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The Farmer Feeds Them All.
The klng may rule o'er land and sea ;
The lord may live right royally ;
The soldfer ride in pomp and pride ;
The sallor roam o'er oceans wido ;
But thls or that, whate'er befall,
The farmer, he must feed thom all.

The writer thinks, the poet sings,

The craftsman fashions wondrous things;
The doctor heals, the lawyer pleadls,
The miner follows preclous leads;

But this or that, whate'er befall,

The farmer, e must feed thom all.

The merchant he may buy or sell,

The teacher do his duty well ;

The inen may tofl through busy days,
Or men may stroll through pleasant ways,
Boggar or king, whate'er befall,

The farmer, he must feed them all

The farmer's trade is one of worth ;
Re's partner with the sky and earth,
And partner with the sun and rala,
And no man Joses by bis gain;

Aud If men rise or if men fal),

The farmer, he must feed them all,

The farmer dares hig mind to speak ;
He has no gift or place to seek,

To no man living neec he bow,

For he who walks behind the plough
Is his own man, whate'er befall,
Beggar or king, he feeds them all

CANADA'S CAUSE FTOB THANKS-
GIVING,

This is the Thanksgiving number of
Plepsant Hours. If the hearts of any
people in the world
should be filled

crease; 8o shall thy barns be filled with
plenty, and thy presses chall burst out
with noew wine."”

Then suall we rezlize the blessing pro-
mised in the Word of God, ** That our
garners may be full, atfording ail man-
ner of store: that our oxen may be
strong to labour; that there be no break-
fog 1a, nor going out; that there be no
complnining in our streets.”

ON THE FARM.

Most of the readers of this paper live
in the country, many of them on the
farm. There {8 no better place to live.
None that will better develop a strong &nd
sturdy manhood with vigour of body and
mind. The farmer feedeth all, the king
himself {s served by the feld. The
cittes are depending not only for food.
but for the braln, and brawn, and muscle
that run the great enterprises of the age,
on the fresh blood that continuslly pours
in from the country.

No life is more {udependent than that
of the farmer. ‘What would we do if
there was no one to cultivato and tijl
the soll for us that we may be supplied
with food ? How much in the way of
variety should w¢ kave if it were not
for the farmers, oe they tillers of acres
or of only the small garden patch. I
fear tbat some of us would be uader the
necessity of turning farmers ourselves.

And yet, lndependent as he may be of
a1l human 2aid, it seems to me that in
no other occupation i3 a man gso de-
pendent upon the Creator, for no other
lcads one so near God and heaven, if a3

found that tho Province ot Ontario, in
which we llve, raised miore wheat and
moie stock to the acre, had groater value
in farm bujldings to the acre, and
greater wealth in all tho elements of
prosperity than any State in the Unlon,
with the exceptita of two, which raise
more wheat than Ontariv. 8incs then
the extraordinary development of tho
wheat producing areas of the Pralrie Pro-
vinco of Manitoba have put Canada to
the very front in that respect also. Let
us learn to appreciate the advantages
of our own country, to be proud of it
and of the world-wide British Empire,
of which it forms u part.

THE BPINNERS.

You have often meen stlk and velvet
How smooth and glossy they are! From
what are these rich cloths made ?

There is 2 little moth, which looks
ilze a butterfly. It leys ssveral bun-
dred eggss about as large as pin-heads
or mustard-ceeds. Thess turn into silk-
worms, or caterpillars, which, as soon
as they are hatched, begin to eat snd
grow.

They are great eaters; all day long
feasting on the tender leaves of the mul-
berry tree.

After 3 number of days each slik-
worm begins to spin a flne thread, elther
yellow or white, and from it weaves the
case, or cocoon, as it is called, in which
the worm shuts itself up for a long 3lesp.

It spins the thread from two outlets

near its mouth. Of course, the little

“HANK'S® WHEEL
BY GRACE WILLIS,

Down on the boat dock, shaded by the
awn!ng roof, sat Rufus Howard and
“Henk* Klonoy, on the edge of the
Howards' protty green-and-white row-
boat. Rufus waa whittllng & boat out
of o block ¢* wood, and shabby little
Hank, the pastry-cook’s son, sat beside
bhim, watching the chips as they fell.

*“You kpow, pa and I sent homo for
our wheols,” romarked Rufus. * Well,
they're coming on the saven ao'clock
boat.”

Hank looked up in pleased attention

“Mine's got a silver namo-plate with
oy name oz,” continued Rufus.

Hank had no idea what a “name-
plate * was, byt it sounded quite grand.

*“ Apnd I've got a cyclometer. I rodo
orty-elght mmiles in just a fow days be-
fore we came away. l've got g chair
and leck far it, and a bell and a lamp.

Hapk’'s face beamed as he 1llstened.

“ It rideg just slick, Hank. 1canrld
clear to the end ¢i the boulevard a'
home without ever taking hold of the

handlebars. I tell you, it's a dandy
wheel.”

Hank's timid little face worked
thoughtfully.

*Qay, Rufe,” he ventured, with sup-
pressed delight, “Q° you s'pose you'd
lemme try your w-ee] 2

*“Well. I should say not!” shoute!
Rufus, with a look that crushed Hank

“PDo you think I want my wheel
punchered 2%
“I think we shall
bave to dlsturd

%ith thapksgiving
1t ghould be those
of the people of
Canada. The pre-
sapt writer Las
Seep man¥ Jlands,
tut he has seen
none where the
conditions of ex-
istence are more
advantageous than
in our beloved
Cannda, Seldom,
if ever, have these
conditions been
more favourable
than they are to-
day. God has fav-
cured our country
with a bountifal
harvest, The price
of graln =nd sU
kinds of producs
fn all the markets
of the world gives
the Canadian far-
mer a splendid
recomvensa for his
toil.

During the Queen’s
Jubilee year the
tles batwean the
daughter and mo-
ther ountry have
been drawn closer
than ecver before.
The splendid position of Canada as the
very foremost of all the great colonles
ot the empire, comprising two-fifths of
its whole extent, has been recognized in
the mother country and throughbout the
worid. The generous gifts of Canada
to the famine-stricken sister dependency
of India profoundly {impressed the
wother country with a sense of the
great resources of our country. At the
Jublles ne honours that could be heaved
on Canada or its representatives were
too great.

The discovery of the gold and wealth
of Rogsland, Klondike, and Wawa, and
the still greater wealth of our guiden
hervests have attracted the attention of
millions beyond the sea. We may ex-
pect 8 near future development of the
resources and Increases of the poprlation
of our Ddeioved Canada such as it has
never geen dbefore.

God crowneth the year with his good-
ness; and his paths drop fataess, If
wo Wwould, as a nation, express our true
thankggiving. we should obey the in-
sancticn of the wise king of Ysrzel,
* Honour the lLord with thy substance,

apd with the st frults of a1l thine in-
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who Is «sgagea n it will only let §t lead
him. The “ green tkings growing * ever
point upward. Day after day fs the
farmer taught his dependence upon God.

He prepares his sofl, sows his seed, and
while God is watering it with his rain,
and ripening it with sunshine, the hus-
bandman must walt in bope for the har-
vest; and the plenteousness of his har-
vest depends in a 1measure upon the
amount of Jabour and care he has be-
stowed upon the sofl and the tender
young things,

Many allvsions are made in the Sacred
Scriptures to the husbandman and his
labours. Our Saviour was fond of draw-
ing lessons from the sower, the corn, the
wheat, the barvest, and the reapers, and
what are the lessons he teaches us? Let
ts scarch his word and find oat, if we
do not know glready. Will yon?

The engravings in thls numbder {Nus-
trate 1ife on a2 Canadian farm, and no-
where in the world, we think, can finer
farms and farm baildings, horses and
cattle, be seen than In our owa land.
We had occasion some time ago t0 com-
pare the farmiag capabilities of Canada
with those. of the United States. e

you little foigs”
sa'd Papa Howard
kindly, as if e
had oot jumt over
b vr@ Rufus’ im
poiite speech. 1
want to take mam
mz out rowing"
S0 the two bors
g up. and the
groen - 3nd - white
boat was pusherd
out into the water
That evening
Rufus &and Afr
Howard took 2
ittle spin on the
smooth drive, jus
to see whether the
wheels were as
good ag  ever.
Hsnpk watched
them off in wistful
admirzation. The
road followed the
12ke, and about
halt a mile from
the hotel, on a
fallen log, sat the
pastry-cook, smak-
ing a plpa.
*“Thats 1little
Henry's papa. you

know, Rufus,” szid
Mr. Howard. * He
doexn't stay loug

spinners must writhe and twist them- ' in one blace, but goes from one hotel to

selves around very muck to shut them- . another.
selves up In thefr prisons of gold and ' shows a very ugly temper.
. mother is dead, and he has to go around

sllv’er; but God hss taught them how to
do it
Whaen the caterpillar bas thoroughly

Sometimes he gets drupk, and
Henrys

with his father, and look out for him
gelf most of the time. Pis father doesn't

wrapped itself in the cocoon. it goes into | zeem to pay any attention to him. I

a half-sleeping state for about two weeks,
or perhaps longer; thenm it bursts the
cocoon, and comes out a gay moth, and

files away to ltve a short but jqyous life. |

But most of the worms are kflled be- ! Rufus.
{ thinks a penny is & lot. Somebody gave

Tho coccone | him a firhing-line ths other day, and he

fore taey become motks.

Why cre they killed ?
are placed In & heated oven or over
steam: long enough to deprive the poor
worms of life, otherwise the moth would
plerca the cocoon, and, instead of one
lorg and reguiar thraad, would leave
nothing but a mass of gilk wadding.

After the worm {s dead, the thread s
wound upon a reel, to be woven into rich,
costly fabrica—silks, vatins, velvets, and
ribbous.

You would cry out to ses a caterpiliar
on your silk dress or your velvet cloak:
but, It {t could speak. it might say. “1t's

: guess he doesn’t bave a very bappy time,

He doesn't bave any spending mcasy,—
does he, Rufua 2"

*“Well, I shonld sray mnoi” replied
“He rever has any, and he

couldn't even buy a sinker for {t. So
I gave him mins.”

“That's right, my son. Do all you
can for the poor little 12d to help him
have = good time.”

Then Papa Howard said nothing, and
Rufus was busy thinking for the next
mile.

Tho mpext morning, as Mr, Howard
steppod out on the porch of his cottage,
with hammer and tacks to fix a torn

screen door, he saw down on the road
! just what he had expected to sec. Hank

mine, it's mine: T made it; §t iz part of : was on the bicycle, 1o a somewbat awk-

myself; it was stolen from me.”

| ward position, to be sure. and hanging



