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would go back to the woods again onThe Ingle Nook.The food whichtime of thy visitation.’ 
multiplied in His hands was not more 
marvellous than the grain which multi

food and water, warm clothing, hospital 
supplies, and all other necessaries are 
ready for use. 
worry about these things, but are free 
to attend to their special business, 
our Lord says, our Father knows our 
needs; therefore we are free to seek first 
God’s kingdom and righteousness, know
ing that all 
to us.

ton
her snow shoes and compare the two, the 
book notes with the actual objects, and 

she would be able to say 
authority, 1 This track was made by 
w easel

Eoi
The soldiers need not bea

soon withWe understand theplies in our fields, 
yearly miracle as little as the people of

a 1
[Rules for correspondence in this and other De

partments: (1) Kindly write on one side of paper 
only. (2) Always send name and address with 
communications. If pen name is also given, the 
real name will not be published. (3) When en
closing a letter to be forwarded to anyone, place it 
in stamped envelope ready to be sent on. (.4) 
Allow one month in this department for answers to 
questions to appear.J

So. yoi
that by a snow-bird, and that 

This
witGalilee understood that wonderful pro

vision for their needs. by a fox.
that a black 
basswood. "

tree is a butternut, 
elm. and that beyond a

anc
M

One who has had a narrow escape frbm 
death naturally gives God thanks for His 
watchful Providence, but each child of 
God. who abides under the shadow of 
the Almighty, is watched and cared for 
every moment.

He shall give His angels charge over 
thee, to keep thee in all thy ways, they 
shall bear thee up in their hands, lest 
thou dash thy foot against a stone. 
Such a little thing, is it not ?—to hurt 
the foot against a stone \ 
trifling accidents are permitted to hurt 
us, we must not think that God’s tender 
care has failed, 
small trouble in order to give through 

I.et us take it as

necessaries will be added ue
Thoroughness. I knew was her watch

word, versatility her good fortune. She 
had graduated from Toronto University; 
she had belonged to a mountain-climbing 
club in British Columbia; she could ride, 
swim, fence, paddle, shoot with bow and 
arrows, and cook a meal with “the best 
of them.'’ She had a passion for good 
literature; one day, I remember, I came 
upon her when she was drying her hair 
after washing it, and found her seizing 
the II ling moments as she did so b\ 
reading Goethe in the original, 
loved people, and now she was 
into nature-study with the 
which she put into all other things, and 
finding it worth while.

• « • •

bea
det

The message about God’s care for little 
matters, which our Lord made so clear 
in Hi« Sermon on the Mount, was not a 

Read the Old Testament care-

he
posLear Ingle Nook Friends.—Coming down 

on the train I fell in with a girl whom 
I had been fortunate enough to know 
before, a bright - faced girl, not pretty, 
but carrying with her an air of whole
someness and vivacity, as though she 
knew how to live life to its fullest. 
With her seemed to enter a breath of 
the glorious, out-of-door January air. 
She wore a warm coat, a short t weed 
skirt, and a close little fur hat. and. had 
a pair of >nuwsh. <1 ung over her 
shoulder.

T hav*. v:been to the woods.” she

Of such it is written : imr
taknew one.

fully and you will see it revealed over 
and over again, 
from his fierce enemy and flinging him-

so
Think of Elijah, flying ear

■s
self down in utter exhaustion to sleep on 

When he awoke there was
AlaWhen suchthe ground, 

a freshly - baked cake and a cruse 
water beside him.

you
of A

He was -almost too She
plunging 

same ze>:

and
cha
zinc

No, He allowed theout to wonder, so took the food 
fell asleep once more.

worn 
provided
A gain the gentle touch of the angel re
minded him of his need of food and

and
it some great good, 
a proof of love, instead of grumbling at

eve
rou
banwhat we call our “had luck.” AsHow thoughtful and consideratedrink.

God was for the man who had so boldly After she got off the train, one Cvuic 
not but follow her on. with the mind» 
eye. seeing her on the journey through 
life, eternally busy, eternally happy 
and all because of her many resources 
She had not left undone anything that 
came her way that meant added interest 
or capability, and now she was reaping 
and would continue to reap even int< 
old age. the rich reward.• * • •

the
witnessed for Him in the midst of a god
less people : Arise and eat; because the 
journey is too great for thee,” was the 
Divine message.
arose from physical exhaustion, 
did not reason with him, but provided 

He took the plan which
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rh«
try to uplift others—He ministered to 
the bodily needs and then was able to 
reach the despairing soul, 
lieved in "social service" methods, 
healed the sick, and then preached the 
Gospel to the poor.

feel
his

"T
NAMUR ^

Our Lord be- ■M One meets many people among the- 
farmers who are true lovers of nature 
Those who are not, and who are obliged 
to live away from crowds, cast upon 
nature's solitudes, are indeed to be 
pitied. And yet, perhaps, they do not 
realise what they miss.

Two men go out in early spring to 
The 

down the
seeder, takes a keen joy in the softening 
spring air; he notes the beauty of a 
white cloud hung high in the heavens 
he observes the bursting of the buds and 
the greening of the grass; the gurgle of 
a brook, the faint, sweet piping of song- 
sparrow and meadowlark are music to 
him; a cluster of pinkish *hepatica, or a 
yellow dog’s-tooth violet blooming in a 
fence - corner brings to him “thoughts 
that do often lie too deep for tears.” 
Life is poetry to this man,—even seeding 
in a field. . . To the other, however, it 
is plain prose, the plainest of prose. He 
sees no cloud, no bank flaming emerald 
no flower in a fence-corner; he sees noth 
ing but the day’s work and a far - off 
vision of a wearisome harvest that

be
/'IXU.He binUEG•LA Ul'CHAP£LL£
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* 8(3. Matt, xi.: 5.) II

We read the Book of J onah and can 
eaeily understand God’s goodness in 
•paring the great city—for that seems to 
us an important matter and worthy of 
thoughtful attention—but it comes al
most as a shock to find that God was 
considerate enough to cause a plant to 
grow up as a shelter for the prophet 
from the heat of the sun. We can 
understand God's preparing a great fish 
to save the life of His wayward servant; 
but we are surprised to learn that a 
worm was also “prepared,” in order that 
Jonah might learn the lesson that even 
the people of a heathen city when very 
precious to the Father of all nations.

Jonah was eager to see the wicked city 
destroyed, but God was watching eagerly 
for any sign of repentance. How is it 
with us ? Are we more anxious to see 
our enemies crushed than to have the 
broken fellowship with them restored ? 
Are we. in spirit, children of Him Who 
sends life-giving rain on the just and on 
the unjust, and Who pours out sunshine 
every day on the evil as well as on the 
good ? If we are not keeping the law 
of love ourselves, no wonder we fail to 
understand our Father's desire to share 
our everyday interests. If we only ad
mit Him into fellowship with us in great 
matters, where are we to draw the line 0 
It we are to wait until some “great” 
thing needs attending to, we shall prob
ably crowd Him out of the largest part 
of each day.— Then, when the great 
thing—or that which seems to us to be 
great—at last arrives, we shall be more 
likely to turn to an earthly friend than 
to our Father, because we have not got 
Into the habit of looking up into His 
face for sympathy and help in gladness 
and in difficulty.

f
Is it possible that we are afraid of 

wearying God, of taking up too much of 
Hie time, or is it that we don’t quite 
believe that He cares ? Yet we know 
that God has time to consider every
thing that is of interest tp us, or else 
He has nd time to spare for our con
cerns at all. Among all the millions of 
creature*; in this world of ours, we could 
have no chance to gain His attention, if 
it were not that He is infinite in thought
ful care for all. Though the multitudes 
pressed around our Lord. He knew in
stantly when one woman reached out a 
trembling hand and touched the hem of 
FTis garment—t4>ueh<-d that garment, in
tentionally. He has not changed sine* 
•hat day. He knows when a hand 
touches Him amid the press of th** 
world's business.

We are willing enough to recognize a 
great sorrow as “n visitation of God.’ 
or a wonderful joy ns a gift straight 
from His hand; but how often—in little 
matters—our Lord might say of us as He 
Fa id of Jerusalem—"thou knew est not 1 h.

eve
—-1'■ ihii

tio:
*iy

: one, as he ambles up and 
brown furrowed field on his

dee
-•/

(
rigl

law oflAFERt* MEZIERE54 \ ■itr. Ev<
*1

HiLAOM*
*

50I550N5 ~

SEI one
theI.V ie call

\
fltlL0N6Wf

RETHEL • LUXEMBURG the
£vX tho0

VARENNE5M
A 8 fan

■I
VERDUN nas

enj<-(£
y» 2!8kiuyr pas>1

my

X % m
the

TÛUL* me.
XNANCY XA 'her>

means money in the end. 
Autumn comes.
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To the one, no grada 
tion of amber light in the ripened wheat 
field is lost, no shadow fleeting over the 
bending ears, 
eye” is his, the joy of the artist wh<

r
pho
evei
malo ’’The harvest of a quiet

chaTo the other, the gold of the 
uncut field suggests only the jçold of 
dollars, a task to be hurried througr 
and converted as quickly as may be inti 
money.
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F=y 30 <020
Back there too, among the farm 

houses are two women, and again it if* 
spring.

*
DIJON White - aproned, the two come

\ifrom the kitchen doorway into tho back 
garden.

The Western War Zone.
The bhaded portion represents the German position at the

Along the complete line, from the North Sea to" Switzerland
the o(Tensive.

reci
pim

one moves about from 
place to place, noting the bursting leaf 
lets, the little green and pink head* 
pushing up through the soft soil. She 
knows th**m all at sight, here a bleeding 
heart, there the sharp blades of an iris, 
here a peony, crumpled up like a crow
foot, there the pale - green folded leave* 
of “Sweet William,”—and she greets one9 
and all happily as old friends. . . The

The
first of the year, 

the Allies 0:have assumed
Qea
casi
phy
irai

though “luck” were possible to a child 
of God when infinite Love is constantly 
preparing each step of the way for his 
lasting good Î 
Year joyously and securely, sure that the 
blackest clouds are big with mercy, and 
that the Sun of our Father’s Love is 
still shining, even when we cannot un
derstand His dealings with the world.

God is always thinking about us. 
will give us what we need, and also what 
we really want if we are trying to serve 
Him—for we hunger and thirst after holi
ness and a clearer vision of IIis Face.

said, 
winter ?

'Have you ever been there 
It’s so interesting, isn’t it ? 

,1 don’t know all the tracks

in

yet, but I areLet us begin the New mean to learn nil about them.” 
Not

aet
a word about being bored to 

death in the 
about being lonely or 
plenty to be interested in.

stai
mat
skii
q<xm
Thi

country; not a grumble other woman has no flowers in her gnr 
den.unable to find “They are too much trouble,” she 

There is nothing out of doors to
not

This girl 
the 

and

says.
interest her, for the soul that does 
love flowers can see little to love in blue- 
ski vs or elm trees ''bursting into smoke.” 
Verbaps she glances at the rhubarb and 
wonders vaguely when it will be fit

could find interest even in "tracks,” 
tracks of all the little wild birds 
animals that make lace - work over the 

in mid-winter; the hoary trunks of 
tile trees Could tell her

/He the
aigl
soa:

a vstory, and the 
branches and twigs against 

Vnu can get the char

te lft<
' raeery of 
the blue sk\. 
actor of

Nature means no more to her * bar the
this.

Ye-,, t !ier«- are "lives” in the •-•"’■int ry 
and there are “rich” lives.

foil 
>ne 
s p 

drai 
wat

the iifferont species so much 
better when the leaves are off.” she said. 

Really tile trees

1 he thing 1 ask '1 hoe fur—hnw >mall. 
How trivial, must it seem to Thee ! 

Net. Lord, Thou knowest .Who know est all. quite as beautiful
in winter- 
tire t u f l s

as in summer, and when there 
of sn<>\\

Perhaps un all this continent there 
no one who finds a keener interest and 
delight in nature than dear old John

It is no little thing to 
So

me,
weak, no human as I lu- ! on the branches they 

know all the 
w !1 he something to

Ifare wonderful. ITherefore make my prayer L>-da\ , 
Anil as a father pit ieth, then 

Grant me this little thing, I 
1 hrough thv one sacred Name.

'em
and
lure
Bra
iqu

k i nds yet . fill * that
find

Burroughs, of whom most of you have 
readnit, too. ” If you do not know his books, T 
hope you w ill got some of the.r. fror: 
your library and read them—to be t"

pray. I undvrstoud, f,„- i xx 
She would

her method
books about animals—g‘*t

t rack-” am! al1 — .ouiPOR\ F XRYOOMH bout trees, and * re ;<1 y for spring
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