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e nettles everywkeree b'ut viow; they drift along fromn day to day,
ýeu grasses arc more com- as the wns and waves of cireurnstanees
The blite of heaven îS and with resolute stroke setting out for

nt lh~e cloud.-Eizabeth the golden isies.
We ail see visions at timnes of our own~wmng.golden isle,-of what we would like toRemider.have aeeorinplished, what we would like toReminder.have mnade of our lives before the night

fails, but too often we turn away fromacu 's Branch of the Civil the vision and say, "it eannot he-the
sociation have forrned a littie things of every dlay stand in the
~and procured the use of way; there is no timne."

We drift nlong, but once having seenon the grounds belonging the vision our souls are always trouhled.
lies' ()oflege on Albhert The sun sinks lower. Lt is timie to better

ourselves. Ains! We have drifted too
long. Lt is too late.iip will be open to, all Those who row steadily along, with

n;ts, and the fee will prob- fir'n purpose, mneet with storms which
2eed $2.00 for the balance tbreateni to wreck ail their plans and

Those~~ wi.n oji hopes, but with eyes lookçing upward ndn. Tose ishig tojoin onward, and souls hold serene and hlgh,send their naines to Miss they pass through the storin into calin
hi, Finance Departxnent. water again.

Lt is niot giveni to ail to reach the golden
isies of their hearts' desire, but the en-

f the Service wýho wish to dJeavour to do so brings its own reward inthe knowledge that we are doing ail that)f the summier out of town in us lies to reaeh themn, and thus is en-able te corne in ecd day gendered serenity of soul.
.nicate with Miss E. Mul-
hm,,nt <nf TniPr4m. t1--**


