
y 7

9 9f

? 9 9 9

9 9

cP

r*

IIIm
VJ

A,

I—JOSIERY gets real wear on the farm, climb*
* 1 ing in and out of buggies-----and so on.
Penmen* appreciate this, and make hosiery that will 
W-K-A-R, At the same time there is a smartness of 
finish about them, a snug fit and a velvety feel that 
you’ll like. Of course, you probably 
all the time, hdt this little message is passed along in

do not--------an unfortunate state you should
remedy next time you buy hosiery. After you’ve tried 
Penmans you'll he very glad you read this. Don’t 

Penmans.

wear Penmans

case you

fo, T
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. || Imaginary ffoiau»2*î« uia°°ü .w** mori?111* *Uck to the weeding for email, worn, tan slippers and hold the

The Upward Look p,,r<h 0 he ^ksTnirt iuu,^ey *° one •oft- y,n°w c°r>.1 «>. oh, so” " ■ll1 LVV* fl At noon a heavy thund.r.hnw„, h they were- “ 1 thankful that 1 took "time" to make

Tr*wt s™ N. J E-ixs™;‘ZZ^T
W „ b. w“ MHOS. .... In '"‘l”1' »w~Ui.»rl" hi. mile bo, .min, »n the e<l,e

B,» .!«, b.l„ .1 Bonff, „d .1, to ,h. =„;* % K£h,U. Z.
the while there, I wondered how it Pour o clock found me stretched on said to me the 
wa- that no one had prepared me the coueh In my room for a few mo- "Mother how 
for Its wonderfulbeauty, nestled there “«T" ™*tbefor. atlaeklag the over play with us children as
smong Its glorious mountains The flawing basket of mending. I think I We did hare ■»
hrnt thing attempted was the ascent may have slept Avs minutM when aud- do nni m-nm in
o' Summit Mouatoln, by a trail quite den,y 1 heard eager young voters: There were
to,,, wlndlu .toot lb. mounuln "“V"”»1" «To., Ih« room ...ml h«:

nom th. aum.lt them ... . »l«»ln« urn,. "Th."*.5'l.*lSl “if IW yÏÏT.Îu';
panoramic view In every direction, of we go out and weed our tnr-
beautiful winding and snow-capped dens?"
mountains. While up there I wan 1 »'niggled to rise and looked at 
d-r. il away from the trail, to see If I Marian's clean apron and Ted's waist 

«*• » Vi.. S.r.r.l "Klddl.., If ,ou win than,,
tini'-r* on the way up clouds had come clean t hinge for those you ware I 
down no low that one was 
in h thick mist. While I ^ 
trail at the summit the 
occurred, only there the 
d<nser and remained 
lung indeed, that 1 
anxious. I dared not 
one spot, for fear of going over the 
disstiy. precipitous mountain eide I 
wondered If the nigh 
be spent there. Dut it 

me was lost la gettl 
the right path, 
lull wander again.

This little Incident has 
r*< of the Christian* 
which he must keep 
Otherwise he can have no 
depths Into which he 
self, lead others who 
to him than life 
to fall too. with
daily contact, or those whom he may
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Is a woman now, cupant. 
k of her own. She “How do you do. Johnny?" said he. 

How's your pig to-day?" 
to "Oh. pretty well, thank you," re- 

to? plied the boy "How's all your folks?" 
Harper's Magasine.

you And time

cb good times, but I 
be able to do so.” 
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the world in 
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ranged kitchen.

An orange or lemon pieced In the 
jar with newly-made cookies will give 
them a deHoate flavor.
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The question may arise "How am 
the right trail?"know K I am onI to

<lo.1 will
will be BO doubt. The decisive 
sace may be very, very alight, bu 
U alwayu there. The peace of mind 
that comes with the right decision 
always shows which It Is. Whenever 
h doubt, no matter how slight, 
some course which may not be on our 
trail, then never attempt It, but let 
us keep to the right trail 
utrvng'h and trust and faith

always show that, eo there
ha I

with all
N.

Mothers, Take Time
T was a hot morning gf 

I was hurriedly paring 
[for the noon meal when Î heard 

at the back door. Look 
small, flushed face 

the screen.
“Open door, Mamma!" said an im

perious little voice. "I dot somefln fa 
yoe'" I wanted to say Impatiently, 
“Oh. I can't. Teddie- I haven't time!” 
but thanks to my good angel I did not 
I pushed back the door and he opened 
his sweaty, email hand disclosing a 
few willed red clover heads 

"They Is all melted and hasn't any 
kindles on," he explained I clasped 
the soiled, moist hand and kissed It 

Then he ran awny all smiles while 
I renew,.,) my paring with greater 
speed to make up for lost time. An 
hour later, as I bent perspiring 
the Ironing-table, "doing up" Marian's 

1 hwd » Etrltah voice 
«H Want nay meat Unlay. Mrs.

1 a busy day. 
the potatoes

ii'ppritog saw a
throughbeep

! turned and discovered the "play
■•at m»n" sluing In the express 

"Ob dear! I can't play with 
low' I'm busy and so tired!"
•d to myself; but a 
ton's blue, expectant 
u«wer as brightly

them 
I sigh- 

glance Into Mar- 
eyes made me 
I could. "What

breldered beefsteak."
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