whose sight has been taken
from them are not the only blind people
lir. the world. ,

You who can ses and refuse to see, are
tvorse than blind. I believe that God’s
fi:st desire for this earth was that it
I hould be beautiful, and then Hiz next
£\ish must have been that everyone in it | .
Should be beautiful, and then that the
people in His beautiful world should
‘look for and love beauty.

But great things, in the manner of
Sreat human beings, become common-
‘place just the moment that we sink
‘into the commonplace and closs our eyes
to the instances of gréeatness and beauty
all about us. .

Take the rainy day, for instance.” The'l
glistening streams of sparkling water
fight through space and splatter upon
the walks and roofs and green grass.
How fregh the leaves and flowers and all
of earth as the song of rain goes on!

Perhaps there is a lessening and the
raindrops give way to clouds of mist
that overcast . and gray the heavens
and the buildings and all objects of the
“round. A Whistler comes along _and
puts it all into beauty upcn a piece of
canvas—and behold, what a master-
pecel With the rich outbidding each
« ther to postess it.

Blind—"'aren't we all?”

Thetn the nesxt morning, when the sun
begins to spread its golden rays over the
wnwp ul the eaith aguin, how ¢could such
ceauty be without the rain that so many |
‘ai'ed to unde stand in terms of beauty?

Use the eyes of your head—then open ||
the eyes of your mind. Look about vou |
every uay. Everywhere you go, tryv to
- see som2thing new, something beautiful. .

it i5 possivle for you to travel a thot-

and miles across a pertfect fairyland, ||
vith only the tint of a fiower upon your
mi: .

1 you do it—or will you just bel
blind? :

M e G e =

e

;George Matthew Adams.




G AadTUMN,
Thou comest, Autumn, heralded by the
rain, »
With banners, by great gales incessant
; fann’d,
| Brighter than brightest silks of Samar-
2 cand,
'| And stately oxen harness’d to thy
i, wain;
i Thou standest, like immerial Chazrle-
magne, ;
Upon thy bridge of gold; thy royal
hand
Outstretched with benedictlons o’er the
land,

Rlessing the farms through all thy
vast domain.

Thy shield is the red harvest moon,
suspended
So long beneath the heaven’s over-
hanging eaves; :
Thy steps are by the farmer’s prayers

| attended;
| Tike flames upon an altar shine the
| sheaves;
{ And, following thee, in thy ovation
' splendid,

“Thine almoner, the wind, scatters the ﬁ

golden leaves,

[
|, Beneath this pline GROVE,

-tree, .
;2 thy cheep, traveler, take
i

e

5 Nicagoras hat

;, h set

,. Litariing o : anmy sti,;:ue hers;
and sheaves. the flocks

—H
Translated by Wm:crem
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HERE, SON, I'LL SHOW YyouU HOW,
I watched him bending o’er his book
And smiled at his troubled look

And wrinkles in his brow.
The problem troubled him,-I knew,
And so I said, as fathers do,

“}Jere, son, I'll show you how.”

T've caught him many a time, I guess,
Floundering about in deep distress

As I had found him now,
And knowing that he must be led
Through tangled Wways, I've always

said:

“«Here son, I'll show you how!”

With hammer and with saw I've toiled,

Rebuilt the things his hands had spoiled
So that his eyes might ses

Just how the puzzling work was done.

I've said, ‘“‘T'll gshow you how, my son,””

| That he might learn from ms.

Not strict with him, but strict with me, |

My obligation is to be.
If rightly he shall learn.
Beholding me and all 1 do,
So will he shape his conduct, too,
Se will my faulits return.

Some day when life is puzzling him,
And sore beset by dangers grim
e stands with anxious brow,
God grant I may be fit to say:
‘“Hold fast to honor through the day—
“‘Here, son, I'll show you how!"’
—Edgar A. Guest.
(Copyright, 1923, by Edgar A. Guest.)
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" Thou comest, Autumn, heralded by the
rain, -
!. With banners, by great gales incessant
| fann’d,
| { Brighter than brightest silks of Samar=
| cand, ; ;
And stately oxen harness’d to thy
‘.. wain;
{Thou standest, like imperial Chaxle-
magne,
Upon thy fMbridge of gold; thy royal
hand
Ountstretched with benedictions o’er the
land,

Rlessing the farms through all thy
vast domain. |

| Thy shield is the red harvest moon,
suspended
So long beneath the heaven's over-
hanging eaves;
Thy steps are by the farmer’s prayers

| attended;
| Tike flames upon an altar shine the
sheaves;
{ And, following thee, in thy ovation
-* splendid,
Thine almoner, the wind, scatters the
golden leaves, ﬁ

"M‘ gy
4

e ,iL
qn A BSTATUE OF HER

MES 1/ | |
|, Beneath this pline SN A GROVE.

-tree, .
1 thy cheer, e traveler, take
Iy
, cagoras hath set
f I Hermes am, anmy statue herg:

d
/ and sheaves. guard the flocks

: '--Hermocreon
¥ Translated b
Y Walter YLegs,

|
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A We weep for those who lived for self,

%

‘2JI0U8 [eul

walked alone in the

In the city of the dead,

No sound wag heard sav | 2
€ my footfall . !
And the twittering birds ¢’er head.

twilight,

|
of the beautiful so |

Oh, it's quiet down here, it | ‘
|

The pine trees standipg |
Like soldiers in a & slde by side

Tow, ;;
€Y Btood as tho’ they were fz
’ on EF.
O'er those who slept below, = ¢ ‘! :
But as the shadow

Then I heard
A gentle breeze

Through trees an

deepened

other sounds,
began to blow
d over mounds.

While swaying to and fro;

I asked Is it fop the bab
They sighed ang a.nsgrser)er?i,u '?g?oe.?"

Whv:_shn.u_lﬂ A _wnan fAar tha

§ Seemed to sob aloud | C;P—i ‘
-
<

< i

hahag?
They bore the brunt of the noon-day heat,

Their battles they fought and won,
They made the world a better place

And have heard their Lord's ‘“Well done.”t

(R 2

Nor lightened another’s load,
» NOr gave to any a helping hand

o]
2]
Along life’s weary road. g

“The joy of service théy never knew, =l
Their interests were all thelr own, 5

-

sy g

= =TTy

Their lives meant nothing to anyona elge
And now they are missed by none.”

If you don’t want the pines to weep,
To your own self be true; o
Just help in every way you can arT
And they will not weep for vou. . 1

Id {
: —Mary 1. i ‘
ndnn Ont .

. td
Imbibe rich draughts of happiness and '
deep content. _ |

e | e JAriCE, Austin Selfridge, in The i

Christian Science Monitor.
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| Al
WAVES. © . ipe l l
ome roaring 11

Like troops round a beleaguered city,'e :

| Advancing with the will to win .

And deaf to pvery cery for Ppity;

' \lad with the power which they pOSSess,
' The angry waves are merciless. rog

vay,

! Another @ay, when skies are faix,

‘They come to shore with Jjoyous:®

singing,
And play with 2]l the children there eSS
Who secek the shells which they areé_
bringing; - 1’ ‘“Yes,

7 "

To see them OR ;! summer‘s day :
You'd never dream guch WaVves would

‘1 . zlay:

|

“"\:gain gou’ll see them wearing plumes k,
on chargers ¢

K(-}Mke knizhts of old
- prancing,

\

© jike a field of lily DloOMS

" *on  which the  morning sun 18 ]

| dancing:
| Then riding chorewards, one by one,
They're handsome things to look upon. to Schbol,
2 o
And so with us and all our moods, 5
4mi‘es of contentment lizght our faces, |
e s,ng Our centle interiudes wspaper
And hide our strength 'neath courtly
graces;

| But roused by hate and temper—tossed,
| Then all our dper traits seein lost.

; __Tdgar A. Guest.
1923, by Edgar A. Guest.) y

FAoes
\s\'

\~~gpyright,

S Akl L U B
To thij IS being 48 passed
5 yYoung -8
Youth Breat trutp ng tol‘day_ way
i old age mugt by
w3

Y kno
new world ‘mf:s what lite is now

0 e ’ e
’

| z ‘ — 1A, ef

| (CODYI‘Ight, 19 Edgay 7 Ore,

I %3, Edge . Guest |

j eyt AL A Guest)t |
"—-dW. H. D-'wwa‘-—_
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avies. in Tha &
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W The Wail of the Pine

[
6 in the twilight,
In the city of the dead,

|

It seemed so qQuiest and Sacred
I knew no Sense of fear,

But thought of the beautiful song,
Oh, it's guiet down here. -

uis oL
~aAaIY T

v
‘ s

The pine trees standi

ng side by side
Like soldiers in a row,
They stood 88 tho’ the

O'er those who sle

-
o
53
g

:

o
o
g
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a
b
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The pine trees
While swayin

I asked ig it for the babes you weep,
They sighed g
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such a very little while,
Now they’re angels bright ang fair.

1. a 0 B

g
:
5
s] peaoped 4

"AHYA

sl
at happy throng :
Beyond the beautifyl gate. @

~ -~y YOI
e |
e
o
3
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— “We weep for those who lived for self,
Nor lightened another’s load,

Or gave to any g helping hang

Along life’'s weary road.

you don’t want the pines to weep,
To your own sgelf be true;
Just help in every wa

Y You can X
And they will not weep for you.

' ol
—Mary 1. 3
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' The angry waves
| Wa}.,
i Another @ay, when skies are faix, _
‘They come to shore with Jjoyous:®
_ singing,
And play with 2]l the children there eSS
Who seek the shells which they are 7
bringing; : 1 “Yes,
To cee them on 4 suminer S day i
' You'd never dream guch Waves would
| . zlay. ’
[ Vs
jagain you’ll ‘see them wearing plumes k,
Kohike knizhts of old on chargers ¢
. prancing, :
 k-like 4 field of lily bloom=s _
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APPLETIME IN ACADIE.

The mellow golden afternoon

Rests like
flelds

Glimmering with gorgeous golden yod

And burnished with the orange Black-
Eyed Susans

With here and there a goft thread of

|

‘ez6T ‘ST 109030Q 3WO ‘IDUMY

e | e FoP1C &,

dull blue asters
Weaving like & minor undertone
That modifies some bdrilliant theme
Of melody &0 golden rich and rare
The heart <c¢an hardly bear its
poignance.

8 OL
I9U.L

'I‘he cloudlike amethystine mountains
to the north ’

Now wear & tinge of gold along their
rim,

And mnearer, winding down their lower
hills

ith mystic seeming of a gypsy caravan

Surrounded by a cloud of golden dream
dust,

Minted by the Midas touch of soft ‘Sep-
tember suns,

Comes creaking, swaymg lelsuregy, |

A load of creamy ba,rrels hooped with
bronze;

:And near and far on every uide the
golden road

Lies orchard after orchard basking ia
the sun,

Their tent-like bronze-green trees borm»
down with fragrant fruit.« :

The rosy astrachans and goien grav-
ensteins, -

Not bearing d&scord as the apple famed,
of gold,
Rather abundance,

good worth,
Filling the countryside with wealth and
thankfulness.
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Happy the traveler who may by the
wayside rest |

In Acadie at apple-gathering time,

And from the golden goblet of the
autumn fair

Imbibe rich draughts of happiness and
deep content. .

Austin Selfridge, in The

Christian Science Monitor.
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| We Can'’t Spell
| Any More

| By ANNE CAMPBELL. . |

" He's growing older every way,
"o § The baby. we adore! s
“4 We noticed it the other day,

ﬁ We can’t spell any more. oy

B

A i
E I said “at dinner, “Well, I guess
™ < We'll see a s-h-o———" : 't‘
Before I'd finished he cried ‘‘Yes, 2

That’s whete I want to go!’’ o

It used to be wa could talk
Of c-a-n-d-y,

He’d just as likely take a walk,
But now he stays near by.

==
R S —————
——

= - -

tﬂ

|

I

1

J And if we say, “To b-e-d :
g Somebody soon must rum'’ : }
id | He sighs and cuddles close to me!

) No secrets from our son!

7

He's growing up! He goes to school,
The baby we adore! |

He’s just a bit too old to fipol!

‘ We can’t spell any more!

(opyTight, North American Newspaper

-Alliance, 1923.) |

= . A S O ‘g - dag iy . o - ! > > . - . -
A ; vr youwh h: !
nd he is being youri*: tD;td&ed.a,way | {

=
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—W. H. Davies, in The Spectats
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My Beloved ls Mine

oul would rise in contemplation high;

My faith would grasp the infinite, and waft me to ﬁrmmfr
Oh! that on wings of faith, my soul could rise to realms of day;
Could leave all earthly cares behind, and s08r in Dbliss away. ,
 gin and guilt. ,

o

”

4

“ :...ll.{llnw-la\ll “

Spirit of light, my 8

Thou spirit of the living God, cleange me from .
Was not my soul among the lost, for whom His blood was gpilt?
Thrice biessed thought-—and can it be, He did for me atone?
Yes, Lord, 1 grasp thig sweetest thought, as if for me alone.
Oh, Jesus! is my name engraved upon Thy heart of love?

And doth the gpirit watch o’er me, like a gentle holy dove?

Inspire me with a gtronger love,—a child’s confiding plea;
Thy life, Thy death, was all for me. -
Thou art the Truth—-all ‘else pbeside 1s vain;

Fix, Lord, my gaze on Thee alone, until Thou come again.

Hast Thou not promised to return, in glory and in might, |

To take Thy saints where Thou art gone, where faith shall turn in sight?
Lord, here I grope in darkness, in weakness, and alone;

qometimes a gleam of light doth flash from out Thy glory throne. -

It lets me see Thy beauty, as it shone on Tabor’s brow,

And fills me with a longing to be over with Thee now;

There—to behold Thy Glory, to worship, and adore,

To sing the soOng of the redeemed, on that Eternal shore.
REV. DR. IBBOTT.

meach me the Truth,

B i

Arthur, Ont., October 18, 1923.

e TR




Sse

T VTR e

e R

[0~

B0 4y

X9 gy’

'S.IO:HS;A
P

due

| Prgdt
Pqryxe | 310 M'X;{t‘lli
13,113;"{% 10y g2, 919/
se a8aw[ SE t‘\c‘)uénoq"-l
Pug UE’&‘B;‘;;I&;—IMO““‘

v st e ‘
Ssgaletglfu; i Sjégélfl
Pusjye Surie21q4-p P19y |
18 feppssuUpapy UO qITA |
M s ARl

QU0 , »oaAs | ¥
“1Sino 'ay3l Jo . AUy i

\

"JQS;;Jaapy;@ 3 te1o8ds

Ul ©
CHAAN sy, . = -

T e e

TABIO N

n
il
it
o
il
\
' !«
\v .,
'y

I | These mannersg
Are very natu

ral to

Which to g are grim

him:

g Young to-4
To thig great truth olq

Youth only kn
new world

ay.
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OwWsS what life
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» Nor gave to any a helping hand
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I walked alone in the twilight,

In the city of the de
No sound was heard savad'
€ my footfall .
And the twittering birds o¢’er head.

It seemed so qQuiet and sacred
I knew no Sense of fear,

But thought of the beautiful s
- utiful song
h, it's quiet down here, g

The pine trees stangi

ng si
Like soldfers in g o 0° PY side

row,
They stood as the they

y were
O'er those who slept on guard

The pine trees Seemed to
) Sob al
i as?@léﬂ;s s;rafying to and fro; oy
S or the bab
They sighed and ansv%sargg,u ‘?lv\re:.?"

5 Why_shonld soa wRan for tha hahag?
They bore the brunt of the noon-day heat,

Their battles they fought and won,

They made the world a better place
And have heard their Lord’s ‘Well done.”

A ““We weep for those who lived for self,

Nor lightened another’s load,

Along life’'s weary road.

“The joy of sarvice théy naver knew,

Their interests were all their own,

Their lives meant nothing to anyons alse

And now they are missed by none.”

If you don’t want the pines to weep,

To your own self be true;

Just help in every way you can

And they will not weep for vou.

deep content. : v

—Erica Austin Selfridge, in The

1
Christian Science Monitor. l
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—Mary 1.1 -
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"1ty N 7 CERTAIN JOYS. (
- " 1 shall not fail in this, g
" Whateler the day may bring:
FI'll smile to feel my baby's Kiss
:: - And hear the robins sing.
u I’ll joy to greet the morning sun,
’ And every garden rose,
! And .ma,rvel as I look upon
4 My baby’s little toes.
" This heart of mine will leap
” With joy, in spite of care,
- : To see my little babe asleep
f | | Upon her pillow there.
z‘f‘-;’ , I'll greet my friends with cheer,
lﬁfr:. | Whoe'er those friends may be;
- L ! In spite of doubt or fear,
u—— i They’ll still belong to me,.
y Hf | . 2
;ﬂw 1 Oh, there is much in life
ot | Beyond the moments sad,
P 1 Beyond the pain and strife,
ywr'w ; | o
| pdl To keep a mortal glad.

—FKdgar A. Guest.
(Copyright, 1923, by Edgar A. Guest.)

For thougn in winter i;gu;%:naa;'e bars

Let us not once forget

Their summer glory, when thege leavey

Caught the
7 Breat sun in theip Strong

%?fmgizde him, in the lower air
-—-*W_-'I'IIIO bigger than a. sta,'r!,
—W. H. Davies, in The Spectator,
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I walked alone in the twill
ht,
S gn tl:ia city of the desc.d,g
ouna was heard Save my footfall .
And the twittering birds ¢’er head.

It s«Iaelr{ued 80 quiet and sacred
. 6W no sense of fear
b=
;3 = But thought of the beautitui song,
n ¢
=g

Oh, it's guiet dowm here.

The pine trees stangi

ng sid
Like soldiers in 3 riw, b

Seemed to sob alo

: While swaying to and fro ; 5
¢ I asked ig it for the
L

‘“No.”
=
g: Why_ghanld wa wran far tha hahag?

They bore the brunt of the noon-day heat,

g Their battles they fought and won,
~ They made the world a better place
agls And have heard their Lord's ‘“Well done.”
o p,
et

A We weep for those who lived for self,
=5 Nor lightened another's load,
+ Nor gave to any a helping hand
Along life’s weary road.

21
2

“The joy of sarvice they mnéver knew,
Their interests were all their own,
Their lives meant nothing to anyons elge

And now they are missed by none.”

LTy

'3I0YU8 [eul

If you don’t want the pines to weep,
To your own self be true;

Just help in every way you can
And they will not weep for vou.

L1099l "9d "AHY

Imbibe rich draughts of happiness and l
deep content. . : {

—| eirica  Austin Selfridge. in The

1
Christian Science Monitor. ‘

3 - s el

D |

(et
They sighed and anseariq” EoP: 2

| m !

: 1d
: —Mary 1. I
ndon  Ont . ;

g



yonuw
SItgqry
PI1003.1 ‘
Play |
qita | -
AT
1
g
N . e
R f i ‘ ;’gcuu 4
;- A s U auedd
¥ \\ d‘;" e ":ar-iop-'.pg uoiI®
h z o7 22¥3% "7 0. pasnjod o4
Uy B bk : s Uk SIS
¥ 7, v} > o; p )‘g xoaqo
"‘ 2 aed s Y our 1R O% i oyine
e T e eoujs e TSULION.
" g #‘ufguaaq gey OuM. 'IOQQOS‘V‘J“’W‘& :
M . redjoupdd J9WI0] ‘JuoPN }f o e
LU Jo 1 . n1 ® 10 juawdisc ou.L
yoayo SMIUoW [ng i
d 'INIAY ANONON
Vi) ‘3w
| | M - 1e9F
S -wod [ 'ON 3® uopisenb IUI ;‘:.2“,“99“
" ) 'oaﬁ Ajreuiy SEAS ‘“;. ‘ez SATE
_ 01 papo‘m Os 9!\-}?‘?3;:‘ ?‘t“‘o__.} “““““
o \ S
3!
.
o/ ¥ g_l/w
'l L
o | 0 3 2
o} ;"wﬁf :!
s ¥ s T ;
A % i
.-“,'.w'f ! |
> B .
v ""1 | P LEAVES.
éace to "thege little b
w O roken legw
'”-,g-r, ’ That Strew our common grounedg.'
o That chase thei y
g e 7 r talls, Iike silly 4o
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_ winter boughg are bare,

TI;LG‘n Us not once forget
gxr Summer glory, when these leave
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- H. Davies, in The Spectator,
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| Singing In Jail |
| Singing In Ja

| By ANNE CAMPBELL. : J
Through- the busy street we went, |
And we paused in wonderment,

Youthful voices there were blent,
| Singing in the jail!

-“Rlowing Bubbles!” so they sang,

Members of a lawless gang,

And their voices gaily rang,
Singing in the jail!

&

Tears unbidden dimmed our'eyes
When we heard that song arise!

Just to hear was a surprise,
Singing in the jail!

If imprisoned, they can sing,

If to hope they still can cling,

If tonight their voices ring,
Singing in the jail!

I can sing, who have no bars »

Locked between me and the stars,

Like those souls,  in spite of scars,
Singing in the jail!

(Copyright, North American Newspaper | |

Alliance, 1923.) . S

= = N LW P e

TWILIGHT

Brooding pink on the rim of a lake of
pearl,

Tender sky, slowly your soft clouds
furl |

';Over the hill, while two birds at ves-

} pers sSing.

'4#nd the tree tops take hands and
j guard in a silhouétte ring
My silent world.

Brood. sweet sky¥; and sing, sleepy
thrushes, sing!

Letting your flute notes fall and linger
afar,

Till out on the fading rose arises the
sliver light :

Of the first white star.

_wlita Berman, In Christian Monitor
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The're’ no diseases anymore _ that’

il .~ . “gannot soon be cured, AP

| You can’t maKe any money when you:

~.get your life insured; =~ -

| Don’t worry for' your family, they

4 -7 will never be bereft: el

1 So many things' can now' be cured,

17 = the're no diseases left; : -~ 7

4= Thoeugh ills " (obnoxious: word)

| "Used to prey.on beast and bird,

1 That time is gone forever, so physi-

-cians have a,vel;red;. = ;
They have cured, so | am told,.
All the fatal ills of old, -

With the possible exception of . an

‘ordinary cold. Vil g it iam

If yéu. hé\)e ébpendici'tijs', t.th'at is
N nothing more than fun, . f
'And a case of diabetes isn’t feared

by ‘anyone;: = |
Polycystics and nephritis, menin-
: . gaitis ‘too, have gone; g
All: these ills with names peculiar,
cured forever and anon;
! But a cold remains a curse; ‘
. It keeps getting worse and worse,
' Playing havoc with your temper, your| )

© - .appearance, and your \purse. | -
Doctors charge outrageous fees |
Curing every rare disease, "
| But Pll give a million dollars if they'll J
, - cure me of my s\g‘;eeze. | T
gﬂ--w P R GG A PR SATG S t)
There was a young lady named Moll | 1
Who purchased a new parasol, ' 1o
With handle so long ¢ f1
That she had to be strong &
Or she couldn’t have lugged it at all.
So intent was the beautifull Moll Sx:
In lugging her dong parasol, b
That she passed a young swain a
With a' cumbersome cane
And never once saw him at all. o
What a narrow escape for that swain! b
‘Had she recognized him he would fain o
Have lifted hig hat; Y :
| But how could ne uo that | 4
||And carry his cumbersome cane? 4

——
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” Singing In Jazl

| By ANNE CAMPBELL.
Through the busy street we went,
And we pa,used in wonderment.
Youthful wvoices there were blent,
' Singing in the jail!

“Blowing Bubbles!” so they, sang,

Members of a lawless gang,

And their voices gaily rang,
Singing in the jail!

‘s

Tears unbidden dimmed our eyes
When we heard that song arise!

Just to hear was a surprise,
Singing in the jail!

If imprisoned, they can sing

If to hope they still can chng

If tonight their voices ring,
Singing in the jail!

I can sing, who have no bars *

Locked between me and the stars,

Like those souls, - in spite of scars,
Singing in the jail!

(Copyright, North American Newspaper |

Alha..nce 1923.)
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TWILIGHT

Brooding pink on the rim of a lake of

pearl,

Tender sky, slowly your soft clouds

furl

' Over the hill, while two birds at ves-

‘5 pers sing.

' And the tree tops take hands
' guard in a silhouétte ring

My silent world.

Brood, sweet sky; and
thrushes, sing!

afar,

Till out on the fading rose arises the

sliver light
Of the first white star.

sleepyv

Letting your flute notes fall and linger

_wita Berman, In Christian Monitor
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SOCIAL EPISODE. e
_ 4 There was a young lady named Moll | £
2 ) Who purchased a new parasol, 0
40 With handle so long ' f1
- That she had to be strong &
l_lwf Or she couldn’t have lugged it at all,
\ ‘ 0}
o So intent was the beautifull Moll I
in lugging her dong parasol, hi
" That she passed a young swain g
| = With a cumbersome cane
i And never once saw him at all. o
Ul Lt : )
& What a narrow escape for that swain! 2
' Lo Had she recognize him he would fain 7
Have lifted hig hat; |
But how could ne uo that 4
g And carry his cumbersome cane? |7
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| THE HOME-COMinw. '

There’s an old home down by the
river’'s brim £

That is full of memories,

Of happy days spent in childhood there,

' In bygone days, how wondrous fzir

Are those memories, still to mae.

'Twas a winding road that led vwvou
there, i ‘
Midst flelds that weres green and gold,
Like a beautiful Garden of Eden, pla.n:.e

ed there
In those beautiful days of old.

Throw open wide the gates of homa
To those who return once more,

3| Back to each old familiar place,

To the scenes they loved, to each kindly
L A I - 2 el

That they knew in days of yore.

Throw epen wide to them your hearts,

Bid them a welcome true,

That each may feel, as you grasp hls
hand,

Tnat nowhere else, ia this broad, faiv
land ;

‘Can compare with the home he knew.

,In the olden days, youths’ golden days,
' That to them can never fade,

Let every welcome to them recall

A pleasant memory, that one and all
May remember the new friends made.

For the home call comes from the fai
away,
With its recollections dear,
So let your welcome ever bes
To them & golden memory
Of love, good-will and cheer, -
CHARLES E. PEGLEY

Windsor, August 7, 1923.
e S
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AROUND THE WORLD.

a dusty traveler aloug the maﬁli
y day,

e T ——'—-‘—-T
P

ainly he was homeward bound
m m half the world away.

“defl had been to foreign ports on

s

s I'd never seen, S
ard the talk of men afar where|
[RSd never been.

{ pL )\ red and dusty traveler,” said T,
YR, 1y tell to me '

hat I 4d you find in London town, so
far across the sea?

1at did you learn in Portugal, what
did you see. in~Spain,

1 do they sing and dance and laugh
across the bounding main? '
nd do they have their little cares
who live in ancient Rome?

1 do the children romp and play the -
| way they do at home?

tell me, dusty traveler, what have Rt
you found afar?

like to know what pleases them and :
what their sorrows are.”

h, yes,” he said, ‘“‘they dance and ging
wherevér you may go, ° -

D
=

S

2

=

I} nd everywhere they think and talk ”;
=,

U

(¢]

N

o e NN— N

-

just like the Tolks you know.

nd whether skins be brown or white,
the hearts of men are fair;

nd though you tramp the ‘world

around, there's friendship every-
where. ‘

YV - —

‘They weep when Sorrow comes to
7 them, they smile when skies  are
blue, |

In times of care good neighbors come
to learn what they can do, :
Though strange their speech and
1| strange their ways, one common
| bond weé know— —

| A kindly deed is understood no matte
} where you go.”

Bl e —

hen everyoue

(]

W

-'l_

g HSs
e

| (Copyright, 1923, by Edgar ‘A. Guest.) __________d_____.
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The Canadian Poets’ Corner<

- Frederick George Scott’'s poetry |
has followed three or four well-de-
fined lines of thought. He has re-
flected in turn the academic sub-
Jects of a library, the majesty of na-
ture, the tender love of his fellow-
men and the vision and enthusiasm
of the Imperialist. Living on the

edge of the shadow-flecked L.auren-
tians, he constantly draws inspiration
from them, and, more than any
other, makes articulate their lonely !
beauties. His pastoral relations with
a city flock give color and tenderness
to not a few of his poems of human
relationships—M. O. Hammond in
CGarvin’s Anthology of Canadian
Verse.
THE UNNAMED LAKE.

' It sleeps among the thousand hills
Where no man ever trod,
And only nature’s music fills
The silences of God,

P N TS

Great mountains tower above its shore,
Green rushes fringe its brim,
'\ And o’er its breast for evermore
The wanton breéezes skim.

Dark clouds that intercept the sun
Go there in spring to weep,

And there, when autumn days are done,
White mists lie down to sleep,

‘Sunrise and sunset crown with gold
The pinks of ageless stone,

Her winds have thundered from of old
And storms have set their throne.

No echoes of the world afar

| Disturb it night or day,

The sun and shadow, moon and star
Pass and repass for aye,

'"Twas in the grey of early dawn,
When first the lake we spied,

And fragments of a cloud were drawn
Half down the mountain side.,

Along the shore a heron flew,
: And from a speck on high,
| That hovered in the deepening blue,
\ We heard the fish-hawk’s cry.
)
!

. Among the cloud-capt solitudes,
No sound the silence broke,
Bave when, in whispers down the woods,
/[ " The guardian mountains spoke,

/ Through tangled brush and dewy braks,
{ Returning whence we came, .
. We passed in silence, and the lake

\‘ We left without a name.

P_ e B
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The Canadian Poets’ Corner.

Frederick George Scott’s poetry |
has followed three or four well-de-
fined lines of thought. He has re-
flected in turn the academic sub-
Jects of a library, the majesty of na-
ture, the tender love of his fellow-
men and the vision and enthusiasm
of the Imperialist. Living on the

edge of the shadow-flecked L.auren-
tians, he constantly draws inspiration
from them, and, more than any
other, makes articulate their lonely
beauties. His pastoral relations with
a city flock give color and tenderness
to not a few of his poems of human
relationships—M. O. Hammond in

- Garvin’s Anthology of Canadian
Verse.

THE UNNAMED LAKE.

" It sleeps among the thousand hills
Where no man ever trod;
And only nature’s music fills
The silences of God.

ol

e i = €

| Great mountains tower above its shore,
7 Green rushes fringe its brim,

| And o’er its breast for evermore

The wanton breezes skim.,

Dark clouds that intercept the sun
Go there in spring to weep,

And there, when autumn days are done,
White mists lie down to sleep,

‘Sunrise and sunset crown with gold
The pinks of ageless stone,

 Her, winds have thundered from of old
And storms have set their throne,

No echoes of the world afar
' Disturb it night or day,
The sun and shadow, moon and star
Pass and repass for aye,

'"Twas in the grey of early dawn,

. When first the lake we spied,

And fragments of a cloud were drawn
‘ Half down the mountain side.

' Along the shore a heron flew,
And from a speck on high,
That hovered in the deepening blue,
We heard the fish-hawk’s cry.

\ Among the cloud-capt solitudes,
} No sound the silence broke,
| Bave when, in whispers down the woods, !

" The guardian mountains spoke,

,! Through tangled brush and dewy brake,
( Returning whence we came, :
.. We passed in silence, and the lake

. We left without a name.

% : "
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Yourself
By RurH MAasoN RICE

EN are very crotchety;
but still, it's rather nice

To think of yellow cro-
cuses—the cunning
knack of spring;

Fair it is, and rare it is, and

such a sweet device

To make you feel you want
to marry—more than
anything.

THE WORKER.

Someth;ies as T walk by the roads
Where the big cars rush past
speed,
I feel g'ad to be a worker,
Striving for the things I need.

- And when my day is done I feel content
To sit with my family there,

| For it’s been a real good day of work

'  And my methods, too, are square.

Then let me live in sweet content,
Each day as I strive ahead,

Aind while others live for a useless thing
I live as a worker instead.

—W. & H.
Wallaceb—~2, August 7, 1933,

iy T 8

Says the Yampa Leader: “He was |
not crazy. His vacant and hauntedl
look and almost incoherent mumbling}
'was due to over mental exertion
brought on by a few days in assisting
"his wife 4& salocting suitable wall
paper for} ir mew house. There

ought tor VYe a law passed—Dbut what's
the use.)




Ihe SNculptor

By MARY BRENNAN CLAPP

fewree:
| hUht I

;Of D‘thmgs discarded and long laid away in cedar

|—all 5,1d fashion garments in the style of any age;

EYS e 7 homely, simple suits that little boys could play in,

kh os o€ Were suits a queen might deign to envy for her page.
i how to bleach and tint and press to virgin texture;
ity how to lay the plaits to cover seams between;
dy ddvere the dream gowns she made come truefor maidens—
of edud pPink and lavender and white with sprigs of green.
ic |
f;nhcgt ¢ the long nights she spent in wistful labor,
rs,but and reshapmg for the figures that she loved
whlchtancy pictured lengths of silken, shining fabric
s list w pliant fashioning “her skillful fingers moved.
le do her sewing fall, imagining the blending
yuttins and lines and balances in silhouettes of form,
on. 1d enraptured in excitement of créeation,

|
}?everlerves atremble like a wind harp in a storm.
er w

| we st I

| at itlptor’s touch there was a power to cleave the marble
L emeinging lines of joy revealing life anew.

ynalitvius !’ cried the world. But he who wrought was wiser:

et moe thought, ‘'is mother’s skill in making dreams come
lest to ;

1 that

- ~ X . { ’ e
LA « T A 7
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In Spite of
07{738{/
By RurH MAsoN RICE

EN are very crotchety;
but still, it's rather nice

To think of yellow cro-
cuses—the cunning
knack of spring;

Fair it is, and rare it is, and

such a sweet device

To make you feel you want
to marry—more than
anything.

THE WORKER.

Sometm{es as I walk by the roads
Where the big cars rush past
speed,
I feel g'ad to be a worker,
Striving for the things I need.

- And when my day is done I feel content
To sit with my family there,
For it's been a real good day of work
'  And my methods, too, are squars.

Then let me live in sweet content,
Each day as I strive ahead,

And while others live for a useless thing
I live as a worker instead.

"—Wc“ G’- Ho»
Wallaceb -2, August 7, 1933,

g i
Says the Yampa Leader: “He was |

not crazy. His vacant and hauntedl
look and almost incoherent mumbling}
'was due to over mental exertion
brought on. b a few days in assisting
'his wife ;h 8electing suitable wall
paper for ‘Beir mew house. There

ought tor Ve a law passed—but what's
the usea.’




Life is not a grab-bag whence ]
Each his choice may lift; ,

It’s a contribution box : E .

~ Waiting for our gift; G

. And the gift from which true joy
Evermore must start ‘

Is the gift we all can give—

J Just a sunny heart! = :

—The Epworth H eralc{

| CHINESE wispom:'|
 He who knows not, and knows not that
f he knows not—
Count him a fool unworthy' of thy
speech. S ;
He who knows not, and knows that he
Knows not— o
} Count him as one whom it were well
to teach. #
\ He who knows, and knows not that he
g knows—

{

]
’.:'
)

A slumberer he, who but awakening
. needs,
( He who knows, and likewise knows he
) knows— A
“\Mark such a one and follow wkhere!

he leads.

—Chambers’ Jougnal.
- - ; I i W e Y /
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i The Galling of the Spring

fu By MARTHA HASKELL CLARK

2}
00D SMOKE through the pasture lands drifting

&
an sweet and keen,

‘ + Hillsides dark with shadowed clou
| I mist green,

Ahp9awn light rioting with songs o
j‘ dGomeone’s heart is throbbing with the calli
g; l("l :

;I :tl‘{unlight through the hemlock bou
& 1] haze;

} rﬂ' ¢7oung leaves dap

P CC ways,

‘ UZ very turning's sout

ds and filmed with leaf-

f feathered folk a-wing—
ng of the spring.

ghs, far hills blue with

pling dusty gold down birch-blown wander

hern bank starred with wind-flowers

fa1 frail—
omeone's heart is yearning to t

he whisper of the trail.

' iduf

Zri’enders' baskets purpled high with lilac blossoms sweet,
st lurdy-gurdies thumping strains of lost dreams down the
th street,

ke>ark lawns gay with tulips, par
;r;}omeone’s heart is aching with the bur

k pools warm and brown—
den of the town.

n hand on the meadow grass,
mories, smiling where they pass,
f a golden yesterday—

to the elfin pipes of May.

rt;fouth and laughter hand i
fo oray Age, cloaked with me
 ‘Every dawn the promise O
sSomeone's heart is dancing

t
v k1 Sk MR
B R Cven amia TS nurrying, eager TATONE
lm and sweet, *

| ‘ Give me Thy sp1 1
pirit, ever ca
M Thy light to shine through me both clear and

A ///j“(/’v Wstrong'. : 2 . ,
/ 7 L
o T
(uep He
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Tell Me / ok

If the whole world copied You— i} | '
- Copied to the letter— ;
Would it be a nobler world,
 All deceit and meanness hurled
//Qc Fritgn i}*‘cﬁ ailltogether? f .
e bULL Would selfishness and envy fade, s
Lhrt And in the room their absence made, .
Would love come into view? |
Tell me, if it followed ¥You—
Would the world be better

py 1’) » 5
Q%' *Make me a blessing, Lord. to those i love,

To smoot and brighten their of« rugged way.ﬂ

Give me Thy blessed comfort from above %

: That I may comfort others day by day. v

: )7‘/1/ “Make me a blessing, Lord. to those I meet,

Even amid the hurrying’, cager throng:;

| ) “ Thy spirit., ever calm and sweet, *
' / Glj["i;nﬁght to shine through me both clear and

"] Maj P 3 ’ :
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—

;When failures come, as failures must f
7 In life’s old human way,
~ To tangle hope with thorns of fear, /
To sadden and dismay, (’
One method helps to clear the skies 5 ,-
In just a little Whlle, : /
To take from failure every smart—
Meet it with a smile!
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