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Its Power Grows with Age.-HOw
rnany medicines loudly blazoned as
panaceas for al buman'ilîs bave
corne and' gone since Dr. Thomas'
P.clectric OH was first put upon the

n-reYet it remains, doing mnor.
'r4to bumanity than many a pre-

-týaton more bigbly vaunteÉ¶ and-
-fending its virtues wider and wider
-. in a larger circle every year. It
tle medicine of the mnasses.

she reiiaifled 1Q9tOn1ésswith closed
eyes and drÎ** brký. . What 'thoush
the south wind caressed so ightl
the slent -ho-me of the sleepers?Y
wotild pass on to riot among, scenés
of gaiety. The sunshine, t6o, 'would
desert theni for- some less lonely
spot Darkness would corne, as the
darklfess that had settled over her
life. ' How could there be light
hearts.and songs and ýgadness- in ihisi
sad, sad world? Lif e was, so pîtifùlly,
brief, and death, was over ail. Yes,
life- itself wa8 death. They had tried
to tel her that she wotdd meet bei
dearest again, but did they know?
No, no, they could not. And she was
young yet. i{ow could she endure
the long hf e that #tretched hefore her,
the years that mnust pass before she
côuld interpret the rnystery of death?
Oh, if she might only receive some
message, some least token, that At-
thur sili ived 1

She liftedlier eyes for a moment
to the blue sky and then -brought
them wearily -back to earth. Clo,.e
by the monumenlt a Iiitie pale flower.
one of -sprîng's first hepaticas, -nad
pushed its frail petals above the
ground and was lifting its tiny head
to the sunlight. Agnes ient ovêr it
and tenderly drew away the -. gras.
110w came it there? By human haM
iNo, it had, risen from the dend.
"Risen from the Aca4," he- re,-Peated
softly to, hersif. Yent,. it had-Idied
with the summrï but onlyr to aw'ait
earth's résurrection day, when fromn
the germ of its old deid'self sprang
this wondrous n wif, this .puie,--t
beautiful thing .She to:uchedt -tenidç->
ly its petal with a strange feeing of
awe. It seemed to' breathe out--a
message of hope and trust> a token of>
God's à wn love. .1t told lier of the
new life that begins* with the e;cay
of the old, of immortalityi beyônd
death, of an eternity when time shahl

.. end. It whispered of a faith .that is
stronger than siglit, and of a God of
love.

Long Agnes knelt over the little
blossom that -spoke comfor< to lier'
soul, until she had corne to learn th#t
ljife is not death, but death is ife; that
love lies beyond--the grave, for it is
eternal. Her heart was softened qt.
hast. Then came tears like rain--the.
first that had wet lier ashes sinice that
terrible. day. When, after a longý
time, the 'passion of lier sobs hadl
worn away, she arose and bIft the
cemettry, taking wth ber the fittle
flower that had broughtlier a mes-
sage from him who, through thec
doorway of death, had passed into
if e. -1

The morning service in First
Church was flot yet concluded when
a little ligure clad in black entered
softly-and stole' into the first vacant
pew. The beautiful Easter Miies at
the altar had a message for at eait
one soul in the congregation that
morning. From the pulpit came the
clôsing words of the- sermorf:«"Be-
cause I ive, ye shail live also.'
They are the words of the Son of
God -himself, who bas tasted death for
every man. In the face of this divine
attestation to the irnmortlity of the
soul, we cannot but cry, 'Oh Death,
where is thy sting? O0Grave, where
is thy victoryr"

Upon the bush that followed the
minister's words came the strainS'of
the great organ, which swelled and
throbbed with its glad message. The
congregation arose and sang, "Christ,
the Lord, is risen to-day."

With the last stanza, a voice of
wonderful power and pathos arose
above the others, and the people
turned to see a fair, sweet face, upon
whkh shone the ight of a faith tri-
umphant, as Agnes Norwood sang
the words, as she had never sung be-
fore:

"Made like-Him, 1ike Him we rise.
Ours the cross, the grave, the skies?"
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Com2or Luxury, CQvofno

~t~,dwd~<Poroelain Eaee w
in the home. For the sanltery", uim 'î of the bathroocp>

kitchen, laundry"rto'7 W r sacntn

satisfaction, and its life-long àtmseic dStlnctl'Icrac rp

value of your home, while the china-like pur1ty o! Its i enam~d

surface is a constant source of pemsur and delight li umga-,

Our Boc, MOER BATHROOlitt you how to rý1a, buy anmvmbatIrIS 1

andIlilust e sybeautiful aud lnexPeutivO AS Yw.U AS luzurlous heti

each fixture in 4ietsil, together with nmuy bluta on decortiion, tilinif, tr- tlu the iuost,.oomle*
and beautiful bookiet ever tssued on the sublent, sud contai»s 10 pages. MM51 fr IX cents pet-
sgt ud the name of your plumber aud aroht&t (Useel.oted).

The ABOVE F=XURES Detsi&p P-38, maR b* PurchUsefiom=7 y Puber aM & 000t, ýPýqI
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Lou1vile,Z5-M West Main Street Cleveand, ffl-210 Fkuron teot

HE IS RIEN SiEum.t A >Iwiths
-t

i

I

'f

"Ho is risen 1 '1uns the message of the angel at the
toxnb,

On that- glorions Easter Morning when thý 'wStld-'
emerged f rom glooin.

Trhe Son of God personifled,
lie, who on the cross htd died,

He is risen and Ris Mercy weavth tendrIio~n ifo'

Oh, that message 1 how it echoes down tbro' ail the
passing years, -

lProm Uic realms of love supernal, to thismidaS
vale of tears;-

With its promise for ail thue,
With its wealth of peace sublime,

To restore our ancient birthright and dispel &U doubts
and fears.-

Oh ye who toil and'strugle ini thc meshes of the
-strif e-

Ail ye who bow beneath the heavy burdens Of your
life,

Look ye to Him above,
WhoseeMercy, and whose love

Is ever constant, ever watchfül, ever eager, ever if e-

Aùd ye who toiling onward at the closing of Uic day,
To pause foot-sore and weary by the roïasde on Uic

L.ook up to Himwhodied.
That ye mnight be glorified,

Ho will flood with heavenly comfort weary souls -who
ask and pray.
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