)l\
ud

of
sed
1ts
he
res
up
ith
i1,
the
rse
1el-

les

ling
nd,
vice
1ar-

its
1ys,
me
as
and
- all
hat
1ust
pass
day
the

B.

was
be-

irred
¢ Os-
f the
‘ Os-

been
enin-
1 the
miles

rance
ation
oving

has
ford-

news-
opin-
have
, Law
dance
;  im-
alties
h has

- are
ynd it
creas-
ary to
orable
achers
derbid
f the

now
i,chools

been

n cere-
y ages.
1S been
me to
| addi-
Revolu-
es, the
vereign

JUNE 29, 1911
was supposed to be sent down direct
IHeaven. Until the tihme of

1y from
Charles L. the coronation rohes used
were those of Saint Iodward, hut
when the unfortunate Stuart. wa he-
headed, the robes were sold for a few
shillings. Lver since, fresh
have been made for each coronation

(Commenting on the strenuous
now being made to
military purposes, John
in London (Eng.)
Times : If ever men presented a
Sluvxctu(?lo of sheer inanity, it is now
_when, having at long last triumph-
ed in their struggle to subordinate to
welfare the unconquered ele-
ment, they have straightway com-
menced to defile that element, so
heroically mastered, by filling it with
engines of destruction. If ever the
gods were _\vxstit'l(wl of their ironic
gmile—by the gods, it is now !

water and earth are wide enough for
men to kill each other on. For the
love of the sun, and stars, and the
blue sky, that have given us all our
uspirutimns gince the beginning  of
time, let us leave the air to inno-

cence.’’

rohes

en

deavors utilize

airships for
(‘.nlswort,hy says,

their

Hope’s Quiet Hour.

By the Side of the Road.

friend man, he
the side of the road.”

to and

‘- He was @8

lived in a house by
<+ There are hermit souls that live with-
drawn,
In the place
There souls,
apart
In a fellowless firmament ;
There are pioneer souls that blaze their

of their gelf-content ;

like stars, that live

are

path
Where highway
But let me live by the
And be a friend to

never ran—
side of the road,

man.

live in a

‘ LLet me
the road,
Where the race of men go by—
The men who are good, and the men
who are bad,
Ag good and as bad as I

not sit 1n
the cynic's ban.

1 would
Nor hurl

l.et me live in
the road,
And be a friend to man.’

of greatness
herd,”’

One ideal
looking

house by the side of

the scorner’'s seat,

a house by the side of

is to stand aloof
down

THE FARMER

the road Suon h

flock  of

walked along

child
her

lar and

et a with a and

sy

hehind Wwas o voung nmn nlowin on

a ilute, which he had made from a recd

The
daily

hermit about  his
life,

market,

questioned  him
that he
and
the

and found drove geese

then went
That
S0
At

man,

1o sold them,

hack to his home in fens.

work
questions.

seemed enough,

the

last

commonplace

hermit asked more
that this
had found a little
by the roadside.
her father and

he discovered voung

when only a boy,
house

killed

her

desiring

baby in a
Robbers

mother,

lonely
had
he took home, cared for
her and taught
but the pleasure of seecing her happiness.
The ) I know
why thou art so pleasing in the eyes of
God. Farly hast learned the
which gives all and nothing,
suffereth long and is ever kind, and this
I have not learned. A small thing, and
common it seemed to me, but now
that it is holier than austerities,

than fasting, the

SO

her, no reward

hermit said : son, NOw

thou love

asks which

too
1 see
availeth more and is
prayer of prayers.”’

It we want to ‘‘serve our generation,”’
of real use in the place where God
has placed us, then we mast not make
the mistake of standing solitary
srandeur or loneliness apart from our

neighbors, let us “live in a house by the

being

in

side of the road,” remembering gladly
that we stand on a level with our
brothers and sisters. The highest title
of each of us is ‘“‘a child of God,”” and
we have no right to look down on His
other children. The nearer we get to
people the more we understand their
difficulties and temptations, and the
more interesting we shall find them

'S ADVOCATE

and fretful

eas)

with «a contentious

IRERTELRN [t certainly is not an

thn 'y he always pleasant in tone and

matiner  when oone s constantly in the
COMPan) of  complaining, fault-tinding
people But those who are called to
walk in such a difticult way have the
chance of winning many glorious vic-
tories over that giant tyrant. self, for
“he that is slow to anger is better than
the mighty: and he that ruleth his spirit
than he that taketh a city.”

In spite of class distinctions and ‘‘race
in spite of the strong feeling

against

prejudice,”’
expressed  in
fellowship with our
spite of the
between

many quarters

neighbors to
hard feeling

laborers and

closer
the south, in
roused
employers,
of brotherhood.
brotherhood
ity. We are

gometimes
this age 1s peculiarly an age
This recognition ol
has from Christian-
children of One Father.
Christ is Klder Brother; bone of our
bone and of flesh. His life-
blood is pulsing in our veins, His ideals
and example are rousing us to follow in
[Tis steps. Just because lle is
Brother and mine we are brethren and
one with each other. ~ He is the King
before Whom the greatest kings of earth
bow in lowly adoration, yet He was
once the Carpenter in a despised village.
He rules over the rich and joins hands

sprung

our

flesh our

vour

with the poor, placing both on the same
level. The king is a man, and the Son

of Man has lifted the common humanity

of ours so high that ‘Man with God is
on the Throne '—therefore  the title
““man’’ is infinitely more glorious than

the title ‘“‘king."”’ Kings only reign for
a few years, but man is linked through
Christ with the Eternal God. Therefore

4_/’_,/_——————4

from the ‘‘common
on them from a pinnacle of riches or
wisdom or holiness. That is not thle A Sure Find.”

> i > 5 ore us. He
:;::fln:,\tmzl:a;‘Uf?”hi; Slent lll)f‘(fi,\'(,‘[], looking The little things bulk much larger than '“_Un are a.lways worth taking Vll‘nublc
down in pity on men ; e came down the big things in every life, because they with. It is huu'-\ fuolAnsh an(? wrong to
and lived w;(,h them. He did not live are soO common—there are su'mu.ny of say _thut anyone is unmter'estmg, and to
in a palace, with splendid grounds sepa- them. We do most of our cl‘lmbmg on t'o}nﬂlder thutuwe hav? a',. n.ght to pe ur}v
rating it from those beneath Him ; but the lg(ider oll‘everyduy t_mppemlngs, grow- friendly anfl, standoffish’’'—if there is such
preferred to live in a lowly cottage, and ing Trich spiritually as the.b.lg depart- a word. The people who seem O us to
to work in a little shop on & village mental stores prosper—gaining small be common})lupc are very Qear Q) our
street. He got as near to the publicans profits on an immense number of things, Master. 'Ihelr'l)aulcs agalpst sin u‘nd
and sinners ‘us was ;mssihle, identifying day after day and year after ygur. struggles uf(ef holiness are \ntensel):‘mi

Jo -2 h so completely that the A friend who would sacrifice great teresting LQ Him 9"d to themselves. . I'hey

Rl continually rub us up would be interesting to us, too, if we

<A Friend of

things for us may

l“\m.t was hlAlrlUfl u,t .l'lvlm 'Whnf joy such the wrong way by sarcastic or thought- only tried, with real kindliness, to get
publicans and sIBRCIS. i ! How less remarks, or hurt our feelings very into touch with them. I am sure thht
) .tmmt sl DS gl-\'f‘l"l .?“”vxvl%en ‘““the nfL.en by curo’:less neglect or inconsiderate Mary’'s Son rejoiced in the common work
delighted He ““USt' \\.z;w‘l“:‘tlll’lgmm;v.” 1 forgetfulness. ~ Perhaps we are acting in that brought Him near to His brethren.
(u(rlllll“:\lx);le }1‘{9:})3151\lheliljfntﬂs» over thAc"com— that fashion l()llrfqelvns, \\hm.\ we xl\l)ﬂ'\( lltf still wuntls) L()Fshure ‘ih,eir everyday
mon people,”’ those who pray earnestly— be daily cultivating the delightful habit toil and be their lr)l:)ll]{d\ “b“hAul);::I'(‘()MH
though perhaps not very gr;\mma\,i“\”.\"’ of being kind and thoughtful n hun- ‘ AL .
and who look up to Him in the midst dreds of little ways. ‘ -—
of toilsome work. The hands that are And, when we have been lr\C()l\.ﬂlduréU: The Divine Workman.
heautiful in Eis sight may he hardened O actively llllkl_“d’f”r no one _1-‘* quite )
and stained with work, the faces that angelic at all times, here iIn thlj world [n the shop of Nazareth
vive Him pleasure may be wrinkled and —a great deal can be done to right the Il"\}ngEnL cedar haunts the breath.
ol et wrong, if only we can be Iy!;lq un(;u‘uh to g.ls a low eastern F(NTIH.

L o ) nermit  who had conquer pride and ““own up. [t is not V\mdnwle?s, touched with gloom.

'here was '1‘1”\:1' :l 1“‘"‘”\[\4hrw vears, an €asy thing to do, of course. Workman’s bench and simple tools
< A (6] 3 ~ B L i 5 7 .
\\":*)x(l)rdm;n a[ix pilr(:n collar round his neck . L N l\[.,ml:,c th;, wxﬂll::;c\;(;lst“u:x;i slt(o‘:ls.
. ) o { thorns on his A good-bye Kkiss 1s a little thing, “ of ox a : a oI plow,
and an iron crown o0 od and en- With your hand on the door to go, Finished by the Carpenter,
head. He fasted pue [»rn,w‘t im( hop- But ir‘ takes the venom out of the sting Lie about the pavement now.
dured the cold ans h*'il(‘i”“‘l i\,‘i“:\;:; (l‘u- Of a thoughtless word or a cruel fling
ing that by “‘”‘1"‘ \'"\I"}'” 11‘t1|‘;:‘|‘l of. holis That you made an hour ago & In the room the Craftsman stands,
might climb high on e 1 Stands and reaches out His hands.
“P:& He prn,\'wi that God would ghow o it is necessary to do e
him any man who pleased [fimm better, And sometimes 1 = d "y the Let the shadows veil His face

] ) o ¢ him the way more than that, to nsk. pardon for the . shadows vel 18 Ilace

50 thav Ge might 16850 | 1 and told wrong, or accept a merited rebuke with- If you must, and dimly trace

to heaven. An angel upp;“d:‘;‘ "lll: third out getting in a temper OT becoming His workman’s tunic, girt with bands
hn.n to ff)llnxw‘ .Hl:; ,ull](z;(nwl(" ore who sullen. . ‘ At His wgisl. Bu‘ His hands—
milestone and he o he spiritual lite Perhaps the greatest triumphs in life lLet the light play on them ;

was farther advanced 1n (”. ?Im\ flxv a are won by the people who are unfail- Marks of toil lay on them

than he. and anoUlE knww‘l ].d hinbn to ingly kind even to those who are very Faint with passion and with care,
htt‘,le girl of se\"t-n “h“, ‘h:‘ ‘N“hu Longed mml-nlt to live with. Yolomon says Every old scar showing there

“’”":‘ fn’(“‘f“"“_ t ?‘:mthzu{\[\: from his pil-  that it is better to dwell in a desert Where a tool slipped and hurt;
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alert
toil.

callous ; be
line of

Show each

cach deep
the

the pitch ;

I'or

Show soil
Of
Grips of
When
I'rom

strength
length.
[ turn
[ earn
see

know that
bit
whit.

the

at

and
helve give
and

night comes

shop where
let
hands ;
lot, every

my
bread,
hard

Daily me

Those He
Shared

Was a

my
man, every

Could 1 fear such a hand

Stretched toward me ? Misunderstand
Or mistrust ? Doubt that He

Meets full in sympathy ?
(Carpenter ! hard like 'Thine

Is this hand—this of
I reach out, gripping Thee.

of Man, close to
and “fast, fearlessly !

me
mine :

Son me,

("lose
—Anon.

The Beaver Circle.

Our Senior Beavers.

[For all Third to
(ontinuation Classes, inclusive.]

pupils from Senlor

“‘Making the Dog Go Back.”

Never a sign of Shep about,—
Ah, what a threadbare ruse !
Down the lane, to the gate, and out,
Sorry the scamp is loose ;
Visions of trouble close at hand,
Keeping one on the rack ;
Hard for a boy, you understand,

Making the dog go back !

Whistled to come, day after day,
Lured with endearments fond ;

Sniffing you up out in the hay,
Swimming with you in the pond ;
(hasing your foe with bristling mane,
Hot on the rabbit’s track ;

Wonder it goes against the grain,
Making the dog go back !

Ha. there he is, low in the grass,
Only his ears in view |
Spying the way thut you must pass,

Keeping his distance, 00O |
Heedless alike to wile and threat,
Sneaking away to tack ;
Small returns for ynlll: pains

Making the dog go back !

you wet,

rods on,

Another halt, a few
And a bootless chase the while ;
The homcstead disappears anon ;
But, again, within the mile,
Shep's bland nozzle is peeking out,
The lust gate’s gaping crack ;
Ready to call it quits, no doubt,
Making the dog go back !

Many a memory fond is there,
Dear days that now are o'er ;
And ever the heart is tane to fare,
The old home-road once more,

Only in dreams I now may see
0ld Shep upon my track,
And Morning seems unkind to me,
Making the dog go back !
—Kansas City Star.

The Letter BoX.

Dear Puck and Beavers,—L have
written to the Circle before, but
is not too late yet, I will try. I wrote
on a composition of ‘‘“The
put it found its way

never
as it

once before
Battle of Waterloo,’
to the w.-p. b.
[ saw in the
Advocate’’
write a

issue of ‘“The Farm-
the Senior Beavers
about interesting
or elsewhere I
“My First Swarm

last
that
letter
home
about

er's
could
things
decided to
of Bees.”’
One cold day week,
was walking through the
work, he noticed a soft,
what he thought were worms.
up a little
and found out at
swarm of bees

He then walked more quickly toward
the to find something to catch
them in. Just as the clock struck 12,
we heard someone hammering in the
drive-shed I went out to see who was
there, and found father making a long,
rectangular box. He cut a hole the
shape of a V in the side of one end.

All this time I was watching him with
a puzzled expression on my face. 1 asked
him what he was going to do with that

done at
write

as my father
to his
nest of
He went
it farther,

last
fields
brown

to examine

a glance that it was a

closer

house




