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The Eﬁm Thlmmg |

By SARAH ORNE JEWETT.

There was a sad heart in the low-; “I feel just as if somethin’ was
storeyed, dark little house that stood! goin’ to happen,” she said. “Poor
humbly by the roadside under some Johnny Harris, perhaps he's thinkin’

Gems of Thought.
Demestic b¥zs is worth fwore than
all the glory in the world. |

L L2 .
The caracity to enjoy simple things
characterizes al) great soula. .

L L ] }
The worid gercrally gives its ad-

tall elms. Small as her house was, o' me, if he's alive.”

old Mrs. Robb found it too large for| It was dark now out of doors, and
herrelf alone; she only needed the there were tiny clicks against the win- '
kitchen and a tiny bedroom that led dow. It was beginning to snow, and
ouvt of it, and there stiill remained the (he great elm creaked in the rising
best room amd a bedroom, with the wind overhead.

low garret overhead. i . . . .

There hnd been a time, afier she! A dead limb ¢f one of the ¢ld trees
was left alone, when Mrs. Robh could had fallen that autumn, and. poor fire-
help thoce who were poorer than her- woed as it might be, it was Mre, Robb's
self. She was strong enough no: only, own, anl she had burnt it most

to do a woman's work imside her thankfully; . . . . at least she
house, but almost a man’s work cut- could have the luxury of a fire.
zide in her piece of garden grounl. | She had a feeling that it was her

At last sickn s and age had eome|last night at home, and with strange |
hand in hand, Lhose two relentless|recklessness began to fill the stove as,
enemies of the poor, and tnrether!she used to do in better days. [
they had wasted her strength and| *“It'll get me good an' warm,” she
substance. She had always been look-| 2aid, still talking to herself, as lonely|
ed upon by her ne‘ghbors 2: heing| people do. “It's comin’ on to storm.”|
indeperdent, but now she wos left,] The snow clicked faster and faster
kma-footed and lame-handed, with alagainst the window, and ske sat alone
debt to carry and her bare land, and| thinking in the dark.
the house iil-provisioned t~ stand the! “There's lots of folks I love,” she
e of time. said once. “They'd be sorry I ain’t|

For a while she managed to get on, got nobody to come, an' no supper
but at last it began ts be whispered| the night before Thanksgivin’. I'm
about that thero was no use for any-!|dreadful glad they don't know.” And
fme to be so yroud; it was easier for| she drew a little nearer to the fire
ithe whole town to care for her than|and laid her hecad back drowsily i
& few neighbors, and Mrs. Robb had| the old rocking-chair,
be'tcr #o to Lhe poorhouse before win-| It seemed only a moment before
ter 201 be done with it. there was a loud kocking, and some-

AL this teirible suggestion her|body lifted the latch of the door. The
brive beart seemed to stand stiil. The fire shone bright through the front
people whom sha cared for most hap-|of the stove and made a little light
¢l ta be poor, and she could nolin the room, but Mary Ann Robb

nmer go into their households to| waked up frightened and bewildered.

e kers.!! of vee, “Who's there?” she calledl as she

Fne very elms overhead seemed to| found her eruteh and went to the door.
2=y “Oh, ro!” as they groaned in the| She was only conscious of her one
ife autumn winds, amd there was| great fear. “They’'re come to take me
vomelhing  appealing even to the!to the poorhouse!” she said, and burst
strange passerby in the look of the|into tears.
ntlle gray housze, with Mrs. Robb's| There was a tall man, not John
pa‘e. worried face at the window. Mander, who seemed to fill the nar-

. " . . row doorway.

Some one hes said that anniversar-| “Come, let me in!” he said gaily.
ies are days to make other people|“It’s a cold night. You didn't expect!
harpy 0, Lol sometimea when thg}! me, did you, Mother Rebb?”
come they seem to be full of shadows,| “Dear me, what is it?"” she falter-
sarl the power of giving joy to others,| ed, stepping back as he came in, and
tha’ iralienable right which ought to|dropping her crutch. “Be I dreamin’?
ligh'en ke =addest heart, the mest|] was a-dreamin’ about—och, there,
irelifferen® sympathy, sometimes even what was | a-myin".’ "Tain't true!
this seems to be withdrawn. No! I've made some kind of a mis-

So poor Mary Ann Robb sat at her| take.”
window on the afternoon Lefore Yes, and this was the man who
Thanksgiving and felt herself poor| kept the poorhouse, and she would go
and sorrowful, indeed. Across the| without complaint; they might have
frezen road she looked eastward over| RKiven her notice, but she must not
a great stretch of cold meadowland,| fret.
brown and windiwept and crosced by| “Sit down, sir,” she said, turning
fey ditches. toward him with touching patience.

It seemed to her as if hefore this,| “You'll have to give me a little time.
in all the troubles that she bad known | If I'd been notified I wouldn’t have
and carried, there had always been|kept you waitin’ a minute this stormy
some hope to hold; as if she Lad never | night.”
lm:-kﬂ_I poverty full in the face and| It was not the keeper of the poor-
seen its cold and pitiless look before.| house. The man by the door took

She looked anxiously down the road,| one step forward and put his arm
with a horrible shrinking and dread|around her and kissed her.
at the thought of being asked. ont of “What are you talking about?™
pity, to jom in some Thanksgiving|said John Harris. “You ain’t goin’
feast, but there was nobody coming|to make me feel like a stranger? I've
with gifts in hand. Once she had been | come ‘all the way from Alberta to
full of love for such days, whether at! spend Thankesgivin’. There's all sorts
home or abread, but something chilled | o’ things out here in the wagon, an’ a
her very heart now. Inmn to help get 'em in.

Her nearest neighbor had been fore- “Why, don't ¢ry so, Mother Robb.
most of those who wished hWer to go|I thought you'd have a great laugh
to the town farm, and he had said|if I came and surprised you. Don't
more than once that it was the only | you remember I always said I should
sensible thing. But John Mander Wmt:r.'{.-mﬂ?"

Wﬂﬁi"'—_ﬂ' impatiently to get her tiny| It was John Harris, indeed. The
farm into his own hands; h: had ad-! poor soul could say nothing. She felt
vanced some money upon it in her now as if her heart was going to
extremily and pretended that there break with joy. He left her in the
was stil & debt, after he clearcd her | rocking-chair and eame and went in
wocd lot to pay himself back. ' his old boyish way, bringing in the

He would plow over the graves in!store of gifts and provisions. It was
the field correr and fell the great|better than any dream.
elm.-r,_ and waited now like a spider| He laughed and talked and went
for his poor prey. He often reéproach- | out to send away the man to bring
ed hr for being too generous to | & wagonful of wood from John Man-
worthless people in the past and com- | der's and came in himself, laden with
ing to be a charge to others now. Oh. | pieces of the nearest fence to keep
i she could only die in her own housze | the fire going in the mean time,
and not suffer the pain of homeless- Thp}r must ecook the beefsteak for
pess and q#p{'nfh""- el | supper right away; they must find the

It was just at sunset, ani as she!pound of tea among all the other
Inlﬂ".'d out hn[fh'!iﬂ}‘ aAcross '.:H_'F gray !uun:![r:‘-': Ihq;:.' must Hq_rt, E.'Wd ﬁl"ll'-ﬂ

-

t‘tnf:!:a there was a sudden gleam of | started in both the cold bedrooms.
ligh f-‘é_l' away on the low hills be-| Why, Mother Robb didn’t seem to be
]n-r;dt: -t.'u; elauds _upl.'r:'-'i in the west | ready for company from out West!
N One lovele pomne througl. | The great cheerful fellow hurried

we lovely gleam shot swift as an|about the tiny house, and the little
arrow and brightered a far cold hill—iujul woman iir;mm! after him, forget-

side where it fell, and at the game | ting everything but hospitalit H
moment a #udt!rn_ gleam of hope|not she a huusﬁ for Jl]hl]: to ufme t:‘;
mlened the winter landscape of, Were mot her old chairs and tables
“Thmrt. i in their places stil? And he rem-
ere was Johnny Harris snidiemht-red everything, and kissed her
l!ar_:f Ann Robb softly. “He was alas they stood before the fire as if she
n?lrlmr'"s son. Left an orphan and| were a girl,
distressed. E:Id John Mander smldwi,! He had found plenty of hard times
but T couldn't see the psor boy in|but luck had come at last. He hl.J
want. | kept him that year after he | struck luck, and this was the end of
-:nf Iurt,.q:rl:a o' what anybody said, | a great year.
an hu‘ he'ped me what little he could, “No, I couldn't seem to write let-
He said 1 was th_u only mothe. I:-:-‘dj ters; no use to complain o' the worst,
ever h:t.. Fm going out West. Moth-!an’ I wanted to tell you the best when
er Robb, -'rufl'.le. ‘I shan't come back| I came”: and he told it while she
s 1 F{. rich," an’ then he'd look at cooked the supper. “No, 1 wa'n’t goin’
me an’ laugh, so pleasant and boyish.| to write no foolish letters” John re-
“He wasn't one that liked to write, | peated.

'and a happy guest had come: it was

miraticn, ncé to the men who does
what nobody else ever attempls to oo,
but to the man who dses best what
multitudes do we!ll.—Ma.aulay.

¥ L L
To make some rook of God's erea-
tion a little fruitfulier, better, more
werthy of God; to make scme human
hearts a litt!e wizer, menfuller, hap-
more blessed, less accursed! It
is work for a Ged.—Cariyle. |

Man is his own s‘,a::;'anl';ha eoul that
can
Render an honcst and a perfect man
Commands all light, all irfluence, all
- fate:
Nothing to him falls early or too late.

comfortable long's you live, Mother |
Robb!”

She looked at him again and nod-
ded, but she did not even try to speak.
There was a good hot supper ready

the night before Thanksgiving.

No matter how unfor-
tunate vour environment,
~or how unpromising your
present condition, if .you
cling to your vision and
keep struggling with all
your might toward its reali-
zation, you are mentally
building, enlarging your
ideal, increasing the power
of your mental magnet to
attract your own.—0. S.
Marden.

standing feature of our na
have we that is not common to
i covatries; what can we discern on
‘the horizon of cur national life that
| augurs well for the future of Canada
and Canzsdians?
During ihe past year the wrll.} l;l
" been passing through a period o -
o — pression. No country has entirely
Kezp in tha surshine as much n3!escaped. Canada, fortunately, has
you <an. ard impart some of thelnot been greatly affected. True, we
warn:th to thote srourd yoa have felt a slackness in business, we
< Ihuﬂr our unemployment problem, and
Deep witkin every fhoart that has we are passing through a period of
not dulled the sensze of its inmer vi-' readjustment of wages, but withal,
sion, is the belief thnt we are one! we have experienced in only minor
with some great unkncwn, unseen' degree the depression which is caus-
power; ard the! we are somehow in- ing so much suffering in other coun-
separably connected with the Infinite tries. For this happy position-we are
Conzcivucness, undoubtedly largely indebted to our
3 — 'abundant and varied natural re-
L sources, QOur people are looking
ThThEGE{:}E d?f all wait UpPON | earnestly to the develcpment of
ee, O Lord: and Thou givest | these us a means of securing a return
them their meat in due season.|of progperity, of employment, and of
—Ps./145: 15. j]ﬂer:t:.'. The rich heritage which Na-
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H, GIVE th:anks unto the Lord,
for He is good; for His mercy
endureth forever.

_Oh, that men would praise the Lord
for His goodness and for His wonder-
ful works to the children of men!

And let them sacrifice the sacrifices
of thanksgiving and declare His
works with rejoicing.

He turneth the wilderness into a
| standing water and dry ground into
| watersprings.
| And there He maketh the hungry
| to dwell, that they may prepare a city
¥l  for habitation; and sow the fields and
| t vineyards, which may yield

its of increase. He blesseth them
also, so that they are multiplied
greatly ; He suffereth not their cattle
to decrease.

Praise ye the Lord. Praise ve the

matural resources we will pay our war
debt,

What, however, do our natural re-
sources mean to the average Can-

‘that denotes the s‘udent?

Some information supplied by the
Natural Resources Intelligence
Branch of the Department of the In-
terior may be of interest, This branch
of the Ottawa Government has been

of anzwering enquiries regarding our
natural resources.

Canada's area is 3,729,660 square
milez, of which 3.37 per cent. is water.
It equals in area the United States
and all her poscessions. Canada has
more than doublel her population in
28 years,

The water-power energy of Canada
is equal to nearly twenty million
horse-power, of which Ontario has 5,
800 000 h.p. and Quebec 6,000,000 h.p.

| Approximately 1,662,650 h.p. used by

central siations for electrical endigy
is developed frem water-power,

Canada has the only two conl re-
gions on the sea coasts of North Am-
erica, in Nova Scotia and British
Columbia, while Alberta posscsses
coal deposits estimated at 16 per cent.
of the world’s supply.

The Mackenzie oil field is in process
of development, but sufficient work

prove its value. O0il ghales are found
in quantity in Nova Scotia and New
Brunswick. In each province, known
deposits must total over a billion tons,
with an oil content of from 20 to 110
gallons per ton,

The total area of land covered by
forests in Canada is estimated at be-
tween 500 and 600 million acres. Com-
mercial timber covers 226 ~million

|acres and the remainder js suitab!-

for pulpwood.

Canada supplies over BT per cent,
of the world's requirements of as-
bestos. This 18 largely produced in
Quebec. Of nickel, Ontario's output
rcpresents 80 per cent. of the world's
supply. Developments are taking

sheuld make thls industry again ac-
tive at an early date,

The above cre but a few of the
outstanding features of Ounada’s na-
tural resources. Her agriculture and
fisheries, ber trarsportation systems
by lard and water, "and the indom-

Lord from the heavens; praise Him '
in the heights.
Praise ye Him, all His angels;
praise ye Him, all His hosts,

Praise ye Him, sun and moon:
praise Him, all ye stars of light.

|

|
Praise Him, ve heavens of heavens, 'EP

|

ang ye waters that be above the
heavens.

Praise the Lord from the earth, ve ;
dragons and all deeps; fire and hail; ilJ

snow and vapours; stormy wind ful-
filling his word; mountains and all
hills ; fruitful trees and all cedars;
beasts and all cattle; creeping things
and flying fowl; kings of the earth
and all people; princes and all judges
of the earth; both young men and
maidens; old men and children; let
them ,praise the name of the Lord:
for His name alone is excellent; His
glory is above the earth and heaven.

It is a good thing to give thanks
unto the Lord!

An Autu

and a liltle white baby dol) lay in a |
doll’'s cradle.
The game was really a rival relay

race. At a signal the first Indian and

Everybody's invitation came wrap-
ped up in a reddish-greenish-brownish
crepe-paper cornhuex, and this is
what it said:

Polly Popcorn
bids thee
to a
Pioneer Party
at three o'clock

You know what queer shapes corn|the first Settler started for thei - |
pops into—a face, or a hﬂi & cat, a| pective goals: the Indian m’ﬂtdm!:imti:e
monkey, a spider, an Eskimo’s hut.|white doll, the Settler the papoose
The idea of this contest was to select then they turned hastily and ran back

the picture. the next in |

Lege, tails, whiskers, bodies, back |and snatch the peles o o ©

yards, ali eorts of things you can)and so back to the team.
thamnm,

#a2bla g2irit of her pexple ere escets
of invaluehle warth.

| What has Canhada to be thankful
' for? It is obvious that Nature has
| been very genmsrous to Canada, and,
with such boundless resources we may
with pride in our country look for-
| ward to the day when the northern
'half of the American continent will
:anntajn 4 large and con‘entzd popula-
| tion, a credit to the pionesrs who
| blazed the origiral trails from coast
to coast, and to there far-sighted
evatesmen who, in 1867, eponsored the
creation of thée great Dominion of
| Canada.

in time to the real music, The chil-
dren entered into the spirit of the
'fun, and became almos: too enthusi-
{ agtic in their miméery,

The rest of tka children were cager
to try it, so harmonicas were sup-
plied for everyone, (It is best to let
tha two groups take turne, as =sn
audience is needed.)

Charades followed, under the Jead-

slster.

The last game before EUPPCT  Was
perhaps the jolliest of all, It was
called a Wild Turkey Hunt. No—they
didn't hide paper turkeye around the
room to find. No!

One child was chosen as turkey. and
had a bell tied around the nesk on a
ribbon. The rest of the children wero
blindfolded, and called the hunters:
Of course, their object was to catsh
the turkey, whose bell iingled ot
every step. Once caught, the turkey
became a hunter, and the hunter who
caught him turned into the turkey.

._HE'-.id}' enough for supoer were the
children when they were summoned
to the dining table. where now, in-
stead of the Popeorn Art Exhibit. a
row of tiny brown paper wigwams
circled the table—one in front of each
place on a plate. Each Lore 2 child’s

had Dickqua, Bessie Perkins bad Bes-
Siescit, Bently Stevens had Bently-
The wigwams were found to be re-
movable, and disclosed tiny pots of
baked beans. With them were served

E
;

brown bread shutting together
s o over
cream was enclosed ;
viduul stockades of chocolute erackens
end there were “Indians” (sometimes

ﬁauu"lm"}.

hﬂl“lmm
Mmﬂm“ﬁ‘w
who pruved to be made of a jumping.
jack with popeorn ball molded

Ii
1
E!
i

esthbliched especially for the purpose

has not as yet been performed to

place in the nickel eituation which'

name “Indianfied.” Thus, Dick Brown |

Have you met any of them since
|you read your blue-and-gold copy of
Pilgrim's Progress, ever and ever m

tween Thanksgwing Days.

May 1 tell you about some of them?

Two of them lived in the heart of
a great city. It was winter. Winter
in very cold in cities. Colder «1ill, in
city homes where dinners are cool.od
and served by charity to little people
who, because they have no small
homes have to be loved and cuddic]
€N masse,

These two peop'e were poor lul
they used 1o talk about a Rich Fatler
 quite as if they knew him, and even
when their own cupboand was bareish,
| they mamaged, greatheartedly, 1o slip
| gifts into cupboards that were very
| bare.

When Thankagiving time cams
around they raid to cach other, “We
must fill the baskets.” BEo there wer
| four baskets filled with: Bacon, coff e
sugar, apples, egga, ceglery, nuts
raiging, warm socks—oll, many won
derful things,

They sat down to a"dinner of poa b
ed cggs ard milk "and baked app'e
ll-ﬂd thﬂ'i'l" CUup l'lﬁ over—filled t« Lhe
biim with the gratitude of those
whose lips they had turned to unes.
picted thankegivings.

Another was a lonely man, a on
armed man living alone on a western
i homestead. He was saddened and
embittered by some past happening
e never told about. But he was a
Greatheart, too. One bitter day, he
turned his broncho several miles off
the trail that led to his own cabin,
because he had “a hunch” a solitary
woman on another lonely homestead,
“might be wanting something.” Sure
enough, he found slre was nearly out
of water and wood, so until dailne: -
fell. he served her need and then turm.
e the restless horse to face the night
wind—and called it “nothing.”

Ancther of these Greathearts live
o a rented farm. She is a girl with
two talents—one for music anl an-
!u!l.rr for writing. But there's a Jame
stster at home who eannet go to
!m-h.:m! and theie is no ome to teach
!'h.-r'-!'*+ 50 the talented gir! devotes her-
sef to farm living and dets the talents
| 0, keeping silent about it, and only
iHe whom they call the Recording
i.H.:nwmc'-!. knows her heart or cen really

measure how her noble sofrit swel's
the tide of the world's thankegiving
| It would take me hours just to i
t all the Greathearts I have known
Ifrum the patient mother and friends
| and teachers who put up with my owr
,careless and indiferent youth, Jeter
| mined to make something of me. out
IEHr'._I up. I ever increasing namben
| until when I stop to count them, |
| give up in a flosd of gratitude o

| decide thet the world is @ heaven'v
| place and the only songs there ar
!r"’-ﬂ“ for songs of pralser)
and thanksgiving. d

| Long ago, my friend Alhamiira and
[!, being very young, had preat hunt
|J“ﬂ5 fﬂf‘ tuch ireasures as violets i
“”‘-‘_ Fpring, white mocesin flowers &
jl-h“”' eeasom, four-leaved-clovers o
| the days of grass and agates whe
la,-p:aivs are found. Ske always fourd
| the firet and the most. While I we

be raying. “There mre non:'"

| would gather from wnder my vers
.'{','}'FH. We used to eall it r 1'-;
ikﬂﬂw vetter now. She could sce s
her treasure basket never was

Vil

ership of Dorothy’s mother and .l,-ﬁ.g! My treasure basket of somethis

.l-ﬂ-'l'H"*'lh-:-‘l‘.'".f‘..'!-fﬁT B alvwayvs full ; I

|Hhm.|1d Cetter may, some folk
thankful. It is folks we'r
| ebout—not what they have
|1 used to think I was lucky i
| I'know better now. I hawe :-Lr :
E{'}'t' and I. can find Greatheurcs ev,
"'n.l".[ ere! So cAn y-u, if ¥ou try

- .
- e i
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Harvest Hymn. Jl

r!*- “'U
We plough the fields and scatter
The good seed on the land.

But it is fed and watered
By God's almighty hand:

He sends the snow in winter,

| . The warmth to swell the grain,

The breezes and the sunshine,
And soft refreshing rain.

All good things arcund us

Are sent from Heaven above,

Then t{uhank the Lord, O thank
e

For all His love.

’
i
il
£g

¥ don’t think he was doin’ very well He was afraid he should him-| guests, wearing white | they would sheet et to

When 1 ﬂ- it's most four lﬂwhanhafmﬁﬂnthuwb:drihi;; frock 'hh:“mrad tu:-ﬂ-:lﬂ:om ﬂwmﬂ 7 el ﬂlmhmmm-h
'lﬂnﬂ';ﬂ!ﬁinw;:glu;l;:;dth::h;ﬂhﬁ:ﬂmmhﬂz iﬂﬂm her mother had made it out| Then each child signed his or her M"th-; 1%“%

a good home for him to come Iﬂ-'hnhow-;lhnmelmurﬂn some big-checked yellow-and-white| name, and the pictures were carefully | phonograph.
There's poor Fzra Blake, the deaf|whom mobody cle o ine ﬂﬂzm running & gathering| collected and laid out on the table for| The phonograph came into use
" them into| taken home o v ] dren

M Tne Night faded out of docrs and Lold "0t Work. ~ She could ot be litthe fat white bunches. Her cap was|  Next, aides were chooen o s e | poncan: e iacted o belong b the
Mrs. Robb's troubles stood be.| shn propor, o0 she was then, but| just the ebape of a frilly round pop- | calied Indiane and settlers, I helled gyt 3 hu
:hlu- B TR et e 'h“m““‘t’l‘"‘“" ped popcorn kernel Pl < g g P g P ——— “"m“m“""’l‘"“'
!Hﬁ-hiﬂﬂhﬂhﬂh-n?u. :ut':“;mllrﬂﬁ:.ﬁmmMMh_ muﬂm#h hm:
ﬂhﬁ--hl—.i“nﬂrhi—l-i-hknh‘ ﬁm:::onﬂmwmmh Amu&-hh:mmdﬂth; |
spite of herself, instead of fearing,| “No, 1 wanted to come myseif” he “-_‘“‘hmﬂmmhthi-'&ﬂﬂ;‘-m barmonicas to their I:
:-:tnv-ﬁi-:-lﬂ--:: to laugh. “And “"m“" n ped com, & shest of yellow paper, & hm:‘:ﬂ:*ﬁ:mmh' P <. g
Nght-haarted as Nght-headed mﬁhm:hh-i: mﬂﬂ'““‘h’-'*w“‘ﬂﬂm-nmmﬁ m‘h
i - | poose doll leaned egainat a m,ﬂ--ﬁ-ﬂm;hl




