" InBottles
| DELICIOUS AND REFRESHING

‘Besides the ingredients of Coca-Cola—
~ only Nature’s products—the painstaking

5 mdmn%ovat facilities of Jéteparatio_n,
 perfect bottling—protection—are a
‘wonderful combination of nation-wide
service required to place before you in
convenient and permanent form a
healthful and satisfying beverage which
can be used when and where you want it.
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THE COCA‘-COLA Co.
WINNIPEG

Buy a bottle
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JULY, 1920

ﬁa Western Home Monthly by May Heward.
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- ed, m:nd so far h‘el hg:;entioned no
girl in his scappy end infrequent letters
to me, but of course there was no judging

The Patience of Hope

By G. Washington Moon, Fellow of the Royal Society of

Literature.

«Duntil the day break, and the shadows flee away.”
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| AVE patience, my brother; oh, be not despairing;

I  Nor fret thou, nor murmur at seeming delays; .
== For oft, in God’s providence, dark clouds are bearing
Rich showers of blessings for happier days.

I gleep,” dost thou say, “but my lonely heart waketh,

And sighs, ‘Ah! how long will this heavy gloom last!’”—
*Tis darkest, we know, just before the day breaketh;

Oh, wait, and the midnight gloom soon will be past.

Or is it day with thee, yet no sun is shining
. To cheer thy cold spirit and brighten thy lot?
And is that the reason why thou are repining?
Ah! think why it is that thy sun shineth not.

The vapours and mists which the sun’s light is shrouding,
Descend not from heaven, but rise from the earth;

And the dark gloomy fears which thy life’s sky are clouding
Have all in thine own want of faith had their birth.

Oh! why art thou so slowly comfort receiving?—
Thou art so unworthy ?—That is not denied;

But is that cause for doubting? No!—cause for believing,
Since ’tis for the unworthy the Baviour has died.
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by that, men seldom speak of vital things
in a letter.

The onions boiled over just them, and
1 caught them hastily off the-stove. The
goose lay on the table, gaping for it’s
8 . "so I added the sage to the hot

 onions forthwith and began to chop.
" Up from the steaming mess under m:
hn}'o

rose the strong aromatic smell I
knew, and hated. I moved my head, 3o’

that less would come into my face, but
the thin white steam seemed to follow

me, the kitchen walls, the sunny window,

began to fade in spite of my efforts to:

concentrate on them. I tried to scream
for Clive, who was only in the nﬁ:
goom, but no sound would come
hot steam and the pungent scent Beemed
$o enfold me in a silence as impenetrable
@8 a tropical jungle. About me were
feaves, huge green leaves, I could gee
them plainly, they scarcely moved in-the
heat. . From the branches of the
¢yees hung twisted vines and long aerial
goots. Orchids, such as I had never seen

 Bloomed here. At my fect a thick

of rank growth and rotting vegetation
deadened sound. Coiled up, not & stone’s
throw from me yet veiled in a bower of
Jeaves and roots, was a huge snake, its
eyes were bright, its forked &
quivering in and out. I knew it was
getting angry as it watched with dart
eyes something that moved oppesite.

Jooked too, still without the power of '

speech or movement. Through the
undergrowth plunged a man, ragged,
dirty and unshaved, his- eyes, ghttemg
strangely, looked huge in his thin white

] tell you it must be here Carter,”
he cried, “it’s just the place for it

I see it man! I see it!” His voice rose

to a shriek of triumph; he pl for.
ward, eager, trembling han ont-
stretched to grasp a pale bloom hanging
just above the guardian of the forest.

Up went its head, out shot its venom+
ous tongue as its coils began to heavg
and loosen.
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Song of Solomen ii. 17.
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