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THE QUIET HOUR.THE CHILDREN'S CORNER.
A “ Proverb-Hunt ” will now begin this column. A prise to 

offered for correct solutions of the first three pictures. Only 
children of subscribers may compete, and competitors must be 
under sixteen years of a^e. Answers should be sent in for each 
group, e. »., 1-3, 4-6, 7-9, etc. A prise is offered tor each group 
of three pictures, and a better one at the end of the year ror the 
largest number of correct answers. Letters marked Proverb- 
Hunt” will not be opened until ten days after the tlurd picture 
of each group to issued. The first letter opened, containing 
correct answers, will be prise winner; all others will receive 
honorable mention. Address your letters to Cousin Dorothy, 
Farmer’s Advocate, London, Ont., and mark them Proverb-

Q rowing.
Unto him that hath. Thou givest 

Ever “more abuhdantiy.
Lord. I live because Thou lives!,— 
Therefore give more life to me ; 
Therefore speed me in the race ; 
Therefore let me grow in grace.
Deepen all Thy work, O Master. 
Strengthen every downward root.
Only do Thou ripen faster,
More and more. Thy pleasant fruit. 
Purge me, prune me, self-abase,
Only let me grow in grace.
I,et me grow by sun and shower, 
Every moment water me ;
Make me really, hour by hour.
More and more conformed to i nee. 
That Thy loving eye may trace.
Day by day, my growth in grace.

1

Hunt"—outside the envelope.A RED CEDAR PENCIL.

SMHS,
hutnaid for every thtog as he got it, and hoped for tetter days
kS. Si&WpKSKÏte Mr* ^

ofioot after another down onto the silk from whence M IS scholar whose conception of joy was that it was a
F/drinned to the roof, and ran off in a current of dirty water to &LSSS.X Ë&/ mK 7T • „ __.i_ in lutUDS and kept somewhere m
theffutterbelow. The room itself was nearly as comfortless WgËXèx HR: IPthing made in lumps nraved for it,
m the day outside.-In one corner was a cot bed, the legs of BjfesSijte heaven, and that when pe^P1 P ,y fitted into
whh*wroe tied up with string to keep them fromtolUng pieces were somehow let do,^”
aror“ There was a washstand which had been good once £§SBgl&«mr BÙ their souls. I am not sure that views as gross
înmn a time, but looked as though it had been through two or E. . g tn^lr ®„X,5„i not often held by people who
tiE^ auction sales before it got up into the place it now -JSgWM and material are not oiten y k
n^cmiied A craoked jug, a basin with a large chip on the I ought to be wiser, lu reality, joy is as
rim?and‘an empty cigar Sox wM6h did service as a soap dish, matter of cause and effect as pain. No ?“?
together with a wooden table and an ordinary kitchen chair, ca* ,v iov bv merely asking for it. It IS one of the ripestSssaœseersstteaiifsssarc 6S5mSAww5,& -a»»sstrfflS
£re the tebtoonwhich rested his last quarter. He had taken -:»v be grown. There is a very clever trick in India

from Ws pocket, and after having fumbled to til the others called the mango trick. A seed is put in the ground
to be sure there was no more money in them, he had sat down hiddew proverb-no. 16. ^Hoovered UD. and after divers incantations a full-
to see what anybody’s last quarter really looked like. He was I I «..nwr, mi.h annears within five minutes. I
thinking to himself that he never saw a quarter look quite so my Dear Children- ..... .. „ „„ blown mango bush appears wh, thine was
ridiculously small in his life before. Why, he could remember ! want to thank you for the n^oe letters wbloh are coo er met any one who knew how the toing was
the time when he would hardly know how to spend one because gtantly coming in from all parts of the oountij. John Shoe- . . . j never met any one who believed it to
he had so many things already. A glance around the room ban’s proverbs were correct as usual ; and ^though they done , DUl l conjuring trick. The worldMm that there was nothing left to sell wMoh could arrived too late for the prize, deserve honorablemmtion be anything else than a coniimn* w.va. ...
brin^to any more money, and he was just asking himself. Two of Bert Hodgins’ proverbs are correct. J. S. writes. I j8 pretty unanimous now in its beliel m theo 
“What next?” when a rap came at the door. thank you very much for the nice prize I received from yo . of Nature. Men may not know now fruits

“(tome in," cried the Mtist, wondering who could be «ill- i have not had time to read very much of it. but I think it to nees _ do know that they cannot grow in
ing on him. Slowly the door opened, and a feeble man, dad in a veryitood story. HHnna at once For the girls imites Some lives have not even a stalk onblU®-jExcuHe1m<’ sakf he^'^a’toterrupting of you, but won’t I I offer a prize forThe best paper doll with three tissue paper faich fruits could hang, even if theydid grow in

ÿ$lJ&t-ytgta.qüf’œnrssil. a -grfï «. ». »- ■_«».. .*5SSrV w. »‘‘‘“si"
stofkefro't do it no more ; she’s laid up ’er«elf, an’ ’as to keep factored text, to be painted inwEtoroolore on poyr-uird- hÇne fchat they never could come to maturity.

sSrnissSHHSEiSffS;ÏSolTTLiS'ï.* pÏÏÏbtoi 1 K i. theporobloot too yin» Did
“ how that asthma fiend has him in its dutches. What sunken I prize may feel quite certain that the ^rk spent on io>l» I ever think why Ohrist spoke that parable?
ev«« and^emaciated features." At last the man made a pause, text to not thrown away, for it will make somelittie invalid I Î® - tt turned to the disciples and said Heisssssss
"^"Thedoor closed.and the man and thequarter were both gone. “ Do S®meth.^« ^ S Hto LcretTf happiness. Go back over these
“Too bad ” exclaimed the artist, but he wasn’t thinking Of his Are you almostdtegustodwithllle, little man j i , wiU find the causes of this effect —

him l ho^ed he’d won get weU. ’ said the artist to himself. Do something for somebody quick ! happiness comes. Remember, in the Drst place,
“ ^or chapN ITn afraid he^new as weli as I did that he never I ,t rains like the rain of a flood, little man, I that the Vine was the, Easter symbol of JO,.

2hHSsss$^s?*|ss E9iÆ?É5Sbothered about it, but had fallen asleep where hesat. Though the skies are like brass overhead, little man, BOUrce in Christ. His people share His life, Md
All of a sudden the clang of the fire I And the wall like a well-heatedbrick ; I . - «heure ite consequences, and one of these

usual noises of the city, and in an instont throe was ascurer And all earthly affairs in a terrible whirl- therefore 8 ^ f |Pvlng ia one that in the
ing of feet on the pavement below. Gradually thdnmmbe^n to Do something for somebody quick ! 18 joy. His metnou * # medium
be lit up from the reflection on the sky, and when the artuiL I —— ----------------------- - I nature of things produces joy _ ••Via
started to his feet, bewildered and dMed, it was to see thick I ..., o,,..-—..» „ a True Storv I through which it comes 18 also explained . Me
#$ SjSh.'SftSflUSSMgwltyi , Little Buttero-p. I am «-«A'ÿMSjw "-ttiSS

m?‘ ">" , 7 . raT rÆ ffiU5SS^35rr&. &JK
and the shouts of the firemen. At last he was in the crowd, I very dainty cat. I always have my I partly in the g Partly, that is tomeals ^ the dining-room with the family For a ship which madetoat possible. chriet,8
crumbling8 buildings and the men rushing outyards of ho^ table I have a square of oiidothcovered with say ,jy in the influence of that Life upon
and directing their streams first here, then there, he found he I vnapkin. My meat is cut into small pieces I presence^ pa y will* and partly in the in-
was next to l man who was taking notes. At once a thought Wbltonap^ & ^ My mUk |8 put lnto a , and^Wtil *f ifch M that
8 ru“ Are you a reporter .’asked he. •«'Yes,"replied the mmi silver cup. If my food m given to mem any other ^ gelf-riddance and joy in others* gain.

!tath SïïwïmtüS'm. .w!S ™'“.ÎSL'Stïtt doesn't look pretty inherlretmy “"Sn.Mt 5nd lolilllbll speclllc. There I. no
occurred this afternoon, and they cant possibly get back fo I own [Htle fork. It is a PjeHy ‘<< ‘ covered I mvsterv about happiness whatever. Put in the

telï.XttiXZoti'.'Ta'li’Æ traire ' s’ttckZ'îh^ Slot. tot. m, moot, -d brioj^gtorto ^^.‘fj^Tdo^f 2>d'

so he made the best of it and .began The Pencil proved more ' . to my mouth. , T b*e doln« good is to abide in
‘ÎR&Î ra&yïïïïoï-if The stiro^he &S$ T S my milk in the same way I mean. I proof thiAll this is a plain
off were perfect,Tand it seemed as though all he had to do was dip my paw into the cup, and when matter of cause and effect is that men may try
to put the pencil point on the paner and it would draw what- ^ilk i draw it out again and lap the milk matter of ivable way Qf finding happiness,

^My6 little mistress puts her noseinto her ^up and they will fa^l^ All ^cum-
of dashing hose reels, and of policemen keeping hack t I every time she drinks but she has . I . and fulfill conditions, but the yroiciny 18

ÆrÆVÆsiTstKs rdT.“rrè^>«&*.«.‘na-SrK",Vbr^£ > -dd „otth.

fbr^îldïL“m.Tt^“hh.a^moPoi rtoodby^»»L^ootl»^ttott Jou
ing paper containing some remarkably good sketches of a fire she woul.“ “X? . RO one morning, when she was have got these things Decause voua..u
and on the paper lay a common red cedar pencil with a rubber my cunning tricks , so one K. the table I get them. As well try to feed upon a cookery
tip. The artist leaned forward and picked it up to examine t, I rjn_ing breakfast bell, I jumped P . had I fionk Snend the time you have spent in sighing
saying as he did so something about kindness bringing and dipped my paw into the cream-pitcher. I had b • P® . r miling * the conditions of their 
own re nard.”—Dcrmot McEvog. begun to lap it off nicely when the cook came for fru'ts in ™me __ mu8t come. We

Why .ho^cropl,. Failure. L 5%:t5 ‘ ESteSSSST^

Farmer Hardacre-“ Fate is always agin the expected cook would say it. too, but she didn t^, th them, advised them, prayed for them -

-------- - —...
^"Farmer Hardacre-“ Why, I’ve got a Mistin’ big ^ breakknew thatj/.e thought method^ thejay^f oN,^ure ^cannot^fa,

crop of oats for the first time in four years, and j wa8 clever. I do wish alwavs so ill- are “ the Hands of the Living (md.
there’s nothin’ to feed ’em to any more but bicycles COok like me. But some people are always | -Mom " Pcuc Vobu.au,n.
and trolley cars.” I natured .
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-F. K. H.

How Fruits Grow.
from ? I knew a Sunday
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