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FRESH
LOCAL
EGGS.

Ample supplies of
FRESH LOCAL EGGS

now coming forward.
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WE CAN SUPPLY
YOUR NEEDS.
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ow - i Just Folk
. : ; ; 5 enthusiastic meeting us O S'
was held | " ht in . connection By IDGAR A. GUEST.
KE AS NIGH with St. |} 8's Garden -Party and

al iness was, done.
e details were ar- BOYHOOD.

] : § workers in each de-| Perhaps 'twas just a fancy, or mayhap
pattment | gen  on their jobs. ‘twas just a dream,
; ment Wwas given by But as I traveled down the road I saw
a silver stream,

. he kind ¢ help made by meém- | 1 haard its mer rgle and T s
: Parish and the C. red-wing ﬂ;},' i o
help is especially AndtIhknelw that birds were nesting in

3 u, e clump of trées nearby;
in?e:da"s n:l ;‘:m o‘: And then the strange thing happened.

the thing I can’t explain—
R much in need as | 1 was Whistling through my fingers to
y to finish the Rec- my old playmates again.

ard Otun‘ The we{ght f had left
W and of age () me, I was
st but the Church free from every care.

t $1,000 in repairs.| My little shirt was open, and my sun-
‘Mission started inj - burned legs were bare.
sghool at Apple | I had not wept at sorrow and I had not

Desh po bowed to-fate, .
' MORANENLLY | h&d not seén the solémn hearse come

are confident that slowly to the gate;
name _is legion) My face was tanned and freckled, and
support and make iy only grief was rain,

of 1923 the biggest |As I whistled through my fingers to my
R A old playmates again.

i ’hey tell me I was dozing, but my eyes
“Were open wide,
‘Anfl a1l the boys I used to know were
. racing at my side.
| for just one precious minute God
) above permitted me
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To live ualn, and see again, the boy: 1"

- uged
it m the silver stream whicﬁ
e Time's heavy chain,
whistled through my fingers ®
lur old playmates again.
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