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''iINt.' 'A t TTIi.-
Nu) 're l<îoking t ireti and v. ar',, feel

you (dot he cheory. And froînt vour
dlirtv trenc-h ou catîfut ro;tnî. There's
a sigh tu st jr your heart, nmalles ail cure
and pain <lîpart - a letter fro nit te
<leur folks ut lhonte.

Muvlie it's yoLr hrît ber, your <lear
old gr.tv haired flot her, <<r swet'c ert
truc t hat ,ends t he ivelîuîni tale. But
it sets you at your case, when the
message uevr t he suas, j ust tells voit aIl
thle folks at honi . art' w.el.

'rht-re's t he ut ber suie tu tell. it
don't sîituinl haîf su well. lt seetos tu
give your heurt a suildeit wretich; when
t he niatil is giyen out, %,u finu wit bout
a doubct%-ui're thbe onlt o<nt' forgut ten
in the trench.

ln your thrutt a lump will rise, tears
start in your t'yes. Vou wonder how on
t'arth they faîiled tu write; it makes you
sick of wurk beaven help the llom-
ing 'rurk that bumps yuu iii the next
lierce bayonet fight.

Smiling faces int'et you, heurtv,
* latughter greets you, when tbey aI

discuss the news of their home t<)wf.
It makes a man feel small, if he's cared
for ont ut all. AntI to ont cures al rap

* if ht' giits down.
To show himt you really cure, if

you've got the time to sîtare. Just
drop a line to himt who hears the wrench.
1 is flot niuch to ask, but 'twill case

heavy task. There ii; someone
waits your letter in the trench.-
"Kinsman."

NIiLSON'S PRAYFR.
"May the great God, whomn I wor-

ship, grant 1<> my countty, and for thc
benelit of Europe in general, a great and
glorious victory; and may no miscon-
duct in any ane tarnish it; and may
humanity aftcr victory he the predomi-
nant feature in the British Fleet. For

self individually, 1 commit my life to

H im t hat maduie 111e, andl nîay His lltss-
ing alight «n niv, enileaviîrs for ers iîîg
my coîuntry faithfully'. Tii Hit 1 resign
myseif, anI the just c'ause w hicli
ettrustt't tii me Io <lifend.

THtt ttt SA SALsA..X
Aci'iri ig to Hart ley Mati ters, tlie(

îîlaywrighî, ut wayfaring person in thte
Eatst Endt of Loindoîn haid a suddeo
struke andl feu îîupîn the sîret. \Vheo
i' reciisert'd his sinses he was ini lied

iii a hospital ward, andtîl a itur>s sias
lieni ig iivtr h ii.

Tht' su fferer ..tîiffed th k urdi'ued
air:

''Wiot's that 1 smells?' lie, onqiireil in
i faint, husky whisper.

''We put ta m ustard plasi er oit your
ehest," expIainý'd the nurse.

''There's suiething eIse on me- face!"
said the patient suspiriouslv.

"Oh s'es," said the ourse, v.e'vce
been liathing yattr ht'ad with aromatir
splirit- oif sinegar.''

''But wutt 'ave yu dontc to me feet ?
"Wc gave theni a hot mustartl bath."
"I s'y!" tlemanded the stranger in-

ilignantly. "wot (Io voit think I arn,
anyway -a llomin' salad?"

"Murcella?" "Yes. Waverly."
"Whcre is the mnilk?" "Right there
in the itottle." "This one?" "No, the
next one. That is just like you."
"What is?" "To reach right oiver the
sweet ane and pick the. sour anc. You
always do that." "Not alwas's. "Id
like t0 know when you didn't." "When
1 got you." Huit!" "When 1 gai
yau, Marcella, I reached aver the whale
bunch of lemont; and picked a peach.'
"Oh, Waverly."--Chicago News.

Jane.-" What do yau think ai
Edith's new dreas?"

John.-" It docu make anc think,
doesn't it. "


