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hy, wM ow b. a matter of heurs
osse. "Uynow hpogrss reulleofc

céeme4 nw ýthat the io irly o
TM"injustice bas bee» drive» front

latd. s with this hope ini My~Z~tan( iail good wiahS for your
fitàra welfare, that I delare the rail-
W *y ên"-

A" 80 en of the greateet- events ever
reprded jn»e so ry of Bible Iaiid bc-
fffe, âfthstrand Egypt, the once
iM&att emy of the Jewbh race, be-l"De Iinheup witi the land of man],

pM"Wsmmh.., 10 used for commercial pur-
usbrbqdng a measure of prosperity

ttm b south, ber link with the north
«W« lser 'ochaafed. And go Palestine

~a going te write a new kind ofdom ngvstly different from
tl4mt Ofput Mm sand w. of the so-called

dvlzdwestern nations may look with
wonder on a country ao recentiy living ilunses vo oely have read about. There is
m"ue more of interest to e ho id about M
1h. cunstonu. I have onIT louched the
.4<. of what is an unlimited source of
hnbpiration for those who wieh te profit
bO oociprwa. *However, when thoe
western lIdeals Bo closeiy connected with
abor» Zlonism bein to, make them-
aetvea foit, when Jeru«emi the garden
efty of the venld, Palestine ue the home
of duvout people sineerely believing
codb.premouncementand thaît il 35 the

That GuyAMy Chum
Pasain' the love of vomen is a man's love for 'ie chum,
Anid ont on active service it 'elps the 'ardship some,

To know you'd cheerfully die
For'the sake of that there guy.

But yen don't need have ta tel1 'irn, just kcep mum.

R. underetands, and so do you, go what'a the use af talk,
If yer started talking, why both o' ycr- would balk;

Il's juat a sort 'er feeling
That quiekly cornes 'er stealing,

And gels writ up around yen, plain as chaIk.

1 bunied mine behind tbe lhue, on a coid and starry night,
A Fritzey siper gat 'in at the changing af the lignit,

But I made a mighty vow,
And I only 'opes as 'aw

I en gel a chance ta pay back good and tight.

Ile's lb. oniy chum I 'ad, he was something rmal,
Neyer known to grumble, shirk, or squcal,

We shared up te the last,
But that'sail gone and passeed,

And I only hope that lime the pain 'Il 'cal.

land of promise, the land of 'milk and
hoeiey, the enjoyment of a peaceful trip
through Bible Land wil constitute tiu
greatest pleasure to ho, accounted inaa

à tJountry Sabbath
O the rest of a country Sabbath dayl

ite memories gently loom
Tbrough the hurry and fret of the noisy

Lieafield of claver bloom.
Then the great, big world secmed fuller
Eof good

Than an y man deserves,
And wedi not know wc were breathing

And we knew not wc had nerves.

Didn't fle we must gel somewhere away
To cool aur brains from carc,

It seemcd that we had everything,
That we were everywhere.

The skies above droppcd down content,
And peaoe laoked up from the scd,

And the whole widc earth in its trees and
flowers

Seemed fresh from the hands of God.

How rcstful ail those Sunday hotus,
When wc did not bear a sound,

Save now and then the coek's proud erow
Or the pigeons wbiriing round,

Or a brown tbrush sang his cbecry song
Prom the birch near the oid stone wall,

But your car grew used to ail these tbings,
And there semed no sound at ail.

In the morning we drove with the span of
greys

O'cr the creek by the silent miii
To the little church near the tomb-stoncs

white,
Whcre it aiways seemed 80 stili.

We had Sunday schoal, and the preacher
spoke,

And elosed with the silent prayer,
When it secmed that the angels with

In the afternoon father sat and read;
As I tip-toed ncar 1 cotild sec

HiS glasSes had failen bal down bis nase,
As bis Bible lay on bis kncc;

Tired mother bad lamn down awhile,
Little Sis had crawled in at her door;

Jackic pillowcd bis head on Rovcr's back,
Bath asleep an the kitchen floor.

I'd lie ift the orchard with paper or book,
With the breeze and thecbird and the bec;

The world far away, but the carth so near,
It secmed bike a cradle te me;

And 1 just a babe lyimg swetfly at rest,
And the good Lord bcnding above,

Like a mother crooning a sluinbcr song;
I forgot cvcrything but Rlis love.

There was Io0W ui wark and we grew s0
tired,

Through the long week's other days!
But at just the right tinie the Sunday

Camne,
With its rest and its quiet ways;

And when clamour and roar of the nai,y
years

Have passed like a dream away,
Then I think death wil bc like the coming

again
0f a country Sabbath day.

-R. Valter Wright.

The Dream Child
By Walter S. Trumbuil

Oh, the tirnes that I bave missed you,
Little son I neyer had!

Drawn you close te me and kissed you,
Listened for Your cail of "Dad"

Bought yau Picture.-books and playthings
That I thought you might enjoy;

Taught your iisping tengue te sývy things,

Oh, the tricks thal you have played me.
Little son 1 neyer had!

(Pats fromw tiny hands repaid me
If you thought that I was sad.)

To my iap I've feit you creeping,
Weanied of your game or tey;

In rny arms I've held you sleeping,
Littie.boy.

Thouglits af you have kept me straigbter.
Little son I neyer had;

For I dreain that, soon or later,
I shail see 3'ou, dearest lad,

ln some happy land of love where
DreanEi are coined without alloy

M'il you meet me up above there,
Little boy?
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