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soldiers if they can n_mk_e‘them feel that
the Living Jesus 18 invisibly prgsent{m
their midst. Whether gh?‘ stories of a
visible appearance_of their ‘‘White Com-

e be substantiated or not, they cer-
tainly show how closclyrln}ked t()g}fth}fr
are the hearts .of. the soldiers with the
heart of their Divine Companion. .

‘“Fear thou not, for I am with thee!
reat promise that shines out In
etters in the pages of our Bible,
s o flaming like a banner over this
war-tossed world—though many of us
refuse to believe the promise, and so miss

ered joy.
th?\ogergyxéai on board ship aroused the
amusement of some young people because
he spent hours gazing earnestly out to
sea. At last ome of the asked hnr}\”mock-
ingly: ‘‘Doctor, what do you see?

“Nothing but God,” he answered

ietly. )
qu‘li \zoul(l be better for us if we were
willing to spend more‘of our precious
kours in quiet commyunion with our un-
geen Friend. It is not always necessary
to speak to Him. Sometimes we gain
more joy and strength by q.metly leaning
back on Him and looking into His face.
The joy of God's Presence is the great
need of this hour of danger. Rev. F. L.
Vernon says:

“The joy of the Tabernacle must be
shown: the joy of flying to Our Lord.
R when the heart is sad and
lonely and puzzled and afraid; the joy of
remembering that the absent boy knows
where to find his Friend, in every cCity
and village into which he shall enter;
the joy that makes hearts brave again
and arms strong.”

As one soldier wrote: “Though we for-
get Him He will not forget us.” Dr.
Brookes, of St. Louis, was once asked if he
had great faith in the perseverance of the
saints. He answered that he did not
trust in the perseverance of the saints
but in the perseverance of God. Our
love for God may be a weak and wavering
thing, but His love for us is infinite, and
neither death nor life, things present nort
things to come, nor the powers of evil
in all their awful strength, “‘shall be able
to separate us from the love of God, which
is in Christ Jesus our Lord."—Rom.
VIII : 38, 39.

It is not necessary to be constantly
talking about-one’s deeper feelings. The
Bridegroom says: ‘A garden barred 1s
My sister, My bride.”—Cant. 1V :12
(R. V. margin). The door is locked to
all the rest of the world; but be sure He
is given the key and the invitation: ‘‘Let
my Beloved come into His garden, and
eat His precious fruits.”

If the invitation is given wholehearted-
ly, and no secret place shut against Him,
then He will gladly reply:

“] am come into My garden, My sister,
My bride.”

How much we miss when we are too
busy for daily times of quiet fellowship
with our Elder Brother, Whose love is
stronger than death. We can only grow
Christlike by living with Christ. We can
only do our part to light up this darkened
world by keeping our faces towards the
Sun and reflecting His Light.

“I would my friends should see

In my glad eyes the beauty of His face;

Should learn that in His presence there

is peace,

Strength and contentment, that can

never cease."
DorA FARNCOMB.

Gifts for the Needy.

During the past week I received gifts
for the needy—$5.00 from “Grace'’ and
$1.00 from ‘‘The Farmerette,” also many
parcels of papers for the shut-in.

The Q. H. P. is still pretty full—owing
to my absence for a few weeks—but
probably your gifts will soon be dis-
tributed.

With heartiest thanks for your kindness
te my necedy friends.

DorA FARNCOMB.
6 West Ave., Toronto.

For the Needy.

I am afraid a “Quiet Hour’’ m. s. has
gone astray. In it I acknowledged two
gilts of $2.00 each for the Q. H. P.—from

a friend,” Lakeside, and ‘“‘one who
wishes to help the needy,” Udney, Ont.
I hope the kind readers who sent these
gifts have not been worried about my
delay in acknowledging them. The money
has gone out to help two poor widows,
Wf\O were very grateful to their unknown
friends.

DorA FARNCOMB,
6 West Ave., Toronto.

THE FARMLR’S ADVOCATE.

A Suggestion for Autumn  of the girl’s happiest duties to thus sur-
prise and gratify he

BY ALIX THORN.

_Thcodora, perched upon a gray rock
high above the pebbly beach, was looking
out over the sunlit bay;
eyes were very sober, while unregarded an
August magazine lay upon her blue linen
lap. A chance remark she had overheard
that morning on the Inn piazza had
straightway started a troublous line of
thought, and this was what she heard:
“My dear, it is not a bit too early to
think about Christmas, not if your list

r friends, many of
ket-books as well
filled as her own. '

But, now, now, and all in
year, fickle fortune had turned her wheel,
and Theodora and her widowed mother
found themselves with hardly more than
enough income to live upon, with but
over for extras; and
alas! Christmas must be termed an extra,

A big pine cone falling on the ground
behind her caused the girl to look around.
Mechanically she lifted the brown, rosin
dotted cone, and studied its symmetry.
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Summer School, O. A. C,, Guelph.
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steadfastly over the bay, cradling in her
hands a perfectly good pine cone, and
musing over her fallen fortunes. This
was the thought that sprang, Minerva-
like from her brain, how delightful the
pine cones were when dropped upon the
burning logsin the fireplace! What an li-
lumination, what fragrance they gave out
and how desirable such cones would be,
to burn at home, in winter; how they
would: recall the dear, vanished delights
of the summer, and swiftly I resolved to
gather bagfuls and bagfuls of the cones,
pack them in a box, also supplied by the
store, and freight them to New York.
Once home, I shall put them away safely
in a dry place till just before Christmas,
and then—well, you'll see! Why, as 1
dwelt upon my ungathered treasures and
what they might mean, 1 could imagine 1
heard the sound of chiming Christmas
bells floating over the water, and, as I
walked home along that dear, dim, wood
way, the bunch berries at my feet were
swiftly converted into gleaming holly-
berries, such is the force of imagination.”’

“Well, Theodora,” remarked her
mother, returning peacefully to her neg-

lected knitting, ‘‘your inspirations are
generally good ones, if sometimes a trifle
surprising. I shall gladly help you
gather cones, the exercise will do me
good, and I think I begin to grasp your
idea.”

Happy mornings the two spent under
the giant pine trees, carefully selecting the
larger cones, shaking them free from the
brown needles, and placing them ‘‘almost
symmetrically,” as Theodora expressed
it, in the convenient paper bags. Some-
times they paused to rest, Mrs. Dennison
perched upon an overturned old boat,
while Theodora curled up on the moss
close by. The fresh salt wind crept up
from the bay and cooled their cheeks,
the cherry voices of campers sounded
farther down the shore, and sometimes
the white gleam of a passing sail was
lifted high above the low growth by the
steep bank.

At last the girl decided that enough
cones had been gathered, and reluctantly
they gave up their pleasant morning oc-
cupation. But the very next day Theo-
dora began to clip the fragrant fir balsam
that covered the island, choosing care-
fully’ the tender light green tips which
spread out fan-like from the parent
branch. The balsam cutting was a much
more lengthy task than the gathering of
pine cones had been, but not discouraged,
day after day Theodora went forth,
armed with a pair of old scissors and the
omnipresent paper bags. The great trees
murmured mysteriously of woodland
secrets, the saucy squirrels racing from
limb to limb chattered wildly as if vexed
that a rash mortal should penetrate their
secret haunts, and Theodora, nut-brown
maid, hummed cheerfully at her task while
the morning hours slipped away. Some-
times she added bayberry leaves to her
opened bag, pausing to crush a few in her
hand to inhale the odor, so like that of
the rose geranium, while the leaves them-
selves were polished as is the laurel that
New England hillsides know.

Early in September, Theodora and her
mother traveled back to town, and beside
their trunks went a roomy wooden box
flled to the brim with layers of pine
cones, as well as a number of unbleached
cotton bags stuffed with balsam, and bay-
berry leaves, the result of Theodora's in-
dustry.

It was December, and the girl tripped
merrily from store to store, never mind-
ing the biting wind that swept unexpect-
edly down side streets and around cor-
ners, for the Christmas cheer was in her
heart, and she smiled at the tem ting
windows, and examined the gift-laden
counters, without a trace of enuy or un-
happiness. Theodora’s Christmas prob-
lems were settled; why should she not
smile? For weeks she had shopped for
inexpensive cottons in simple designs; all
in deep greens and light greens, blue
greens and gray greens, dim, tender

greens—in fact, greens of every tone, and
of these she fashioned her cushion cov-
ers, filling them with the odorous balsam.
To some she added a handful of bayberry
leaves, now dry and brown. Ten cushions
in all were piled upon the low couch in
Theodora's room, a carefully chosen
Christmas card tied to each, and every
time she passed the couch she could not
resist patting some one of the cushions,
just to show her appreciation of her own
handiwork.

As for the cones, still they reposed in

paper bags, twelve in number, paper bags

yet with a difference. First, the bags




