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it wearily down, and weaves it —wijth
the work of our brothers and sisters—into
His great world-plan And how sad it
would be if our careless, heartless,
slovenly weaving should spoil His beauti-
ful plan for us and for the world. lLove
is the golden thread which lie wants us
to weave into every day of our lives.

[.et us take to our hearts a lesson—no
lesson can braver he

FFrom the ways of the tapestry weavers
on the other side of the sea

Ahove their heads the pattern hangs. they
study it with care ; )

The while their fingers deftly work, their
eyes are fastened there.

They tell this curious thing, besides, of
the patient and plodding weaver

[le works on the wrong side evermore,
hut he works for the right side ever.

It is only when the weaving stops, and
the web is loosed or turned,

That he sees his real handiwork—that his
marvellous skill is learned

Oh ! the sight of its delicate heauty, how
it pays him for all his coat!

No rarer, daintier work than his was ever
done by the frost

Then the master hringeth him golden hire,
and giveth him praise as well

And how happy the heart of the weaver
is, no tongue hut his own can tell.

The years of man are the looms of God
let down from the place of the sun,

Wherein we are weaving always, till the
mystic web is done ;

Weaving blindly, hut weaving surely, each
for himself his fate ;

We may not see how the right side looks,
we can only weave and wait

But looking above for the pattern. no
weaver need have fear

Only let him look clear to heaven—the
Perfect Pattern is there,
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11 he keeps the face of the Saviour for-
ever and alwavs in sight,

His toil shall he sweeter than honey, his
weaving is sure to be right

And when his task is ended, and the web
is turned and shown,

He shall hear the voice of the Master it
shall sav to him, ‘Well done !

And the white-winped angels of heaven,
to hear him thence shall come down,

And God for his ware shall give him, not
coin, but a golden crown.”

DORA FARNCOMB

“ The Vision of His Face.”

Migss Dora Farncomb has just issued a
book under the title of ‘“The Vision of
His Face.'’ In this volume the author
seeks to show to others what she herself
has found: to remind them that although
they cannat look upon the glory of the
Father, they can look into the Face of

the Son, amd bchold in His the reflection
of the Father’'s and see the tenderness,

Jove and compassion therein. The Vision
is seen n all experiences of life It
puides It comforts. It cheers It

hends down to ws and smiles Jt draws

close to us, im pity; and It
rowful in our wrong<loing, or
ness of Him. The author nestles close

to the loving Heart of the lL.ord, and
to draw others

loo's sor

heedless-

reaching out, she tries
heside her into His arms

She teaches them to rejolce even while

they mourn To trust and to hope even
in the shadew, and to know the ‘'peace
that passeth understanding for those

who rest im perfect faith upon the will
of God.
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Shah Ahmed Mirza.

when he was placed on

Dear Boys and Girls,—You will be in-
terested in seeing the picture of poor lit-
tle Ahmed Mirza, the new Shah of Per-

now some of you may wonder that 1 say
little Ahmed

think that it would be a great thing to
be Emperor of a country at twe
Some of the rest of you, how-
ever, will remember, if you make a prac-

Ahmed Mirza was not pleased at

day, a few weeKs ago,
placed on his head.

once afterwards he tried to

who spends part

all, and perhaps he

real directors and ministers are the Ing-
lish and Russian ambassadors at Teheran

After all, is it not better, much better,
to be the *“ barefoot boy '™ of whom the
poet wrote :

“ Blessings on thee, little man,
Barefoot boy with face of tan.’

—You know the rest. PUCK.

Our Letter Box.

Dear Puck,—This is my first letter to
““The Farmer's Advocate,”’ although 1
have often thought of writing.

Well, Puck, I think I will tell you about
Baltimore. Baltimora is a hamlet, con-
sisting of a post office, three blacksmith
shops, two hotels, two stores, two har-
ness shops, one cotton mill, two grist
mills, besides a cheese factory and a
number of houses.

Please, Puck, can you tell me what
that stuff on grass is that looks like
saliva ? 1 have heard that it is snake

saliva Is it, do you think?

[ have read a number of books, con-
sisting of ‘' Queechy,” ““ Little Women
and Good Wives,"'' “ Twice Tried,"’

“ What Can She Do ?" A Face Illu-
mined,”” and many more
Well, Puck, I will close with a puzzle

and a few riddles

I consist of s=ix letters. Behead me
and I am something hard as rock Be-
head my first one and my last two and
I am something most children do Be-
head my last four and T am a conjunc-
tion Now,. Circleites, tell me the an-
swer.

Here are a few riddles

Why is an old maid like a withered
apple ? Ans.—Because she is hard to
pare (pair).

Why does the moon never get rich?
Ans.—DBecause it spends all its quarters
getting full

What four letters would frighten a
thief 2 Ans.—0 I C U.

GERTRUDE FRASER (age 14).

Baltimore, Ont.

The frothy substance on grass is not
caused by snakes, but by the larva (or
worm-like form) of an insect, very ap-
propriately called the °‘‘spittle insect.”
Of course it has another big long name,
but you need not bother about that

Dear Puck,—No doubt you think that I
am quite a bold little girl for not an-
swering you before this. 1 have been
“putting off’” till I could find something
interesting to tell all the Beavers about.
I read the compositions and drawings on

«Qur 01d Favorite.”

Armstrong, Harrisburg, Ont.

flowers, but [ did not have the pluck to
try it myself. I have not observed any-
thing new to tell the Beavers about, so .1
can return to you only thanking you
for the book that I received during the

winter, also for your hints.

As to your question whether T read
“Tales from Shakespeare,’ I can 8say
that 1 have read part of it What will
the next competition be? e cannot be
without one. It seems to me that each
one likes to draw. Nearly every one
has a girl friend visiting them. Why not
draw her while she is sitting under the
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<hade tree eating a big apple, or while
she is doing or playing something ? What
is the difference if we do get her nose
crooked, or one eye above the other, so
long as we do our best? Come along,
Irene M——, I know you can draw.

As I do not wish to take too much
room in the Circle, T will close my let-

ter, hoping to get your consent.

North Malden, Ont. EDNA COYLE.
Don't you think that would be too
hard a drawing, Ikdna? 1 think we

must try casier things first

Dear Puck,—This is my first letter to
the young folks' cormer. T always await
with pleasure the coming of “The Farm-
er's Advocate,”’ and I think it is the best
farm paper 1 have ever read. I have to
walk less than a quarter of a mile to
school 1 am in the Entrance Class.
We live four and one-half miles from
Campbellford. I have a pet fox-terrier
dog ; he is only one-half a foot high: 1
call him Buster. He goes everywhere I
go. I attend to our garden, and it
takes all my spare time keeping the weeds
out of it. I take music lessons on a
piano every week, and practice about an
hour every day if possible. We have a
large woods on our farm, which is very
cool to roam in in the summertime.

Well, dear Beavers, T won’t tire you by
too long an epistle, as this is my first
attempt to write you. 1 will close my
letter, wishing it will escape its dreaded
monster, the w.p.b. I remain, your new
cousin. CLLARA O'CONNOR (age 15).

Campbellford.

Our Junior Beavers.

Dear Puck,—I have four sisters and
three brothers. My oldest sister is 14
years old, and my oldest brother is 21
years old. 1 passed my examination in-
to the second book. I got 188 marks,
and the next day all the classes had a
test and my sister got 100 marks, and 1
got 110 marks. We have a fine garden
this year, but last year it was not very
good. We had some early cherries, but
we made pies, and we could not sell any,
because we had to have them for our-
selves to make pies. There are about
17 late trees in the garden, and two
pear trees, and a lot of other trees, and
about 9 or 10 soft-maple trees in the
front yard, and 7 hard maples in the
back yard. We have two swings; both
of them are strong. They never broke
yet, and I think they will last a long
time yet. 1 must not take too much
room in this corner, but I will write one
more page. 1 am learning French at
school. 1 like the summer holidays, be-.
cause I can talk all 1 like at home. At
noon the teacher gives us an hour to
play, and I have a lot of fun. I will
close my letter, wishing you success.

RITA COYLE (age 8).

North Malden P.O., Ont.

Dear Puck and Friends,—Well, holidays
are over now, and I think I will write

a letter to you. 1 have quite & few
pets, about 18 pigeons: 5 lambs, 4 white
and 1 black. I have 5 colts, from 4

years down to two monthe. My brother
puts the halter on the little colt and
leads it all around the barnyard. 1 have
a little white bunny and & mice flower
garden too. Our gladioli are beautiful.
I love to read the children’s letters, and
hope you think mine good enough’ to
print. Dear Puck, you can’t fool me; I
know you are a man, because & lady
wouldn’'t have such a name.

MARGUERITE STICKNEY (age 8).

I.vhn Valley, Ont.

A Kitchen Friend.

A collection of utensils consisting of
one butcher knife, one paring knife, one
bread knife, one sharpening steel, one
griddlecake turner, one cake beater,—a
kitchen friend indeed, or rather, a half-
dozen kitchen friends,—and all given, on
request, to each present subscriber to
“The Farmer's Advocate’’ who sends us
in the name of one new subscriber for
one year, at $1.50. Send in your order

as soon as possible.

Jog on, jog on, the foot-path way,

And merrily hent the stile-a

A merry heart goes all the day,

Your sad tires in a mile-a.
—Shakespearse.
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