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Thanksgiving Difficulties and Thanks.
giving Lessons. A true Story.

BY MRS, ANNA ROSS,

Early in her Christian life, Bell found a
very unmanageable difficulty—how could
she ever learn heartily to give thanl s to God?
It was easy to say thanks, but well she knew
that real thanksgiving is a song rather than
a nice, proper little speech.  Often she had
serious misgivings if it were not better to
refrain from thanksgiving altogether, rather
than to be saying thanks when her heart was
cold and heavy. The fact is, that the hiding
of God's face and the continual conscious-
ness of defeat in her efforts to be gond, made
it impossible to be joyfully grateful for the
precious earthly hlessings of her lot, or even
for the confidence of continual safety in
Christ—a confidence which she never lost
for 1t was anchored upon His own everlast-
ing word, *Him that cometh unto Me, T will
in no wise cast out.” But was it not per-
plexing that even her thanksgivings for that
blessed safety had lost all their joyfulness ?

There was a pretty bit of bush jutting out
into the clearing, almost even with Bell's
home.  One au'umn afterncon, as the sun
was sinking a little behind the tree-tops, and
the variegated maple leaves in their dying
brilliancy were rustling about her feet, she
was passing over the stubble fie'd towards
the bush.  Walking along, she was thinking
of this strange and unlovely characteristic of
her Chiistian life, and wondering how her
thanksgivings could ever bhe changed from
the lifeless speech style to the upspringing
song.  Then she “lifted up her eyes to the
hills,” from whence cometh help for the
helpless  She laid hold upon Him, who
only can work mirac'es, to do this thing for
her, and teach her how to be really thankful
as she knew she ought to be.  There was a
rest in that,  She had taken her shameful
helplessness to, 'Him, and “He hears
prayer.”

No immediate answer seemed to come :
but looking backward over more than thirty
years, there is an answer, like a slowly un-
folding rose-bud, seen blossoming out into
Bell's hfe.  The spirit of thanksgiving is not
indigenous to the soil of this earth, Itisa
rare and fragrant exotic, and seems to require
peculiar care and skill from the heavenly
gardener.

The method of its cultivation in this case
can be pretty distinctly followed. The
earlier lessons were confined almost ex-
clusively to temporal blessings. She was led
greatly to desire some good gift.  After con-
siderable delay in the granting of it, it wouid
be given with such sweet tokens of loving-
kindness, that she could not help seeing the
love of the Giver as well as the excellence of
the gift. This is what is necessary to the
growth of this heavenly exotic. It thrives
only in the sunshine of His “lifted up”
countenance—when the “love of God is shed
abroad in our hearts.”

The first well remembered instance of this
method of dealing with her was in the giving
to the family the joy of a musical instrument.
‘The piino had been sold before leaving
England, and its place had never been in
any way filled. At last, after many hop.s
and fears concerning 1t, a finelytoned

cabinet organ was bought and took its pl)ce
in thé sitting room.  The night of its arrival
was one ever to be remambered. The organ
was such a delightful blessing ; it had been
so long desired, and it came in such a sweet
and loving way. The verse that went sing-
ing through ger heart that night—singing
right up to Heavefi in joy and gratitude was
this, “Every good gift and every perfect gift
is from above, and cometh dowti ffom the
Father of lights; with whom is fio vatiable-
ness, neither shadow of tarning.”

Another intense desire—an internal erav-
ing rather than a mere desire—was for an
education. There were many rare oppor-
tunities in the home itself for selfimprove~
ment, really more valuable than any mere
school course.  But a school course besides
would unquestionably be of immerse advan-
tage. But no door would open,  She took
a teacher’s certificate and sought to get a
school, but was buffled at every turn.  The
way seemed opening for a short session in
Goderich Grammar School, but, to her deep
disappointment, her father's judgment de-
cided against it. It was a time of teats, but
she found rest and even joy in Christ's own
resting-place, “Even so, Father, for so it
seemed good In thy sight.”

A litt'e later she was spending a long quiet
day alone on the bush farm. As the silent
hours moved slowly past, she was thinking
along all the way the Lord had led her;
especially regarding this eager desire for
education. She looked critically at every
move in that direction, how it had heen
allowed to just such apoint and then checked.
Examining all the facts of the case, she came
definitely to the conclusion that her Father
in heaven had Himself decided against
gratify'ng this desire, and she gave the matter
restfully over into His hands. Again she
found peace in Christ’s own resting place,
“Even so Father, for so it seemed good in
thy sight.”

“Since all the downward tract of time
His watchful eyes surveys,
O who so wise to choose my lot
And regulate my ways ?"
After that the restless ambition lay still and
gave no further trouble.

That must have heen in August, and in
the very ncxt November, a conversation,
altogether unexpectedly, arose at the break-
fast-table, that wrought a wonderful change
in Bell’s life. That conversation was the
means of slowly, but surely, opening the
way for her to a higher gratification of her
educational desires than had ever come into
her own head. It was *‘exceeding abund-
antly above what she had asked or thought,”
and again so many sweet love touches with
it that, instead of finding it hard to give
thanks, she would have found it impossible
to restrain the song of thanksgiving that, at
every fresh touch of the Divine hand,
carolled up to Him who was managing it all
so beautifully for her.  The very delay pro-
longed the lesson, giving the opportunity for
progressive teaching along with continuous
practising.

Other distinct instances of this same kind
of teaching arise plainly into view. As to
her desire to teach, and to use her pen for
Christ, the opportunities eventually given
have again been “exceeding abundant.”
And these are only specimens,

Truly that was a very frofitable prayer— -
that prayer to be taught to gi-#hanks, The *
answer came not only in the bou#iful giving
uf earthly blessings, but by shedd %" around
thes¢ %o many glory tints of loving, MAtess -
that it W4 wwpossible to help feeling™ the -
1bve tHhat was 4t ikie back of them.

Bl attother lessor of a higher series w &
given duringthe fivst year Bell was a reacher.

She had one clasvthat occasioned her a
good deal of trouble. ‘Mbﬂ of them were
giddy, half-grown girls who cared but litle
for demerit marks. No other' psnishment
was administered in the College, and with
this partieular class the timid ybuHg ' teactian
felt weak-ha#tded. One Friday they ‘behavedd
worse than usuil-and feeling that something ;
striking must be dome, at the close of ‘ the =
half-hour period, sh” demanded with/some -
dignity and no warning’s that all thy girls -
who had ot talked during »citation sitbuid |
stand, She instantly saw w™at a mistake *
she had made when only three émt of a clavss
of nearly twenty rose o their feet. But the
mistake could not tiow be mended, and she
kept the class waiting 1 she solemniy | ut
down the dames of those~whe had thus con-
fessed to bréach of rule. .

When all were dismissed, (it way the
closing period for thé mornirg), she leaned!
her head upon her hands if’ utter dejectiom
and dismay. What coidld’she’ do?" she:
well knew that, for a teaclfer'to bringin a¢
whole class as having been ta¥khig: during-
recitation, was much more disgra#' to the
teacher than to the class. Then, th™é were-
a fow really good students who had, t/'#uyh !
the prevailing disorder, been led to mism-
duct that was not usual with them, and w*
her incompetence would be the means of
spoiling the honors of students well known
in the sthool as reliable gitls, To give these
tharks in at Faculty Meeting on Tuesday
evening meant evidently, confession of
incompetence in herself, and 105§ of homor
for those whose honors had seaveely beern
lawfully forfeited. But not to' give in these:
names, especially aﬁpf o) Kad been so
conspicuously taken down, hust necessarily
bring her discipline into contempt:  She hadi
to choose between the two'horns of a most:
uncomfortable dilemma.

All Friday afternoon the burden was
heavy. Saturday brought no sulution of her
difficulty. Sabbath morning, as she led her
little company of Presbyterians terchurch,,
she was as heavy hearted as ever.

There was a stranger in the pulpit.  She:
never found out who he was. His text was,.
“In everything give thanks, for this is the
will of God in Christ Jesus concerning you.””
One point of that sermon came home to
Bell. The preacher strongly took the posi-
tion that “everything means everything.
You would not think such a simple statement
would require much proving, but she soon
realized that she had never believed it
before. He pressed it earnestly home that
‘“‘everything” does not mean simply the
things we are in the habit of calling bless-
ings, but just as truly the things that hurt
and the things that worry. “Everything
means everything”  But he explained quite
distinctly that we could not honestly give
thanks for everything, were it not for God’s
own emphatic assurance, “ A/ things work
together for good to them that love God.”
That the sorrows and the losses and the
thorns are sent to work cut most precious
good f rus just as truly as the joys. He
said, our privilege is literally to look up in
God's face and give Him thanks for every-
thing that touches us, because of His own
assurance that both joys and sorrows are
sent to work out good.




