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Dey Don’ Know. and there won’t be a chance for a pile
(A Negro Lullaby by Leigh R. Miner, in 1 ^per5 gloves, nails, etc., to grow.

The Outlook.) JLhat s what I mean about pictures.
D*t * «“• he is filin' lo"^’hlmTve ryXXïïoXT,"

Which way dis little lamb gwine to Vo =pL"BheSe go,deri autumn days pass 
T. .leepor ,„k,. which road he gwi„e =,pS'Xi"CX«h= wo,ldft,IS5

ov kt he *"• h= aw

01 he *»• heow. mT” S,*? feï cX" ImaiXXi

““■“WTh^KeXr"'- »-* K-tisss:
Oh there’s hosts of them—animals, 
birds, Bible pictures, history—send for 
a catalogue. They open up a new world. 

» , nf what boy would go astray who
knew and valued to the full Sir Galahad, 
by G. F. Watts? Let your little girl have 
that beautiful picture of Ruth hung in 
her room and she will 
beautiful ideal.

mother helped us light them and the 5th “our trooo insnerted a ,r.. ,
boys didnt go off to smoke tobacco I Oth “at a sociaMor Sn'nlf7' 
unknown to her. She was too much library—made $15 50 " AnriblL^h001 
their chum. More sympathy that’s what to a raffle, came out luckv”2fcî "ST 
we all need—more kindly sympathy. “at a raising on R- '«Xu .
Then we found old candle moulds. 24th "Was ft Richmond'Hd?^' JfS 
We melted wax and made candles with very good. Grand ŒL" ’ fir?w°rk8 
string for wicking and we each had our the last." Monday Tulv3^”^ at 

and mother didn’t break our backs federation spent in^Toront»18*'!. P**1
SÆTÆ’aXrXX'LX ?feX£
r,™t™e ,UPreme “cri6ce in m«- i'E«itiPg -im.‘=T4,ion,Z‘?b%,a

1st, Farmer s picnic—finished off bullv"
my dad le the boys use his rifle too- nightVddted"' 

taught them ow to use it, and thev could 14rh ’ '-h™, near.a11 G™- Nov. go fishing ,, well sometimes, when"Se e to play •' No7’3' ■S'*d .«H
was a good run. One of the saddest match;wontwo feel'e ” M

ïfÿÜÜ JSfngonB'Kmp’ol dT UV <«* ^ ^

What the country wants is more vouncr th!/ if. - ?' ,Dldn 1 th,e w»r renew
STPm,„ram,d:dy VO«r MloSn?' TtSFSTSj*

.reXXsc"fiS’s„rs“di& s»rx“F“«
ers and hired help when needed There rr * ,a ^f8s have thÇ opportunity." 
was better health al» along with the

of us need is a new conscience but like 
the darkie declared, “Dey’d be « heap 
mo folks willin’ t’ let dey conscious he 
dey guide if dey fool conscious wouldn’ 

sech po’ jedgment wen dey’s easy 
pickin’s in sight.”

Be a good neighbor. As Abou Ben 
Adhem cheerily answered the angel.

“I pray thee, then, write 
that loves his fellowmen.”

The angel wrote and vanished. The 
next night it came again with a great 
wakening light, and showed the names 
whom love of God had blest, and lo! 
Ben Adhem’s name led all the rest. "

"Leigh Hunt."
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II Which way dis little lamb gwine to go, 
To. sleep or awake, which road he gwine 

take
Brer Rabbit he don’ know, he don 

know,
Beer Rabbit he don’ know.

1
*

1 Jây-Bird settin’ daih in blue, he’s 
cungerin’ 'bout it, too.

Which way dis little lamb gwine to go, 
To Sleep or awake, which road he gwine 

take
Ol’ Jay-Bird he don' know, he don’ 

know,
01’ Jay-Bird he don’ know.

grow up with aun

WhiGood books„ ,, as cheap as worse
ones Have lots of them. Mother
taught us to love books and take care 
ot them. We first learned not to tear 
catalogues. Then she always read aloud 
to us even if only for a few minutes

Sly ol’ Red-Fox slippin’ by, he'll cal'late hfotf it ^Fa grew, older she ^ad the
wid ha’f an eye b.°°ks tkeV dl,d and we all discussed

Which way dis little lamb gwine to go, ^ Even though the Pri“ of 
To sleep or awake, which road he gwine 

take
Brer Red-Fox he don’ know, he don’ 

know,
Brer Red-Fox he don’ know.
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■
use mh Mr. Gray-Owl say’n1 "Who wh-o-o” 

reck’n he know fuh sho’
Jes’ w’at dis little lamb gwine to do, 

To sleep or awake, which road he gwine 
take

Ol’ Gray-Owl sez “Who wh-o-o?” 
“Who wh-o-o?”
01’ Gray-owl sez “Who wh-o-o?”

Yo’ ol' Mammy,by de baid, is un study’n’ 
in huh haid

Which way dis little lamb gwine to go, 
To sleep or awake, which road he gwine 

take
Ol’ Mammy she don’ know, she don’ 

know,
Ol' Mammy she don’ know.

B

oneme as
I

! sezI i '
Ë

US
i 11' 111= 
lliF

Another thing vow each one on the 
sacred altar of your conscience to be a 
good borrower. That may sound like 
Pat, but be not so good at borrowing as 
returning. We have a neighbor, who has 
borrowed everything from a needle to 
the washtub and when this summer that 
said tub was the only available bath­
tub and she didn’t return it because as 
she said, “I was too busy. I was picking 
all the black currants.” Now that didn't 
put me in a very kindly mood towards her. 
Another man has a cow die and he takes 
her away from his barns and leaves her 
for the odor to blow over his neighbor’s 
pasture. We do indeed need new con­
sciences.
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m SiWhat My Neighborhood 
Needs For Its Im­

provement.
by “lady of c.”

(A Competition Essay that is as much 
to the point now as when it was written 
some time ago.—Ed.)
1 'NEAR Farmer’s Advocate.-Advocate
J__J of the happiest and most sane

modè of livlihood. Well, when 1 
saw your competition, I just had an 
itch to write—prize or no prize. To 
make any neighborhood, home or person 
better give them more music, books and 
pictures. Let us here on the farm have 
eyes to see and ears to hear the beauties 
and harmonious working of nature.

The day before I saw your competition 
September 26th, we had a hailstorm 
about four p.m., and then the sun came 
out brightly. I took a snap of a row of 

gaily nodding in their wintry 
surroundings. It is awaiting develop­
ment. If it is good I’ll send it on to you 
but if otherwise it is not wasted for to 
me it means as much as Wordsworth’s 
daffodils.

ill ;
’**11 Ei ■ This is the snap, taken 4 p. m. Sept. 26th, after a haihtnm

“Lady of C."
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Don’t barter your health, happiness 
and education for the mere acquisition 
of land plus money. Let your children 
have their pets, encourage their little 
hobbies and above all sympathize with 
their ambitions. Don’t let your girls 
feel that the boys

has gone up we do not yet feel that we r,ar,i , , be waited upon and pleased at every
should cut down too much on the paoers folk lrBüBn • m?r,e, happiness. Most turn and oh don’t let those girls dress for
and magazines. It would be nrettv I wîct. d the,r ,n,eighbors or tried hard company and shut the boys out in the
flat without the other fellow’s opinbn or written in ^ my dad’s diary kitchen. I know that happens. -
argument. 4 written in 1867. oh why can there not be equality between

There is always music. If that bov, March 2nd “have been to a i man and woman? 
vxe all know, had loved the Robin’s Party got up to pay for chnmh » ,
voice would that voice now be silent March 6th "commenced our drill May I say a few more words (how 4°»
and four little birds "still” in their at R*chmo d Hill all in to-day written work compare xvith a printed
nest? Don’t fret if your young son March 9t 'Went to a oartvBnB™' column?) about the houses we live in.
hmSalimy °n 3 rnouthorgan. ^Give Vaughan.' March 13th -VSrHl at Hri’V

“For oft when on my couch I lie make a ÏÏmBB™hti'U Sunday" “SomeMarch ^th-'

In va^nt or in pensive mood, h‘s stick-to-it-iveness. Yes and ^oBet Fenians’ expectinB7rTk,,an'ongst the plements for your work and your wife
wB6 ■ rthat! mvard eye y0llr glrl. wk’stle. That whistling girl in honor of St. Patrick” SMt°'IL°nrn0Yr using the most primitive articles, making

l Which w the bliss of solitude; and crowing hen is all balderdash M “Went to a ‘frakus’ last- „■ v?aiicb ,26th her work harder and longer. Get electric
k And then my heart with pleasure fills neighbors were scandalized to think run away but cauvhr t,;lght’ •t horse power if possible to run the chum, the

And uancee with the (cosmos) daffodils." whistled, but my dad wasn’t. pulling cutter 14 ,n;i„ m again after washing machine, the bread mi er, for
ct™a u' . , ,,ad a very lighting and cooking. You tarmers
‘Frakus’ last night v^e,rit to a wouldn't think of cutting down all your
time, had two or thiB^t V1°,in most corn by hand even if a corn-binder now 

or three dances.” April does cost two hundred and fifty dollars,

are the masters to
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cosmos j

Let them be as comfortable, artistic 
and convenient as your purse will allow. 
Don’t have all the conveniences and im-

"Oth<

I
He s;

We all smoked old umbrella cane in the 
kitchen until our eyes smarted and

E ill your window boards with plants Î
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