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CHAPTER XII—Continued
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“Why, yes, Gus,” admitted Bull, halt-

ingly but good-naturedly, “I believe

you did.” .
“You belleve I did!” echoed Van

Tambel, enraged. “How did she get
a horse out of my corral?”

“Why, she come down here to get
her pony up herself—so I helped her

a little.”

The veins in Van Tambel's huge neck

swelled. Grabbing Bul] with his pow-
erful hands, he fastened his iron fin-
gers on the old man’s throat and
choked him pitilessly, pouring on him

as he did so a torrent of curses heard
®y Quong, who ran to the kitchen door
to listen.

Only by struggling for his very life

was Bull able to wriggle free from
the deadly grip. In doing so, he fell

ackward to the ground, scrambled to
his feet, and ran into the barn.

It was Inside the barn “that Bull's

voice was heard by the China hoy beg-
ging for mercy. “Why, Gus,” he

urged, “Jane's a nice girl. Don't take
4t so hard. I've worked for you a good

many years, off an’ on. You always
found me honest, didn't you?”

Van Tambel uttered no word. He

had pnrsned Bul) to the farthest cor-
ner of an empty stall and, filled with

silent, murderous rage, caught up a

broken wagon stake and swung It over
his. head. “Don't hit me with that,

Gus,” cried the frightened man. A

low, fearful imprecation from Van

Tambel answered him,
“Now I'll give you what's comin’ to

you!”

“Why, Gus, you ain't a-goin’ to kill

me!” ~

Grunting and mad for blood, Van

Tambel struck at the cowboy and
rained blow after blow on him till-he

sank to the floor, Then, suddenly, he

dropped the stake and, bespattered
with blood, staggered out of the barn

and over to the house. Quong, watch-

ing steaithHy, fied in terror for town. -

In the cubbyhole office of McAlpin’s

livery barn in Sleepy Cat, Sawdy, Bob

Scott, ahd McAlpin sat on three stools,
silent and absorbed in a_ three-cor-

nered bout at poker. The frightened

Quong, trotting and walking from Gun-

lock and crossing the bridge, reached

McAlpin's in pitiable ¢ ndition. Throw-
ing his hands against the glass-panel
oftice door, be burst in and fell sprawl-

ing almost on top of the intent play-

ers.

The gamesters jumped to their feet.

McAlpin broke into angry exclamation:
“What the devil! Can't we have a

friendly game in my own quarters

without a drunken bum chargin’ in on

us head first?”

Sawdy, less intent on saving his

money and chips, had turned Quong

partly over. “It's a chink, boys. There

must be a tong war on.”

Bob Scott, coolest of the trio, bent

to scan the Intruder’s features.
“Who is it,“Bob”” exclaimed McAl-

pin.
“It's Quong, the cook out at Gon-

lock, boys, if I'm not_ mistaken—an’

from his breathin’, I guess he’s run all

the way in. Must be somethin’ doin’

up at Gunlock.”
Laid out on the hostler’s little bunk,

Quong’s eyes opened and closed.

“What is it, Quong? What's wrong?”

asked Scott.
With his eyes popping from his head.

“Quong managed .to form a word:
“Bull!” he exclaimed, hoarse and pant-

ing. “Bull Page:” .
“What, Quong?”

“Bull Page!”
“He says Bull Page,” explained Scott.

“What's a-matter with Bull, Quong?”

Quong’s eyes rolled in terror. “Gus.”
“Who?”

“Gus.”
. “Yes, Gus—what about Gus?”
* “He kill bim.”
-“What do you wean? Bull killed

Gts? No!”
“Gus kill Bull.”
“Who told you that, Quong?”

“] see ownself. Gus kill Bull.”

“Well, TH be damned,” exclaimed

Sawdy. “It looks like a straight story,

beys. That why you run into town,
Quong?”
The China boy nodded.
The trio consulted together. A team

was hitched to a three-seated demo-

crat wagon, Quong was helped into

it, and with McAlpin driving, the four

set out for the jail to pick ap Bill

Pardaloe. Pardaloe was in bed. They

routed him out and drove dover to the
hotel to pick up Doctor Carpy.

Two hours later the party halted be-

fore the dark, silent ranch house -at

Gunlock. ;
In the stall farthest from the door

they found Van Tambel’s victim. In-
credible as the possibility seémed to
Carpy, poor Bull, left. alone, had
dragged himself out of the stall and lay

on his back. :
Carpy held a lantern over him. His

face and head had been battered al-
most beyond recognition,  

i

“He's close to dead, boys,” exclaimed
Carpy, Jow-voiced, to his companions.
“Get him to the kitchen. While I'm
working with him, Jook for Van Tam-
bel.” ;

They carried Bul to the kitchen

door. Scott entered carefully and,
groping in the dark, struck a match
and lighted the lamp. Bull, breathing

stertorously, was laid on the table.
Pardaloe tried the door leading to

the dining room. It was locked. He

rapped on it. He rapped again loudly,
but the summons brought no reply.

“Stand to one side, Bob,” murmured
Pardaloe. “I'm goin’ to bust it.”

He threw his shoulder against the

door. As it crashed open, «Pardaloe,

followed by Scott, walked into the din-
ing room. The door to the living room

stood open. This room, inspected, re-
vealed no sign of disturbance,

Of the two bedroom doors opening
‘off this room,fhe door, one leading to
Van Tambel's bedroom, was closed.

Setting the lamp on the table in the
middle of the room, Pardaloe knocked

on Van Tambel’s door and, getting no
reply, tried it. The door was locked.

Pardaloe called out, “If you’re in

there, Gus, unlock your door. I’m here
to talk with you.” Pardaloe awalted
in silence a réspense from within;

there was none.

Pardaloe threw h!mself into the door.

It gave so easily that he stumbled
across the threshold.

The bedroom was dark. Scott relight-

ed the lamp. Parualoe held it above his
head and, followed by Scott, walked

into the bedroom.

They saw the huge figure of a man

lying across the bed. Pardaloe, passing
the lamp to his companion, put his
hand on the man’s shoulder, saw that

he was unconscious, and peering closer,
turned the face toward him. It was

Van Tambel.
“Call Carpy, quick, Bob,” muttered

Pardaloe. “He's unconscious.”
When Carpy stalked into the room,

Sawdy with him, -the doctor, aided by

 

 

 

   
“Doctor!” She Exclaimed Faintly,

“He's Dead!”

his companion, turned the body partly

over and examined It.

“How ts he, Doc?” whispered Par-

daloe.

“Dead.”
Already seized by the excruciating

pain that cost him his life, Van Tam-

bel had left his victim and staggered

In his distress to the house.
“It was a quick call, boys,” sald

Carpy to those around him.

Transfixed by agony, the cruel fea-

tures could not be softened.

“Nothing more to be done here,”
said Carpy in the living room. “Take

Bull over to the bunkhouse now and

lay him on his bed.”

The clatter of hoofs was heard in
the yard. “It’s the boys back from

town,” said Sawdy, looking through
the window. Carpy turned to Parda-
loe, “Go out and tell them what's hap-

pened, and not to touch a thing until

after the coroner comes out.”

Doctor Carpy came into breakfast

late next morning. Jane, who had fin-

ished her breakfast, rallied him, as

she rose.’4.
“I am late,” he admitted,

“Night work?"

He nodded.

Standing beside the table, she was
looking over the newspaper. He put

his arm around her,

“Sit down a minute, Jane. I've some-

thing to say tu you. News for you.”

She blanched a bit. “About Bill, Doc-
ter?” she asked anxiously.

“Not a thing In the world about Bill.

It’s—about your father.”

“Oh, I know he's terrtbly an rr
Carpy shook his head. “Not now,

Jane. He’s not angry with anybody

now.”
“Doctor! What dc you mean? Have

you seen him?” -
He nodded, “Yes, last night. You

know how sick a man he’s been—”

“Doctor!” she exclaimed faintly.
“He's dead!”
“He died last night.”

She hid her face in his arm and
broke Into tears.

“Jane, your father had lived his life

—there was nothing for him to look

ahead to. : ;
“This, makes a great change in your

life, girl. I guesa I'll take. you up to

the hospital, Bill must know this. Now
I've got good news for you and no

fooling. You have a big surprise and
a happy one coming at the hospital. I

took the bandages off Bill's eyes yes-
terday to. examine them—and his eyes
are much better, If we can only hold

it now i" :
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THE POWDER RIVER COUNTY EXAMINER

CHAPTER XJII

Bull Page was oly a broken cow
boy, but Bull was loved in Sleepy Cat.
Yet even resentment at the name

of Van Tambel in Sleepy Cat was
softened somewhat when men heard of
Jane's unremitting attention at Bull’s
side in the hospital. Van Tambel was

buried. McCrossen took charge.
To Jane’s infinite relief, Bull recov-

ered and went back to Gunlock.
At the ranch there was an air of

cheer when Jane was installed; every-
bodyon tiptoe to render service, Mc-

Crossen was especially eager to please.
“Well, Jane, I guess you know what-

ever I can do-to take care of things

is goin’ to be done, twenty-four hours

a day if need be,” he said. “All you
have to do is to leave it to me.”

“I shall depend on you for every-

thing,” she returned.
“Everything, Jane?” h€ echoed, smil-

ing as if to Invite a confidence.

“Jane was not caught. “Everything

connected with running she ranch,”
she sald evenly. .
But it became increasingly evident

as the days went by that the energetic

foreman still regarded himself as a

suitor,
For a fortnight nothing further oc-

curred to break the routine of ranch
work, and McCrossen said no more,
The general impression in town was
that Denison, as far as Jane was con-
cerned, was out of the running. Jane,
fit was argued, would never marry a
blind man, and the consensus of gossip
was that Bill's sight was gone.
No excitement occurred in Sleepy

Cat until one day John Lefever was
reported arrived at Thief River with a
herd of cattle for the ation, Saw-
dy, who had_gone to ee, at Gunlock
when Lefever left for Texas, rode
down to Thief River to help Lefever

check the herd in at Guniock Agency
and to give him the big Sleepy Cat
news.
But Lefever, too, brought news. The

two cronies sat down to compare notes

andcelebratetheendofalongdrive.
“I want to tell you somethin’ I ran

into nearin' Thief River,” said Lefever.

“There's a little slaughterin’ ranch a
mile south of town run by our old

friend, Clubfoot, the butcher—remem-

ber how he skinned us on the horse
race? While our herd was headin’ for

the river, I stopped for a few minutes

where a couple of his boys were load-
in’ a wagon with hides for shipping.

I happened to know one of the boys.

He wrangled for us, comin’ up once.

And I noticed all the hides I saw him

tyin’ up had a Gunlock brand.

* ‘How's. this?” I says. ‘Does Van

Tambel peddle his steers down this
way? He winked at me an’ laughed.

‘This bunch,’ says he, ‘was poker

steers.’”
“It looks Iike McCrossen {is runnin’

oh Gunlock cattle to pay his poker

debts,” said Sawdy.
When Lefever had made his delivery,

he marched with Sawdy up to the hos-

pital to call on their disabled side

partner, Denison,
Bill had been promoted from a dark

Toom to a shaded one.
“If I knew I was going to lose my

eyes, boys,” sald he, “that would be
one thing. I could end it all or settle

down to making baskets for a living.

But Doc keeps telling me he’s going

to save my eyes; and that keeps me
hoping—so the days and weeks hang

on. All the same, it's tough, when you

never were laid up Defore in your life.

What's the news with you fellows?”
The visitors talked about the discov-

ery Lefever had made of the hides at

Thief River.
The half-blind ranchman listened in-

tently, not with any noticeable excite-
ment. Rnt Sawdy imagined he could

see Denison lighting up.
“Seein’ you're not fixed up just right

yet, is there anything you'd like us to

do about it?” Sawdy asked.
“Why, yes, there is—just do one

thing.”
“What's that?”

“Keep your mouths shut till I get out

of here. I guess you both know I've

got a long score to settie with that

bird. He was mixed up in burning up

my ranch house a-d burning me up.

I'll attend to McCrossen myself some
day,” he repeated slowly, “In my own

way.”

The two men ieft the hospital some
what uneasy. They laid their story be-
fore Carpy. . ;

The doctor heard it unmoved. “Well,”
he commented, “that’s not the first

bunch of steers M->Crossen has stolen

—and it won't be the last.”
“Not the first,” interjected Lefever.

“But it's the closest anybody ever came

te nailin’ it on him.”
~*“Anyway, I don’t think he should be

left there to rob the girl right along,”
added Carpy.

“Are you goin’ to tell her?” asked

Lefever.
“IT am; today. She’s coming to town.

and will be in to see me.”
They told him of their talk with Den-

ison, “It left.us leery, Doc,” said Saw-

dy. “If Bill gets worked up too strong

over McCrossen, he’s liable to bust

out on McCrossen before his eyes are

in shape to give him an even break.”

Doctor Carpy waved his hand. “Keep

your worry for something else, Saw-

dy. His eyes got secrched; but when I

let wo of the boy, keep away from fhe

small end of his gun.”
“Jane, you'll think I don’t bring you

“anything but troublesome news,” the
doctor begafi; “But this isn’t really
news. I’ve known for months—two or
three years, in fact—that McCrossen
was stealing Gunlock steers. But this

is what John Lefever brought up from

Thief River today. ...
“Now, there’s nothing to get ex-

cited about,” observed Carpy, after he

had finished the story, “for it's noth-
ing new. But if I were you I woréd get
rid of McCrossen.” ‘?

(TO BE CONTINUED)  
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CHICK FEED NEEDS
MINERAL BALANCE

 

 

 

 

Slipped Tendons Prevented
by Care of Ration. of

 

By C. S. Platt, Associate Professor Poultry
Husbandry, New Jersey College.

Ww) rvice,

Slipped tendons, an abnormal con-
dition frequently found in chickens
reared in batteries can be prevented
by properly adjusting the mineral
balance in- the ration.
This difficulty arises from an over-

supply of phosphorus along with a
lack of calcium in relation to the
phosphorus content of the feed. Baby
chick feeds containing 10 per cent
or more meat scrap, supplemented
with bone meal, will have a phos-
phorus content of at least one per
cent, while a phosphorus content of
only one-half of one per cent is all
that is needed for normal develop-
ment.

In order to keep the phosphorus
at the proper level, it is necessary
to restrict the amount of fish scrap,
meat scrap, or bone meal to five
per cent of the mash mixture. Any
protein required in addition to five
per cent meat or fish should be sup-
plied by milk in some form.

When chicks are being reared on a
floor or are allowed to run outdoors,
slipped tendons will not appear, even
though the phosphorus content of the
ration may be as high as one per
cent. Regardless of the actual
amount of the phosphorus present or
the condition under which the birds
are being reared, it is necessary
for normal development that the
calcium content be kept at a level
two or three times greater than
that of the phosphorus. +

 

Iron and Copper Needs
for the Poultry Flock

Chickens, like mammals, need
both iron and copper for building
hemoglobin, the content of red blood
cells. The question has arisen
whether practical laying rations con-
tain enough of these elements to
prevent anemia, or whether they
could be improved by adding sup-
plements of iron and copper.

Tests at the Wisconsin experiment
station indicate that a practical lay-
ing ration will supply enough iron
and copper to meet the needs of
hens without supplementing the
ration with extra amounts of these
elements. At any rate, feeding addi-
tional iron and copper in the tests
failed to increase either the hemo-
globin content of the blood or egg
production.

The pullets in these tests were of
the White Leghorn breed and re-
ceived whole wheat and corn as
scratch feed, along with a mash
consisting of 100 parts of yellow
corn, 50 of oats, 50 of barley, 100 of
bran, 100 of middlings, 75 of meat
scraps, 25 of dried milk, 25 of al-
falfa, 5 of iodized salt and 5 of sar-
dine oil. The pullets also were given
free access to oyster shells and
water.

When Chickens Sneeze
Infectious bronchitis is one of the

most dreaded of poultry diseases
for four reasons. It is difficult to
cure; it is infectious and it is usually
fatal, besides being very distressing
to the patient. One of the common
signs that the birds have this dis-
ease is their coughing and wheezing
in trying to get rid of excess mucus
and clotted blood in the larynx and
trachea. Here are other symptoms:
The lining of these organs becomes
swollen. There isdifficultbreathing
as in cases of gapes. The neck is
extended to facilitate breathing;
there is a loud wheezing. Fowls
violently shake their heads; there
are paroxysms of coughing that

terminate in death of the fowl. Lay-
ing flocks that become infected al-
ways suffer a sharp decline in lay-
ing and usually 30 days or more
will elapse before they get back te
normal,

In the Poultry Yard
Eggs are high in food value, but

rather low in fuel value.

  

_Improper temperature causes de-
terioration in egg quality.

~ ¢.9..%

Plan to keep the pullet laying
flocks closely housed during the
winter season.

s . * .

Small amounts of salt are desira-
ble in most rations for laying hens.
Salt aids in digestion.

* ¢ «

During the past ten years a big
improvement in quality of eggs has

been noted in theNortheast.

R. I. Reds are good producers of
both eggs and meat. The roosters
make fine capons.

eee?

Poultry is a billion-dollar busi-
ness in the United States and al-
ways will be growing in impor-
tance.

eee

“There aré two varieties of the
Rhode Island Red which are iden-
tical in color and type, but one of
which has a-single comb and the
other a roSe.cornb.

Easier to Care
for Small Herd

Fewer Cows Can Be Man.
aged According to Indi-
vidual Requirements.

By E. J. Perry, Extension Dairyman, New
Jersey College of Agriculture.

WNU Service. :

, One reason why small herds aver-
Kege higher in production than larger
herds is that each cow in a small
herd can be more easily fed and
managed according to her special
requirements.

In a recent survey of the New
Jersey Herd Improvement associa-
tions it was found that cows in a
herd of nine averaged 8,445 pounds
of milk a year and the average cost
of food per pound of butterfat pro-
duced was 36.2 cents. A cow in a
herd of 18 animals averaged 8,174
pounds o{milk a year and her aver-
age feed cost per pound of butter-
fat was 38.2 cents, whileyearly milk
production of a cow in a herd of
27 cows was 7,423 pounds and the
feed cyst average for each pound of
butterfat was 41 cents.
In view of this survey, and be-

cause of the prevailing high prices
gt grain and hay, it would pay every
airyman this winter to regard each

of his cows as a distinct machine
and treat her accordingly.

Feeding all cows the same amount
of grain mixture results in seriously
underfeeding the hi producers,
while the low-producing cows re-
duce the net returns from the herd
by being overfed. Every cow should
be given all the good roughage she
will eat, but high producers need
more grain than the less productive
animals. ‘

Because of the different fat tests
of their milk, separate breeds of
caws require different amounts of
grain, and feeding grain to the ani-
mals according to the. following
scale is recommended:

Holsteins: Feed .4 pound of con-
centrates for each pound of milk

_Labove a yield of 16 pounds daily.

Ayrshires and Brown Swiss: Feed
-45 pound of concentrates for each
pound of milk above a yield of 14
pounds daily.
Guernseys: Feed .55 pound of con-

above a yield of 12 pounds daily.

Jerseys: Feed .6 pound of concen-
trates for each pound of milk above
a yield of 10 pounds.

Grasshoppers Were Busy
~ During the Past Summer
Fortunately, farmers have the

American trait of being able to
laugh at misfortune. Take the re-
cent grasshopper plague, for in-
stance, which produced almost
as many stories as ‘hoppers, ob-
serves a writer in the Country Home
Magazine. Here are a few from
an lowa correspondent: In Kansas
the chickens got so fastidious they
took the grasshoppers apart, eating
only the second joints. . . A South
Dakota woman had to stand guard
over her Monday wash to keep the
"hoppers from eating the clothes off
the line. . . In lowa a farmer woke
up after a noonday nap to find the
back out of his shirt and part of
a pitchfork handle gone. . . Prob-
ably none of them equals the true
story of the grateful Mormons who
erected a monument to the sea gulls
from Great Salt lake, which de-
stroyed a plague of grasshoppers.
. . . Unless it is the current one
about the residents of Cedar City,
Utah, who sold fifty barrels of
grasshoppers to a California fish
bait company. Then a Hollywood
film crew dug a trench 125 feet long,
crammed it full of dead ‘hoppers
and made a Chinese locust plague
ain The farmers who harvested

"hoppers got $10,000.

Trees Tested 20 Years
Twenty years of experimentation

have brought about knowledge as
to the refative value of various types
of tree ‘for shelterbelt planting,
which is provingofgreat assistance
in planting projects in’the drought
areas. fit Mandan, N. Dak.,- the
first test trees were planted in 1914.

‘Eighteen types of tree were set
out. Seven survived the extremes
of temperature and the periods of
drought. Of these, the Chinese elm,
the,.ash and the box elder were
foundmosteffective.

Woodchuck Aids Farme
For years, farmers have killed

one of their friends, although they
were unaware that it was a friend
they were killing. The woodchuck,

which seems to have no particular
purpose in nature, actually is an
excellent cultivator. It has been es-
timiated that a woodchuck will bring
about 100 pounds of subsoil . and
rock to the surface each year, thus
aiding in the building of fertility
in the subsoil and also providing

better entrance of rain water to the
lower reaches to which plant roots

extend in their search for moisture.

Pumpkin" for Cows
According to the Missouri experi-

ment station, pumpkins including
the seed, are worth about one-fifth
as much as good mixed hay, pound
for pound, and about two-fifths as
much as good corn silage for dairy
cows. Pumpkins are high in water
and fairly low in dry matter. As.a
general rule, about twenty to thirty
pounds per day is.about the average
allowance for a cow. Cutting the
pumpkins into small -chunks is the
common methodsf preparation,
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Lesson for December 27

THE SPREAD OF CHRISTIANITY
IN SOUTHERN EUROPE

ee TEST—Rebrews 2:14; 11:32

 

GOLDEN TEXT-—-The kingdoms of this
world are become the kingdoms of our
Lord, and of his Christ; and he shall reign
for ever and ever. Revelation 11:15.

PRIMARY TOPIC—Christmas fRound’ the
World. -

JUNIOR TOPIC—Into All the World.

INTERMEDIATE AND SENIOR TOPIC--
Why the Gospel Spread So Rapidly.

YOUNG PEOPLE AND ADULT TOPIC
The Spread of the Gospel in Southern Eu-
rope.

 

History has marveled at the
spread of the Christian faith in a
wicked and hostile world. Dark
were the days upon the earth when
the handful ef believers in Jesus
Christ set out to preach the gospel.
Why did the Christian faith spread
so rapidly and build so soundly
the future? The answer is found -in
our lesson for today. It is three-
fold. They declared

I. A Great Salvation (2:1-4).
The preaching of the apostles set

an example of sound teaching. They
knew that no ‘programs’ or
“drives’’ would suffice to meet the
need of the world steeped in sin
and superstition. They preached a
great salvation, a real gospel, and
God set his seal of approval upon
their work.
The presentation of God’s Word

and his gospel in the power of the
Holy Spirit is still the way of vic-
torious usefulness for any believer
and any church.
Turning now to the grea‘ faith

chapter of Hebrews, we see the sec-
ond reason for the spread of Chris-
tianity. Bible preaching brought
forth Bible believers — men and
women who obtained ‘‘a good report
through faith.”

II. A Victorious Faith (11:32-40).
Right presentation and proper ap-

prehension of God’s Word produces
noble and sacrificial living.
The world. is ‘‘not worthy" of its

heroes of faith. In fact, it not only
fails to recognize them and their
mighty deeds but mocks, scourges,
tortures, and saws them asunder.
But they are written down in God’s
book of remembrance. He rightly
evaluates their faith and their nobil-
ity of character.
Weneedto learn of Godhowto
regard our fellow men lest we fol-
low the crowd in giving praise to
those who merit it not, and fail to
recognize the unsung heroes of faith
in our own communities and
churches who are the very salt of
the earth.
The final section of our lesson fol-

lows the first two in perfect se-
quence of thought. We have noted
the apostolic message concerning
God's great salvation. We have
seen that the gospel is indeed the
power of God which not only saves
but which produces heroic living.
Now we turn to our obligation to
continue that glorious succession of
these who live by faith.

Ill. A Race to Run (12:1-2).
The picture in the writer's mind

is the great Olympic arena. All
around are the spectators. A race
is to be run. What a striking pic-
ture of Christian life. For it, too,-
is a race. It has a prize, both
here and in the hereafter. It calls
for intense activity. It brings us
before those who either jeer at us
or cheer us on our way.
¢“Many are the things which may
hinder a runner. One thing he can-
not do is carry weights. These may
not be sinful things but those which
may be a_ hindrance to spiritual
progress. Let-us put them away!
And then there is sin—that treach-

erous enemy that so subtly ‘“‘be-
sets us’ and entangles us. By
God’s grace let us cast it aside.
Greater than all the hindrances is

the One in whose name-we run and
to whom we look for victory. Look-
ing past the difficulties, the specta-
tors, and even the course itself, we
see him who is “the author and
perfecter of our faith.” The secret
of victory is to

Turn your eyes upon Jesus,
Look full in His wonderful face.

Firm Foundation
-If there be a man on earth to be
envied it is he who, amidst the
sharpest assaults from his own pas-
sions, from fortune, from society,
never falters in his allegiance to God
and the inward monitor.

Pride 7nd Ingratitude
Pride is of such intimate connec-

tion-with ingratitude that the actions
of ingratitude seem directly. re-
solvable into pride as the principal
reason of t?an.—South.

 

Truth in Little Things :
I have seldom seen anyone who

deserted Truth in trifles, that could
be trusted in matters of impor-
tance.—William Paley.

 

Life’s Lesson
Take what is; trust what may be;
That’s life’s true lesson. — R.

Browning.

 

Standing Erect
A man must stand erect, not be

kept erect by others.—Marcus Au-
relius. 
 


