
e
e
e
 m
e
e
n
 

DECEMBEPFR. 16, 1918 THE KING’S HIGHWAY. 

GOUNTING THEIR BLESSINGS. 

It was the day before Thanksgiving. In 
her tiny kintchen, pretty little Margaret 

Llane was preparing a Thanksgiving din- 
ner, the first one in the pretty home over 

which she had come to preside but a short 
<ix months before. 

"The turkey was already in the baker, 

and her nimble fingers were busy fashion- 

ing a plum pudding. 

Her heart was so light that almost un- 

consciously she burst into song. The room 

was small and the day warm, so she had 

ieft the door partly open, and her sweet 

voice floated out into the street. 
A man passing by paused to listen: 

“When upon life's billows you are tem- 

pest tossed, 

When vou are discouraged, thinking all is 

lost, 

Count your many blessings, name them 

one by one, 

And it will surprise you what the Lord has 

done.” 

1 

woras passed on, but the 
ring in his ears. A cynical 

The man 

seemed to 
smile curled his lips. 

ings, indeed,” he muttered; “I wonder 

what they are. I presume that sweet little 

singer back there would say my wealth, 

hrought me one happy never ga 24 | PRP but it has 

Moment, Ney one. 

Then some way, it seemed to him that 
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paces of his life swept back, and he saw 

aeain a fair face bend above him, a face 

so pure it might have been an angel's. 

She was an angel now, and his whole life 

had been softened by her influence. Sure- 

lv. he must count the memory of a Chris- 

tian mother among his blessings. 
< 

There was another, too, awa 

ramed the 

; 

y back in 

his vounger days, he had 

sweet name wife, and a tiny daughter 

nestled in his arms. But not for long. God 

took them from the sorrow here to the 

joy over there. Yet the happiness of those 

short months was very dear to him. 

His face grew thoughtful. Was it not 
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a blessing to have such treasures in nea 
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ven? Tears came to the eyes that had 
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to bear? 

Count vour many blessings, every donbt 
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1. Wal she has to work | do, and 

5 ) nd time to sing or unt het 

BY Burdened * she surely was, for het 
(1 : ay = AT J an th ore were 

health was 110t very £2004, and tli1ere were 

hree' little ones.to..doifor, and Wvel— 

‘Count vours. blessings, name them one 

bv one.” The:word came to her in spite 

“Tom is well and has plenty of work, 

that is one, I suppose; and does not spend 
his money for strong drink as some do. 

Then our home is paid for, and the chil- 

dren are well and good to help me——" 

A look of surprise came over her face, 

and she wondered if there was so much 

for her to be thankful for after all. The 

words of the song held a new meaning 

for her, and she found herself trying to 
hum the air as she went about her many 

tasks. 

“When you look at others with their 

lands and gold, 
Think that Christ has promised you His 

wealth untold. 
Count vour many blessings money cannot 

buy, 

Your reward in heaven, nor your home 

on :Nigh.'’ 

A young girl heard the words as she 

hurried to school. ‘I believe I needed just 

those words to set me right.” she thouzht. 

‘1am afraid’ I was envious this morning 

because Mabel had such a beautiful new 

suit and I must wear my old one. [ was 

about it too, and it will ~ worry 

mamma. for she is doing all she can for 

me, and——"" Her face paled as she 

thought: “Mabel has no mamma, [I'm 

sure she would be willing to wear old 

clothes if she could only have her dear 

mamma. What would I care for money 

without my dear mother to share it? 1 

will never worry her so again, never; and 

[ will tell her so at noon, too.” and she 

assed 

Cross 

into the school room. 

“So amid the conflict, whether great or 

small, 

Do not be discouraged, God is over all, 

many 

attend, 

Help and comfort give you to your jour- 

ney's end.” 

Count your blessings, angels will 

“Tt will not be long, either,” murmured 

a poor old woman, as she toiled painfully 

along. ‘The end is not far off, and my 

oreatest blessing is that it is so. [I was 

feeling discouraged this morning to think 

my Master kept me waiting so long, but 

He knows best. Aye, He will help and 

comfort me to the end. IT am glad I heard 

the singer; God bless her!” 

The pudding was finished, and so was 

the song and Margaret, with a light 

heart, beg putting the little kitchen ti 

song. heard by chance, sei them rizh 

Or was it really chance or a part of 
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God and by universal love, leads it (0 

frame its conduct according fo that of the 

Adam Clarke. 

“Worship springs not out of duty, but 
out of eager willingness.” 
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MISSIONARY CORRESPONDENCE. 

October 23rd, 1918. 

Dear Brother Baker: 
Just a word to let you know how we ° 

are. I need not tell you that all South Af 

rica is in the grip of Spanish Influenza. 

We have one bad case at our mission sta- 
tion, but hope for the best. Only our na- 

tives here as yet contracted the disease, 
and most cases are rather mild 

Last Sunday was a good day—Big Sun- 

day at Entungwini. An old woman, she 
must have been seventy, was baptized ana 
entered the church. Her eves had gore 

blind, but 1 trust her spiritual vision is 
clear. If is a marvel of grace to see such 

an one quit beer, tobacco and her heath- 

en practices. 

The week before was communion at 

Balmoral. A young womaii. 

church membership by bapiism. 
All our native workers are doing about 

as usual. Faith and Bertha Meyer are ra- 

ther run down from over-work and for a 

time unable to fill their usuat place in the 

Paul’s help is therefore 

the more appreciated, while Mrs. Sanders 
as well as myself must do our share and 
a little more. 

Really, I am expecting some good to 

from the Spanish Flu. for when 
God’s judgments are in the earth the peo- 
ple will learn righteousness. These Zu- 
lus are no exception to this rule and 1 
(rust to see souls saved as a result of this 
epidemic. 

mission work. 

come 

liver yours in Him, 

hour 

Spent in thy presence will prevail to 
make, 

What heavy burdens from our bosoms 

one short 
3 

take, 

What parched grounds refresh as with a 

shower! 

We kneel, and all around us seems to 

lower: 

We rise, and all the di and the 

near 

Stands forth in sunny outline, brave 

and clear. 

ise, how full 

of power 

strong? 
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be, 
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A\NXious or tr bled: Wine vith us 13 

prayer 
And joy and strengih and 

with Thee?” 

house of l.azarus. 

‘when He 

“The sanctified soul sets iittle value on 


