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“ Shingles Catch Fire

place for flying brands. :

One-half the fire loss would be prevented if shingle roofs of adjoining

buildings did not cazck sparks blown from fires.

=PONSET

53" " PAROID ROOFING
Is Made to Resist Fire as Well as Water

Buildings covered with smooth; fire-resisting NEPONSET Paroid stand
' undamaged next to big fires when a shingle roofed building would be
doomed. You can greatly reduce danger of fire if you use NEPONSET Paroid,

which lasts longer than shingles and costs less to buy and less to lay.

" brown stained shingles—but is without their defects.

IFf you have a roof problem, solve it right. NEPONSET book
of facts may help you. Today is the day to send for it.
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One big, live spark, and shingles catch like kindling wood. Besides,
thousand curled-up edges give the best sort of lodgment and starting

You make a permanent investment when yqni buy NEPONSET Paroid; roofs laid
13 years ago are still good. Farmers who have studied roofing requirements arc
putting it on their best barns—on all buildings worthy of the best roof protection.

NEPONSET Proslate is the NEPONSET Roofing for your house. Looks like rich

F. W. BIRD & SON, 654 Lotteridge Street, Hamilton, Ont.
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- *‘ (Established I795.) NEPONSET Roofings Are Made tn Canada
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AR 4 ¢ <o ; s )
E‘ _— posan o2y re— T e

Without Milk.” Contains full information an
directions for using

Calf Meal Factory.
Establighed at Leicester, England, in 1800.

Calves Without Milk

Write for Free Booklet ‘‘How to Raise Calves Cheaply and Successfully
comiplete feeding

Blatchford's Calf Meal--The Perfect Milk Substitute

Three or four calves can be raised on it at the cost of one where milk is
fed. No mill feed. The only calf meal manufactured in an exclusive

Steele-Briggs Seed Co., Ltd., Winnipeg, Man.

Express paid to
any station

$15."

]

with all parts interchangeable.

guns to any station in Canada on receipt of $15.0C, and will guarante
factien or money refunded.

The Hingston Smith Arms Co. Limited, Winnipeg,

We have had made for us a special * Far killing Duck Gun.” This is made
It has the famous Greener crossbolt and

heavy breech. Price $16.00. We will prepay the express charges on these

e satis-

Man.

Winnipeg, Oct., 1811.

S

e
e

Sunday

Reading.

“Aim High.””

A Song of Ambition.

By John Prescott Guild.

“Aim high!”

Altho’ not with' a single bound,

We can the gleaming summit gain;
We higher rise upon each round,

As we for topmost ascent strain.
He who beeause he fears he’ll fail

To cross the wiaest surging seas;
Will not a “ship of Tarshish” sail,

Must “comb the beach” for smallest

fees.

“Aim high!”
Altho’ you take not largest prize,
Yet strive therefor, and lesser win;
Tho’ yon balloon not thro’ the skies,
Fly from the sun—rise thro’ clouds
thin;
What, tho’ you grow mot angel wings?
To throne of Jesus yet aspire;
The lark beneath the azure sings—
Do thou as well, altho’ no higher.

“Aim high!”

Whate’er assail, be not afright,
Faint heart will not the triumph see;

Fight on, tho’ wounded in the fight:
Strike as if sure of victory.
Attempt to gain immortal name,
By conquest worthy of thy power;
Unto the utmost honor claim,
That grace may thy strong effort
dower.

“Aim high!”
Be fix’d on excellence thy thought;
That you may yet with Gabriel vie;
Tho’ you fail in the task, you ought,
To do the task you ought, yet try.
Work for the pure and spotless white,
So cleanse thy soul of shame and sin;
Tho' in dense shade, turn toward the
light,
And all thot cans’t of glory win.

Chinook, Alberta, Canada.

Shown By A Telecope Lense.
Qome time ago the writer paid a visit
{o a factory to witness the testing of
the huge lens for the famous Liek tele-
scope. At the end of the long dark
room the largest fiint glass then in the
world was set up on edge. :
“Now." said the maker, “T will show

—

tvou the wonderful sensitiveness of the

| lens to outside influences.

| .

| Every Human Body Gives Out Heat,

pand  when brought near 1o extremely

sensitive substances, aflects them to a

Ugreater or less extent. Now wateh.”
e walked down to the lens, and held

his hand under it about two feet wway.

Snoqualmie, Lake Winnipeg.

| Instantaneously a ‘marvellous spectacle
| burst into view. It seemed as if the

great glass disk had become a living
volcano, spurting forth jets of flame.
The display was dazzling. Waving,
leaping, dancing, the countless ‘tongues
of light gleamed and vibrated. Then,
fitfully, reluctantly, they died away,
leaving the lens reflecting only a pure,
untroubled light.

“What is it? How do you account
for the wonder?” were the eager ques-
tions. ' e

“It is only the radiation of heat al-
ternately expanding and contracting the
glass. If I had put my hand upon the
lens itself, the phenomenon would have
been

Even More Violent.”

To a person ignorant of lenses the
almost supernatural sensitiveness of a
mass of glass weighing several hundreds
of pounds was astonishing. But to the
scientist it is an every-day matter, for
he has instruments that will register
with unfailing nicety the approach of a
person fifty or a hundred feet away.

The human heart is not unlike the
great lens. It is similarly sensitive, and
so cannot afford to surround itself with

evil. The radiations of influence are in-
finitely fine. Inevitably we vibrate to
“the company we keep.” Before we
know it we have taken the color and
tone of our neighbourhood.
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Is Civilization Only Skin Deep.

The stout man had jostled and fought
his way through the crowd at a London
railway terminus, and was scowling
fiercely as he pushed out a big dent in
his hat. Seated next to him in the
omnibus was a man who happened to
know him.

The stout man pointed to the battered
hat and said: “I believe men—and
women, too, for that matter—are no bet-
ter than savages. It’'s everyone for
himself. There isn’t a day passes but
| that T see something which convinces
| me civilization is only skin-deep.”

“I'm afraid you see only one side of
it,” replied his neighbor. “There are

Lots of Good Things

to be seen every day, too. Now here
is something that gives me a deal
of happiness during the year.” He pul-
led a small note-book from an inside
pocket.  Then he went on: “I used to
f_ovl as vou do -that people are very sel-
tfish: but when 1 began to study “them
more closelv. T saw so many pleasant
things t!mt [ vot in the habit of making
notes of them, and so carry this little
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