contest, each answer uvast ’
y,” for example: What city
people? Ans, Searcity,

y people? :
beasts?

o lovers?

1tul people?

afters?

otos?

#s This Bible Charactery
ilful carpenter,

And This Ona.
ad gathered round,
d on the
hort 1
Mmply

Double Beheadings,

the last letter from & word,
ans to stare and leave &1
end it and leave & saflom

the first letter from & word

k.

Conundrumes, ‘
es a young man (hivk his
. is Yike a doorknob? Mer
is something to adore (&

or to squeeze and
lo squeeze to get clder.
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Riddie Answers.

ing.
at you through.

yuse they are grand, wpright R

unse he goes oft foaded and
report.

Exoept.
th who sat in the physician’s
r-room was ocertalnly stouts
n for seeing the man of medi-
that he might be told some
treatment which would re-
too solid flesh; and after

end of the time the physidhn
patient egain, stouter than |

ysiclan was eghest.

yu quite sure you ate what I{
' he asked.

thing!” answered the patient. /
yw wrinkled in perplexity.
othing else?”

g Whatever, dootor—except,
, my ordinary meals!”

yar! how the hours do drag!
mew how to hurry them on.”
don’t you apply the spur ot
pmt!"”
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AGAZINE FEATURES

‘Simple Letters of A Simple Fello

Dere Mable:—

Im awful tired from havin slept
much lately. It all started with An-
gus reading me a spook story the
other might, #t told bow most of the
people that die have a rotten time
cause they keep thinkin of things
they forgot o say an they cant make
any of us understand. Once in a while
they find somebody that can. They
call him a medium.

1 sez I was glad 1 wasnt one. From
all Jd heard the spooks had a lot of
time on their hands. Theyd just be

time. Imagine havin Aunt Isabel pes-
terin me about catchin cold all through
eternity.

Angus is the kind of a fello that
cant read about any kind of a4 simp-
tom without bhavin it. He sez he
wouMnnt be a bit surprised if he was
e medium. Hed been hearin awful
funny noises lately. It kind of ran
in his family. His grandfather,
Donzald McMuwrie that diel of asma
oould tell when it was going to rain
Jwithout Jookin out the windo. Just
had a damp feelin.

in the middle of the night Angus
woke me up and sez did I hear any-
thing funny. I told him nothin could
be funny at that hour of the night,
Besides I wasnt no night watchman.

than that whengl ecalled up Philopo-
lis on your ’blrt‘lday.

Madam D.' Mora went around ke a
ecrulting sargent an‘took down all our
mpames an addresses an bisnises an
ages, Then she sez If wp was ready to
hear the messages of the spirits to
follow Eliza,

We went Into a back room where
@hey wasnt ahything but some chairs
in @ row an a curtin at one end. Eliza
told us to sit down. Then Madam D.
Mora popped out from behind a curtin
‘with a white bath robe on. 8he sat
down on the end seat an told us to
hold hands. I gave one hand to Angus
an the other to an old lady with her
bornet over one ear. All of a sud-
den the lights went out,

Grandfather Talked About Money.

1 was pretty jumpy by that time. '1
heard Madam D, Mora say “Is Angus
McDonald here?” Angus admitted he
was but he didnt seem very sure
about it. Then Madam D, Mora sez
somebody was callin him. She sez

‘Somelbodies callin you. I think its a
relative. Are any of your relatives
degd?” Angus says, yes, mest of em 1
Rspecially his granfather McMudtrie. |
Madam D. Mora sez she thought this
was his granfather McMutrie talk |

in. Then she lissened a minit. She
sez he was very close to us. His

R

it Prarecf——

It 1 wake
McMutrie

He sez this wasnt a joke,
up Id hear grandfath
breathin in the next room,

Well Mabed I lissenel and I could
feel my hair stickin into the pillo.
There was the worst gurglin an chort-
lin goin on on the other side of the
wall you ever heard. Angus sez he
knew it was his grandfather. Nobody
else ever breathed like that. He sup-
posed the dampness in heavin had
brought on his asma =zgaln.

1 told Angus if he was goin to get
in a bunch of spooks for buddies wed |
have to get different rooms. Then
I pulled the bed close an the pillo
over my head an went to sleep again.

Angus Scents Treasure

Angus wasnt himself all next day.
He kept tellin me stories about grand-
tather McMutries life. I don. see2 why
Angus was 8o sure he was in heavin.
The same thing happened next night.
Some time after grandfathes McMut-
ries asma got the bettér of him. I felt
sorry for the old man but I couldnt
see what he expected to prove by |
botherin us. Why didnt he haunt |
gome good doctor.

Angus sez that settled it. He was
goin to a regular medium. The old|
gent might have something on his
mind. There was a story that gran-
father McMutrie had left a lot of mon-
ey hid somewhere. Pehaps he want-
ed Angus to have i If that was the
trouble he sez hed do anything in
his power to set the old gentleman
easy .

One of the tiperiters down at the
office was a spook fan. She chatted
with her relatives way back to the
time when they hung from trees.
Angus got her to give us the address
of & good medium. Hé sez shed
have to be pretty good to understand
grandfather McMutrie cause besides

1l Bateck

| —

dpein Skotch he lisped. There wasnt
many that could understand him when
he was alive.

The medlums house looked kind of
like the ome we boarded in. A color-
ed girl showed us in the frant parlor
where a lot of people was sitting on
the edge of chairs lookin foolish.

Madam D. Mora, the medlum, was
an awful blow. She was the kind of
a woman that dont seem to care
much for exercise. Her dress was
hitched away aup in front and way
down behind. It kind of made her
look like a chariot in the circus.

She looked us all over then rolled
her eyes up the ceilin an sez “The
spirits 1s beginnin to murmur. Eliza
will you collect tiwo dollars and. fifty
cents from everybody,, We hadnt
figgered on that. Angus ezplained
how it was his Uncle that wanted to
speak to him, and not him to his
Uncle. He wanted to know couldnt
she reverse the charges some way.
At seemed to be a one way sistem tho.
After all it was cheap enuff consid-

| was h

asma must have been better cause I
couldnt hear him,

“He sez mnot to worry awouc mm
cause hes very happy. He wants to
talk to you about money.” Angus got
s0 excited he let go my hand to
nudge me. “He sez to hang on to
what you got. Dont spend it foolish.
Mone 3 awful hard to get these days.
He wishes you &ll the luck in the
world.  lIs that all?” She lissened a
moment. “Yes, thats alL”

Angus didnt say anything till we
got almost home. He was thinkin all
the way. I know from that how upse.
he was. Then he sez that message
hadnt sounded like granfather McMu-
trie. Hed mnever been happy, never
wanted to be, an as for wishin anybody.
luck hed die first,

He thought it was kind of a dirty
trick makin us pay five dollars an then
tellin us to save our money. If that
idear of a heavinly joke wed
tell him something some day that
would make the angels hide behind
their harps.

1 thought now hed had his joke he
nfight leave us be that night. Id no
more than dozed off tho before he
sturted up ag I thought it owu.
for a while then got wp guiet an went
out in the hall. The next door to
ours was the closet where the maid
keeps her brooms an things,

I turned up the hall light. Then 1
opened the door quick. I dont know
how 1 ever got the nerve. Over in

one corner there was a big water pipe
rucnin up to the ceilin From the
noise that was comin out of it gran
father McMutrie was in the pipe.
Isn ed back to bed. Pretty soon
I heard Angus get up an go out. Then
he sneaked back. Hes never men-
shuned granfather MdMutrie again.
Mrs, Bodega had the plummer yester-
day. The old boy seems to be a lot
better now.
1t 1 ever dle theres ome thing m
not, goin to do. Im not goin to talk
to my relatives after Im dead. I dont
seo why people get so chatty then.
Most folks dont talk to them when
their alive.
Yours only til death,

L

(Copyright, 1919, By The Bell Syndil-
cate, Inc.)

“ANGUS WOK

ME UP.”
: “TOLD US TO H

OLD HANDS.”
e e el S—
SUNSET FIRES.

(By Mary Charlo'te Billings.)
Away cross the hilltop
At night I used to see
A house with colored windows
As lovely as could be,
Aflame with sunset yellow
And flashirg crimson light;
Oh, how I wished our windows
Would shine like that at night!

Away across the hilltop
One time I went o see
What wondrous panes were flashing
Those rainbow gleams to me.
Plain glass they were, like ours;
And when I homeward came
w our own bright windows
7ith sunset fires aflame!
————————

-

HE MEANT TO BE POLITE.

It is the part of wisdom to close the
mouth when the conversation begins
to include words the sound of which
{s unfamiliar to you. The soldier who
is the hero of this little incident “took

had not.

While in the army, says a writer
in the Chicago Tribune, I was accom-
panied by a sergeant who tried to give
|vnv impression that he was one of tho
{brainlest men Uncle Sam had hired.
| On pass one Sunday, in a certain town,
a young woman asked us to her house
to have a cup of coffee. On arriving,
she introduced us to her mother, who
made excuses in regard to her appear
ance. She then remarked, “I'll go and
put on the percolator.,”

The sergeant said, “Oh, you look all
right the way you are.”

a chance'’—and probably wished he

Few races of people have more sup-
erstitions than the negro. Many of
their bellefs were brought to America
from Africa, wifere the greatest “scien-

tist” among them was thelr hoodoo|
doctor. An old Southern doctor once|

told me how he got the best of a sup-|
erstitious negro who lived on his
plantation. The doctor was asked!
to come to the cabin where Mandy|
was very sick. On arriving he dis-|

covered that Mandy was suffering from|

dropsy, and the best remedy he could |
prescribe was exercise, |
“I'se qwine ta die, marse,” she said,!
“I'se been conjured. Sister © Liza
she done conjured me.”

The doctor knew that it would be|
useless to contradict the negress and
that it would do no good to leave med-
icine, so he sald:

“Mandy, if you want to get well
there i only one thing to do, and that!
15 to get rid of that spell that Liza
has cast upon you.”

“Yes, sir, I sure would like to git
rid o' dat conjure, marse.” |
say.” With that he proceeded to pre-|
scribe a way for Mandy to rid herself
of the “conjure” and incidentally to
get the exercise that ghe needed. The
first day, he told her, she must go out

ust

THE PRIVILE
1t 1s no little thing to be
Assigned to earth to play the man;
To live and breathe and feel and see
And share in God Almighty’s plan.
It is a privilege to live,
However humble be the role
Which life into your hands may glve,
And to be trusted with a soul.

e

How many yet unborn have sought
Admittznce to the gate of 1 !
Beyond the realms of human
How many crave the joj
How many there have never seen

The splendor of a growing tree,
Gowned dn its sumn robe of green,
Nor heard the music of the sea!

1 pity not the dead that were,
Nor grieve for them that soon shall
die,
For they have seen the blossoms stir
With every breeze that traveled by
And they the breath of life have
drawn

Naming the baby is a delicate opera.

tached to it.

Under our present mode
ernment the baby
about its name, but is

of gov

obliged

good humor.

thus given a short, jerky

which follows it down to old age

not old enough to prevent it.

e You

Superstitious?
By IMOGENE BURCH
A SUPERSTITIOUS NEGRO ..

“Then Mandy you must do just as I} low the conjure that Liza put on me.”

AAAARAARAAAAAAARAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARIARS SARNAAAANNANAAAAAAR

by EdgarA.

Rann-Dom Reels

NAMING THE BABY.

which the entire famdily will begin to
hunt around for @ name that will satis-
fy everybody until the baby gets big
enough to realize what has been at-| tho son’s mail

is not consuited
10| been worn for
accept any combination of letters|rich relative who
which will keep an old maid aunt in| place to leave a farm covered with
Sometimes the baby l.sl
named after an ancestor who was an| whan it {s the

advocate of: simplified spelling, and is| of the famtly, S
cognonmen

Then also it is quite popular to hunt|
through the Bible for the correct spell-
ing of Jereboam, and after this is de-| on
termined the child is riveted to it and|
compelled to go through life explain-|
ing to curious friends that he was|

One of the greatest pleasures in'

/.

into the yard and find a toad. Bhe
must look all over the yand three
or four times. If she didn't find the
oad on the flrst day sha must go
back into the house and wait until
the second day. On the second day
she should look in the farthest corner
of the field next to the house. This
she must do three times on the third
day, four times on the fourth day
and five times on the fifth day. If she
hadn't found the toad by that time she
must look over the whole field on the
sixth and seventh days untll the toad
was found.

“And you know the old stump at
the end of the road don't you?" asked
the doctor, “the stump that's filled with

{ spunk water.” Spunk water Mandy |
knew to be the water that is found in
the hollows of trees after a rainfall.
“Well, Mandy,” the doctor continued,
“you take that toad and you put it in
the spunk water and every day for
! two weeks long you walk to that stump
and you say “Spunk water spunk, swal-

And the doctor testifies that Mandy
| followed the instructions and at the
!end of three weeks she was cured of
the conjure.~Copyright 1519, Thomp-
| son Service,

GE OF LIFE.
And walked the fragrant ways of
earth;
My sighs are all for those unborn
Who have not known the thrill of
birth.

How many countless ones remain
To prove their fitness for this life,
Still Jacking strength o bear its pain
Or courage for its hours of strife?
| How many wait from to day,
As on and on the ages roll
Seeking the word from God that they
May be entrusted with a soul?

matter earthly pomp and
fame?
What matter worldly gain or loss?
Christ out of Heaven gladly came

To suffer death upon the cross.

What

And we that life’'s broal highways
plod

And claim the joys the mornings
give

ty God

Are honored by Alm
zed to live.

In that we're privil

AN AP

| Ufe is

to be presented with a set of

By William T. Ellls,
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"u

s
R R L LR LR L R

It was only last summer that I
sojourned in Jerusalem; and visited,
repeatedly, the Mount of Olives, on
the western slope of which is the
Garden of Gethsemane—symbol of
the ordeal of all spirits who suffer
self-renunciation to the point of agony;
and scene of the actual ordeal of
Jesus.,

War has left this hallowed epot
untouched; the British refused to
bembard Jerusalem. From the wall
of the city, within the temple en-
closure, the Mount of Olves looks
like a collection of gardens with high
walls, and circuitous roads. Sectarian
zeal has enclosed all the traditional
sites within these Thigh limestone
walls; so that the soldlers on top of
the many motor lories that pass to
and from the Jericho camp can scarce-
ly see over the top of them.
Inside the enclosure of the Fran-
ciscans is what is generally regarded
a3 the true site of the Garden of Geth-

t

sl

w

t

within a few yards of this spot that g

after many centuries, was the identical
tree under which Jesus prayed alone.
Such as these were “the little green
leaves” that “were kind to him.”
“ *Tig midnight; and on Olive's brow
The star is dimmed that lately
shone:
*Tis midnight; in the garden, now,
- The suffering Saviour prays alone.

a
a;

« "Pis midnight; and, from all re

moved, P
Emmanuel wrestles lone with fears: |
E'en the disciple that he loved
Heeds not his Master's grief and

tears, ¢
*Tis midnight; and for others’ :
guilt, :

The Man of Sorrows weeps in blood:
Yet he that hath in anguish knelt
Is not forsaken by his God.”

Moonlight on Olivet.

One night three of us, Americang,
went out from our hotel near the
Jaffa Gate and crossing the city, and
the Brook Kedron, we climbed the|
steep road up to the orest of tlw]
Olives. Several times we paused P
to look back upon the city at. our

c

time to this hillside which he loved,

was gone. Near us, on the site of
Sclomon’s Temple, rose the Dome O

the Rock. Other mosques with cupo-

and the dome of the Church of -the|r
Holy Sepulchre, were clearly .(r:xf‘zr b
able. The eastern walls were vigible
and here-and there in the city a feelb

| the father, which is a splendid ar
l1s able to handle

idea of the mod
it has proper ¢

uretor adpustment

| better to pick o
everal years by som

| ripening alfalfa and
It is a trying tc
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can be seen fever
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good man, which
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finish in
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UNDERWEAR

their underwear, invariably
The Spring Needle
itch gives our garnients added
greater strength, and longer
ind ‘child-

ICS.

Brantford, Ontario

always insists upon naming it after;

| rangement, as in after life the father|

ibout four#ifths of | ,
and get a good clear
1 love letter when |

In the case of a girl baby #t is always/|
t a name that has

is looking for a good |

venteenth member|

scanning the
{n the effort to find
has mot been tried|
or childgen. Ben-| tao  acclaimed him

tion - which requires more tact and| twins and then try to locate a pair light shone.

finesse than discussing the European | °f long meter names for them. Nearly A beauty as of charity enveloped it
war with a total stranger, When a 1l twins are given names that sound|all: and to :h..- r\':;‘:”:r( ;);:m:
baby is born into the home it is care | &S much alike as possible, thus mak- \mwmg‘ng‘ {\;« 1[:::1;1% - (w:u lw\?dh‘!“r.‘
3 i t PaA8Y 1MNJ saints and a B § |
fully weighed by the proud fnlhv)-.‘;”f l“;‘“ ea latter to tell them ;m.gs and travel , who had felt|
who always throws in a couple of| blv‘tlr,‘“‘lrf:: ni'\ 1ave been fdentified iy, ment of their heunt.w des}i :
y the parents. g 1v City rom this|
S 0 easure, after ¢ s S in viewing the Holy City T I:
pounds for good m afte If the baby is a boy, the mother hillside made sacred by the supreme

A Some

ijence of the [Redeemer.
thing of his yearning and
yn for this city of David wells 1
ard it, and all the other cities|t
ch today shelter blindness and
itef and sin and DerT ,L_\'; Over
rit there steals a sense of ¢
ce: verily, the trav? of his
1 be satisfied. Even the pres-|,
ance of the British goldiers symbolizes|
an answer to the prayer of Jesus. {

compas-

|
=t

sic

|

unbe

.. MODERN MEMORIES --

comment.
slon;

of terror and distress, and He said to
them,

guish to the very point of death: wait
here 'and keep awake.

prayed repeatedly that, if it was pos-
of agony; and He sald:

possible, for Thee:
suffering away from me: and yet not
asleep, and He said to Peter.
you not strength to keep awake
single hour?
and keep on praying, that you may not
| come
right willing, but the body is frail’

ed, using the very same words. When
He

they knew not how to answer Him. A

semane. Certainly it was somewhere | the hour has come.

man: lay hold of Him, and take Him |
safely away.

ate Chamber  in
in its long history, the ¢

After it was all

AN AT SIS

of the Department
prove quite inter
fitable to many

flat

opaque
¢|out of hi

las, and the two Germac church towers |tively

1p | lizhted match ¢

burned ends
have hlunt ends
will have pointe

aware of it. Ome often wonders if
that is not true of many persons with
recpect to the great days
;::]Mh:ho world has been :

ey have missed the mean of it
all. Privileged to be allve lnt:l‘ltory‘l
nlxost momentous e have
slept through it, like the favored three
at Gethsemanse, »

I quote the Weymouth er-

“So they came to a place called

Y Gethsemazne. There He said to His n
&m lnmr;nt::rm:)ecsu;xdlzy ;. discipies, A striking phase from the Book
“PETHR AND JOHN ASLETIP " “ ‘Sit down here till 1 have pray- Ot. l(,h-l:unwles cl“oscribeo the chikren
% IN GETHSEMANE.” — Mark %|°%, Sianding e B o -
n 14: 6264, " “Then He todsk with Him Pefer and ;“‘ 1g of the ttm?'g, aod knew what
" James and John, and began to be full srael ought to do.” They were not
asleep at their watchgpost. To them,

their own day was portentous with
slgnificance. They searched out the
dgepar meaning of things, even as the
wise are doing today.

Buch as are not asleep, are in this
crisis hour entering into a fresh un-
derstanding of Cethesmane for the
race; they hear the call for vicari-
ousness and self-renunciation; they
perceive the divine philosophy of Cal-
vary; they catch the glory of the all-
solving spirit of “not my will, but
Thine, be done.”

::'-‘-'-‘-'-'-'-‘-'-'-'-'-'-'-'h';
:: SEVEN SENTENCE S8ERMONS. :
R L L
mé}igll?/esm:or{::veharw a:ﬂ th:n::;

than most people do in earning their
daily bread.—Hannah More.

“ ‘My heart is oppressed with an-

Going forward a short distance He
wrew Himself upon His face and

ble, He might be spared that time

“ ‘Abba! my Father! all things are
take this cup of

hat I desire, but what Thou desirest.’
“Then He came and found them

Had
a
Be wakefiy, all of you,

“ ‘Simon, are you zsleep?

into temptation: the epirit is

“He again went away and pray-

returned He again found them
cleep, for they were very tired; and,

It is right to be comtended with
what we have but never with what

1ird time He came, and then He said,
we are.—Anon.

“ ‘Sleep on and rest. Enough!
Bven now they
re betraying the Son of Man into

Fed by discouragements, taught by

the Saviour underwent his agony of|
3 the hands of :%iful men. Rouse your- disaster
the bloody sweat. Devotion wants to| ¢ 264
5 selves, le 5 be golng: betrayer >
;:gree with the saintly old monk who 1::;:&/, ;& “:;m;. EHEE. Y Tayes i o it ‘;Z:s:e;‘”wm. now slower, now
as for so many years tenderly cared! «ymmediately, = whi' 1 5
tely, 's H was —Susan Coolidge
"]’1" ‘hte garden, “i”-‘t "hgs venerable | <)) .u::v‘x;k(lnz.} Judes lme) ot \Lhe b
olive tree, an ancient glant, gnarled| myelve, came and with him a
¢ ive, I I , Moderat
and twisted, bit still bearing frult| ..owd of men armed with swords rm:nins'nzhlx?&gi}: tl;gepe&r.u;(z.;mlngmnﬂ

sent by the High Priests
Now the be-

nd cudgels,
nd Scribes and Elders.

virtues.—Fuller.

trayer had arranged & gignal with e
u::‘m. Be not deceived; God is not mook-
Sts bik 1 Ml A il dh the ed: for whatsoever a man soweth

that shiall he also reap.—Gal, 6:7.
Howe'er it be, it seems to me,
"Tis only noble to be good;
Kind hearts are more than coronets,
And simple faith than Normza blood.
—Tennyson.

Knowing the Great Hour.

A few days ago 1 was in the Sem-
Washington when
he Senate adopted, for the first time —
ture, to fa- You will find as you look back mpon
{litate decision upon the peace treaty.| your life that the moments that etand
over, a 8§ nger s l out, the moments when you have real-
{ing near ed, “Have they adopted|ly lived, are the moments when you
cloture?’ He had been sitting| have done things in a spirit of love—

he

through the , procedure without being Henry Drummond.

dried and ironed, If ft is cotton it will
have a dull 4nd somewhat fuzzy ap-
pe:

HOW TO RECOGNIZE FABRICS.

ance; if it is linen, the lustre and
¢ smoothness will not be affected by
the treatment. Mercerized cotton dam-
ask keeps more lustre than untreated
cctton, but less than linen.

LIFT OFF CORNS

How to tell a pure fabric from its

cunterfelt, as disclosed by the experts
¢

ulture, may
g as well as pro-
readers of The Com-
anion—men and women alike

A microscope is the most accurate

P ]

feet. It was, we know, upon just means of distingu cotton and
such a night, with the effulgence of | linen threads. Cotton s, under the
the full moon bathing the landscape, | microscope, have a rib appear
that our Lond went out for the lastiznce with many twists, and a broad, WITH F|NGERS

n  fibres ars

central canal;

to muse upon the city of his desire. . .. and heavier than cotton
There lay Jerusalem, ﬂ()f(enud an:l iheut 4
h,e“mmﬁe;ng‘i?h sxl:‘mrg\kl;tgm'rewfh‘l makes linen translucent and cotton | Doesn’t hurt a bit and costs only
the ug o ey "h is ust be
The finish must b few cents

<h

nerie enables

ce )
yotwean linen

called the
weaves, in|
to .tear than
,9
r uneven In
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Magic! Just drop a little Freesome
1at touchy corn, instantly it stops
n you lift the corn off with
s, Truly! No humbug!
ezone! Your druggist sells
le, sufficient to rid your feet
3 rd corn, soft corn, or corn
1 the toes, and calluses, with-

I cle of pain, soreness or
ezone is the mysteri~us
scovery of a Cincinnati genius.
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A Garden of Fellowship.

Once this hillside echoed to (}xs

)| ghouts of the Roman sohlue-r‘s an
o Jewish temple police, ‘L"”"‘"-" I(~x~

he 2

capture of
it had been ju
¢ tha mult
as Conqueror.
Amid the shadows of these r‘«\\‘ks Lf:xe
frightened disciples scur}'.ed = »5
cover at the hour when Jesus neede
| them most. But above all (‘L‘(‘.r[\‘l(’
memory recurs that this - frle\;yld.‘y
| hillside was Christ's favorl e D .\((j
{ prayer. Here he met the Father:
| @ here all suffering spirits meet
| him, in the Garden of Fellowship
1 In her earlier years Ella Wheeler Wil-
| cox saw this clearly:
1"Ir\ golden youth,
earth :
A summer land for singing mirth;
When souls are glad and hearts &are
light,
And not a shadow lurks in sight,
Wa do not know it but there lies
Scmewhere, veiled under evening
skies,
A garden all must sometime see—
Somewhere lies our Gethsemans,

lted over the
ar Formeny,
ith the hosannas O

u
e

w

when seems the

“With joyous steps we g0 Our ways.
Love lends a halo to our.days,

Light sorrows sail like clouds afar;
We laugh, and say how strong we are.
We hurry on, and hurrying, go

Closa to the borderland of woe,
That waits for you and waits for me—
Forever waits Gethsemane.

lanes, across

“Down shadowy
strange streams,

Bridged over by our broken dreams,

Behind the misty caps of vears,

(lose to the great salt fount of tears,

The garden lies; strive as you may,

You cannot miss it in your way.

All paths that have been, or shall be,

Pass somewhere through Gethsemane.

“All those who journey, soon or lafe
Must pass within that garden’s gate,
Must kneel alone in darkness there,
And battle with some flerce despair.
‘Not mine, but thine,’ who only pray,
‘Let this cup pass,’ and cannot see
The purpose in Gethsemane.”

The Tragedy of Time.

All time that has been and will
be focused its supreme tragedy upon
this gray hillside. Our lesson story
itsel is more important than any

A Cozy Home.

Baby plays on the floor safely when the Perfection

Heater is lighted. At bath time, too, there’s no danger
from chill with the Perfection Heater close by — and
hundreds of other uses.

You can take a Perfection Heater anywhere. Warms any room
quickly. The wi prevents smoking. Every atom of coal oil
is turned into odc heat. Runs about ten hours on one gallon of
Imperial Ro e Coal Oil.
ing the furnace early in the Fall and rumning it late
Cheerful warmth whenever, wherever you want it.
for years.
ings, with drum black japanned or blue enameled.
o-day. Your dealer sells Perfection Heaters, with the
ie-mark.

IMPERIAL OIL LIMITED
Heat = Light Lubrication

Branches in All Cities.

PERFECTION

Oil Healers /A wue teesms

Saves light
in the Spring

Power




