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The Overflowing Cup

As one looks out on the world
with all its struggles for a living
and its lamentations of life, one
‘would fancy that the world was
pretty much a wilderness and
rather journeying toward the end
of its productive power rather than
a world of wealth. It is amazing

‘that in the midst of the world's
_opulence there is so much poverty.
It is not that God has not given
us the overflowing cup in nature,
but because, by our selfishness,
misgovernment and improvidence
we have prevented God’s blessings
reaching to others. “The earth is
full of His riches,” for all to en-
joy. God has margins for all. Na-
ture’s sturehouses are abundant.
If all are not enjoying the over-
flowing cup of God’'s natural bless-
ing the trouble is with man and
pot with God.
* * *

There is a legend which asserts
that in the long centuries of the
past the ears of wheat extended
the whole length of the straw, and
that it was owing to the sin of man
ithat the ears of wheat shriveled to
their present dimensions. It is 2
strange legend, but it at least sug-
gests the truth that the munifi-
cence of God is often marred by
the folly of man. One writer, in
picturing the race. says: “The over-
flowing cup i® knocked over in our
icarelessness or greediness and, in-

tead of being regaled by the rich
feast heaven spreads on summer'’s
lembroidered cloth. in folly and pas-
sion we doom ourselves to eat
erumbs which fall from the table.
Surely, when the nations return to
wisdom and virtue, they shall no
more be an hungered, but find the
world their Father’s house, with
bread enough and to spare.”

* *» A

But the overflowing cup is not
confined to the material side of
life. The goodness and gracious-
ness are wonderfully revealed in
the spiritual realm. The psalmist
fully realized this and expressed
it in the greéatest of pastoral songs,
when he said: ‘“Thou preparest a
table before me in the presence of
mine enemies. Thou anointest my
head - with oil, my cup runneth
over."” David had wandered in
devious paths. He knew something
of green pastures and gloomy glens.
but, in seeking to give a true es-
imate of life, he is glad to witness
out of considerable experience, that
to be a guest of God’s house is to
be the recipient of abundant hos-
pitality, and that salvation is a
feast of good things prepared by
a gracious God.

* * Ed

The Father’s spirit is made clear
n the parable of the lost son, where
He speaks of ‘“bread enough and to
spare,” ‘‘the best robe” and “the
fatted calf.” In addition, we are
continually reading of joy unspeak-
able; the peace that passeth under-
standing;. the abundant life, and
that He is able to do for us “ex-
ceeding abundantly above all that
we ask or think.” This is the lan-
guage of grace. We see it in the
work of divine forgiveness. It is
full and free. An ancient king once
pardoned a convict, who later ap-
peared at the palace gate for food.
As the king heard his request he
said: “I granted you pardon, but I
did not promise you bread.” There
could be no such sense of stingi-
ness in the spiritual blessings be-
stowed on man. To the penitent
comes the assurance of an abundant
pardon.

* * *

God gives his people also the
overflowing cup of fellowship. Sit-
ting at an Eastern table meant fel-
lowship. To eat another’'s bread
and still be unfaithful was a grave
njustice. Human friends are often
guilty of this sin. David himself
had reason to say: ‘‘Mine own fa-
miliar friend, in whom T trusted,
which did eat my bread, hath lift-
ed up his hand against me.” It is
a great thing to find a friend,
whose fellowship never fails; wha

—

possesses a love which ‘“‘suffereth
long and is kind,” which ‘““beareth
all things, believeth ali things,
hopeth all things and endureth al]
things.” This is suggestive of the

overflowing cup of divine fellow-
ship.
x * *

In order that man might enter
into the munificence of God’s grace
as revealed in the overflowing cup
of divine. forgiveness and fellow-
ship, we know it was necessary for
Christ to drain the cup of sacrifice
and suffering. The full chalice is
not cheaply obtained nor lightly
given. The cup He drank contained
bitter ingredients, that the cup He
offered might overflow with bless-
ings. This is indieative of the gra-
ciousness of God and the greatness
of man. Man can never be satiefied
until the cup of his Mfe is filled
with the fulness of God.°* With-
out Him, life is empty and bit-
ter, but with Him, life is enlarged
and enriched to overflowing,

Hotel, Aparhnen:t and Club and
the Gore

The site suggested and upheld years
1go by The Free Press as the best site
in London upon which to place an up-
to-date, modern hotel is the Gore be-
{ween Richmond street and Clarence

street, at this time occupled by the

“hristian Science Church and a line of
very modest private houses.

Ex-Alderman Drake recapitulated
his week to this paper all the argu-
ments originally set forth as being in its
favor: Its position halfway between the
~Janadian Pacific and the Canadian
‘\'a'tional Railways stations; its outlook
n four separate streets; the street rail-
¥ay and bus services contingent to {2
wind the fact that at one side, a hotel
laced at this point would look out upon
Vietoria Park. 2z

The years that have passed have
1.ought other reasons why the Gore, in
)art, or in its entirety, might well be
nade to look like something.

One of these reasons is the necessity
‘or “light housekeeping,” which has
Jeen brought about by the scarcity of
lomestic servants. A hotel, with a large
ipartment house attached to it in such
v way that meals, or, at any rate, din-
ters. could be served to the residents of
he apartments, would meet a long-felt.
want in this city.

Such a building, or block of build-
ngs, could also provide the Community
Jlubhouse and Auditorium of which
-sondon stands so sadly in need for the
ieccommodation of its many clubs and
societies.

The Gore, with its delightful prospect
1» Richmond street and across the park,
/ith its convenient situation and with
he chance it affords for the making of
L useful beauty spot in the very heart
f London, is an ideal site for each and
Ul of these oncoming very pressing
indertakiAs, ;

Both A:t Fault

The Bolsheviki in Russia and the
“acisti in Italy are both organizations
f repression and violence. The Bol-
;hevist.and the Facist are advocates of
neasureés directed against the freedom
% the individual.

The idea of the right to proper growth
n the individual and his capacity for
»bedience to moral truth is held in deri-
ion. In place of such growth and such
will to righteousness in the individual,
)oth bodies regard an unquestioning
»bedience to autocratical self-consti-
:uted committees as the one correct,
workable theory.

Some one remarked that Italy is try-

ng to build a “new heaven and a new
sarth” on that plan., So are the Bol-
shekiki. and, though nelther bodies
1ave been long in existence, both are
ioomed to failure, because true national
jreatness is built up only by a people
that has the right as well as the capae-
ity to think for itself. The condition of
continued violence under which Italy
ind Russia are working precludes real
progress toward national greatness,
and it is but a matter of time before
the citizens of those countries will real-
ize that similar things, aimed at by
greater men than those now trying to
put over their theories, have failed
aforetime, and, under lesser men, such
as those in control in Italy and Russia,
the present control must come to a still
more rapid end.
A release from these trammeled con-
litions in both countries will be of bene-
fit to the progress of true democracy ip
Europe.

NOTE AND COMMENT

“Politics is still an art.”” A black art
as practiced by some.

The men who scaled Mount Logan
“went over the top’ in fine style,

When a man pockets his pride to put
money in his pocket he's decidedly out
of pocket in pride.

Laughing oneself into a peaceful
frame of mind is one of the best uses
for laughter.

China has been ‘‘awakening” so
long it's about time it rubbed the sleep
out of its eyes. \

Write peace into the Book and you
won’'t have to fight for it with the Bul-
let.

There are two sides to every indus-
try: the cutting of costs and the crea-
tion of business.

N. B. No more meetings of the Cabi-
net until after the elections of August
10.

Now it's the United States that is a
‘“‘world menace.” Trotzky and the
Harvard history professor are pessimis-
tic pals.

There are still, it is estimated, 70,-
000.000 persons in the United States to
whom the railways can sell their
services.

One hears so much about the world
nowadays (World Federation This and
World Federation That) and so little
about the flesh and the devil.

Australia is following Canada’'s lead
in regard to the acceptance of titles.
The custom is to be thrown into the
discard. Wellfj'done, Australia. - The
plan 1s in Keey g with your democratic
spirit i ;

The Third Colum‘n

FAITH. ,
This much I kraw -
God does not wrong us here,
Though oft His judzments
severe
{ And reason falters 'neath the blow,

So oft I've erred
In trifling matters of my own con-
cern;
So oft I've blundered at the simplest
turn,
Chosen the false path or the foolish
word
That what I call my judgment seemed
absurd.

My puny reason cries
Against the bitter
blows
Measuring the large world by the inch
it knows,
Seeing all joy and pain through selfish
eyes,
Not knowing hurt and suffering may
be wise.

and the

But I have come to see,
So vast God’'s love, so
plan (
That it is well, it was not left to man
To alter or to say what is to be,
When reason failed, faith Also then
would flee.

infinite His

God knowest best!
Through the black night and agony
of grief
Faith whispers low:
your belief!
In time His purpose He shall manifest.
Then shall you learn how greatly you
were blest.”
—Edgar A. Guest.
(Copyright, 1925, by Edgar A. fjuest.)

““Hold fast to

THE BEGINNING.

I have now lived more than half of
my allotted time in this world and I am
more convinced than ever that this life
is but the beginning of an eternal exist-
ence.

To me nothing points otherwise than
to this conclusion. :

In the first place, our greatest Tcach-
er on this eartn is Nature. And in

Nature nothing really dies. All is
change, even when decay apparently
draws the curtain on a former bright
and active existence.

Knowledge is a growing affair. We
are conscious each morning we arise
that we know nfore than we did the
day Dbefore. ,Even in indolence the
forces of life accumulate, try our best,
as we some times do, to stay their
march,

From every leaf, flower, shrub, or
water element we are given some lesson
in the book of Eternity.

The very rocks in our yards or out

among the hills, are merely evidences
of change, or the dropped symbols from
a strange language of letters that the
Infinite Shepherd of all has left for
our study and profit.
Were these brief years to be all for
us, from what source come all the
numberless calls of our spirit to arise
and bear out the day and night in]
larger, braver part?

From whence can the choice incen-
tives of .life come forth? Why are the
unkind thoughts of this nfiture so often
melted in the fire, refined anew and
brought to light in the sweeter elements
of our being? 1f we are to be classed
with the breath that we give to the
air about us, why were we given breath
at all in the first? Why shouldn't we
have been left to merely kiss the leaves
of the forest or the barren backs of
molten rocks?

I am réminded that not a single ele-
ment of this bodily life of mine is absent
from the earth beneath my feet. I am
but a gathering of the Divine Builder
made up into a man. I am unconcern-
ed as to what form this bodily being
may some time take. I only know that
I shall not be less than what I am. And
every lesson of truth teaches me every
day that this life is but the beginning.
And I am
3 . “Sustained and soothed
By an unfaltering trust,
Like one who wraps the drapery of
his couch
About him, and lies down to pleasant
dreams.”
—George Matthew Adams.

TWO MEN.

I see Jim Jasper working with
hatchet, saw or spade; he might as well
be lurking in comfort, in the shade; for
he has bonds and leases and shining
silver pleces and greenbacks ready
made. He's always building fences or
tearing fences down; he’s surely. lost
his senses, I mutter with a frown; why
doesn't he get busy, and buy a costly
Lizzie, and joy ride through the town?
He's always making ditches or digging
useless wells, and he has heaps of riches
in safe deposit cells; T wonder, with my
neighbors, just why he sweats and
labors—he should be wearing bells. He
sees me sit forever beneath my banyan
tree; I shy at all endeavor, dodge every
job I see; the sunshine round me
streaming, I sit there idly dreaming,
and drlnkl,ng ginger tea. And he has
asked me often, ‘“Why don't you quarry
stone? This laziness will soften the
little brains you own; man’'s given thew
and muscle, and if he’s wise he'll bustle
to gain another bone. How can you sit
and molder in thls enchanted air, with
fungus on your shoulder and mildew
in your hair? To sit here in the
shadow and dream of El Dorado won't
get you anywhere.” He thinks I am
as silly as he appears to me; he's trot-
ting like a filly while I am drinking tea;
we both are happy mortals, we fill the
air, with chortles, though different we
be.

-Walt Mason.

LITTLE BENNY’'S NOTE BOOK.
Us fellows was playing marbles for
keeps in the empty lot and Persey
Weever came up in a pair of wite nick-
ers and patten leather shoes and stood
there watching us, and pritty soon 1
missed a shot, saying, Aw, darn jyou,
Persey.

Wy, wats a matter,
Persey sed.

You know darn well wat you did,
you came and stood there in your wite
pants and patten leather shoes and
made me miss, I sed.

Well for goodniss sakes, a persin
cant do enything eny more, Persey sed.

And we kepp on playing and pritty
soon Sid Hunt missed a shot that was
as easy as pie, saying, Aw good nite,
hay Persey, get away from heer will
you.

G wizz, wat am I doing? Persey sed.

This aint Sundey, is it? Sid sed, and
Persey sed, I dident say it was, and
8id sed, Well then wat are you doing
coming erround heer in wite pants and
patten leather shoes on a week-day and
making us fellows miss.

Well for goodniss sakes, this {g a
free country, izzent it? Persey sed.

Wich jest then Reddy Merfy missed
a cintch of a shot, saying, Look at that,
would vou, can you imagine that, hay
Persey if you stand erround heer
mutch longer looking like that I wont
be responsible for tbe consequenses.

O for goodniss sakes Im not going
to stand heer lissening to sutch re
dickuliss remarks, Persey sed.

And he started to wawk away as if
it was his own ideer and us fellows
kepp on playing and missing easy shots
every once in awhile without enything

pehil to blame them on,

wat did I do?

seem !

wuile day we'll learn ‘twas better so.

cruel!

|

| Doc. Pep’'s Mail Bag

| QUEEN ALEXANDRA
! SANATORIUM, July 31. —
The insect orchestras of the
pasture land are already
l;tuning. their instruments
» beloved in Japan, for sum-
mer's grand finale. Yet sum-
mer’'s third act, August, is
in many ways the best. The
sheer loveliness of June, of course,
is not here, but its climax is pro-
duced in the wheat field’'s lovely
gold which border the corn land's
plumed companies. The tree fruits
which delight thrifty farmwives at
thejr preserving kettles will soon merge
into maturity. October’'s golden pump
kins are abroad, emerald promises of
pies that are yet to be. All these
thoughts are born of a picture post
card sent me by a friend on Strath-
roy’s second rural route. It is a pic-
ture of red-clad youngsters tracking
the Thanksgiving turkey, and the
writer says: “I think the pictured snow
may help you to feel cooler, and the
scene is quite appropriate, as I am fol-
lowing our own turkeys around feeding
them these days, In preparation for
Thanksgiving.”” This post card is an-
other of those kind responses to The
Free Press ‘‘Countrywoman’s’” sugges-
tion on our behalf. It cheers me up.
I like to think of all Western Ontarlo’s
countrywomen feeding their turkeys
and seeing in them not feathered strut-
ters of the barnyard, but baked mounds
of brown deliciousness reposing in the
heart of some secret dressing, flanked
near by a sugary cranberry sauce and
giblet gravy, gold-green and steaming
hot.

Almost forgotten Coueism is suggest-
ed in this friend's gay verse:
“It seems to me that day by day,
Your column improves in every way.
The answer you wrote to the chil-
dren’s letter
I really think could not have
better.
And it never occurred to me until then
Just what ‘yours truly’ should mean to
men.
But there, I am slushy, and that won't
do,
And here’'s no place for rhymed goo.
But I have some news — I'm no longer
stout,
For I lost
doubt!”
-——The Shortwriting Maid.

been

nine pounds beyond a

‘“Nancy,” of London, {s a member of
our Imperial Daughters, and she prom-
ises to bring this sanatorium’s crying
needs — electric fans amongst other
things — before her own chapter when
vacations over. We hope many more
members of Londofi and district organ-
izations will keep the Queen Alexandra
in mind for the fall. Your statement
about ,orphans’ homes meets with mj)
indorsement. Institutionalism should be
shunned. Yet some very large orphans’
homes get around that by the cot-
tage system. The late Thomas Alway
Hall’'s noble bequest to parentless chil-
dren has not been recognized by the
public as it should have heen. As you
say, many think the founder of th«
shelter was one ‘“Thomas Alway,” and
never read ‘“Hall,” as his surname, but
consider it merely a description of the
building. London might very well have
a Special Sunday soon, or along to-
wards the opening of 1926 welfare drive,
which would be devoted to the history
and romance of London orphanages.
Incidentally, enlightening all of us on
the late Mr. Hall’s noble philanthropy.

Thanks, ‘“‘Dawn,” for those selec-
tions: Van Dyke's ‘“‘Footpath to Peace,”
and the others. How vividly you de-
scribe young London at play in Thames,
Park playground. The great pool, the
tennis courts adorned with young
gentlemen in ‘“ice cream’’ trousers, and
the stately elms, *‘‘like ladies,”” who
.overlook the youthful swimmers. You
say that you are learning to swin
and comment on the smail children’s
fearlesness of water. When you
‘“learn’” to swjm, finally, you'll find
that you've known how to swim al-
ways. What you learn is merely not
to be afraid of drowning. Now, now,
‘‘C. S. Thedford,” you can't tell me
anything about Goderich and its cart-
wheel streets. I lost myself there one
summer night some years ago. But
who minds being lost in a city as
lovely as Goderich? But thank Yyou for
vour finely humorous letter. I have
been to ‘Ipperwash, his 'beach,” as
well as ‘““Capt. Kettle, his point.”” “C.
S.” closes — after telling that story
about the old-ttme N. C. O. who
started out, in the dbad old days, to
sample the beer in each of Goderich’s
hotels; and after (unaware of the
“hub’’) sampling the brew in 17 hotels,
fell off the cliff by the lighthouse —
by saying: “Part of this isn’’t trne but
the rest is.” Which is strange for a
postscript. =

Arthur Street, Goderich, writes:
‘““There is nothing like nature to make
one well. T have a garden, an old-
fashioned one, in which there is nearly
every flower that grows. In the spring
—daffodils, tulips, peonies and all sorts
of shrubs; beautiful double lilacs, all a
joy to see.’”” Thank you for liking our
“Mail Bag.” ‘““When I look at my five
sons,” writes ‘““No. 563, jin London,
“how I pray they may be good men."”
Thank you for telling me about the
boys and your hopes for them. Mother-
hood is a wonderful privilege despite its
bitterness. And when mothers pray
enough, love enough and think enough,
the future of their sons is almost al-
ways assured. A new guest in our
counterpane land — need I say very
welcome one — halls from Staffa, On-
tario. But this new guest is one of my
few known old friends. Welcome,
thrice welcome. The little lady of
Bruce street about whom you inquire,
is now at 689 King street. You must
call there and also write to her. *

“Underneath are the Everlasting
Arms,” writes some London unknown
who is very kind to me and my ramb-
iings. 1 received the lovely leaves.
How well that the pages of the Book
of Books and the fluttering hands of
our lovely forests bear the same name,
leaves. They are both written by that
supernal hand which laid the founda-
tions of the earth and adorned the
starry pinnacles of the heavens. I'fear
[ am too late to help you with your
problem, “Tillsonburg.” But I can say
that if you get your Isaac on the altar
of self sacrifice, and if your uplifted
hand Is halted from above, then your
character will be the richer. But

of opportunism and blame heaven for
it! Oh, but I sympathize with you and

wisdom. And remember that you have
your own cross to bear, not the cross
that someone else refuses to shoulder.
Christ took pity on an ignorant city.
but he didn’t spare the money chang-
ers. God himself will not bear a mean
spirit— ‘witness Lucifer, son of the
morning who was cast out of %heaven.

“‘Cleric,”” Woodstock. I like your idea
of Parnasus whose lower reaches are
frequented by preachers and homely
philosophers. What if the peaks are
held inviolate for
Isaiah, there’'s roo
on less glorious gro

ron ’ literar

lor the rest of us
. And that quo-

Bhaobytyoe ¢

don't catch your hand in that Acacia:

your battle with that critic without

Homer or an

made me feel strong. I glve it to my
readers: “‘Laugh and be glad to belong
to the old, proud pageant of man.”
That may not be a *“Peak in Darien,”
but it is certainly a Gothic tower frp»m
which one sees the beauty of our jour-
neyings. T do not acknowledge the au-
thor of the line for the good reason
that I am not sure of the name you
write. It may be ‘“Masefield” or some-
one else. Anyhow you've presented his
card, I intend to look him up. Which
was the same idea, I think, that shines
in that other quotation: ‘““There's some-
thing In net being afraid to live.” With
you ‘I ‘shall never cease to sing the
praises of the human spirit. It is won-
derful. The thing that is greater than
all worlds.”

.

“Truly, Your Friend,” of London,
made my heart glad with a letter which
came from out the shining depths of
happy experience. Telling of a young
couple 'whose wedded bliss had been
threatened by death, and whp had es-
caped that menace in a mountain
home, this friend says: ‘It was there 1
learned that content and happiness
comes from within.. There happiness
grows.” And, when happiness has
bloomed, ‘the waking hours are not
long enough in which to get all out of
life that is here.” I am sorry the paper
ran out! There are some sentences that
in 10 words reveal all the burdens of
a mourning heart. Such a one came
from “A. M. G.,’' Strathroy: *“I, too.
had a lovely lad in my home, once.”
Sympathy? What call for sympathy in
certain afflictions. There is only this
comfort: The dearly loved can never
wholly die, because in death we possese
in memory that which of the lost is
second only to thelr immortal parts.

Many pleasant greetings from
“Leon,”” now on holidays and touring
the country in a motor coach. Always
welcome, always fresh with the clean
zest of a young man’s life which is
lived close to nature’s heart. ““C. J. F.,”*
London, raised false hopes in a won-
derful letter. There was, for a while,
some talk of certain young things who
were all determined to come out and
see me. But they didn’t come! It's
just as well perhaps. I am eafraid of
grown people’s disappointment in my
mean countenance, but I could not sur-
vive a child’s disillusionment. Thank
vou for “The Cub Laughs.” And well
might the Canadian cub roar with
mirth mirth over the  consternation
shown by those who sought to' take
from Britain’s eldest daughter the
honor of being the only part of this
empire — outside the United Kingdom
— that flies the Union Jack alone as a
symbol of its nationhood.

John A. Stokes, a Canadian veteran,
now employed as a printer in Chi-
cago, sends general greetings to mem-
bers of the old C. E. F. through this
Mail Bag. His interesting letter ex-
tols Chicago’s many fine parks and c¢ul-
tural centers. And ‘‘Ex-Londoner,” liv-
ing in Detroit, envies (of all people)
my poor loon wife, Elizabeth. Beyond
this flattery could not go! But in very
serioug vein the writer opéns a new
vista of thought on this vexed pseudo-
religious question of evolution by say-
ing: “If we only realize, or try to, that
God is a spirit, and that the man mad«
in His image is spiritual. God is not
flesh and blood; neither can His image
be.”” That s an idea worthy of deep,
deep pondering.

“What with murders, hold-ups and
violence of every description, it needs
your pen to make us realize that there
is still something beautiful and peace-
ful left in this world,” Lorne Avenue
Friend wrote me on July 19. This is
very kind and so sincere that we pub-
lish it to show newspapers are mirrors
of life. There are murders, but there
are also sylvan glades wonderful with
the songs of bitds. And as we, all of
us, grow to love beauty more, there'll
he more beauty and more peace and
less murders. My «ritings, if any
shred remains a hundred years from
now, will be laughed at, not with. But
I feel that I am sort of uncouth John
the Forerunner proclaiming that the re-
corders of beauty are to come after me
—keeping company with the growth of
public appreciation — will truly be
‘““mightier than I.”” I salute them across
the century.

“I have never excelled in art, music
or “literature,” one who signs herself
“Mother,”” writes to me, ‘being a
mother has taken up all my time and
love and energy.” And then she tells
about the, sons and daughters that are
still by her, also of ‘‘one waiting for me
beyond that sunset.” Her closing words
are: “But there are many other young
folks who are just children of my love,
so I wanted to add one more by send-
Ing this message to you.” Nothing tha!
you could have said would have touched
me more or left me more grateful.
And no matter about the excelling gt
“art or music or literature.” One who
excells at Christian motherhood meets
her God with this advantage: She takes
her crown with her. *‘St. George Street’"
—That was a weird nightmare. The
egg sandwiches must have been ex-
tremely ‘“hard boiled.”” Your letters are
read and held at a high value by the
Rambler, but you see how long it has
taken to catch up with yowr date. And
as for you, “Dutton,” didn’t I tell you
I had to sleep with a pig on Dominion
Day night? That's what comes to cool
weather and nerves jangling out of
tune. Yet here you send a picture of
Shackleton street, Dutton, in (I sup-
pose) January! But it is a lovely
scene and I enjoyed your letter, from
which I quote: I think Sir Adam and
Lady Beck did a grand deed in taking
such an interest in the sanatorium,
‘God bless them,” I say.”

One ‘‘Mary,” of London, writes of
nature’'s inspiration: “It's like going
into the woods. Everything is so quiet
and peaceful and seems so far from the
fret and toil of the busy world that you
take a deep breath or purer air and
utter the words of the oid song: Oh,
it's quiet down here and God is very
near.”” The magazines you —mention
would be welcomed by the patients here
in general, T am sure. We must also
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YOUR PROTECTS!
THE NAME ON THE BUCKLE
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acknowledge ‘‘The Royal Rose” and"
‘“The New Joan,” from an unknown
friend. Both, in their different ways,
are very beautiful. A new '‘Denfield
Friend,” with one of the best fathers
in the world, declares that this same
father had to be pegsuaded that the
wheat was still too green to cut be-
fore he would go to the picnic. Private-
ly, I think that was all camouflage and
that he’d been awfully put out if there
hadn't been some one to do the per-
suading. Milk and cream left in the
spring to cool! What a vision your
words evoke. I am a barefoot boy
again sneaking into the Spring
House cream and T'll ask naught else.

A Free Press comrade writes many
kind things to me in a letter 'which
cinses with John Oxenham's “Credo’’ —
Not what I do believe, but whom! I am
glad that you feel that ‘I'm doing a
real service where I am in putting the
thoughts of our common inger life into
words.” I hope that it Is so. I should
be qualified to write about an inner
life because I have always wanted
friends, yet I have had few real ones
up to the present — and. most of these
are phantom friends of a phantom
“Counterpane Land.” That lack threw
me back upon myself. And not only
upon myself, but I hope back to God.
It is good of you to say that I am
missed from the “inky sands” of the
newspaper arena. I am Inoking for-
ward to that visit, but let me know
when you propose coming else you may
have to bribe ‘Nig"” to track me to
my woodland lair.

“How are you?’ many good friends
write, ‘I don't know,” is my honest
answer. Sometimes I think I am very
sick, indeed, with a sickness of the sou)
more than of the body. Again, I feel
rebuked by my well-feeling when 1
think of others here whose {lls and
bravery make any less ill, less brave,
to feel ashamed. Then, if' I write my
symptoms in the column someone
scolds me. Others, those that don't
write, seem to think that the column
itself is evidence of gross implety to
the traditions of Hippocrates. But one
thing I know. I would not have been
here but for a black hour late in April
that tortures me to think about even
now. And when I can get rid of the
memory of that hour and all that led
up to it, then I shall be able to take
my place agaln in the 'world of men.
The sanatorium is doing all that it
can; the woods are doing more, and,
finally, my column and this Mail Bag
are doing the rest. Write to me, then,
if you feel the spirit moving. We'd be
mighty glad to hear from you.

THE HERITAGE.

Out of the crucible of vanished time,

Bright in the light of burning parapets,

The name of Helen rides the dimming
Yyears,

A song, a beauty, and a heritage.

Majestic Helen set a world at war

Because she loved a :nan with murky
eyes.

And centuries have not the strength to
kill

Her name,
forged

In gleaming bars of glory, on a nigut

When Troy lay smoldering beneath the
stars.

that stalwart Menelaus

Who wears the name of Helen mus!
be fair,
Fairer than lilies,
sound

Of air-blown
anys . . .

For one named Helen bears a heritage.

She must delight, and break, the hearts
of men,

And die, and leave her name as it was
found . . .

The shining vision in a poet’s heart,

A breath of beauty blowing down the
Yyears.

dearer than tns

melody on Autumn

—H. E. Allen,

IT TRIMS ITSELF.
Crepe-backed satin, which 1{s very
popular now, is usually.....c w.o. i
crepe side out and the satin side un.y"
for trimming.

A THOUGHT

Take heed and be quiet;

i
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tvery attractive
fear not. |

neither be faint hearted.—lsaiah vil, 4. !

Blessed is any weight, however over-

TRY THIS.

QUILTED CREPE COATS.
Coats of quilted crepe and satin are
for midsummer,
| come in very light weight effects.

and

The exercise that reduces the waliste,

whelming, which God has been sc good |line most quickly consists in placing!
as to fasten with His own hand uponr lboth hands on the table and pushing;
i back.—Kingston Whig.

our shoulders.—F. W. Faber.
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Crisp, tasty, flavory

R

n Your Heart

THE INCOME which now maintains
your home ceased, if you, the home-pro-
vider, were taken away, what then? Is-
your home protected by life insurance?

Life insurance protects your home as nothing

elsecan. Lifeinsurance would enable the family to
keep togetherand live under the old roof-tree éven
if the income which now maintains it should cease.
Mutual Life insurance costs least, because all
profits belong to participating policyholders.
Our Mutual Book explains the different Mutual
policies. Write for ijt. ;

“MUTUAL LIFE

Waterlo &o
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VACUUM (AIR-TIGHT)
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~ The Tobacco o Snaliy

A




