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“ Proverb-H t”wiﬂnowbeﬂ: this column. A
" _ Tnrough Death to Life é’m""ﬁ"’ for corrotsolutionsof the ek gms B o .::.?’:"1:.‘;

L 3 g ¥ mgix%en ears of Answers should besent in for each
T S £5. 7.0 cio. A prias 16 offeced. T

Hi the Aloe plan up, €. g., each grou;
i“w’ornmdmnmoymonmo o:’ . Z % d‘mthreep pqot-nres, and a better one at the end of thooxeu- g;o thg
humble growth of an hundred years largest number of correct answers, Letters marked “Proverb-
tmoheaﬁbloomhgtime; Hunt ” will not be opened until ten days after the third picture
And then a wondrous bud at its crown of each group is issued. The first letler opened, con
into a thousand flowers : oorrect n.nswexa will be prize winner; all others will veceive
This floral queen, in its blooming seen, honorable mention. Address your letters to Cousin Domt.ht
Is the pride of the tropical bowers. FARMER’S ADVOCATE, London, Ont., and mark them “Prover
But the t to the flower is a sacrifice Hunt"—outside the envelope.

For it blooms but once, and it blooming dies. i PRSI e e e—

Have {on further heard of this Aloe plant,
That grows in the sunny clime,
How every one of its thousand flowers,
As they drop in the blooming time.
Is an infant t that fastens its roots
In the place where it falls on the ground ;
And fast as they drop from the dying stem,
By 7l Telosth  owsanatad -
a thousand-!
In the young that spring from the death of the old.

Have you heard the tale of the Pelican,
The Arabs’ Gimel el Bahr,

That lives in the African solitudes,
‘Where the birds that live lonely are ?
Have you heard how it loves its tender young,
and toils for their good ?

And cares
It them water from fountains afar,
___ And fishes the seas for their food.
In famine it gives them—what love can devise! —
The blood of its bosom, and, feeding them, dies.
You have heard these tales : shall I tell you one?
A ter and better than all?

an?ye:n heard of Him, whom the heavens adore,
Before whom the hosts of them fall? P miniiitic

How he left; the choirs and anthems above, ; Three MSS. have been sent in already for the
g Tm-om“ "‘“{‘“g and o s Cross, - | historical competition, but one of the writers has
g e of His ' | overlooked the fact that the prize is offered for the
§ And die for the life of His ? sive
the usual coaling O Prince of the noble! O Sufferer divine! best account of the death of a Christian martyr
4 :’-mm Al 1 ‘What sorrow and sacrifice ¢qual to thine! %ore the year 305 A. D, and dates hers 1702,
g Billeides. Tt ‘was ovifiontly Haye you heard of this tale—the best of them all— ill “Lila” please send me her full name and
| ‘ ng from all the HTHie t.sl: %f nt.{:seultl and m'll‘;ueiu adt})ress, af;s I am not ql‘nte sure of1 12 ? . "
& 2 e dies, bul e, in untold souls, ne of my young paper relatives” writes:—
' ey I o worth e B LS tho carth “I just think the ADVOCATE is grand—the Chil-
in corridors, the marble As the stars fill the skies above ; dren’s Corner is the best.” Possibly your parents
are very beautiful and He taught us to yield up the love of life, will not agree with you, Lizzie ; but I don’t think
: Hg";et“;m% :f“';‘;'el‘n:ﬁ.{‘slg:g-u-r " the old folks grudge us our little “Corner,” do you ?
; it has rathera history. The joy for the tear, the peace for the pain. G. B. Rothwell writes :—'‘ Many thanks for the
pupil who in time bid / book you so kindly sent me. I &ntlclﬁge great
& pasgion, slew his pupil, Now’hear these tales, ye weary and worn, fun reading it. I intend to try all the verbs.”
. :t:;ist&:k ogungot this church, Who for others do give up your all ; I hope you will always be as successful as you have -
[ you like burs, and Our Saviour hath told you, the seed that would grow, A
rid of them. We arrived at Naplea | - Into earth’s dark bosom must fall— _| been so far, George—is that your name? Youand
the next a but only stay ; we visited a few Must pass from the view, and die away, John Sheehan still run ‘‘neck-and-neck”—isn’t that
churches with lovely paintings and beautiful marble columns, Aud then will the fruit appear : the correct racing language? I ask the boys, of
Vesuvius was smoldering quietly, and at ‘night we The m-a.ln that seems lost in the earth below, We of tg k 4 0Ys,
- ‘could see the lava runnlng-down o sides of the mount. The Will retura many fold in the ear. course. e of the weaker sex are not supposed
much- -of Bay of Naples is decidedly dl“o‘l:alnﬁng, By death comes life, by loss comes gain, to know anything about such things. -
gom Ehe hills, Untonunagﬂ. The joy for the tear, the peace for the pain. There are now 13 boys and 17 girls competing in her
¥ialk o the famous ruins of Pompedl. —Henry Harbaugh. | the Proverb-Hunt. Add those two figures together, whe

, and inte: 3 i
mmr::?’n.gsﬁ g mg‘g“?r: you clever children who talk so learnedly about

ul‘;dbe“ed them | * The leasure of the Cross.” “ mathematics” and * problems”—we used to say
royomcodnot | There stands the Cross, teaching us by its very | “arithmetic ” and **sums,” but that was long ago,
shape, as it points upwards and downwards and to | 224, of course, we were very ignorant—add them

Bee % bagun o romiad i that.Cho lsopls | either side, * what is the breadth and length and | I, Z1ickTY. Bow! Don't you think our ¥ Corner
(3::::: t:’i:n&'éﬂft?ﬁ‘h' 'wmm%m depth and height” of the ‘“love of Christ which bogs]eigh—and there is always room for one more.
y of color—red, green ana mauve intermixed. | PAsseth knowledge.” And there hangs the Re- | I particularly want to hear from you. I speak now

th
I'belisve these sunsets are peculiar to this part of the world. | deemer, stretching wide His holy Arms, as though | ¢specially to the JOUng person who is reading this

= ot slon weh :nvh ;xgthmg;s A:n ng :rl:l:tf'd lttcr dark, and to gather the whole world in His all-embracing | PAPeT ; Do names entioned, of course—that would was

2 m““km‘l et s i agasn sl it : be too personal. Letters from old friends and from following n
& e, | love. Christ upon the Cross stands forth as the all- c » : >

most picturesque and interesting. We were going up to ;. > el you, the “ young person” mentioned above, will o'clock, she
~ - Kandy, the soenery is very fine, but we were too late | comprehensive symbol of Christianity. The hands [always be welcomed by— CousiN DoROTHY t be p
fov hademin, e ad & jully dey L E m“iv;naml:‘m& somo | are nailed to the wood. The feet are pierced. The : _ ’ ~ her to make
" but %:e mor:«:t::d tglﬁn&“ :ﬁ; the party prefgrred a og;iag?; side is rent asunder. Every power of the body is Little Things. ~/ for her servs

@ wen & reakfasted an ; : s i

P e pmmeﬁ ‘moonstones, sapphires, silk, and cat's- rest,mned ; all except: the soul within, and that It q‘%“tfr?,’;’}.’t é‘n‘i%‘éek‘i'ééi‘.‘e lf()ﬂr rgrell gi:(;?;?s g

e clas beggg thetp;'h;?i% thill'll t.llll?y lve on vlevl:.l hA visit to | which makes up the thinking, feeling man. These To spread the cloth, to draw the tea, & estthr:t

olom b m\l:s x 1nn ude a ride in & rickshaw, which is very | gna free ; but it is that they may be more keenl As her mother might desire— 1 o
enjoyable, the galese trotting along at the rate of six miles | 205 FOPF S great restraint of the Cross: tha{ Alitlg%ghinﬁ; but her mother smiled, %o see her
. H i :

The passage down the Indian Ocean was yery pleasant; | they may note the hands which move not, and the AAnd aday Shint 3&2“;;? o %:%‘;,h l}.‘%w
gne usually expoots & tossing up going-sround the Lgmoil:i feet which are pierced. All is a symbol of what Closed bright and glad, of t.he%'t;t.leI
i ent” dropped anchor ai, Largs on Sunday, Dooember[ '7"‘5‘,, Christianity must effect in every life, for it is only With a song of praise and prayer. ' and clotl;h e

be n&emt.ly six weeks out; and having made our adieux to through such death, experienced in the believer’s "Twas only a little thing to do. she wro o
e e Dlosoaing.” Way home, much delighted with | own life, that he can_truly live. Man must be For a sturdy lad like Ned, - ; o voco,
p 8. crucified with Christ in order to live with Him. Togroom the horse, to milk the cow. . and e
, Until his own will is really dead, he cannot really Bu‘%’]’]i&f,‘;ﬁ?g:g‘:{g{ﬁ%ﬁﬁ%ﬁ:&ﬂt : ::m%o l;.glfim]'
s« Tommy Toddler’s Dream.” live. What is known as individual freedom is no The chores were all well done. : eonditie d

1 Ealh Dot drons. oné olght— part of true Christianity. ‘ Ye are not your own, .. Lam thankful,” said he, 9&,‘ h
LAt T Was & MAD: Fe are bought with a price;” hence, man is not at For‘%ﬁg;‘{f’g ;’féuch ” m iy th“
Mﬁ face was an awful sight, iberty to use body, soul or spirit for his own pleas- — v Bres In_Ghls
piaiosuR0 8 Deamid of S hite ure or for his own ends. He is to *crucify the Only small things, but they brighten life . ' her permitt
id cover up my oheeks so white, flesh,” and hold all under subjection to that higher O ghadow 1t with care; . Rieic

nd down my chin it ran. 1 hich i led i S But little things, yet they mould a life : absolution

law which is revealed in Christ. Then does man For joy or sad despair ; tte T

I wore a shiny beaver hat, indeed truly live. The bands and feet may stand But little things, yet life's best prize, : r to the
Ig:ggg‘m’ég:ﬁi‘g:s‘: i for the symbol of all personal energy and human The reward which labot brings, B her i
And, oh, such lots of cares. intelligence. Great is the temptation to use their Aglél?nsogoaggge:ho vERSe mmendmg b
| \ So heavy Were my troubles that powers for purely selfish ends. But let the nails of The power of little things. By occup
s b I'd two or three gray hairs. the Cross Elerce through such hands and feet, and g then, he
| ¥ The queerest thing about it, though, restrain them from selfish movement. Let the A Brave Christian Soldier. : ofeutllesme('l :
T'd still my t,oddlfng walk. higher life of self-sacrifice be daily practiced ; At the close of the first day’s fight at Fredericks- i ehpemte
AL whers 13 Wik te 5%, then we maK. In some faint degree, follow the | burg, America (on December 13th, 1862). hundreds she lay
Andyw%%nl?qi%rypb;vgueak,?i'yéu T example of Christ upon His Cross, and follow Him | of wWounded were left dying on the field. Their L thim, who st
1 spoke ababy-talky » through the gate which we call Death, but which is | agonizing cries went up for “Water! water!” but setfi’ though
-y M only the beautiful portal leading to Life. none could help them, and the roar of the guns mo v 0
And I-Tup and oried; he BReichs &1 » | mocked their distress. Many who heard the poor : and. :has 31
Aﬁi a1(:lhen thei{ hoxi';]lgd mean old glee The Bright Side. zgldlers -pltegu: aépf}i)eglshfelt the pangs of human esl;;{pag

A © me 80 horr Don’t look for the flaws as you go through life : mpassion, but stifled them under necessity. But :
1 X ngel%o‘i%dinnf?gell]l}lf:&r L ,/And even when you find Lhen‘ff1 o Heh e at Itength one brave fellow behind the sbotza ram- : hldehte{ la'd(i'

g 2 8 wiscand kind to be somewhat blind, part, where the Southern f 1 i i e
. And look for the virtue behind them. ¢ rorces lay, gave way to his

1 slammed the door—'twas made of oak— For the clou:l){esh(}l:]g]lltlll‘xu;(;l ll:?:uttgfc?i'gm sympathy, and rose superior to the love of life. He . mothedm,(
With all my might and main ; Somewherein its shadows hiding ; was a sergeant in a South Carolina regiment, and d s
SOAh?)ﬂ l:I ggsi'?]i'::tw};ti lt;hat; it broke It 3% bet{ﬁr by far to hunt for a star, his name was Richard Kirkland. In the afternoon tha giving b
Aud then I howled till T awoke 1an the pots of the sun abiding. he hurried to General Kershaw’s headquarters, and knellltre alre

And changed to me again. The world will never adjust itsclf finding the commanding officer, said to him, ex- Pra b
That's why now’days I always cry S(;ll::cﬂtl;lilt;l{;orll‘ll;lnhlglcv oy lmmrl: le lif. citedly : eyoerl‘;:t@Ah(

Y rong your w ife Ye! . i .

As loudly as I can, ] And the sooner‘ilou kno“w} i)t, Ilht: l]x?-r,(ée;.L long, « §vagln‘er’.ll, I can’t stand this any longer v One h&lld'll;.y'
Why tears flow from my great/blue eyes It is folly to fight with the Infinitc, 1at’s  the matter, sergeant?” asked the : Pl‘oceed‘ -
“Jalg:g;;;g({x%légggi 1 Tﬁ\ndigo under rln lunLlip the wrestle ; gen‘er‘al, great h ll[ll )
[Hensnyhady saysting Xﬂv:vh:er"-'l:&r; tll::[[))tt il:)'ajh;’lli'(l:[lj(("].(‘0(] s plan Those poor souls out there have been praying an Keal.lt’, St},

and crying all night and all day, and it’s more than

vers Knigl




