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“It 1 ight be Worst."r By Helena H. Thomas.CIk Ingknook "I confess that 
her,” said my

rather dreaded to visit 
friend, “for

her early married life, she wa# one of those 
overoairetfufl housewives who give all under 
their roof a feeling the reverse of restful.

___  1 found her, however, so greatly Improved
that I gladly would have prolonged my stay.

--------- I puzzled not a little over the calmness of
my hostess In meeting what would In other 
days have vexed her sorely; but 
leurn the secret of the change until on the 
eve of my departure, I said: Your home 1# 
a haven of rest thee*1 days.’

“Now I did not Intend to let slip ‘these 
days.' but, though readily understood, they 
gave no offense, for they ealled forth the 
laughing rejoinder.

“ ‘You need not blush for hinting at the 
truth, for I, too realize that my home was 
not restful during the first years of my mar
ried life; and I can not find words to express 
my gratitude that my eyes were opened be
fore It was too late to bring sunshine

!

(For Dominion Presbyterian.)

A True Thanksgiving Hymn.
I needed It. I often think when I’m lying 
here an' the pain’s verra bad o' the young 
minister In the Donnie Brier flush (I read 
It before I took elck an’ llket It weel, It was 

Just the way the folk talked In the parish I 
cam' frae), hoo's mither telt him aye tae 
speak a guld word for Jesus Christ, an gin 
He offens ye the cross ye'll no refuse it, for 
He aye carries the heavy en' Himsel’. It’s 
a' true an’ It’s been a great comfort tae me.”

Tears stole down my cheeks as I quietly 
took leave of that brave, noble woman who 
was patiently, yes even Joyfully, bearing such 
a heavy cross and trying to speak "a guld 
word” for the Master; and 
strangely the scent of the Donnie Briar Bush 
that bloomed In Margaret Howes garden 
had been wafted ucnos# the sea to cheer this 
darkened life with It# blessed sweetness. Many 
were the voices raised to heaven that day, but 
I knew that from one heart at least there as
cended a true thanksgiving hymn.

Another year of endurance was apiniintcd 
her; and then the cross was exchanged for 
the crown of life.—H.

did not

An Incident of the 44 Bonnie Brier Bush.”
It xvas a bright Thanksgiving morning, 

clear and fnwty, a# I, with many others, 
wended my way to the village church to 
offer praise and thanks to the Giver of all 
good. The Frost King hail been abroad dur
ing the night, rolling the earth in white at
tire and fringing the tree# with snowy pen
dants that gleamed like diamonds In the sun-

As our minister spoke of the many 
reasons eaoh one had for thanksgiving my 
thoughts How down the street to a humble 
abode where an aged Christian was being 
sore.ly tried In the furnace of pain. Cancer 
had done Its deadly work In one eye, neces
sitating Its removal a few day# previous; 
and, knowing the agony she was enduring, 
In my human ignorance I said to myself, 
"There Is one woman at any rate who has 
not much to be thankful for.”

thought how It.
"I did not venture an apology for my 

thoughtless word# for they had given a hint 
uf my true feelings. So I merely said. 'Do 
tell me what about the change.*

” 'I will cheerfully,’ rejoined the 
greatly changed, ‘even if It Is rather hu
miliating that I first saw myself, my fool
ish habit of fretting over trifles, whenbrought In daily contact with an Ignorant 

ci>ok, who was such a sunny creature that 
I took pleasure In going Into the kitchen. 
Besides, I wanted to see If the smiles did 
r.ot sometimes give place to frown#, 
learned, however, that she was hopeful and 
cheery under all circumstances.

“ 'If company caime unexpectedly when 
things were the reverse of what she would 

have liked, or the grocer failed to put In an 
appearance, It was always met by, "It might 
be worse!”

Prompted partly by curiosity and partly 
by a desire to carry what comfort I could 
to this afflicted friend, late In the afternoon 
I made my way almost reluctantly to her 
humble dwelling. There are time#, and this 
was one of them, when one stands utterly 
helpless in the presence of humanity, not dar
ing even to touch the fringe of its heavy 
mantle of suffering.

The door was opem-d by her son, a strong, 
well-built, genial man. who motioned me Into 
a little room off the sitting-room.
In the snowiest of caps lay a poor, wrinkled 
face almost hidden by a bandage which 
vred the disfigurement. The honest, 
worn hanita, that had bravely worked and 
fought through fifty years of widowhood to 
bring up a family on a bush-farm, were fold
ed on the white coverlet. All that loving 
hi-arts and hands could deviee for her 
foil had been done. I was very glad to hear 
that she had rested a little during the night 
and In consequence was feeling easier.

"How are you. Mrs. M?” I asked, not know
ing very well what to say.

"Ach, I’ve much to be thankful for," she 
replied. "The Lord has been very merciful to They live like like a lord and never labor,

A "They'e” one task Is to watch his

And tell his business and private 
To the world at large they 

tares—
These folks In the House

44 They Say/4

By Ell* Wheeler Wilcox.
Have you heard of the terrible family 

"They”
And the dreadful

Why, half the go#alp under the sun.
If your trace It back you will find begun 

In that wretched House of “They.

A numerous family so I am told,
Ami Its genealogical tree I# old;
For ever since Adam and Eve began 
To build up the curious race of man.

Has existed the house of “They.”

venomous things they

" 'She was sucih a constant rebuke to 
lhat I one day askivi her how she 
meet everything so bravely. Then ehe told 
me that she had been bound out to a woman 
who "Jawed from mornln’ till night.” Bhe 
said her mistress so worried the life of "the 
b.st man that ever lived," that he 
drink, and that her only r 

'* • "But,” said Kate, with

name to

toll

son ran away.
... . a merry laugh,
her Jaw was worth a sight to me. for I was

•hat contrary I begun to be JIM 
way, n’ when thing» went all In a heap I 
laughed n' say» aa law It might be worn-. So 

I held on a sayln' It, n,' plaie Oo.l, I II My 
it so long m he lets me live."

'“After a lime,' continued my h«»teas. 'this 
veritable sunbeam married, and I lost sight 
of her for a while. Then I heard that her 
hueband, who was

Gossip mongers and spreaders of lies, 
Horrid people whom all despise!
And yet the best of us now and then, 
Itepeat queer tale® about

the other

women and men, 
And quote the House of “They.”

All the cheering words I had Intended to 
leave with her vaniehed at the sight of her 
peaceful face. The Great Comforter had 
«ftoken to her eoul and nothing remained for 
me but to sit at the feet of this aged saint 
ami drink in the living sermon.

I was thinking before I came In that you 
had very little to be thankful for, Mrs. M.”
I remarked, but before I had finished speak
ing she Interrupted me by repeating:
I/ord ha# h«*en very merciful to me. There
wera d“ys whe 1 thought I would dee ah' Though you cannot get In. yet they
thé l! T "a lhaI,E ,bc paln any loneer; »“• And spread their villainous rales 
th« Lord gled me far malr strength for ma
time o' need than I deserved." Her eye filled 
with tears as a memory of those «lark days 

over her, and sh«- #ald sadly: “But I

n mason, had fallen from 
a high building, and had handy «waped with 
his life.

affairs, 
are sowers of

I went immediately to poor Kate, 
with no other expectation of finding her for 
once, the reverse of sunny. But. greatly to 
my surprise she came forward to

of "They.” 
It Is wlholly useless to follow a "They"
With a whip or a gun, for he slips away 
Anil Into his house where you cannot go,
It Is looked and bolted and guarded _

This horrible House of "They.'

... . - -J greet me
with so beaming a face that I Jumped at 
once to the conclusion that If here had been 
an accident It must have been of a very trill 
Ing nature, but before I hud time to Inquire, 
Kate began, as if telling me some good news, 
to tell how her husband had fallen and brok- 
pn., I1.1." r,gbt arm and two ribs.

,,ul- r »w can you talk of It In

srsisns-1’1 *'rlou’ to my
........Hure’n you are right!” was the cheery

ü!!.t.hp T’m *o thankful
that ugly fall dldn t knock the breath clane 
out o his body that I’m not thinking' o’ how 
were goln to live. Its a bit onlucky. to 
be suit-, out It might be worse, you know."

" ‘As the years rolled on Kate’s sweet spirit 
was sorely teete«l In many ways, but she faced 
every trial with a cheery, “It might be 

In Justice to her I must confess 
that the change you note In me wa# brought 
about by the bright example of my humble 
Irish servant; whose motto all would do well

" The

get out

<>f all the rasrals under the 
Who have come to punishment

BeIong«*d to the House of "They."
—Youth's Companion.

never one

often think it will mak' my life goy dark.”
“Well, Mrs. M.” I said, "you are an old lady 

now, and It cannot last long. IVrhaps the 
darkness here will make your home on the 
«dher side all the brighter when you reach

A Oroueh-End Sunday-school 
celved an amusing answer from

teacher re- 
- a promising 

J.upn o" a recent Sunday. 'What.' ,He naked, 
did Naaman say when he was told to bathe 
himself In the river Jordan?' The unexpect- 
Vd reply came without a moment’s hesita-
hn:.^ ?e8a,d" 18 0,7 8ervant a dog that he 

ahould do this thing?” *

It.
"Maybe It will, an’ It canna* last lang 

I've often thocht that I was na’ thankfu' 
enough for my eye an’ so Go«l took It away. 
It# a' for the best an' He must have seen that


