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reforms, rise and fall, and rise again 
—and stand among its worshippers.
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poems to Rossetti, Morris and Swin­
burne, referring to the last as

ing of 
him.'

God can easily be 
have all eternity 

As Mrs. Brown-

If the life be there,
He knows wepatient. 

before us to develop in.

The youngest, with the rainbow 
wrought

About his head, a symbol and a 
dower.

ing puts it

perfect artist is developed here

From any imperfect woman, 
from root,

And spiritual from natural, grade by 

grade
In all our life.
To make God’s image the despised poor

The healthy odorous earth, —1 missed, 

with it
The divine

trils out
To ineffable inflatus
Which love is

" NoMiddlesex Co., Ont.
Flower

The moment Swinburne had read 
the lines, he took a cab and drove 
to Scott’s house, 
mon cher, tell me exactly what you 
alluded to as the rainbow wrought 

‘ Well, ' I said,

Hope’s Quiet Hour.“ ‘ Tell me now, A handful of the earth

Glorious in the Eyes of 
the Lord.

about my head ?’
‘ you know you are hailing in the 
new time hopefully ; you are assist­
ing the advent of the brighter day ; 
you are writing “ Songs Before Sun­
rise.” ’
in hopes you meant the glory of my 
hair, that used to be so splendid, 
\ ou know.’

breath that blows the nos
Then I said, I have laboured in vain, I 

have spent my strength for nought, and 

in vain yet surely my judgment is with 

the LOIU), and my work with my God. 

..................... Yet shall I be glorious in the
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‘ Ah, is that all ? 1 was
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sitting quietlyThe Farmer’s Wife. for hours studying my 

love for ChristWhy are we so blind to the glory which 

transfigures material things ? 

We live days and years in dull monotony, 

as Moses—who had been set apart 

for a great work—cared for his flocks in 

the desert for forty years, before he dis-

Hihle, I try to show my 
by actively helping His children, ’ 

der whether they

In regard to the duties of a farm­
ers’ wife, I would say that a married 
woman, in ordinary circumstances, 
has enough to do if she care for her 
house properly and make home pleas­
ant, looking after her children as 
only a mother can, without engaging 
in the dairy, poultry, etc. 
making is woman’s province, if she 
be wife and mother; and breadwin­
ning is that of the husband and 
father. An able-bodied man should 
support his family. It is a misfor­
tune for a married woman to assume

fills and
ever done any 
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When thegardening.
draws the life hidden in various seeds to 

be delighted ifthe surface, would you 
there was a monotonous sameness all 

Did you want your 
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over your beds ? 
lettuce to develop exactly

Home- covered that God was filling “every com-
We settlemon bush” with divine glory. disappointed in theAre youbeans

down in a dull, prosaic plodding along

are only

nasturtiums seen very 
Each plant

least because your 
different from your tulips ? 
draws its own peculiar qualities from the 
earth, the sunshine and the rain, and you, 
who have planted the seeds hopefully, are 

pleased with the variety of the 
which are slowly developing from

life’s road, imagining that we 
commonplace “Worms of earth,” and for-

mysterious statementgetting that the 

contained in that much-abused Book oftoo many responsibilities, for the 
husband insensibly learns to depend 
upon her, and lessens his own at­
tempt to bring in a sufficient in- 

He loses the high respect he

far more
Genesis, is absolutely I rue: man is not plant s

come.
should have for his wife, and looks 
on her as a machine for turning out 
work—the pack-horse of the family— 
to help fill the family exchequer, 
sort of upper servant or slave, 
woman, if married, when so involved 
in outdoor labor,, either finds her 
health injured, as she is not physic­
ally fit for such strenuous work, or 
she misses the opportunity for in­
tellectual development, and also the 
opportunity to stimulate and direct 
her children’s growing mental pow 
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has the right of enjoying allwoman
the innocent pleasures of the world, 
and allowing herself a larger meas

recreativeure of relaxation and 
pleasure than falls to the 
lot of the farmer’s wife.

There are some women physically 
strong, or regular Amazons, who do 
enjoy that life, and speak from their 
viewpoint 
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life, speaks from 
Now, these are not

those seeds, than if they all aimed at a 
dull uniformity.

Are you an enthusiastic gardener ? bo 
you rush out after a warm spring shower 
to see how each tiny leaf and shoot has 
enjoyed and benefited by it ! 
love and care for your plants individually, 
giving to each one the special attention 
that will encourage and help it best ’ 
'Then rejoice in the certainty that the 
Divine Husbandman is giving special at­
tention to you, all the year round, every

only formed of Ihe “dust of the ground," 

hut God has breathed 

Life into him, and he is the image and 

glory to God. 
struggle sadly on, fearing that our work

1
Ilia own Divine

should pass sentence on 
be the standard or custom, 
those who have a keen insight into 

and things, will the correct per- 
The progress 

of the

I As our text says wei Do youM men
i spectivo be reached, 

of the race, and the destiny 
nation depends on the wav 
treated and is

has been wasted because we cannot see 

while all the time God isit has any results, 

gathering up every precious grain of love­treating its women, 
the Christian nations 

progress than
inspired service, and both the work and 

the worker are priceless and glorious in
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moment of every day, giving you all the 
culture your nature demands, and draw 
ing you up from your earthly surround­
ings by the sunshine of 11 is wonderful
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greatest organizations in the world, 
and its fundamental basis rests

in their true place.

A cup of cold water.it y of our service, 
real 1 y given in His Name, may have more 
love, and, therefore, more life at its root.

i on This is the way He describes His 
watchful care of His vineyard 
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die without it as certainly as I he great 
est forest tree.
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“ Like a cradle rocking, rocking.
Silent, peaceful, to and fro,
Like a mother’s sweet looks dropping 
In the little face below.
Hangs the green earth swinging, turn­

ing,
.Jarless, noiseless, safe, and slow .
Falls the light of God’s face bending 
Down and watching us below
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'■ And as feeble babes that suffer,
loss and cry and will not rest,
Are the ones the tender mother 
Holds the closest, loves the best ;

when we are weak and wretched
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By our sins weighed down, distressed. 
I’hen it is that God’s great patience 
Holds us closest, lot es us best
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When our Lord declares that not on»* 
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your Father, ’ He 
fact that God fills all things and, if our

we may see Him every - 
But, though the common desert 

is—blazing with divine

eyes are open,
where.

was—and
glory—though “only he who sees takes 
off His shoes" in reverent wondering ado
rat ion—though the Father’s Presence and 
Life glorify each tiny bird and fill its 
heart with joy; still we know that we 
are “of more value than many sparrows 
Even heathen poets declared that we are 
the offspring of God, for “in Him we 
live, and move, and have our being."

And how does God wake in all creation 
wonderful, mysterious thing which 

we call life ?
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How does it push its way ret
upward through all obstacles (as tender- 
growing plants have sometimes forced a 

through paving-stones), reaching 
towards the light and developing in 

Not suddenly.

Tpassage
up
beauty and fruit fulness ? 
by startling effort 
but slowly, quietly, imperceptibly, 
solid, enduring wood of the tree is built 
up by the work of the tiny, perishable 
leaves, and the hidden, lowly, unnoticed 

Little by little, the helpless baby
and
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level ops into the t all, strong man, 
very breath drawn into hie lungs, ex ery 

step he takes, every crumb he eats, adds 
its mite to the sum total.
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'Therefore God, inin small quantities 

wise and tender love, gives the rout in**
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The food and sleep aryi exerciseyear.
that a groxx ing child makes use of t < 
build up his life, may be the same to-dax 
as yesterday—but he has grown a
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storm.
By the steady 
and weak little leaves, accepting gladly
the opportunities given to it of extract­
ing life and health and nourishment from

x ery ordinary surroundings. 
And the souls that accept the duties 

thin reach, grow ingand opportunities \\ i 
steadily by unnoticed victories over pride 
and selfishness and d 1-temper, are getting

It is aready for any sudden strain, 
mistake to think that pain and sorrow
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peace and outside happiness are given
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draw us upxvarils,
while the soft rainup the eager plant s. 

and gentle dew bathe and refresh them.
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Every moment of life 
God's Love is a l xv ax - pouring
upon us.
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Inmost heaven
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Offering thee unfading health.
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