866

and
must
daily

boys
1ship
mpa

for
ner's
look
and
none
il

such
ings,
h(‘l[»
con-
stion

< of
SWer-
yself
some
Lance
oun-
that
“tant
Se.

RM

the
rtant
city
arti-
ife is
ginal
Is of
Lied !
noWwn
life.
n the
long-
rt of
and
filled
dusty
omes

1 the
louds
1 the
d the
ffice.
John
1eavy
he
which
ours,
tarts
exed.
helps |
rain.
is—
Xuri-
n be-
d re-
apers
that
He

1 the
f his
eches
the
nents
le or
0SSes
mncial
cago;
com-
ances
ocks.
qual
even
that
the
attles
1id in
etch-
col-
s to

d of °

city,
nest-.
ouse,
o the
little
shrub
on
yruee
l‘(l.‘ld
vards
andiu,
king
ithin
Illi'll‘
light
{f the

)

JANUARY 16, 1908

old house, the old home. Tlere he
sees his father, strong, hearty, hard-
working, perhaps a little exacting,
put moulded in the form of the old
reliable pioneer, the man of strong
purposes and of straight dealings,
the man whose word was as good as
his bond, whom everyone respected
and admired. There are the brothers
with whom he played and sported,
the companions of his trips to the
woods and the fishing gtream and the
old swimming hole; and his sisters,
bright, gay, rollicking girls, who
were equally ready for the sleigh-
ride in winter, or to go berrying in
summer, or to help bind the sheaves
in harvest. And, last of all, there
was that one, dearest of all, she
who, with gentle hand and kind
word, directed all and kept the life
moving sweetly and quietly; she who
was patient with him in his boyish
eagerness, kind to him in his trouble,
ever encouraging him in his studies,
and, by her example, instilling prin-
ciples and precepts that gradually
became acquired habits. The log
falls . in the grate and the noise
awakens him. There is a smile up-
on his face, a new song in his heart,
and that song is, ‘“ Home, Sweet
Home, be it ever so humble, there is
no place like home."”’

“FOR HOME AND COUNTRY.”

Women of Canada, members of the
Women's Institute, you are the home-
makers, the home-keepers, you have a
mission that should inspire you. Men
have done much; you can do more
for this country, in which we have
an honest pride. You have as the

motto of your organization, ‘‘ For
Home and Country.”’ Be true to
that motto. Appreciate its mean-

ing, and endeavor to live up to it.
If you are true to your home, you
will be true to your country ; just
as you. improve the home, you will
improve the country. Remember
that the country of to-morrow is in
the home of to-day, and that the
best and highest mission of the
young women of this country is not
to become store clerks and factory
employees, not to shine in society or
to meddle in politics, but to become

home-makers and home-keepers, and
endeavor to inculcate those home
virtues that surpass in importance

learning, cleverness, and the acquisi-
tion of riches. For Home and
Country ! A country lacking in
true home life will surely perish, but
purity, sanity and strength in the
home life will develop a country
worthy” of the devotion, the sacrifice
and the hopes of her true woman-
hood.
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Topic.—*“ It is not enough

industrious ; so are the ants.

are you industrious about 2"
Judging by the papers submitted,

the above topic proved a most at-

tractive one. The best essays, writ-

ten by H. J. Brillinger, Bruce Co.,
Ont and Miss K, McDiarmid, Dun-
das Co.. Ont., are given below.
Essay I.
I once heard a lecturer at a farm-
crs’ meeting say, ‘It would pay

some farmers to get up on the rail
fence and think seriously, < What am
I doing, anyway ? What am I tx_‘ymg
to do ?’ Don’t sit there too long,
though, for that won't pay; but de-
cide on some aim in life, and then go

straight to it.”’
iicely to

That remark applies very I
this subject, as well. Let us. get
up on the rail fence, figuratively
peaking, whether farmers oOr not,
and think over the situation for a
fime. What are we industrious
ithout 2 What are we doing and
roing to he ? Making money. at-
taining fame, social distinction ?—all
:0st excellent things 1n their pr(v}rwr
(lace, but they all have a sting with
“hem There is a longing lor some
ling more and better, more satisfy-
T

vour wealth as high as a

il ap

THE FARMER’

stack, but are vou the better man
because of it 2 . . Fame ? Are you
llwltcr on that account 2 Or are you
Just working away like a steam der-
rick, monotonously, with no particu-
lar aim or thought ; arise, do so
much work, or gain so much pleasure,
and retire, to repeat the same things
the next day in the same way ?

Let us remember just here that all
honest work is worthy and noble,
whatever our position in life may
be, but why do it like a machine ?
Are we doing it that way ?

‘ Are we doing anything at all that
1s really worthy of preservation ?

. What a terrible thought, that,
when we come to the end of time,
nothing worthy may be accomplished
after working all the time.

Well, we mustn’t sit here too long,
8o let us think of something that will
be worth while, and then get down
and go straight to it.

The most important thing is your-
self. Not your selfishness, oh, no,
but your manhood. The kind, the
quality, the manner of man you are
making of yourself. On it depends
your real success. What higher
riches, fame or social distinction
could any man have than to have it
said of him, ‘“ He is a MAN ?2’° This
life is not solely for getting a liv-
ing or wealth; it is the time for de-
veloping the perfect man, body, mind
and soul. The standard of success
that this world uses largely is world-
ly gain, but it is a false standard.
Often what this world térms failure,
is, in reality, our greatest success.
We are all building. The building is
Character, and each act of ours is a
part of the finished building. The
things of time might be compared to
the scaffolding. Some day, when we
are through building, the scaffold
will fall, and then the beauty or
awfulness of our work is seen.

In that excellent little work of A.
D. Watson’s, ‘“ The Sovereignity of
Ideals,”” is the following : ‘‘ How
commonplace are most lives ! We are
born, married—or not married—and
die ; that is all there is about us,
unless, perchance, we have an ideal,
in which case we cannot die. With
far the most of us the drama of life
is a dull and tiresome tragedy. Now
and again we catch a glimpse of an
ideal, and are inspired for a moment,
but soon the brightness as of heaven
fades into the common night, and
again we are alone with our com-
monplace lives, our accumulated
wealth, our trivial pleasures, our
anxiety as to what we have or have
what

not, and our heedlessness of
we are ;: our white-robed guests have
vanished, and we are dejected—a

hopeful indication of our sanity. We
are of no account, because there is
no sacred flame upon the altar.
Nothing can relieve the dullness ‘of
this prosaic life, but the inspiration
of ideals.”’

Just 80 ;
our lives different from the lives
ants.

Let us, then, work to help to
nobler living here, and prepare for
greater and grander work in tl}e
more glorious world ; to be men 1n
the true sense of that term. Work
we must, if we would attain, for
idleness leads to stagnation, decay
and death. So, let us be indus-
trious, not as the ants are, but as
intelli t human beings.

e 1. J. BRILLINGER.

we need ideals to make
of

Ont.
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one of the grandest
finite being. It is
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chances come only to those who
take all the chances, good and bad,
and make the best of them. Con-
gested as the market may appear
just now for unskilled labor in every
line, it yet remains true that the
market for skilled labor is never
crowded ; the supply of competent
men and women who can do things,
who can make things happen, is not
equal to the demand.

Much is now being said about en-
vironment, and its important rela-
ticn to the evolution of life. This
is only a new name for the circum-

stances and conditions standing
round about our life. But the
lifey not the environment, is

really the important factor in the

case. ““ It is in ourselves that we
are thus and thus.” We hold the
power to transform and use the

crude elements going to waste around
us ; circumstances are plastic in the
hands of those who set themselves
determinedly to make them yield ;
obstacles are only stepping-stones to
higher heights, to ultimate success.

It is not an empty phrase, a mean-
ingless assertion, to say that the
world is not governed by gold, but
by ideas ; people without ideas, whko
are, as Charles Dickens said, so low
down in the school of life as to be
always making figures in their copy-
books, and never getting any farther,
never bestow any benefit on their
friends or enjoy their own life in its
broadest, fullest sense.

The chief agency for gaining suc-
cess in anything—finance, education,

religion, or home-making—is the
mind. It is often said, and more
often thought, that the greatest

cause of success is labor, energy of
body and strength of muscle. This
is a mistake. Intellect is mightier
and of more importance in gaining
the highest degree of happiness than
manual labor.

Success, and the enjoyment of life
in its best sense, are not secured by
unthinkingly doing a ceaseless round
of duties because our parents did
their work that way ; more is re-
quired than simple earnestness and
thrift. This is an age of activity
and advancement ; we must have the
ability to utilize the forces around
us, to fully comprehend current
events, and turn them to proper ac-
count in the routine of daily life.

We should have an ambition, a
definite goal toward which to bend
our energies, that will lift our minds
to the highest possible standard, and
bring us into intelligent sympathy
with the interests and needs of the
world around us.

The supreme end of life is not in
knowing or in being, but in putting
the knowledge and life into action.

KATIE McDIARMID.

Dundas Co., Ont.

This essay is surely a slogan of
endeavor. 1t is the word of the
youth who, on the threshold of life,
‘“ Excelsior !’

cries and presses
bravely up the mountain-side. The
ideal of ‘‘ making things happen ’’ is

a good one ; to its enthusiasm and
dauntlessness has been due, perhaps,
a great proportion of the progress of
the world. And yet, in the broad-
est outlook of life, has not the deep-
er note been struck by Mr. Brillinger
in his observation, ‘‘ Often what this
world terms failure is in reality our
greatest success '’ ?

Might not this question, ‘* What
constitutes success ?’’ be a very good
one for our next topic? Let us
choose it—all papers to be received
at this office not later than February
22nd. Look into the question from
every side, and write us your opin-
ions in regard to it in the brightest,
pithiest way. Papers should not
exceed 1,000 words in length.

If any little word of mine
May make a life the
If any little song of mine
May make a heart the lighter,
God help speak the little
And take my bit of singing
And drop it in some

To set

brighter,

me word

lonely vale

the echoes ringing
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The Quiet Hour.

THE RESPONSIBILITY OF PRIVI-
LEGE.

Ye are the light of the world. S
TR Let your light so shine before
men, that they may see your good works,
and glorify your Father which is in
heaven.—St. Matt. v.: 14, 16.

‘“ Heaven doth with us as we with
torches do,
Not light them for ourselves.”

The other day I heard a soldier of
Christ declare the responsibility of
privilege in St. Paul’s words : ‘° We then
that are strong ought to bear the in-
firmities of the weak, and not to please
ourselves.”’ He openly glorified in the
conscicusness of his own strength—a
strength  which he drew hour by hour
from an Infinite Source. Knowing, be-
yond the possibility of doubt, that God
was with him, he cared little though all
the universe might be against him; but
boldly announced that he could ‘‘ do all
things’’ in God’s strength—or, rather, that
God could do all things, using him as
an instrument.

It is a wonderful thing, in this prosaic,
matter-of-fact age, to see right into the
secret chamber of a man’s soul and find
it ablaze with the glory of the ever-pres-
ent GOD. It is an inspiration to heanr
a man frankly declare, for all the world
to hear, that his greatest treasure—that
which is dearer than life itselfi—is the ab-
solute certainty he possesses that he is in
daily, hourly communion with Christ,
and that the manifest power and beauty
of his life is consciously drawn straight
from God. Such assertion of strength
and power, felt and honestly acknowl-
edged, is not a revelation of pride, but of
deepest humility. Pride might climb to
a mountain-top and look down on the
weak, mounting no higher because it aims
no higher. Humility can never be satis-
fied with attainment, but soars ever
higher and higher, impelled by an un-
quenchable - hunger and thirst after
righteousness, reaching up continually
aiter God, and filled with wondéring joy
at the knowledge of His mighty indwell-
ing Preésence.

But every privilege is balanced by re-
sponsibility. God does not give a man
wealth for himself, but that—as a just
steward—he may use it for the welfare of
others. So, also, if God has given a
man unusual powers of mind or body,
it is no sign of humility to undervalue
those gifts, or to try to shut his eyes
to their existence. They are part of his
equipment as a soldier and servant, not
to be boasted about—why should anyone
boast about things that are only en-
trusted to him — but to be recognized
and used to the utmost, for God'’s glory
and the good of mm. We are told to
let our light shine that men may see our
good works, but the motive is of para-
mount importance. We are not to seek
our own glory, but let our light be a
revelation of the glory of God, a reflec-
tion of His light of love and perfect
holiness.

God has seen fit to endow us with
great and wonderful privilege. He has
lighted us with the glorious light of
Christianity. But no one lights a candle
for its own sake. If it should shine for
itself alone, it would be ignoring the
very purpose of its existence, which is to
give light to all within reach.

Do you think it strange when people
who have the opportunity of living easy,
comflortable lives shoulder responsibility
and difliculty that they might have
avoided ? Do you think it is unnatural
for a man to plunge into the thick of a
fight, going deliberately into danger
when comrades are hard-pressed, instead
of sitting serenely down and congratulat-

ing himsell that he is not forced into the
struggle ? I think, from the beginning
of history, find that man’s natural
instinct is to dash to the relief of those
who are in need of help. When Lot was
taken captive, Abraham did not rest
content because he was safe. No, without
hesitation, he took on himself the
his kinsman, pursued hastily
alter the enemy and rescued the prisoners.
‘Then, again, the mighty men who en-
their lives in order to bring
David a drink of water, may have been
unwise, but theyv were not unnatural.
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