
ALL HALLOWS IN THE WEST. . 3

iithe way itself may have its boundary walls on either side, and at

times uiay seei nairow\ indeed, but the issue wvill be largeness

,xceding ani peace eternal. Each day's life makes a littie part

of tie rond we travel. Every impulse means an act; aets in the

aggregate make habits. and habits make character. Before we

know it, the roaul is aiready made and trodden hard. \Veil thetn,

mav we not. pause in our hurried life to ask Otur'selves toit
"\WIhiter goest thou?"

Secondly, we must refleet on the fact that the vay cannot he
made solely for ourselves. It is also for others. H owever inlsig-

nifaicant we may ie whether ue wili it mr not, others will to som te

d egree follow whither we turn our own feet. Along these paths

ihe children are fullowing in blind, unconscious faith. And it is

su also with mnany others wihom we may never know by namne.

"Vhose art thou and whither goest thou?" is a question asked

in the Book of Cenesis. The question is one of very seriouis imn-

1·ort to every one passing through this world. "Quo Vadis?"

"Whither guest thou?" Are you going tiuards or downwards,
baîkwards o<r forwards, homewards or away from home "today."

Each step is some whither; each day determiines the road. Oiu r

road is not travelled by leaps and bounds, but by ineanîs of the

daily walk. "The trivial round, the common task--this is the

toritial course life's journey takes.

Whose art thou? "The Man" Christ Jesus has the right to

îisk this of thee, a right born of infinite, undying love. Atnd

"Whither goest thou" stlubling in dlark uncertain paths ihn e,

the Light of the World goes before thee offering guidance ou the
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"Soinetimes ln sumnmer, to my heart a chill

Numbs suddenly; a shivery, haunting fear-

And is, so soon, the end of summner near?

W'hen wili the wind set southw'ard from the bill.

W'hile but an icy ribbon marks the ilil,

And the stars lighten early, and the cheer

Oif bluebird and of robin from the year

ias anished, antd the wild winds have their will?"

Tolay we have taken ln the hammtînockts and thc gardeni-seats,

aind reioved the verandah furniture. It is too chilly to sit out
<of doors with safety to one's health, N'et the temptation to) dio su.

tu pretend that "the summer is not over and gone," is often very


