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ot gloves, but I got the gloves, for I
knew you like to have your hands look
fine. And here, dear old Tom, is a
oravat for you. And, dear little Bennie,
1 got you these warm gloves.”

“Sarah, my dear child,” said the moth-
e1, “if you had asked us all what we
wanted most, you couldn't have pleased
us more, You were inspired with your
beautiful presents.’”

They never enjoyed a Thanksgiving
dinner so much, Sarah said, *There never
was such a good turkey, never such good
pies, never such a happy Thanksgiving

'

“We all have so many blessings, and
80 much to be thankfvi for,” they said
at the White Farm. And they all said
the same at the Blue.

THANKSGIVING SONG.

Swmmer is gone, autumn s here,
This is the harvest for all the yvar.
Corn in the crib, oats in the bin,
'l.‘lz‘whon is all threshed, barley drans>

\
QCarrots in oellnzs, beets by their side,
Full is the hayloft, what fun to ride!
Apples are barreled, nuts laid to dry,
Frost on the garden, winter is nigh.

\
Father in heaven, thank thee for all,
Winter and springtime, eummer and
fall.
All thine own gifts to thee we bring,
Help us to praise thee, our heavenly

" _Songs for Little Children.
SHADOWED HOMES.

Bays Margaret E, Bangster in the Wom-
an’s Home Companion: “Never dawns a
bright anniversary that has not its ehad-
owed side. Never is there a home to
which sooner or later grief does not come.
At the Thanksgiving board this year,
as in other years, there will be vacant
ohaire, and the household of the eorrow-
ing continually is recruited by those to
whom has come the pang of loss, It s
not easy t understand why trials so
often come Lo those who ecem to need
no harsh discipline, and from our limited
experience we cannot tell why it is that
one is taken and another 'oft. One thing
we may do, and that s trust, We may
safely trust a love Jhat is greater than
ours, and may safely luave our vanished
dear ones in the care of Him who gave
them fo us.”

If our hearts were but more simple,
We should take Him at His word,

And our lives would be all sunshine
In the sweetness of our Lord.

IT TAKES TWO.
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was very cold, and he ar
his teeth fairly ohattering,
was thin.
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THE BIRDS AND THE SQUIRRELS.

“This bitter cold weather is very hard
on the birds and little animals in the
grove,” said Papa Vance, one cold night.
“We have had snow on the ground for
a long time, and they will starve unless
a thaw comes.”

“Why, papa, 1 thought the squirrels
always laid away plenty of nuts,” sald
Dorothy. “Mamma said they oarried
them away to hollow trees."

“But you remember, my dear, the
snow came before they had a chance to
get plenty of food,” said papa. “When
we have an open winter, which means
the ground is bare, the squirrels oan
dig under the fallen leaves even in win
ter and find food. The birds eat weod
seeds. and all sorte of things they find,
but when snow is deep they often go
hungry.”

“Let's feed them to-morrow, Dorothy,"
said Fred. “T'll scatter a lot of crumbs
so they can have a feast.”

“Won't the crumbs be lost in the
snnw " asked wise little Dorothy.

“T am afraid they will, but the birds
ars too timid to come to the house
where the ground is bare."”

“We'll sweep a nice bare place under
fhe trees,” said Dorothy. “I domn't want
the birdies to starve.”

8o early the uext morning the child-
ren took two old brooms and hurried
to the grove. It was hard work, and
they were soon panting, but the thought
of the hungry birds kept them at the
task, even though their arms ached, and
presently a nice, big table was all

“Now for the wheat and orumbs,"
cried Fred, hurrying back to the house,
“Breakfast will be served a little late
this morning, but we can do better to-
morrow."

Fred and Dorothy crept behind some
big trees, and presently a bird flew down
on the table. Another and another
came. until there were crowds of hun-
gry boarders, as Dorothy oulled them,
eating their breakfasts. It must have
tasted very good, for they chattered and
seemed to have a find time with the
crumbs and wheat.

After that it was great fun to watoh
the table when the meals were served.
Rabbits, birds, squirrels, and even a
stray cat came to enjoy the crumbs
when the weather was very oold, and it
took a great deal of food to keep the
tiny bodies from freezing.

“T don't like it that the birds are all
afraid of us,” said Dorothy. “‘l'bcy all
fly away whenever we come near.'

“They will learn to trust you dn
time,” said papa. “They are timid lit-
tle creatures, and want to be sure you
are their friends.” .

In a short time it was hard to get the
tablecloth off without a lot of board-
ers camping on the table, as the child-
ren said when they had to brush off a
new fall of snow. The little things
found out that the children never would
harm them, so all winter they flocked
to their meals when they saw Fred and
Dorothy coming. The children are plan-
ning t. open their boarding house un:
der tae trees again this winter, and I
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BABY'S WELFARE
MOTHER'S CHIEF CARE.

Every mother is naturally anxious that
her little ones shall be healthy, good
natured and bright. <dvery mother can
keep her littie ones in this condition
if she will give them an occasional dose
of Baby's Own Tablets. These Tablets
oure al. stomach and bowel troubles,
break up colds, destroy worms and make
teething easy. Equally good for the
new born baby or the well grown child.
Mrs. W. BE. tyart, St. George, N.B,
says:—*T he. . used Baby's Own Tablets
for my 1*.lc wues tor several years and
have found them reliable in all emergen-
cles 1 cannot praise the Tab.ets too
highly.” Sold by medicine dealers or
by mail at 25 cents a box froin The Dr.
Williams' Medicine Co., B-ockville, Ont.

A THANKSGIVING LEGEND.

Once upon a time two angels came
down to earth to gather the prayers of
mortals, One was the Angel of Thanks
and the other was the Angel of Asking.
The Angel of Thanks carried a very large
bag thrown over her shoulder, for she
thought: “God has given so many things
to men, that I don't see how I can
carry all the thanks I get. I really ought
to have some one to help me, but I eup-
pose God knew best when he told me
to go alone, Perhaps I can make two
trips.” And the Angel of Thanks started
very early in the morning in order to
have time for all the work she had to
do. The long, flowing robes that angels
wear were bound up close about her, so
that she could work very fast, and her
crown as laid aside lest it should in-
terfere,

But the Angel of Asking carried only
@ very small basket in her hand, for she
thought: “God has given men €0 much
that I really don’t see what there is to
ask for. I'll start out early and get it
all done, and perhaps God will have
something else for me to do then.” For
the angels are happiest when they have
a great deal to do for God. And the
Angel of Asking wore her crown and car-
ried her harp, and let her long robes
float loosely about her, for ehe thought
her task was to be an easy one.

All day they wandered to and fro on
oarth, gathering the prayers of men. But
the Angel of Asking came back very
oarly, Bhe had borrowed the great bag
of the Thank Angel and was bending
low under ite weight. Her robes were
torn and soiled with labor., It was so
hard to hold all the wants of men; she
wondered how they had managed to
think of so many things to ask. She
stopped every once in a while to be
sure she had lost none.

Late at night the Angel of Thanks
oame back. She was very weary, for she
had been all over the world, but she
had only one little “Thank you,” that
rattled around in the bottom of her
basket. And ehe was so ashamed that
she hid her face before all the other
angels,

Then she came to the great whi'e throne
where God was, and said “Oh, Father,
1 have worked all day and I have noth-
ing toI bring you but this one ‘Thank
you! I am very, v sorrow, Perhaps
I can do better w?gomw."

But the Father said to her, very gently:
“You are not to blame, my child. It is
not your ingratitude, but the ingrati-
‘t_l‘ld: of men; and they reject not your

shivering, my boy."” wish there were hundreds of such kind
“He meant it kindly, too, and didn't little people all over the land during
think any harm,” eaid the the bitter cold weather,
as he told the story. “That's what made
,d‘lh't -.?u.ln IOl oy 1 Woﬂn—-ngl pure slumber shall walt on
been tempta thy pillow;
ﬁ;!,“'m‘.ht:nd. oSy Work—thou shalt ride over Care's com-
" " ing bilow;
i S S M 0 s We e
ng willow;
:. make me drl::d w::n olﬂgon"’t want Work with a stout heart and !
0. The templation I'm afreid of ks the "'
one I'm ready for before it comes, by " Saanaidaiet
hankering after it. It takes two every _ Amusement is an imp art of
time to make & eaful jon.” of any kind s
“He tempted me” only “’h'h. one 1Ot ting time, but g life.
wide of the temptation, The other side
~the personal eide—we must anewer Buccess grows out of struggles to over-
for, and no excuse will save ue—Ex- come difficulties, If there were no dif
change. ficulties, there would be no sucoesses.

but the kind of the Father
who sent you."—Selected.

Happiness is not like a large and beau-
tiful gem, so uncommon and rare that
all search for it in vain, all efforts to
obtain it hopeless; but it consists of &
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