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Mother's Thanksgiving.

BY MARUARET K SANGMTER. ¢

Such a quaint little Mother, In a gown :
of sllver gray, !

Her snowy halr smooth-parted,
dear old-fashloned way,

And on her head a lint-white cap, of
softest, filmtest Ince,

That made a plcture-frame about her)
gweet and placid face.

in the

Such a brave little Mother !,
a year had fled,

Since her husband, leal and loving, had :
been numbered with the dead, i

So many, many summers had she borne
a lonely heart,

That her fair age and his bright youth
were halt a life apart.

So many ¢

Such a gentle little Mother! Ah! the
boys remember now,

Sorrowfully, every shadow on that tender,
tranquil brow.

‘They rememter how she taught them,
how she kigsed them each at night,

And they felt no need of angels keeping
watch tiil morning Hght.

Such a trustful little Mother! There
were dark days now and then,
Though the dear lads never dreamed it
ufitit they were bearded men;
She would go away alone, kneeling In
her chamber dim,

And would tell the Lord her troubles,
casting all her care on him.

Such a happy lttle Mother! With a |
laugh liko bells a-chime,

Ever swift to see the bright side, ready
with a quip and rhyme.

Oh, so quick with love's own pity ! oh,
so eareest 'neath the jeat !

Ever lavishing her kindness, giving ever
of her best.

Such a winsome little Alother !
villaze children came

‘Trooping merrily about her; she knew
every one hy name;

Raby faces smiled to preet hers, by some
subtle fmpulse stirred,

As it fledglings kaew the brecoding of the
tender mother-bird.

Why the

Such a true little Mother !
ing with wrong;

Honest to the very heart’s core; bearing
burdens late and long;

Paying everv debt with interest; filling

_ every day with work,

With a deep disdain for uny who the
day's demand would shirk,

Never dally-

Such a blessed little Mother! Through
their tears her sons to-day

Thank the God she served and honoured
that she sleeping passed away

Lifted to the home in heaven, to the
comrade gone befcre,

Just as earth’s Thanksgiving greetings
floated through the open door.

TWO LITTLE MAIDS IN CHINA.

BY ELLA E. GLOVELR.

it was after school hours and the girls
had just finished cating thelr afternoon
rice when there came a knock at the
study door. In came two of the largest
girls, and, as each has a history, perhaps
you would like to make thelir acquaint-
ance, Wen Ling says : ' Teacher. please
may Kuie Ch'iu see her uncle’s picture ?
She is homesick.” Now, while they
are sitting at the desk talking quietly
over the photographs, let me tell you
what I know about them.

Wang Wen Ling is the daughter of'
one of our preachers. When she was
twelve years old (that was seven years,
ago) she was betrothed to a boy four
years her junior. Then a year or two
later her father heard the Gospel and
believed. He wanted to send Wen Ling
to school, and in 1899 she was all ready
to come, and in fact had gone into the
cart, when her heathen mother made
stch a fuss that the gir! went back. The
next year her father told her to. get
ready, and again the mother was so
angry that the plan was given up. But
the Lord touched the mother’s heart,
and three years ago Wen Ling went in-
to a country school, and in the fall of
1895 came here.

Do vou ask, “Is she still betrothed in-
to a heathen home ?” That ‘i what I
asked onc of her friends. '

“Oh, yes, for the mother-in-law does |
not want to give her up.” i

“ But is there no way, it the father,
has plenty of courage and the girl wants
to be freed 2"

. No WaYQ" ) '

* Will Wen Ling's feet be bound when
sho Is married ?”

"1 do not know. Her mother-in-law
13 not pleased to have her here and of
course is not-pleased with her large feet,

!
Wen Ling {s still in her fathers house. ; the deliclous nectarlike honey.

wiid ‘

Othor betrothals have bLeen broken off, ] honey 18 usually a palo straw colour, and
Ahere are four or five girls of whom [ has a delleate fragrance, born of the

know who were engaged and now are
tree.’

And now you want
Ch'lus history.

to
She Is not pretty like

wild flowens and the woods, that lsl
nover found in honey that Is made byt

know Kufe ;| domesticated Lees in artificial hives.

There 18 a charming bee story told

-

low, she would not think of It any
longer.

Then ste aat and listoned to the tiek
ot the clock aud the scratch of Uncte
Hal’s pen fn the adfoining roon:. Ho
was not her real uncle—a mors distant
relative—-but he had ilved at thelr hovse

Wen Ling, but 1 think she has & good { In the Bible concerning Jonathnn, who { ever sinco she could remomber, and Janet

tace,
Wen Ling. but tully as tall.

She 18 two years younger than | wag a bosom friend of David.

Her father died slx years ago, but net |

untit he had heard of Jesus Christ.
There was no church in the place, and
80 he died without having become a
member of the chuich on earth. He
had a brother who smoked oplum and
gambled. The new Christinan urged him
to reform and told him that there was
help for him. The entreaties were not
in vain, for the oplum smoker and
gambler proved the power of Christ to
save, and became an earnest preacher of
the Gospel when Kule Ch'iu's father
died.  ‘The two oldest daughters were
married off into heathen homes, having
no desire to belleve this new falth. The
unc ¢ wanted the third daughter to go
to t£chool, but she refused, and heathen
relatives found her a mother-in-law.
There were left in the home the mother
and claer brothcr, both of whom have
accepted Christlanlty, and Kuie Ch'ju.
She had been betrothed to a heathen.
Her uncle wanted her to study, anu she,
having heard some of the other girls tell
of the pleasures they had in school.
wanted, too, to etudy, and so she went
fnto a country schoul. This made

. trouble at once, as the mother-in-law

was displeased. ‘The uncle sent word :

* Kule Ch'tu is to have her fect un-
bound now, and study; when she is mar-
ried you can make her bind her feet
and we cannot help ourselves, but nt
pr-en* ghe i in our control.”

The mother-in-law sent back wurd she
wenld not have the girl, and o she I3
free. She is a bright gh'l and an ear-
nest Christian, giving promise of a use-
ful life.

HUNTING FOR BEE TREES.
BY LEWI: ALBERT BANKS,

When I was 2 boy over on the Oregon
hills there used to be large numbers of
wild bees. The great oak forests made
a splendid home for them. It was very
easy to find a large hollow tree or limb
where a mnew swarm could make :ts
home. Besides, the climate was iery
mild, and the woods abourded in wild
fiowers, not only on the trees and shrubs,
but every wild hillside pasture was a
garden of honey-hearing blossoms.

The best honey In all the world {s wild
honey. There is something <o mild and
delicious in the honcy that is found in
hollow l}imbs of the big cak trees that
no one who hes ever tasted it can forget
it. It is of course very rare that any
of this kind of honey finds its way to
the market.

Hunting for a bee tree requires a great
deal of patience. The bee hunter will
git, of a fine morning, with his back
against a tree and his oyes toward the
sun until he sees a bee streaking it
through the alr. A few moments’ clgse
ob:zervation will show a line of bees all
going in one direction. They are going
home, Those that are going out in
seacch of flowers fly high, but the bees
that are loaded with honey fly very low.
The hunter knows that the hee never
Joses any time, but flies in a straight

‘line,

When the hunter has fixed the direc
tion of the bee line (who has not heard
people talk of going ** {n a bee line” ?) he
follows it with the greatest care. He
walks slowly and keeps track of that
little line of loaded. bees that shoot like
bullets over his head. He generally
finds the home tree within 2 mile of the
honey field, and often much nearer.

When thte hvnter has tracked the lit-
tle workers to thelr hive, which iz usu-
ally the hoilow limb of some big tree,
he marks the spot by blazing some
trces near it. and then cuts his initials
into the bee tree. That makes the tree
his, according to backwoods law; and on
the frontier it would be no more stesal-
ing to take a man’s potatoues ottt of his
gatden than to chop down his bee tree
after his Initials had been cut on it.

When the bee hunter has thus mace
sure his title he goes home and brings
back his wife and children, with all the
available buckets and kettles, prepared
to rob the unsuspecting little tollers of
the woude. He builds a fire at the base
of the tree, if- {t be hollow all the way
up, and in a féew minutes the bees, sick
and aagry, are forced to get out. The
hunter and his family make themselves
scarce about this time, fcr it is not
healthy for a man to show hip clf when
a swarm of bees has been sun,vked out
of house rnd home. When the bees
have al. disappeared the huoter climbs

up, chops a hole big enough to Insert a , caress azalnst her cheek.

- e -

It was,
onl the day of a great battle, when Saul
had made all the soldiers take an oath
not to eat aaything until the battlo was ;
over; but Jonathan had been away nt
the time, and so knew nothing about it.
IAate that afternoon. when he was bt .
and tired, passing through n forest he
came under o bee tree, where the honey
was dripplng from tho overfull hive in a
holiow limb.  Jonathan had n feast that
day, anil was greatly comforted and re-
freshed by it, though it came near cost-
ing h'm his lite afterward

It was related of two Scotchmen who |
were coming to America that each or)
them determined to bring something
characterlstic ot his natlve land that
might perpetuate his love for the old
country in his nyw home  One of them
brought the Scotch thistle and planted it
in his garden, and the winds caught upl
the thistle balls and carried them far
and wide untll the whole land was
cursed with thistles. H1is neighbour
brought with him a hive of bees, and
every now and then a swarm vould cs- |
cape hia vigllance und go wild {n thc’
woods, unttl the forests were full of wild
honey. It would be a good thing te
ark ourselves the question, Which is it
wo are scattering abroad in the world
by our dabiy lives—thistics or honey ?

Johnny's Complaint.

preacher sa)s—an'
right—

It's very wrong to tell a fib.
(S0 mother's taught me ever since

She rocked me in my little erib).
That's why I can't just understand

Why in his sermons he will run
Along like sixty when he's sald,

‘ But one word more, and I have done."

Our ‘course he's

When first I teard him say those words, ;
They made me glad, for I, you see,
Was tired, for half-hour secmons seem
Enough for little folks like me;
But, gracious ! I was quite surpriscd
To find he'd only just degun,
When, pausing for a breath, he said,
** But one word more, and I have done.”

[ wonder what he'd think if I
Should say, when at his home I'd sup,
*Just one plum more, and I have done,”
Then eat his wife's preserves all up ?
I guess he'd ask me what I meant;
1d have to say I was in fun,
Just 1ike he must be when he says,
“ But one word more, and I have done.”

THE SERMON JANET PREACHED.

BY ROBERTA ¥RANKIIN BALLARD.

It was Junlor League afternoon, and
Janet was waliting to go. She had
wanted to be early, for Miss Lou had
asked her to read the Scripture lesson,
and her little B ble lay on the table with
her gloves waiting for her. It had been
Iying there for some minutes, and now
the clock polnted to flve minutes of
opening hour and stiill mamma did .not
come,

Janet made a little move to go when
she saw how Jate it was, but Robbie
gave a little moan and nestled closer in
her arms. Robble was the dear baby
brother, and he had struck his little
«urly head a bad blow on the table
corner.

It bad happened a half-hour ago. and
Janet had bathed it and had taker him in
her arms to p.t and hold till mamma
came back. She had expected {c be
home before this, and Janet knew some-
thing uraveidable had detained her. as
mamma was very careful not to dis-
appoint her little daughter 3f she could
help ft.

1t Robbie were well, she could put him
in the kitchen with the cook, and h-
would play there with his toys till
mother ceme home; but he did not want
Lo go to cook now he was hurt; he wanted
Sister Jantt, as there was no dear
mamma.

Tick, tick, went the clock, and Janet !
watched the hand go s'owly up to the
hour. She really ought to go, Miss Lou
would be dieappointed and wonder at her
absence. Was it right to stay home and
migs the meet.ng, with the Blble read-
ing and prayer and Miss Lou's helpful
talk 2 Still. what could sh2 do ? Rob-
bie’'s eyes were closed, but when she
trled to lay bim on the couch the iittle
curly head nest ol the cioser to her, and
the dimpled hand was put in a loving
Oh, no, It

—— s m— - - ——— - - = — - -

loved him dearly. o was qulet and
rexerved wWith most persons— tntaninn fnd
told der of a lonely child-life, with itile
but harshnusg In 1t, that had served to
tiake hitn scem cold and hard to others,
but nover so to Janet.

He was not a Christian. Janet often
wondered, as she prayed for him, it there
hnd been the same loving home-life for
him that she had, whether he would not
huve been a Christlan too.

From where she wut she counld see In
the other rcom tho fron-gray hiead beng
over lus desk. and sho womdered to her-
self, with a little smile, If, when it was
a baby head nnd full of curls, it had ever
been hurt and petted and held on o als-
ter's arm.  No, she remembered mam-
mn bkad sald there were no brothers or
gisters- a lonely little orphan Loy, with
no one to love or care for him Lut a
stern old uncle.  How dreadful it was !
She drew the curly head on her breast
closer to her; shoe was g'ad she had nnt
left Robble, ‘

‘The scratching of the pen stopped after
a Htt'e and Uncle Hal came softly into
the room.

*Is he asleep ?” he asked, in a low
tone, “1I'll lay him down for Yyou.
Poor little fellow ! that’s a bad-looking
brulse,”” Then ho looked at Janet.
“Why, you have your hat on; were youn
going out?”

Janct told him.

“ And you gave up that preclous meet-
ing for a little brother's hurt head ?
That's quite remarkab’e Are you dure
you did right ?*

Jauet looked at him. He was teasing,
she could sce; but what did he meap.
what did he think wans right ?

* Well, 1 wanted to go real bad,” she
gald, “but 1 dWdn't think [ ought to
lcave Robbice with cook, he geemed to
want me."

* Exactly,” Uncle Hal sald, with a
smile, “but a good many folks wonlad
have thought It a very trifilng cxcuse
to keep them heme.  I'm glad my little
girl's relig'on 15 the kind that prompts
to kindly deeds. It's the kind this sick,
hurt world needs the most of all. |
see your little Bib'e here. I'll mark g
verse —you gee 1 know some Bible verses
~—that you may remember as a text You
precached a sermon from to your old
uncle to-day, * 1 will have mercy and not
sacriftce.”  You see I don't go to church
very often, o I don't get many sermons
{rom rcgular preachers; but once in a
while a little girl I know preaches the
sweefest kind of re*mons by her kindly
life. It does me good, too; makes it
easle; tu belleve In 1hLe tender lo'e ¢
the great Father, when one sces his
children filled with the same spirje.”

Then he stuoped and gently kissed
Janet's flughed, glad face.

**1 thank you for the little sermon to-
(tlay,“dcar. I hope I')l be a better man

or {t.”

IN THE LIONS MuUTH

Si- Lyan Playlalr glves the following
test'morv of three men who have been
in the power of willd Veasis

“1 Fave known three friends who
were partially devoured by wlld beasts
under apparently hopeless circumstances
of egrape The first was Liviugstene,
the great African travellsr who was
knocked on hie back by a lion, which
began to munch his arm He assured
me that he feft no fear or pain and
that his only feeling was one of Intense
curirsity as to what part of his hody
the lion would take next. The next was
Rustem ®ast ., now Turkish Ambassador
in London. A bLear attacked him and
tore off part of his hand and part of
his arm and shoulder He also assured
me that he had nelither a sense of paln
nor of fear, but that he felt excessively
angry because the bear grunted with go
much satisfactien fn munebing him
The third case Is that of Sir Edward
Bradford, an Indlan officer now occupyling
a high or3tion in the Indian Office He
was sgelzed In a solitary place by a tiger,
which held him firmly behind his shoul-
ders with one paw and then dellberately
devoured the whole of his arm. begia-
ping at the hand nnd ending at the shoy'-
der He wega pesitive that he had no
sensation of fear, and thinks that he
felt a little pain when the fangs went
threugh hig hand byt Is eertain that
te te}t none during the munching of hig
arm.’

Unless the race is to degenerate, sons
mrst excel thefr fathers and daughters
thelr mothers.  Are you on the way to
a Letter marhdcd a..4 womanhood than

-but ehe cannot help ‘hersel? as long ‘a8 | tin dipper, and fills his buckets with | couldnt be right to leave the lttle fel- | that of sour parents ?



