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brown plateaus 9.nd gorgeons bluffs, at
the silver links of, river appearing and
p-appeariflg ai it wound amongst its
billo.

-We chose a aheltered place, as, if the
1 wy as sunny, the wind vas chlii. The

urond in the coulee was golden with
poplar leaves. We lit a bit of a lire.
Around stood the trees in gorgeous, tints,
above vas the tender blue sky. Red
01maberries lingered on the bushes, and
tiiese were sought by pretty partridges,
@as tame and fearless as domestic hiens.

The papers and books vere brought
out, and we arranged ourselves comfort-
ably in our cosy grove and prepared for
a peaceful, restful Sabbath. No chnrch
beilleounded within miles, but the tingle
»f the cow-bcll in the valley was not
discordant. To one whose mind would
dwell on holy things, there was nothing
of jar or discord in this natural cathe-
dral, any rnorq'than in the grandest of
nds imaking. Perbaps not as much.

The sky vas the most lofty dome of
bIne, the huIs were lun-fired altars, the
river,*a very Riverf Life, the air, the
aweetest incense.- No distractions. of
dreas, or caste, no beggar at the gate.
lhe text would suggest itself-tbe great-
iie of the Creator, the littleness of

Fancy reading "A Girl of the Limber-
losel"-in sucli a place as I have tried
to describe !-meurely a proper place for
the perusal of such a nature loving book.

But preaently my alternate medita-
tions and reading were broken in upon
by cals for luncheon,- the kettle vas
boiled, our lunch eaten, and I washed
my dishes in water f rom the spring,
put them away, and v. returned to our
reading. - Then a grand tramp over the
his before t.he trip home in the peace-
fui Sabbath evening.

Thus do we pass our days "far front
the madding crowd'a inglorionss trife."

Marketing a New Product

Mrs. Dexter, from somewhere "down-
state," vas enjoying hier first ride in. a
crowded street car in Chicago. It hap-
pened ýthat a health officer, ini the per-
formance of bis regular duties, vas tak-
ing a sample .of the air in the car. Mrs.
Dexter'saw bhis manipulations, but could
not understand them, se, she turned te a
policeman who was sitting next to bier.

"I beg, your pardon," she said, "but
uan you tell me what that man is doingl,'

"'Yes, ma'am," answered the officer.
"He's bottling the atmosphere."

"For mercy's sake!" exclaimed Mrs.
Dexter. "What won't they do next! Do
they can the air and sell it nowadays V',

A Modern Torture-Music

I live in a fiat, on the second storey
of a large building in E-, and above
and below and beside me every neighbor
aeems to own a piano or a harmonium,
vîolin, or gramophone.

The emaîl room which bas been allot-
ted to me for work-quiet, thinking
work-is directly below one in which a
piano and a child bave painful struggles
daily.

There is a simple littie tune in
"Hamailton's Instruction Book," called
"Lilian's a Lady." It is perfectly harm-
leas; a genteel-little air--quite tuneful,
but to me, alas, Lilian is ail that is un-
ladylike and intolerable, and she is
responsible for the state of frenzy to
which 1 am now reduced.

Just imagine a simple littie tune with
a "one, two, three" bass causing se muec
Miserv! But what about the performera
of this "lady"-piece? ean it bc a barm-
less , innocent little cbild? If a child,t
how unchiîdlike in its persistency-thec
sanie tune over and over again for three-e
quarters of an bour by my watch! 1

Now fast, with wrong bars-now slow,
'Wth both hands, one sounding after the1
other, nlow jerky with faulty bass, nowc
aIl over again, and so on-but always1
'Lilian's a Lady"!r

Istart humming as I work, trying to
top tlue sounds from above. No use'

Whieni pause for breath the torture isa
stilI proceeding. I put may fingers to miv
ears, and, oh, borrors, the tune is crawl-t
ing through my brain! The churchy
dlock strikes, one, two, three, "Lilian's a

ad I seize my bat and rush wýv1d1vy

Along the pretty country road a quav-
ering old flute makes a running accorn-
paniment, .and I work on with bot bead
and clarnmy fingers, xixing tears and
ink-blots in sheer desperation.

The days creeps on, and now my tor-
ture is vanied by a piano-org-an-diaboli-
cal invention-mingling "The Maiden's
Frayer," ruined with endless liquid runs.

From another quarter the bagpipes
advance, and here I fling from me paper
and pen, and rush to the woods for soli-
tude. I throw inyself down on a bed of
daznp leaves and sleep cornes to my
rescue.

Awakening to the light of a tender
moon, I rise and wander back in searcli
of bed and food. AIl is still Oh,
blessed silence! Music, where are thy
charms!1 M.M.

Comnades

To complain is not a- fanît of igr
alone; it is a favorite pastime of youith
also. A writer in the Argonaut 'tel&
the following story of an incîdeàf'lia
Western university. The dean. of the
institution was told by the 'atudtà%
that tbe cook vas turning out food ibt.
"fit to cat."i

The dean smimoned the delinqlent,
Iectured him on his shoriteominga, %#d
threatened him with dismissal uniless
conditions were bettered.

"Wby, sir," exclaimed the cook, "yýou
oughtn't to place no much importance
on what the, young men tell you about
my mesis! They come to me ini just
the same way about your lectur. s."
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out of the fiat, downstairs, and away
anywhere!

With nerves quite shattered, I take
the advice oif my doctor and leave the
city for a time, hoping in the peace of a
country village to finish that braîn work
before alluded to.

Alas, the village is here, but not the
peace! From a ncighiboring cottage
corne forth the strains of an unmusical
box plaving two tunes which bid fair to
rival "Lilian's a Lady" in their cruel
monotonous repetition - "Home, Sweet
Home" and "Abide with M.%e." Lively
and pathetic airs! Stili, after several
hours I find myself nervously handling
the paper-knife and muttering, "Abide
with v'ou," indeed! There is no "home,
no home, no home, sweet home," and
other imbecilities!

The New. Waltkam M ilitary Watch
u- sign Reg'd"

The. regular Waltxamn Mlitaryr Watch, aaeacy
ouppl in great numbm to Cansidlan oolren, ;aa
aplenclict eturcty tmenkecper.

WCe now offer an *pro1ement tihe aivantage of
wiiiciiwmllbc noted from the. above flluatratkxL. T6
watcli las its own armor plate wlucliproitect a r
t;anyý cover e icryetal.

T" ;o's the.moot eubtantal wrest «ratchi m-Aclfor
mitary men. It lias a oolid bacwk cs.wmi two 6zek-o
renclcrin< ;t w.atiicr proof.

WC venture to oay t6it t6i. engtii anc1 r.liaIbaâ
of thieu watciiCB wM lwell cormoepond w;th -th~.eam«
f;gitn'g quait;ce of the. Canacliean ooeoJ*cwlio V~i
the.1 .

Aïk to sce the. new watcii at your J.wclere. Itw
oephecl n, 7 Jewel graci at $12, andi 15 -Jewel grade
at $5

Waltkam Watck Company
Canad L.sBtI .&Jamoe Stret, Montro


