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ZBTORM STRESS AND ELEMENTAL.
} CONFUSION PRECEDE GROWTH,

“TALMAGE'S WORD OF HOPE

+MBocial Disturbances, Upheavals, Labor
) Strikes, and the Conflict of the
|~ “Classes and the Masses” Inevitable
"\ u#Precursors of Orderly National De-

-velopment—This Also Is Nature’s
‘| ¥ Method of Attaining to Perfection.

g g
{ Zonto, at ths Dept. of Aatissitire Ouas.
Los Angeles, Cal, Oct. 14—In this
swermon the preacher shows that as
storms, stress and elemental confusion
-are the forerunners of growth and or-
+«derly development in nature, so social
~adisturbances, upheavals, labor strikes
-sand the conflict of “the classes and the
sumasses” are the inevitable precursors
+wof orderly natiomal .development. The
*ext d» Proverbs xlv., 4, “Where no
oxen aw, the crib is clean, but much
“ dncreasy Is by the strength of the ox.”
Al true lovers of the beautiful should
~ wead the messages of .its great high
» Ppriest, John Ruskin. There never lived
«=a man who wielded a poetic-prose pen
“.#ike his His “Seven Lamps of Archi-
" tecture® and “Ethics of the Dust” and
“ “Stones, of Venice,” his *“Sesame and

© "Lilles” and “Crown of Wild Olive,” his

“*Studies of Wayside Flowers” and of
“The Cloud Form and the “Relation
of Natural Science to Art” offer to the
mesthetio enthusiast visions of this
«world which cannot be found amung
#*ghe writings of any other writer, living
~or dead.

If you have read John Ruskin care-
- #ully you meay remember how in one
~«ohapter he makes a mighty plea for the
« mesthetics 'of life as against the ruthless
+ dnvasion ‘of clalism., He de-
& “in. ‘veh t language the
“redrtless vandalism of ‘the business

+ mporld 'which would paint a horrible:

cadvertisement of some patent medl-

~ wine upon the rocks of a majestic pali-

v wadeor -
wralls the ‘fact that England's anrtistic
vmensibilities are so chilled and dulled

.~

.

Gibmltar. He be-

vaghat sherwould allow the manufactur-
~+er's wheel to turn into a muddy stream
v4the clear, beautiful water that:leap
~put of the mountains, and he excori-
- ates the iopmoclastic brutality of the
* lumberman which would bury the axe
" §m the heart of the grand old oaks that
* for centuries have been lifting up their
Beafy hands to God in an attitude of
yprayer. But, though John Ruskin, our
wteacher, our Gamaliel, our aesthetic high
waiest, who leads us in worship at the
altar of the beautiful, makes this plea
for the preservation of the woods and
the valleya, though he would strike
@own the hands of the iconoclast who
‘mvould desecrate the high cliff, yet the
rwhole world knows that' if commer-
«cialism di@ not shut its eyes at times
%o the aesthetic our railroads would be
~unable {0 summel under the mountains
-~ @and the farmers could never cover their
v flelds with grain. In order that the in-
~ wreasing human race may live we must
«‘cut and tear down and glash. In many
.@enses we must have a chaotic cosmos
dn order to have progression.
. Hf you will turn to my text and read,
%t earefully, as the inspired penman
aeant i to be read, you will find that
. #he thought “which I am enunciating

7 iKimg Solomon taught in his book ot
¥ Prowverbs thousands of years ago. He

®oes out one morning, 'when the com-
plaiing farmer enters his barn. Ev-
erything there is fiithy and dirty. The
straw" beds upon which the oxen slept
are all-mussed up and must be raked
out into the barnyard and the stalls
cleaned. The chickens have flown into
the haymow and scattered the hay.
“The grain bags have been broken open
By the mice. The manger itself is in a
fearful -state. The oxen in mosing for
theirfood have scattered it every-
wihere. “Oh, dear,” exclaims the farm-
er, “just look at that barn. Did you
ever see such a.mess? It is work, work,

v mwork; clean, clean, clean, I never finish

¥. fixing up the barn one day, but I have

“bo go to work and fix it all up again
the next” “'Tis true that what you
e®ay is hard,” answers the wisest of all
mmen. “But farmer, remember that you
“cannot have tidiness and cleanliness if
spou. have oxen, and if you did not have
any eoxen you could mot plough your
fields and could not sow your grain and
not receive any financial return
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fled with my sympathy,
man!” it answers sharply: >
i€ not my enemy, but my friend. It
comes to me as a lover and puts its
white arms about me and says: ‘Tree,
I want thee to Hve @& hundred years.
I want thee to grow thousands upon
thousands of leaves.. But in order to
do this. I must husband thy strength.
I must give thee an annual rest. 1
must enrich the soil where thy roots
are buried. Trust me. Belleve me. I
am thy friend, for the deeper I pile the
snowbanks about thy ‘trunk the richer
the food thou shalt have to Hve upon
when the warm summer sun comes
back from its journey on the other side
of the equator and kisses thy cheeks’
The frost is my friend and not my ene-
my.” s

I turn from the forests and enter the
valleys. There I find the corn and the
wheat and the vegetables growing ev-
erywhere. It isnow July instead of
Januvary. I have foolishly gone out
without my heavy boots and mackin-
tosh. My wife warned me that it might
rain svhen I started out, but I heeded
not her advice. The dark clouds were
even then gathering. Suddenly there
sounds a muttering of thunder. Then
the lightnings flash and a tree is shat-
tered by my side. Then comes the rain
falling in a perfect deluge, The rain
does not matter much to me, because 1
know that if I walk briskly and keep
my blood in circulation I shall not
catch cold! The poor corn! They seem
to be almost human, They seem to
hang their heads as though they do not
want the water to spatter into their
faces. “Poor things, poor things!” 1
says, But almost instantly a mighty
chorus of protest sounds from - the
flelds. “We are not poor things,” they
answer. “We are panched, and God
has sent us this  rain ¢o quench our
thirst. 'We are filthy, and God has sent
us this shower bath to cleanse us,' We
would die of hunger, but God, dy this
rain, has swelled the brooks until they
come leaping down the mountdin sides
to irrigate the valleys that our food
may be moistened so that our roots can
suck it up. God has sent us this at-
mospheric disorder that we may grow
strong and feed a hungry world. The
rain is just as essential to our lives as
the sunbeam.” Wonderful and true an-
swer that. When I tramped home 1
did not find fault with my wet gar-
ments, I knew that the rain, as truly
as the sunshine, was sent as a messen-
ger of divine love. ‘“Where no oxen
are the crib is clean, but much in-
crease is by the strength of the ox."
Do you not grasp the sublime proverb
as applied to the physical or natural
life?

But we can have “a stagmating cos-
mos” in our mental life as well as in
our physical or lower entities ' The
man who physically basks under the
summer sun, who never ‘wishes to do
any manual labor, who always sits
down in preference to standing up and
rides instead of walks; the man who
never takes any more active exercise
than walking upstairs to his bed and
who never feels the exhilaration of a
pedestrian expanding his chest against
the beating. winds, either becomes a
physical degenerate or is foolishly sign-
ing his own death warrant. On the
other hand, the man who simply allows
his brain to lie fallow, who newer de-
velops-his' mind, who mnever studies,
who” never struggles up the mountain
heights of thought, as ' the Alpine
olimber pants and pushes and puls
himself up the crags of the Matter-
horn, i & man who becomes a mental
degenerate. It is only by work, only by
discouragements, only by shutting the
teeth and bracing the will and pushing
ahead, that the chaotic conditions of
the mental realm can be evolved into
the harmonies of a mental ‘cosmos.

John Ruskin once beautifully de-
soribed the development of the mind.

ly different uses — Hmbs of mind
which if you don't exercise you crip-
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Red Rash, Hezema, in fact any
skin disease, disfigtires the com-
plexion because the bowels are
constipated—or  because the
kidneys do not rid the system of
waste—or because the skin itself
is unhealthy. 4
Ointments, salves and soaps are
useless, Because the trouble is
with the blood. %
Owing to defective action of bowels,
kidneys or sk the blood becomes
laden with im Itis these impur-
fties — deposited by the blood— that
make boils, pimples, and painful, dis~
fguring skin diseases. It is because
the trouble is with the bowels, kidneys
nr skin, that FRUIT-A-TIVES cure

oa “FaurT LIVER TABLETS ™
ect directly on the eliminating organs—
correct their irregularities—strengthen
them—and thus clear theskin and make
the complexion clear and.soft.

If you have any skin trouble—or any
fault with constipation, liver trouble,
biliousness, headaches, indigestion,
rheumatism—cure yourself with Frait-
a-tives, They are made of fruit juices
and tonics—and never fail to cure,

5oc. a box or 6 boxes for fz.so.
Sent on receipt of price if your
druggist does not handle them.

FRUIT-A-TIVES
LIMITED,
O1TAWA,

tal progress is like the commotion and
disorderer waters of a brook. - There
the waters are pure and sweet, because
one moment they are tumbling over a
cascade, the next they are being dash-
ed imto foam against some bowider,
and. the pext they are as a waterfall
leaping over some cliff. They are never
still, They are always moving, always
readjusting themselves to new condi-
tions. ¢

As I note the restless commotions of
the individual mind, so I note also the
restless conditions of the social world
and the conflict of the classes against
the masses. The socialistic upheavals
of the present time are not a sign that
our present governmental life is to be
destroyed. They are a sign, and a sure
sign. that out of these upheavals there
shall come forth a better truth, a bet-
ter honesty, a purer social life. How
many wrongs there are to be righted
on both sides! Capital, with its vast

SUFFERED AGONIES
FOR FOUR YEARS

Whole Foot Nothing But Prcud Flesh
— Tried Different Physicians and
All Kinds of Ointments — Could
Walk Only With Crutches — Ohio
Man Says :

““CUTICURA REMEDIES
THE BEST ON EARTH.”

“In the year 1899 the side of my
right foot" was cut off from the little
toe down to the h

eel, and the physician
P who had charge of me
ZeA - —owas thying to sew up
the side of my foot,
but with no success.
When he found out
;]hat b:vouldn't work,
e began trying to
heal the wound with
all kinds of ointment, |
until at last my whole
foot and way up
above: my calf was
nothing -but, proud
flesh.  T'suffered un-,
told agonies for'four years, and tried
different physicians and all kinds of oint-
ments. 1 could walk only with crutches.
It is sixtoen months ago since I Began
ing Cacicura Soap and Ointment for
%b and foot. The. first : two
ntonths the Cuticura Remedies did; not
seem to work, but I kept on using them
i both. In two weeks afterwards I saw a
n _ Then Fbegan using
Cuticura Soap and Ointment often dur-
~ing the day and ﬁ:t it up for seven
‘ ‘months; when my limb :was healed up’
“just the same as if ‘I never had trouble.

Cuticura Remedies, the

on 's earth. I am w

4 ering. - The ‘cost of
- Ointment ‘- and Seap * was' &
“but: the_doctors’ “were. tiore like
©$600. You can: my .
{;u any one to e
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penses at home and yet sell at . the
maximum price the needy people will
pay?” Ah, there is something commer-
cially wrong: about such a condition as
that. Capital, by her own actions,
stands as a confessed usurer and extor-
tioner,  Her motto often @s, “Squeese
the last drop of blood out of the people.
Do not run a business for a fair com-
petence, but run it"to get every cent
of p:ont out of the human race that we

On the other hand, Labor is just as
cruel and selfish an extortioner as Cap-
ital when she gets the chance, Ina fa-
mous bookstore of Chicago there was
one corner which went by the name of
“Saints and Sinners.” Eooks of all
creeds were placed there side by side.
There infidel and atheist and minister
would sometimes meet for a quiet chat
in a Monday symposium. But in the
social world, taken as a whole, there
are no “saints.”  Too often we find
both Capital and Labor robed in the
black garments of selfishness instead
of the white robes of altruism. Their
motto becomes, not * Live and let live,”
but “Live ourselves and get all we can
at the other man’s eéxpense.” Of course
I am not now talking of the capitalist
..and the laborer as individuals,

Yes, Capital to-day cannot be proud
of her past record. She has a heart of
stone, Neither has Labor to-day any-
thing to be proud of in her past ac-
tions. She has an adamantine heart of
selfishness and greed. Bui when I look
upon the struggles of these two mighty
soclal factors I am not a pessimist, for
in the soclal storms, in the strikes and
recriminations, in the blows, which are
now falling thick and fast, in the wars
and rumors of wars, in the universal
soclal digorder, I see a bright day com-
ing. Peace and prosperity and univer-
sal brotherhood .shall yet be evolved
out of the present eocial chaos, No
‘stagnating soclad cosmos” is here. All
these social upheavals are only rain-
bow signs in the heavens that the so-
cial wars shall soon cease. “Where oo
oxen are, the crib is clean, but much
increase i by the strength of the ox.”

What is true of the mental, physical
and social realms.is emphatically true
of the epiritual life. It is not by a
life of spiritual eage that we are going
to receive God's true ges, It is
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“Grand Peninsular”
The Ideal Ritchen Range

The “Grand Peninsular” is my ideal of what a perfect cast-iron range should be.

It is the most reliable cooker of its kind—because the oven is built exactly like the
oven of an expensive steel range.

Steel radiates heat quicker than cast-iron. Instead of using only a steel BOTTOM
OVEN—top, bottom and sides—of patent Levelled Steel Plate.

That’s one reason why the “ Grand Peninsular” is such a quick, even cooker—and
saves so much fuel.

Then I do awiy with all guess work zbout the baking, by putting a thermometer on the oven door. . The
oven is perfectly ventilated—the air kept fresh and dry-—thus' preventing soggy baking.
large and strong and easily removable,

All the ornamentation—the nickeled parts—can be lifted off the range when cl

You can see Peninsular Ranges at your local dealer’s store.

Clare Bros. & Co., Limited,
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only by struggle, only by prayer, only
by agony, only by wrestling, as Jacob
'wrestled with the angelic messenger
¢hrough the long, ddrk night, that
Christ reveals his face to us in  the
“beauty of holinesss’ We must do as
Jesus did. We must spend forty long
days in the wilderness before we can
oome to our true spiritual cosmos and
walk hand in hand with God.

I was never more impressed with this
thought than some time ago when 1
was reading “The History of a Preach-
er's Life,” by Dr. Rainsford, late rector
of St. George’s Episcopal church of
New York City. Dr. Rainsford had
been preaching the gospel for many
years. He was at that time one of the
most prominent preachers of Canada.
Suddénly there came a time when his
old theology was passing eway. He
could not see things as he once saw
them. Try as he would, he could not
see them with the old eyes. Like Sam-
#on, he seemed to be shorn of his
strength. His audience left him. His
power seemed to be gone. But he kept
bravely on in his spiritual struggle.
He prayed. Oh, how  eannestly he
prayed! Then one day the new light
.came. He was praying in his study
and reading the parable of the prodigal

| son when the new gospel truth dawned

upon his. He said: “That prodigal son
went away from .God, but he never
ceased to be a son of his Divine Father.
Some of 4s may wander far, far away,
but we are all God’s children. He nev-
er ceases to love us.’' He is ready to
receive and forgive all of us if we
only come back to the Diviné Father's
love?’ At once Dr. Ralnsford’s. old
faith was revived; the theological mys-
teries passed away; from ithe chaos,
the disorder of his religious hopes,
there came the cosmos of the faith of a
simple child,

Friend, I would look into your eyes
to-day. You are worried. 'You are like
: Martha, trouliled about many, things.
But you are not like: sister,
worrled about e heavenly feast. ‘You
are ‘worried about your relationship
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District.
NORT@H_SRZFORD.

Mr. and Mra. J. Secord were the
guests' of Mr. and Mrs, D. Macpher-
son on Wednesday.

Mrs. Moore  has

returned home

after spending a mom'th with friends
near ‘Welland.

Leonard Clinkersmith' sold awvalu-
able horse this week.

Mrs. Vickory left on Tuesday for
Walkerville, where she will make her

home,

John Wardell was an Orford visitor
this weeek.

Walter Christner, Dresdenm, visited
his ¢ousins, Messrs. Ellis, on Monday.

R. Hnelthem:ggton and G, Wardell
have returned from an extended visit
to the Northwest; looking hale and
hearty.

J. Secord intenmds putting a bent
to his barn this fall.

Mrs. Ryan was the guest of her
sister, Mrs. J, Christner, Dresden, on
Sunday.

It is disgraceful to stumble thrice
at the same stome.
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A Ventilating Oven that Ventiates.

There is only one practical way of ‘ventilating a : i B
that.way has been adopted in the’ Paltrndm—-is an gzﬂ%e%
not a mere talking point. Y ‘ ;

_Fresh air is drawn from the outside through small vents into the
oven while the odors and cooking fumes are forced by the fresh air oug.
through small vents into the smoke flues, and up the chimney, '

ed in a Pa ndora oggnretaintheir ‘sweet, natural ﬂ;vag,
e from cooking odors, absolutely unmixed with any forei




