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Winnipeg, February, 1911.

Sunday,1
What of Thatt P

Tired! WeIl, what of that?
Did'st fancy life was spent on beds of

ease,
uîluttorlng the rose-leaves scattered by

Sthe breezet
Cone, rouse thee!. Work while it is

ealled to-day.
Coward, arise! Go forth thy way!

Lonely! And what of that?
Sorne must be Ionely; 'tis not given to

ail
To feol a heert responsive rise and faîl,
lb blond another life into its own.
Work may be done in loneliness. Work

ont

.Dark! Well, what of that?
Did'st fancy life one summer holida,

I Ousand-and-one roabons and motives wages when balanced by city. prices forIReadii'ig. every day take men and voren house-rom and food tbey shrank to justto London, 1 have neyer heard of ïone a littie legs than the ijgicoemo1re noble. Would that the shadows "But she'ii neyer think ýit,"$ they toldYesdeaIIagred hs wfe.of th. erat City were neyer called upon each other, and go were happy. Every
"Ye, dar" aree bs wfe to covor up conduet legs heroie! Saturday afternoon the young man pro-

"Do you know why? " he asked, baîf- Knowing that «)e bloorn goes off the cured a postai order at the neigbboring"Oficoug s fruit of siacrifice/'when that sacrifies la oflice and sent it to that:Surreyt-village"0 cure1 do. You mean Granny made known, other reasons were sug- an vryMnayboghg ettoIviii find out now that we have to gîve gested to the 014 lady for their fIight gatid e retundy rn. h al rothinsupforhrae nd o fucurss, In fact, go skilfully were they suggested One Monday, about six montha later, amuTe ld u. that they almoat overdid themselves, letter carne Which causod mingled con-
Theyoung mfan kissed the sbrewd leaving granny wtih the amusingly in- sternation and merriment. at the littie

littiewOsnana standing before him, and accurate notion that great wealth was breakfast table. She .had -rnissed themi
fepied Tat's it exactly;- we must go in store for thena in mighty London. sorely, granny said, and had boen ve"y

awý%ay eeeshe can't sec," "Nover mind," laughed the two, " if lonesorne; no lonesome, indeed, :that she
Accordingly to London they 'vent, flot only she never guesses." And guess had soi gat the society of another widow

oniy to try and get btter wages if pos- granny neyer did. wiio lived but a tew doors away, an'd
sible, but go that the shadow of the Before théir arrivai in London the who had nu, rich son in 'London -to send
great city might obscure from those keen Young man had secured a position a her things. " And so, My dears,> Yeu
old eyea the dornestie economies wbich triflé btter than the one he had occup)ied will ho pleased to*know, 1 arn sure, that
providing for ho;7 entailed. And of the ii the village; but, as i the way of ity, after I bave cashed your ostal 'Oeon

Preforrlng one Amôther.

By W. Scott King.
"laR the aPring a Young man's fancylihtly turns to thoughts of love," Ten-nyson tels us. And we may 'add toourseives that in the summer or earlyautunin that saine Young man's fancyturns to tboughtu of holidaya. It iaof a Young man and his holiday that 1arn about to tell tîjis story-a Youngman, by the way, whose birthplace wasflot in my own fancy. but in the farMore substantial locality of a village inSurrey. But in order to explain hisvery unusual conduct it is necesaary togo back twelve monthe before this ques-tion of bie holiday arose. I have calledhmm Young; but perhaps the reader is ina flewspaper office, or bas the honor ofbeng a deacon in some church, conse-quently will consider my hero middle-aged when I announce his age to bethirty-fiye. Sorne few years before hieliad expeienced ' 2 ennyson's spring, andl'ad brougut home to the cottage wherehoe and bis mother lived a Young wife.Ri~s rother ivas old, and entirely de-Pendent upon her son. The position'Which lber son ocdupied in the village,tbougb one of average remuneratiîveness,

WUas fot such as admitted of any otherthan that of great economy if thetwo ends were to bc made to nîeet.Fortunateîl, for the Young mnan's
Pflerous intentions concerning bisniother, bis Young wife's beart wasas self -denying as bis own, andshe bore tbe strain-for strain it was--of keping three on a salary scarcelarge enougb for two with ready cheer-fulnes Now', whether it was tbroughadvancing age, whicb ia apt to bring'flore blindness than one, or from anyother cause, 1 cannot say; but tbe YoungMan' 5 mother bardly realized the burdeneven bei- small needs laid upon theshoulders of ber son and daugbter-in-law. She was grateful indeed for altbey ýdid, but that they bakd to -denythenîsceIves to do it sornehow or anotherdid flot oeccur to ber. An d yet, as thisstorY will show, and indeed ia writtefbfor tbe express purpoîe of sbowing, sheiras the ieast of selfisb oid women ini theirld. But now a crisis carne along iflthe foi* in of a fourtb inouth to be daily

alled,' andI the happy but sorely per-plexed yousîg father and mother tookosrnest olînse] together as t» wbat w'as
IIIOW to be done. And, incredible as itMfay solmnd in llwoijrll ears, thePiflch of fthr' situation lay jisfbere."W ýý'eicn't go on living ike this anyIngtl,..IMd the youig Iman. "We
maust Ëu -a to London."

The westeipff Homë rofontbrv.

1

ýwiT, iemané nne Tuiear, 5andnougat
but play ?

Go thee to thy task, conquer or die!
It mnust ho loarned. Loarn it, then,

patiently.

No help! Nay, 'tis not so!
Tliough humani belr be far, thy God is

nigh.
Who feeda the rayons, bears His chil-

dren cry,
He's near thee wheresoe'er thy footsteps

roarn,
.And He -will guide, light thee, belp thee

home.


