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It contains in the proper proportions the
elements necessary to build up a sound
body, a vigorous brain and steady nerves.

tri It gives the necessary energy and ability
to excel'in ail the winter sports.

Clark's Pork and Beans consists of the finest home-grown
beans and pea fed pork perfectly cooked and tastily seasoned.
It is ready to serve and can be eaten cold or placed on the table
steaming hot in a few moments. Sold plain or with Chili or
Tomato Sauce by ail good grpcers in Caniada.

Win. CLARK, Manufacturer, Mont real.

lI the Parlor, in ti.je Bal
Room, in the Concert Hall, or

with the Orchestra, the

N ordheiner
Piano

s1tands pre-eininent. It reprt-
sents the highest type of
npdern piano buildig-it is
the~ resuit of years of contin-
mous and persistent effort in
the direction of greater artistic
development.

NOROHEIMER PIANO CO§,
247 Main St. Wlnnlaeq
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POETRY,, OF4HE HOUR.
The Idéal Ministe's Wife.

"WeIll She isn't prim and proper,
But she doesn't care a copper

What tbey say,,
She's so innocent of wrong
That she's happy ail day long

*On ber way.

"She's no zealot or fanatic,
She don't try to wax ecstatie,

To be good.
She's a woman through and through.
Whose religion is to do

What she should.

"Nol she may not be ideal,
But, what's better far, she's real

And intact.
She's no figment of a dreamn,
Nor a poet's themne,

She's a fact." -Wetaskiwin Post.

The Heaven-Boru.

Not into these dark cities,
These sordid marts and streets,

That the sun in his rising pities,
And the moon with sadnqss greets,

Does she, with ber dreamns and
flowers.

For whomn our hearts are dumb,
Does she of the golden hours,

Earth's heaven-born Beauty corne.

Beyond the fartbest streams,
lI a world where music marries

With color that blooms and beams;
Wherc shadow and ight are wedded,

Whose children people the Earth,
The fair, the fragrant-headed,

The pure, the wild of tlrth.

Where Morn with rosy kisses
Wakes ever the eyes of Day,

And, winds in ber radiant tresses,
Haunts every wildwood way;

Where Eve, witb ber mouth's twin
roses,

Her kisses sweet with balm,
The eyes-of Glad Day closes,

An&'crowned with stars, sits caIlm

There, lost in contemplation
0f things no mortal sees,

She dwells, the incarnation
0f idealities:

0f dreams, that long have fired
Man's beart with joy and pain,

The far, the dear-desired,
Whomn none shall e'er attain.

-Maddison Cawein, in The Reader
Magazine.

Be Happy To-Day.

Do flot .dwell in the future,
Do not dream of the past,

But live now in the present,
Trusting the present will last.

To-day is your day to be happy,
To-morrow may neyer corne;

Then drink of life's sweetest,
0f-the future let lips bc dumb.

The castles you're building may
tumble,

The love that you trust may wane;
Then keep in the prese'lt, living,

And live flot to-day in vain.

'Tis bard flot to trust to-morrow,
Or another day rnay dawn;

'Tis hard to look hack with sorrow
On the yesterdays that have gone.

But such is life's great lesson,
Or at least I've found it so.

And the onlv way is keep trying
To make " good " each day as you

go.
"Light of Truth."

An Optirnist.

I seek the perfunie of the rose, nor
care

To search for tborns that may be
hidden there.

1 beg the boon of smiles; 1 would
flot see

Nor searcb for frowns flot visible to
me.

Stacy E. Baker.

A Song oz Cheer.

When old Hardtimes sweeps along,
Meet him with a SOng;

Laugh away the clouds of wrong;
Keep your courage strong.

'Tis a rough old road at best,
Running down life's rugged nest;,
To be ready for the rest,

Learn to hum a song

Let the old hulk rock and reel-
Caini her with a songl

Trial's reefs may test her keel,
Fait'b will keep ber strong.

Stars are laughing in the night,
Beck'ning to the homeland heigbjs;
O'er the seas are harbor lights;

Sail on with a songl
Th 9 mas Elmore Lucey.

At the End of the Wooing.
Bv ARTHuR. STRINGUIL

*From its frai] stemn tear flot thse
rose," you said,

"N or brush from wings 80 fragile
ail their gold

Lest in your unrewarded hand y«
hold

Only, alas, tomn plumes a;d petaj
dead 1

Ah, plead no more" you bowed
your troubled head-

"Lest we who loved and listened,
dear. of old,

lI life's cage kiss this singing glory-
cold,

And find bruised petals where the
rose hung redi"

I take the solace, and endure the.
smart;

Bend close, 0 wondering brew, and.
turn to me

Those wistful lips, those eyes of
mournful blue

Where stili the old smile steals, (or,
ligbt of htart,

The fleeting rose, the unissuaging',
voices, see,

I leave and lose, but You--oh, nevtr
You!
-From Ainslee's Magazine (Dec.>

-p 

-Patience.

Clear water on smooth rock
Could give no foothold for a single

flower,
Or slenderest shaft of grain;
The stone must crumble under storlu

and ramn-
The forests crash beneath the whjrl-
wind's power-
And broken boughs from many a

tempest shock,
And fallen leaves ofý many a wintry

hour,
Must mingle in the mold,
Before the harvest whitens on the

plain,
Bearing an hundredfold.
Patience, O weary heart!
Let ail thc sparkling hours depart,
And ail t1iy hopes be withered with

the frost,
.And every effort tempest-tost-
S o, when al life's green leaves
AXre fallen, and molded underneath the

sod,
Thou shait go flot too lightly to thy

God,
But hcavy wîth fiîll sheaves.

-E. R. SilI.

Kindness.
"What is the real good?"
I asked in a musing mood.
"Order," said the court;
"Knowledge," said the school;

"Truth," said the wise man;
"Love," said the maiden;
"Beauty," said t'he page;
"Freedoru," said the dreamer,
"Home," said the sage;
"Equity," said the seer.
Spake my heart fuîll sadly,
"The answer is flot here."

1 Then within my bosomn
Softly this I heard:
"Fach heart hôlds the secret:
'Kindness' is the word."

"British Wcekly."

-- -1 v- lW-
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