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pICIEMBER 29, 1910

Hope’s Quiet Hour.

walk on the Sunny Side.

Dear Hope,—1 want to ask you why 1t

that when someone wishes to do us n

desire it, we always resent it He comes
to us in a spirit of benevolence and good
will, and we spurn his kindness. We
cannot unserstand that_ g man would try
to do us good without a selfish motive
of his own We have no faith in man
1f we would be perfectly honest with our
wlies, the majority of us would have to

admit that the above s true, but we
nevertheless believe owu selves to be Ches
tians We think we are getting back at
fiin for his audacity by refusing his kind
ness, but an reality we are only harunng

ourselves, and 1n more ways than one

we are the losers. not he He give
.;l,.unmll\ because  he uses pood-wil
and love - faculty toward us while we
lose ‘[mnuull} hecuuse we stop our good
will and love faculty rowards him What
We use, grows, whale what we do not
use, ships from us Consider the parabl
of  the talents N dear Hope, whiy
do o think we dehb tely harm our
in o this way \ | A\l
Our correspondena i byee paght o an sny
yne that some people harvm themselves b
vefusing to  accept offered  kimdness n o
hindly spirit, but such an experience has
very seldom come  under oy notice I
enerally tind at the other way, and feel
anuzed at the gratitude shown for very
reathinme act of connnon friendliness Ot
oo it sometin happens that an
oVered  aet of kindm | not prompted
L o handly piont | hen 1t ceases  to
Iy any acramental \ and gives
un instead  of  pleasars If & man has
no affection for s wife o hut attempts to
cover up h fecling hy eiving her costly
present he wall v probably  feel like
flhingin thern awany If a rich man gives
" - 1o the poom without caring 1in
Thee lenst for the poo it oas little wonder
i the reciprent clf-respect wounded
I ot gafts ave the natural expression of

nne friendhime they  will usually, 1
k. he accepted gn the spimt an which
Thi are offered it the one who con
{ W favor should alway remember that
! s the privileced party It 1s more
bl od ta ogive than to receive

Craft fromm one who loved m

Pwas high tune they came

ed to love me

When he o«
Lime they stopped for shame
When 1 was looking over Christmas
hooke 1 came across one called ““Cheer
fulness as a Life Power)’

<hall have the chance toO read

and to-day you

some selec

ons from 1t It will be a nice change
for vou, and, if 1t helps to advertise the
ook, why, so much the better ! Speak

me of ““the laugh curt ** the author says

Phe S~an Francisco Argonaut sayvs that
woman in Milpites, a
~hing sorrow, despondency,
s, determined to

victim of almost
indigesuion,
nsomnia, and Kindred
throw  off the gloom
fr <o heavy a bhurden to
she would laugh at

whether occasion

which was making

her, and est ah

heed @ rule that

vasl three times u day

as presented or noto S0 che trained her
wlf 1o laugh heartily at the least provo
tion, and would reure to her room und

herselt She was soon

n
muke merry by

fn excellent health and buoyant
cheerful abode

spirits

her home became a sunny,

At first her husband and chil

dren were amused at het Bur aftes
vhile card this woman, the funny part
of the adea struck iy pusband and - he
Ivepan to daupgh every time poke of
My hushand spok of at ot

fricnds, and 1 yarely met one of

hut he or sh wonld Yaugh, and

we how  many  of o laugt I had
Lad  to-day Natutally thiey laug hed
1 they Vukk«-d‘ and { course, that st
lavuighing Wheno 1 formed th 1|
t 1y strange haln? Wt \
n with Ssorrow and 1 i
ol e out ol [ { e
neute indigestion e 1
wown what Fieadant
! dread . | !
(X8 I ngle | | 1
eems differes G ind T
v T 1 1 . 1 3 L
chand 1= o d n

Ous

THE FARMER'S ADVOCATE.

sult of present trouble or work, but  of
work and trouble anticipated Mental
exhaustion Omes to those who look

ahead, and chimbh mountains before reach-
ing them Resolutely build a wall about

o-day, and live within  the  enclosure

I'he past may have been hard. sad, or

wrong,—hbut it s over Why not take a
turn about? Instead of worrying over
unforeseen  misfortune, set out with all
vour soul to rejoice in the unforeseen
hlessings  of all your coming days 1
find the wayest castles in the air that
were ever piled,” says lmerson far het
ter for comfort  and for use than the

dungeons in the air that are daily dug
and caverned out by grumbling, discon-
tented people

“There is no use in talking.' said a
W orman Every time I move, I vow 'l
never move again Such neighbors as 1
cet an with ! Seems as though they

vrow worse and worse’

‘Indeed?’ replied the caller: ‘perhaps you
take the worst neighbhor with you when
vou move '

There are a vast number of fidge!

nervous, and eccentric people  who Ve

only to expect new disappointmen . o

to recount their old ones

Chums.

| eUs see,” said a neighbor Lo a farmer,

whost wagon was loaded down with po

tatoes,

August?’ ‘1 believe s0.° ‘At that time
\(ll‘A said corn was all burnt up.’ ‘Yes.'
\/\ml potatoes were baking in the ground.’
‘Yes ‘And that your district could not
possibly expect more than half a crop
1 remember.’ ‘Well, here you are with
vour wagon loaded down Things didn’t

turn out so badly after all,
no-o,

Hngers
Ly geese cuffered awfully for w ant of

mud-hole to paddle in ‘

A farmer was ashed by
the meaning of the
caid he couldn't give the
ne  of ar, but that

tainly  was o one

and had 1o hoe cott n the hot sun
cad  of grun bling Henry would  say
trood Jin Whien we o oget these tw
OW moisid, and etighaesn ot the poece’

fondf done When they were sent
mck stones, om day. Henry said tome

on Jim [ know whers there ot
‘-m;‘u-‘l\. And  all day the twn boy
\ d o N in Cah

nded the SR

and may cause his dismissal

to do in a cheerful spirit

the delightful
from which I have been quoting is Orison

forbidding that
borhood were territicd when they saw het

‘weren't we talking together last

photographer to ““look pleasant!”
she succeeded
twenty years younger!’
was possible to
and charming,

eh?’ ‘Well
said the farmer, as he raked his

through his hai ‘but 1 tell you voung-looking,

his own  son
word “optimist.” He
dictionary mean
his brother  Henny

When they awers by

Set behind your

2087

every day preach a sermon long as the
streets you walk, a sermon with as many
heads as the number of people you meet,
and differing from other sermons, in the
fact that the longer it is the better.”

And that reminds me that I must not

make this sermon—a borrowed one—too

long.
I wish you all a very Happy Year
DORA FARNCOMB

The Beaver Circle.

Bunnie's Christmas.
(By Justus Miller.)

Faster and faster fell the snowflakes in
the gray dawn of the December morning.
Whirling and twisting they came, man-
tling the bare earth in a Christmas gar-

ment of white From his cozy box the
tame rabbit hopped into his outer pen
of wire screen It was long before

hreakfast time, but perhaps some instinct
of freer things—the call of wild gambols
over moonlit gleaming snow—inherited
from old-time ancestors, stirred within
his furry breast as he stood upright peer-
ing through the softly falling crystals.
his long ears moving comically, and his
<illy, blunt nose twitching and snuffing

Suddenly he shrank back In the dim
licht a shadowy form came stealthily to-
ward his pen. Almost indistinguishable

was the white rabbit now, amidst the
finely sifting snow, but two fierce eyes
wearched him out easily, holding him
trembling and terrified Just what the
nature of the creature was that came
prowling and smelling around him thus
ecach morning, he perhaps didn’t know,
but that the beast had no business there
and that the visits boded him no good,
he very well understood, and in abject
fear he had received its unwelcome atten-
tions
l.eaping upon the flat screen roof, his
persecutor stretched itself at full length
and lay silently, keenly watching. Many
times before it had done this, and each
time its weight resting on the top had
chafed the twine binding the bottom
screens, until this morning it parted. and
an opening appeared just in front of the
frightened rabbit For one moment he
hesitated,, and then, as his eyes met the
green glare of those above, he shot for-
ward, and, with pounding heart, went
leaping away through the drifting snow,
while behind, a disappointed cat picked
himself up and slunk through the back
door of the woodshed
With ecars laid low, he ran on and on
in a panic, down the lane, across the
railroad track, and into the underbrush,
until at last he stopped, exhausted by the
unaccustomed exertion His great long-
ing was realized at last—he was free !
Rut born and reared a captive, he knew
naught of the lore in which his wild
kindred were versed—and he scarcely knew
what to do with his newly-acquired lib-
erty
Rising upon his hind legs he stared
stupidly at the unfamiliar objects sur-
rounding him. As daylight increased,
however, he was forced to seek conceal-
ment, and with uncertain hops proceeded
toward a hollow log near by. As it
chanced, a young cotton-tail had already
chosen this as his place of rest for this
particular day, nor did he propose to
yield his rights one inch Now, our lit-
tle friend was no coward, so far as those
of his own kind were concerned, and for
« few minutes a fierce fight ensued. Fach
thumped his foe right merrily with his
strong hind legs until the cotton-tail, be-
ing the smaller and weaker, was driven
forth, and the white rabbit remained the
undisputed lord of his small domain.
During the following hours he slum-
bered comfortably, but as twilight fell,
hunger aroused him. Finally he ven-
tured forth in fear and trembling, to find
the new life beckoning him with open
wrms Behind him lay a great pine for-
+st, ruddy-black against the western sky.
TThe moon just risen in front of him
sparkled upon the fleecy snow. Leaping
high in the air, the better to view his
surroundings, he  went racing away to-
wards the distant farm buildings where
he knew food abounded
\s he scampered along, a cotton-tail,
fresh from feeding, crossed his trail, and,
entering a hole in a small tree - trunk
near by, settled himself for a quiet nap
By what little things the lives of the
furtive kindred of the wild are saved




