ar., 1915

-day, and
1d compel
leir faces
Iways\ the
he second

a fruitful
ile flows
Nile over-
- life over-
possession,
| 8pirit of
' spirit of

easily be
| recognize
[hey have
ut it, but
he second

t by the
r and his
‘esence of
ith whom
Going the
nothing;
invariably

\apman,

LT

London)

Ty

‘ood

> practice
80 many
od that I
o all my

 the pal-
the sick)
es, being
babies or
h renders
fever pa-
1d Grape-
ourishing

a and is
oonful of
r for an
e beaten
| of fruib
3 a greab
he weak-
hout any

d he uses
it many

f Grape-
it .as the
or sick.”
prostra-
ape-Nuts
rd nour-
way end
Canadian

us little
A new

e. They
f human

‘Winnipeg, Mar., 1913

The Western Home Monthly 7
As the Shadows Passed |

Written For The Western Home Monthly By C. C. Cummings

“We pass the fields of Magic by
To reach the favored place,

And sadly find our gods have gone
With far-averted face.”

—VWilfred Campbell.

66 Y DO not like this country,” com-
I glmned the carved-stone vertical
undial._ “It’s not suited either

to my age or n)pporta.nce as a piece of

English history.’

 “Why,” said the young Maple in the
corner of the garden, “What’s wrong with
it? For jmy part, I find it a very good

country.’

“That’s because you've never lived in
the other, who as a
piece of knglish history of 350 years’
standing, could be pardoned the spice of

any other,” retort

scorn in 1ts tone.

The Sundial which stood on a little
terrace near the street whereon abutted

the two-acre lot which formed the garden
of the quarter-million dollar, steam-
heated, Cement-block residence of a
Winnipeg millionaire, had been brought
from E!,;gla.nd__-_—_purcilased “for as much
Canadian money as would have covered

“Oh, that can be explained on historical
grounds, you know,—ancient lights and
other legal enactments. But here you
have no history to explain anything, ex-
cept, perhaps, the extinction of the buf-
falo  You have none of that reverence
for the past and for well-established pre-
cedent that you find in countries with
older civilizations; you have no influence
of _hex;mc deeds done through the centuries
—In iact, none of those thousand and one
things that have made England England.”

“Bui;gou of the Wider Vision,”quietly
answered the Maple, “must know that
Time which has brought all these things
to Britain will bring them also to this
country, if the people be worthy.”

“There!” exclaimed the other, with a
sudden access of repentance, “that’s just
like me! There’s no fool like an old fool!
I always forget that Time will cure all our
E;esent discontents. And yet who should

ow that better than I? "I well remem-
ber that that was the ve thing that the
Ensign said standing here by my pedestal
I do not care to think how many scores of

—-years ago—when his'father, the old Dean,
amented the decline of England and the

After Kultur—Kul Tourists.

The scenes of Belgian devastation are already marked out by German tourists as ideal ones
in which to spend holidays.—The London Bystander.

it thickly with dollar bills from the top of
1ts time-eroded Cross and Crown to the
base of its moss-marked, lion-supported
pedestal, with a few bills over to wrap
round its wrought-iron gnomon. Its new
proprietor was very proud of it and few
were the visitors to “The Maples” who
were allowed to depart without seeing it
and learning some of its history and all of
its cost. 1In fact, the Sundial, ever since
it had left the quiet old English deanery
where only a few graceless choir-boys from
the Cathedral nearby disturbed its age-
long meditations, had lived in the full
glare of a repugnant publicity. Hence
its dissatisfaction.

“The sun is too fierce, the snows are too
deep here, and above all, the people are
too curious, too irreverent, too hustling,”
1t continued testily. “They come and
Stare at me as if they had never seen a
Sundial in their lives before.”

. The Maple, though young, was diplo-
matic. “Well, you must remember that
In all probability, they’ve never seen any
one with the remarkable historical associ-
ations that you possess,” it said ingratiat-
ingly.

The Sundial softened. “I beg your par-
don for what I said just now am not
used to the ways of this country and we
old’ folks are apt to think that the ways
were accustomed to, are the only ways.
All the same I would have preferred a
more retired situation than this—in full
View of the street. Now in the Old Country
as you call it—although I think it’s as
young as it ever was and I've seen 350
years of it—this lawn would be walled
In and privacy properly observed.”

“Oh,” said the Maple, “that’s only one
of our national characteristics. It’s the
opposite of your habit in England of
erecting the finest city buildings in the
little side streets where no one can see
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wickednesses in Church and State. I
remember also how the younger man
pointed to the shadow edge on my dial
and said that if only her people were
sound at heart, Time would bring to
England all that England needed for
greatness.”

“That sounds like wisdom,” said the
Maple.

“Aye, he was wise beyond his years.
It’s curious what an impression that
young man made upon me, although he’s
dead these 150 years—ever since Canada
became a British country, in fact. Well,
well, how true it is what that Eliza-
bethan workman carved when he fashioned
me so long ago. You can see it—that
Gothic lettering—down there under the
Cross and Crown.”

The Maple looked and read:*‘‘Shadows
we are and like shadows depart.”

“Now,” said the Sundial,*look farther
down and read.”

The Maple complied.

“Let others tell of storm and showers,

I mark only the sunny hours.”

“Yes,” said the Sundial,“that was his
favorite. He did not like that one about
the shadows—he was a great person for
looking on the sunny side of things. I
recollect how I saw him one early morning
when, as he was waiting near a clump of
foxglove in the garden—his regiment even
then preparing for the war, the Seven
Years’” War, you know—he read that over
and over and laughed. Then She came
and bade him goodbye leaning on the old
Sundial, who overheard their whispered
words but kept them to himself as he
alone knows how. And after She had
gone and the sound of her light footsteps
had died away down the stone-flagged
garden walk, he remained for a moment
reading that couplet again. Then he, too,
quietly went out of the garden and I was
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y 57 Hes “Well, welll No

— more old socks, :
" dear. See what I bought!” prae

Shes “Oh Jack—Penmans hoee!
And I just bought some for ycu
this afternoon. I was gettlnﬁ
some for myself, and thought I’c
surprise you with half a dozen
pairs. Just think, Jack! You
won’t need any more hose for ever -
and :}*ler’so long—Penmans wear
so well.’

You sample the merits of

for men, women and children, In coiton, cashmero, silk and Hs®>

That Lovely
Complexion!

You need not despair of having a lovely
" complexion like that of your friend’s. ' The
daily use of “LA-ROLA” will give beauty
to your skin and attractivencss to your com-
plexion. “LA-ROLA” is a high grade
cream used by women and men. Very sooth-
ing, has a delicate perfume and is absolutely
greaseless. Protects the skin from the ravages
of wind and frost, keeping it soft and velvety.
After a shave it soothes and refreshes the
irritated skin, :
Call at your druggist to-day and
geta bgme omer by p%mu.

M. BEETHAM & SON
Cheltenham, Eng.




