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What is to Gome? v
W. E. HENLEY. *

What is to come we know not. But 
we know

That what has been was good—was 
good to show,

Better to hide, and best of all to bear.
We are the masters of the days that 

were.
We have lived, we have loved, we have 

suffered 
. even so?

Comfort*16 ,nfluencc of ^r,H Levington .house can be prevented from closing who are rifted with • • .

eassSF- - - aSâ- -SSfss: SMSiSSi :
_ . . all this arousing comes out of every act of blood and rage is a"^ I

, °ne.“.tempted to quote wholesale Î"6. eterna.1 and is of the eternal, fession, of the triumph of the animal 
from Child and Country"—the copy “ “ cosmic, not temporal. “A man the human mind.” The patriot th» 
t^t lies on the desk before the writer must achieve that individuality which chauvinist, he holds, can have no nart i 
of this is black with underlinings of is a three-score-ten proposition. m the cleaning off of war from *

that can scarcely be passed over— . With the evolution of the soul comes, from the torn earth, but only he of the
mdicated for the sheer ex- m direct ratio, the lovingness that international mind, the humanitarian— 1 

Shall we not take the ebb who had the forets there another makes men brothers. "All literature A”d ,n the great humanitarianism that
flow? . - 17,7 del‘fate humor and then has overdone the dog-life fidelity of rfgenerate the earth, woman must m

Life was our friend. Now if it be our auq scores of passages for a rich- simple nunds. The essence of loyalty of btar her part, and will do that best
’ 1 1,6 °Ur Philosophy a depth of insight, man to man is made of love-opacity ^hen she becomes of such qualS

anf fLtelle^°W iw aM1” heart and understanding—and these are quail- he^1^ and so mates, that her sons will
", mtellect- Will Levington Comfort ties that come from evolution of the 1)6 messiahs incarnated, “true world-
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In tliedich"qriet of the afterglow .^

■ artary a xs-szthe writing of this book, he kad met that is to Ze ttt fïT*-*®?? true7" ^ush-strokes that give so keen a sense
Quite possibly, T,y this time he has existence hereon ^rtî. ® in ^ ,Pne 8 of Plea8ure in the reading of otherbeen able to touch men and women inhuLlVff • » [*h' A!1 excellence portions.—Just a few of these last as à
L‘.£m2i“ to„b: s T ‘nla"do; a

“Child and Country.” £ iî 'd2i!d fim moi,t air ,f«w . * “ ' 1

-“- 33 EF7 He^d'frUni a s-st
it was the manner of our days y"

tr in the midst of the crowd that was 
„ dulling the edge of health and taldng 

* the bloom from life. I had long been 
troubled about the little children in 
school — the winter sicknesses, the ' 
amount of vitality required to resist 
contagions, mental and physical—the 
whole tendency of the school towards 
making an efficient and a uniform 
product, rather than to develop the 
intrinsic and inimitable gift of each 
child. "-Thus it was that a certain 
restlessness and dissatisfaction with 
“things as they are” drove this family 
from the heart of the city to the quiet 
of the country. Upon the crest of a 
hill lapped' at its foot by the waves 
of broad Lake Erie a house was built, 
after the fashion of an old Spanish 
house that Mr. Comfort had

foe—
Dear, though it spoil "Snd break us!— 

need we care
What is to come?

Among the Books

a place, but a

Somewhere back of memory, most 
wlcTthings ”trange relations with the

I HMj
; .

,

“I had gazed across the Lake, at 
with it all, a friendly voyager 

ot the skies, comrade of the 
and daisy. "

“Rather it would seem that one 
must spend years to be worthy of 
communion with one hillside of dog-

one
yarrow

And now, do you understand why one 
fbould want to quote wholesale from 

C-hild and Countryu?■ 1
She is Not Mine.seen at

Luzon. Rose bushes were planted, and 
trees. There were problems of shore- 
conservation to be wrestled with, and 
all the incidentals attendant upon the 
creation of a new home.—Then planning 
and building shaded off into a 
living ând enjoying, and there 
more time to devote to other things. 
There were little children in the home, 
and Mr. Comfort had wished

BY SARAH K. BOLTON IN “ OUR DUMB 
ANIMALS.”

: A child stood waiting before the 
Poorly clad, and of humble , 

Worse than orphaned, a waif of fate, 
.bhe asked from hands unseen.
1 r»r Pausec* in the busy whirl 
„ ,Ut a llfe of ease, from the book she read; 

1 cannot care for the little girl; 
ohe is not mine, " she said.

gate, | 
mien; 1

new'
wasm

A Fine Roadway.
Residence ol Mr. F. Hunter. Norval,

his confidence and an understanding 
of the world in which he moves.

Ont., as may
be gathered from the quotation with 
which this review opens, to see them 
evolve according to the personality 
within them, escaping the-dead level to 
which the cut-and-dried system of the 
schools has a tendency to grind .the
little ones who pass beneath it; and ,,
so it came about that he began to if
educate, first his own children, then 
some others of the neighborhood. In­
cidentally it is interesting to note 
that amonç these last he discovered—in 
a boy still as a gull,” who “seemed 
natural with the dusk upon him"—a 
genius in astronomy. One wonders if 
this boy would ever have found the

giant within him” had he not

,, “Work and religion," 
are the same at the 

doing his 
the

he says again, 
top. . . a

the sense 0^1^^°^’ ,osinK

^|gfei£trL KfcSs îLts/^0"0^

vious^ in^^LT^tis. V-

A homeless, PuPPy lay on the street, 
t ired and famished, and asked to live; 

A starving kitten was dropped at her feet, 
„ Recause, she had wealth to give.

I have no room for the speechless throng; 
jX° fj!?6 to see they are warmed and fed: 
My,“fe is crowded with joy and 

f hey are not mine,11 she said.

eame; the lady was called away 
Levington Comfort is an ti rom her beautiful home, and jewels rare;

. He believes in evo Lion P V LJasanfs <?f voices bade her stay; 
sometimes he becomes imoatienr ’«qc T?°!°ve‘y' she 18> too fair.” 
trouble is, the passage of the~ The Shwt^-°°d where vve all will stand at last, 
from grade to grad! is intnln 17 Th îhe rCCO/d of life is closely read

- » ** -U6 de T%«stc:.i,i,rs"d!dh'rpas,:

man
Just to touch upon a few of the 

striking points of the book-

we will but give the good a chance 
to develop itself and express itself. 

Here we are upstanding," he exclaims, 
half-gods asleep within us. Imagina- 

tion alone—the seeing of the spirit of 
tmngs that can awaken us.”
And again: “I believe 
there is a sleeping giant within every 
one. of us. ... I believe, by truk 
life and true education that the prison-

more

song;
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