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% THE QUIET HOUfi % i
A CHEERING MESSAGE.

In the rush of work which seems to 
take up almost everv available minute 
of the day, I often feel that the Quiet 
Hour does not get the attention it 
should receive. I too often write it in 
a great hurry, and see—when it appears
&PiintiTh0Whean ^almœV^ms1 Is A PEEP INTO A SETTLEMENT HOUSE, little girls. Woe betide anybody who

the white tablecloth : then the blue and 
white dishes and the shining knives and 
forks. The dainty paper napkins give 
just the finishing touch—no, I am 
wrong, the finishing touch is the sight of 
the fresh young faces around the table.

Classes every day, many of them, and
though it ought to be put into the hands The dear lady with whom I live said tries to introduce a new member into the mornings spent in preparation for
of someone who could devote more time to me just now : “What are you going this class. The Superintendent knows them, or in looking up absentees. The
to it, there comes some cheering mes- to write about, this time ? ” better than to try such a risky expcri- days just fly, and we get into friendlv
sage like the following letter,.received “I don’t know,” was my answer, ment. Clans must be respected in set- relations with so many people. Do you 
to-day: Would you like to spend the day with tlement work. As there is no one to wonder that we find the work enjoyable ?

“My dear Hope,—I am again sending me? take the class, and the rain is pouring I have many willing assistants. To-
you some simple poems for the Quiet Let us begin at the very beginning, down in a steady stream, the girls must day, I came home to find in the letter- 
Hour, which you may use at any time First comes, of course, our dear little be looked after in some way. They are box postals from two of these—ladies I
in the future when it may seem con- prayer : “I praise my God this day, I Put mto the new library, a fascinating only met a few weeks ago. The first

‘ Dear Lady,—Is there anything I can
______  ___ you lor the sweet inspira- inee, ana i want to love thee more." nui-aiy ■ snail i veu you wnere it came do? Haven’t deserted you, but have
tion it has given me. You can scarcely With soul refreshed, and body all in a from? A month ago I told the con- been compelled to ease up on a lame 
realize, dear Hope, how much your own tingle from a cold splash, the work of gregation (through the church paper) foot.”
‘unconscious influence ’ is doing through the morning begins. Family prayer that these children were eager for books. shp twktpri tipr anMp (Iip ntW H = v 
those beautiful talks in the Quiet Hour, before breakfast, and a short service in They are continually coming to me and , - . «. ' ’
A busy farmer said to me a short time the church round the comer, after saying: “Can you lend me a book?” , ” aS she will nersist in eallincrthe
ago, T cannot tell you how much the breakfast. Then my assistant and I and my stock was soon exhausted. P, .., ’ fx ^
Quiet Hour in “The Farmer’s Advo- were busy in the office, making out lists Money is needed for so many necessaries '
cate” has helped me. I always turn of children and cards, etc., until it was and books are things they can live with- ‘-he second postal was from another
to that page tne first thing, and often time to get the rooms ready for the rush out. I asked for books—books that had glad and v filing heljjer a joung Swed- 
find there just what seems to meet my after school. Oh, yes, we did take half been read and were lying useless on the ish girl, bhe sa>s. 1 couldn t come in 
present needs. ’ This is the unsought an hour for dinner—though we, both of shelves._ And books came—one friend to-day as 1 hoped, will come in early 
testimony of one of earth’s toilers—the us, rather grudged the time spent in sent thirty-six—soon there were 110, to-morrow morning and stay until 3.30, 
busy farmer. May God continue in the that necessary duty. It is 3.30, pouring large and small, ready to be covered, so plan to make good use of me, please. ” 
future, as in the past, to bless you and rain ! Will any of the teachers come ? Then I told the young people, or at fahe lives six or seven miles away, and 
make you a blessing. They all live at a distance, and must least a few of our young people, that teaches m a play-ground after school

“Yours very sincerely, come on the electric car. Yes, here they might have the pleasure of covering ever} day, and all day on Saturday, and
“Carrie Hayward, comes the head sewing teacher, smiling them. You don’t know how fine they Ie* 15 volunteering to help us every 

“P. S.—If you deem the poem, ‘Only and ready for the fray. Then comes look, now that they are all covered alike moment she can spare. 1 really am 
+ v*r*iicrVi+ * nncuit o for onHIicHincr thp oViilHrpn—Hpnr lift Ip tote of eiv with brown DaDer. More are coming amazed at tne number ot triends who area thought,’ unsuitable for publishing, the children—dear little tots of six, with brown paper. More are coming amazed at the number ot friends w 

lay it aside; it is just a little bit of my seven and eight, for one sewing class soon, for everybody is growing inter- interested in the work. And this; 
own heart-experience, and may not older ones for another class, and still ested in our new lending library, and it a small settlement. Just thing how 
appeal to others.—C. H. ” older girls for the embroidery class, is to be opened on Saturday to all our many must be working all around us. I

Mrs.Hayward’s poems are always wel- They are all dripping and eager. “Is children. They are excited, and so am houses in this neighborhood Thawiîî 
corned by the readers of the Quiet Hour, - ...
_____ 3 4-Z-_____ « ,, ~ mUzA,, rrrUF »» TxrVlland this'one, ‘ ‘Only a Thought,” will, 
I know, touch the right spot. As for 
vour words of encouragement, dear Mrs. 
Hayward, vou don’t know how they 
have helped me. If God is still willing 
to send messages through me, He can 
easily do so, even though the words may 
be written in a hurry. I don’t want to 
give up the work I love, either here—in 
the city—or there—in the country. I 
am certainly not tired of talking to you, 
and only fear that you may be very 
tired of hearing what I say. Here is 
Mrs. Hayward’s poem:

ONLY A THOUGHT.
It came to me at the dawn of day, 

Just a heaven-born, love-warm 
thought,

And I gave it place in my inmost heart, 
Blessed and cheered by the joy it 

brought.

The busy day came on apace;
But through all its toil and care 

My heart was glad, for my morning 
guest

Still held possession there.

There were other thoughts—a motley 
throng—

That came and went that day; 
But only those that were sweet and 

pure,
With my first glad guest could stay.

toil,
And my burdened heart grew light ; 

And I thanked my Father for His gift 
When I laid me down tliat night.

And I wondered then if my wayward 
heart,

Could ever give place again 
To the gloomy and ill, which only 

brought
Disappointment and doubt and pain.

When these beautiful, tender, heaven
sent thoughts,

Would come to me day by day; 
Did I not so often close the door, 

And turn from the boon away,

Oh each beautiful thought that we 
cherish and hold

Is a drop of Heaven’s own joy ; 
A precious gift from our Father’s love. 

Un mixed with earth’s vain alloy.

Then, dear one, if weary of inner strife, 
If longing for rest and peace,

Make room in your heart for each 
heaven-bom thought,

And turmoil and strife must cease.
M. Carrie Hayward. 

Corinth, Ont.

done as much preaching as usual, have 
I? Have I not ? Don’t you feel in
spired to start a settlement of your own ? 
You can gather a few children about you 
once a week, and get into close touch 
with them. That is the chief business 
of a settlement worker. And children 
love to be organized into a club. One 
of our Jewish girls came in a few min
utes ago for a friendly chat. She said: 
“My little sister came home so happy 
yesterday, because she was made vice- 
president of the knitting club. She 
was telling everybody.” None of the 
children in the knitting club are over 
ten years old. We made the most 
troublesome child the secretary, and 
she gave up all her noisy ways, and be
came very grave and important, writing 
out the “minutes” with great care. 
Settlements grew from small beginnings. 
It is far better to begin in a small way 
and increase, than to begin with a great 
many children and find you can’t man
age them. Get some of the neighbors 
to help. Keep a careful record of at
tendance. A very good plan is to work 
towards an exhibition. The children 
think a great deal of having their things 
exhibited to parents and neighbors. 
Won’t some of our readers make a be
ginning? Even if you only have six or 
seven children, you can win their friend
ship and help them to grow. Believe 
me, it is good for the teacher as well as 
for the pupil. Among the children, 
we grow young and keep on growing

1er. Six teachers have told other people about it, my castle n f ,*s s!n‘PH"
n, and two are absent, went up like Aladdin’s palace ZZÏ f rw "if^ows^'Pto those in the

The little ones arc soon ranged in groups jjut we wander from our snhWt ’ ‘P6013*1) to the children
on the l'ttle kindergarten chairs sewinV u , "ander ,ro™ our subject, and xoung people. You might try an
on tne i.uie Kinaergarten cnairs, sewing which was a peep into a settlement evening club of boys or girls who are not

Leaving the girls to revel in children. They could play games or

r

“There is a Rapture on'the Lonely Shore.”—Byron.

‘Twas only a thought, but it swreetened Miss Williams here? Is our teacher I, for it was a castle in the air T w'as 
t :, coming? Here comes another, an- nursing all last wi

other and another, 
braved the stori:

inJLhapÇ!!?!: Vachers and each story books, I put on rubbers and act charades, Jr perhaps"ringThomses'.
a wav at cheesecloth dusters and chatter- house 

pilv to their tea
Stahl' h,Ta“rMn“Shî'd\ik™ï * tbi ~ the The social eientem fcThAlWÏta..
mâtiné tom to hold 8»^ liem work c“r™S cl”“ 'v»s getting on-th,s ts Let them feel that vou are the ir fricnS, 
making Dags to noin tne preux xxork, carried on in a separate building. The and vou can heln them far more than 
and listening to an interesting fairv hnVc wpvp met ivainmnrr i . : LI1Liri Iar more manstorv The Little Mothers'* are nlav- \ just beginning ^ork with a you know without any actual preach-sior> me caiue moiners are pia> real carpenter to teach them. Finding ing.
ing house with their dolls furniture, that they knew more about the carving 
dishes, etc. Learning to keep house in business than I did, I went back to send 
dainty fashion, as they have little op- mv litth. çirls home—thev were verv 
port urn tv of learning in their tiny flat- unwilling to turn out of their comfort- 
homes. They go home, wild with ex- ab]e quarters, but the teachers could 
cilenient to talk for hours about the not be kept too long. Then tin re was 
tmv stove and Sideboard and bed, the thC evening cooking class to be looked

after. Everybody wants to belong to 
a co< king class—even the box’s 
going to learn “camp cooking. ’’ 
the bright-t ’ " ’ ’ ’ ’

am,

little chairs and tables, the tub and 
irons, -with a real handle that van be 
taken off just like the big irons. The 
little mothers do not tire of tox’s that 
can only be played xvith for an hour or 
two once a xveek, and the prtltx room 
in xvhich they plax- is a Very different 
place from the dull rooms xvlu re manx- 
of them live, crowded togvt her.

What shall xve do wit h t lie ot her class, 
the one that is xvit limit tcacht rs ? 'fhese 
are all Florence St. children a elan of

arc
See

‘Whatever in the xvorld I 
In xvhatsoe’er estate,

I have a fellowship with hearts 
To keep and cultix'ate,

And a xxork of lowly love to do 
For the Lord on xvhom I xxait.”

Hope.

A Mexican paper, referring to the
e origin-taeid girls in their white caps, labor situation in Mexico, complains 

muslin sleexes and aprons, earning of the excessive number of holidays 
out the order of the teacher. How she which the peon thinks he is entitled to.
can find sonu tinny tor each one to do is Out of 3U5 daxs of the year 131 are

si’ ling and s, rein bexoted to obligatorx’ and traditional
!|‘ 1 I’erlu tlx . idleness, as follows: Sundaxs, 52; saint

. : ‘y!v* Hie girls s, i Mondays; 52, solemn feast daxs, 15;
indeed. lu lx days, 3; national feasts, 3; familx- 

i on. : la » feasts, (i.

a mysterv, but slu 
and knows her 
When the cooking 

1 he table, which !• ■' 
First t Ik ''siK n, 1


