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use it all.

already bumping reckless- 
ks and ruts and into gul-

.; up steep hills and down into 
urrow valleys ; but he leaned for- 

u ■ “is scut and shook the lines 
ever tin horses' backs.

Surely he would get there in time- 
just couldn’t lose now after all 
c ' ears of work and waiting. He 

■igrm Hatched some young leaves 
1 xpuflhvm a ,)ush beside the road. Theie 
, • ,Hhs ft'-l upon them— no doubt of it. 

Wet. they already killed ? He felt 
the thought of it. Although 

jMtbc blossoms were in the state sus- 
■«ptibir to a killing frost still he be

ll c ttHkeved that he might get there in 
of them—if it only

k j

tried down into the last val- 
1- Just up the next hill and down 
loug ridge, and he would be home. 
ien he reached the bottom of the 
I. his team was m a gallop. Ahead 
: shallow little creek spread out 

the hard. He leaned forward, 
saiflud stared hard into the dim star- 
uiMk^t- the water looked white. And 
thi^e»kn the horses struck it there was 
n.iflt crinkle and a light crash. Cole 
^■lull'd back and

rhe change is coming none too soon. 
Ibis « the testing time of our Christ-

• * à

groaned. He was 
ice. He drew his

'n to a walk—no use to

came dow n the woods road 
corner of his farm, he sud- 

■ straightened up and sniffed the 
• ■. he had caught the whiff of a 

■h'uliar smell, lie struck his horses 
nMiluiplv and galloped into the road 

. .Si the corner of the orchard. 
briiS drew up suddenly, and sat and 

slued. For half a mile a solid mass 
«nokt hung lazily in the air, 
i is enveloping the orchard so he 

m^Beuld scarcely see the outlines of the 
^■rees- and all down the long rows 

d the crude-oil lamps.
'tail drove along slowly, wondering, 
,ZJf|Hm'ired. A stir of wind parted the 
i,. JHu ke near the road, and h 

little figure, wearing 
coats, hurrying between the 
light the last burners.

they know not how to 
that God's will being done on eart..

Only recently has the Christian 
Church begun to recognise that it has 
a duty in these matters. Hithe 
we have been content to take it 
granted that there was no way in 
which we could prevent the misery 
and want and suffering that has pre
vails in the world. We have even 
assumed that they were ordained of 
God, and that w \i!e we could not 
hope .to understand why God should 
permit such conditions to exist, we 
iiiust strive to endure them patiently. 
It is this doctrine which the poor 
nave not bean able to harmonise with 
the conception of a loving heavenly 
bather which we have preached at 
the same time. Being unable to un
derstand it they have been turning 
their backs on the church in in
creasing numbers. It is largely this 
attitude of the church which has led 
tho Socialists, in hundreds of thous
ands, to denounce Christianity as a 
sham and which has resulted in their 
deciding to seek, by means of politi
cal methods, to bring about reforma 
which they believe will result in jus
tice being established on earth be
tween man and man.

With this conception of the atti
tude of these two great bodies—the 
church and the organized masses out
side the church—may we not, as pro
fessing Christians, ask ourselves 
earnestly if we may not be loosing to 
others, as the Jews did to the Gen
tiles, the true conception of God’s 
kingdom and of his will being done on

a?
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■ His throat contr.

his eyes. He 
in a minute.

BWhy,” she said laughingly, 
iXkv wre by the fire in the cottage, 

i' no wonder about it at all. I
■ not much of a farmer, but I knew 

hour by sun that it was going to
and I got Mr. Jones and Mr. 

Ir^gagner and the Smith boys to help. 
InaMP1*-' drove tbe °'l wagon and filled 

burners you had placed along the 
and I came after them with a 

jgj^preb and lighted the oil. It was lots
Æ\k had already 
.i^Bhmgs he had th

someth!
the

told her of all the 
thought and planned 
rid* There w.is re.il- 

s he rose to 
J to watch 

gh the night of frost, 
er fondly and shook his

onng his long 
not much to say, but as 

art back to the orchardii"
Et,

ed

ust be Dutch—for you

* * *
One Little Thing.- Kate Douglas 

jjjB'iirgin tells of a hard-working far- 
wife, who was asked if she 

1 in woman’s suffrage, and wo 
to vote. "No, certainly I do ., .....

she exclaimed with a vigorous eaf.th aalt “ m heaven?
o, to. churn dtojjr M  ̂ gft, Ag„

th, men folks can do alone, fo® ,oubt-’.’. •ayi :. “Ae very ,-ssence of

#* «‘•i" ts "o“rth“.tthH.f:!S.lï.*td!îpù
Hot r even cold water should never of all His creatures wisely and fairly 

1 used to clean paint, as it destroys and in perfect love. And the very 
e varnish and the paint

îrj
in hie

any one

pe
of>f a true revelation, as the 
which calls religion into be-

usaence
message

soon wears

t
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Good
Meals
at Camp Comfort
The boys at Camp Comfort are using 
the same stove that they had last year. 
It was the best they could get. It was a

PJew PCr/cction 
Oil Cook stove

n“ 7V.r » New Perfection On.
Also a New Perfectioa Toaster 
Also a New Periectiei Broiler

«bout the t°Te, too. F.r the New P,
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