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^MixirHTOenna 
Cleans es tKe System Effect
ually; Dispels Colas andileaa-
ocries due faConstipation; 
Acts naturally, acts Truly as 

^Laxative.. . ., 
ndW 

^iclal Effects 
the fcieninne vvluch 

name aftne Com-

CALIFORNIA ! 
JJoSfRUpCo. t 

m it is manufactured. printed on the 
r Irani of evfery pocKaic. 
•50L0 BIT ALL LBKliNG DRUGGISTS. 
one size only* regtnar price 50*ptr boltle# 

rroHnra bash is yeaks. 
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Gift's lUuib Spread and Grew Worse 
Coder gpeclaltat'a Care—Perfect 
Cared by Cuttcura Remedies. 
"When my daughter waa a baby she 

bad a breaking put behind the ears. 
Thg doctor said that she would out
grow It, and It did get "somewhat bet
ter i.ntll she was about fifteen years 
old, Jtnd after that she could get noth
ing that would drive it away. She was 
always applying something in the way 

. jj.«f sal res. It troubled her behind the 
' knees, opposite the elbows, back of the 

neck and ears, under the chin, and 
„ then it got on the face. That was 

p- kbout three years ago. She took treat-
: .ment with a specialist and seemed to 

get worse all the time. We were'then 
jX»dvlsed to try the Cutlcura Remedies, 
-''•and now I don't see any breaking out 
: M. Curley, 11-19 Sixteenth St., Bay 

Clty^ Mich., May 20, 1006." 

*£K( v., ;--:v 

|g|? Illusions Realised. 
"•Are you ready, dear?" 
"In.one minute, darling." 
"Matrimony does not dispel our illu

sions," he muttered as he lit a cigar. 
"Before we. were married I thought ev-

^-r-ery moment I ftnd to wait for her was 
5-^an eternity, and so's It turned' put to 

-Baltimore American. 
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State of^OSlo. City of Toledo, tineas Ceub 
ty; si.: 

Prank J. Cheney makes oath that he Is 
senior partner of toe firm of F. J. Cheney & 
Co., doing business in the City of Toledo, 

"-•fronsConnty a^a State aforesaid, and that Mid 
iT8riu will pay the sum of OJJH HUNDRED 

•f DOT..LAB0 tor eaeh and every case ot Ca-
•iarrh that cannot he cured by the use of 

Ball's Catarrh Cure. <-
as'-" FRANK J, CHENEY. 

Swdrn to before ste and subscribed In my 
^^preaencs, this Cth day of December. A. D. 

1880. A. W. GLRAS6N. 
(Seal.) Notary Public. 
Hall's Catarrh Cure la taken Internally, 

Id acts directly <m the blood and mucous 
surfaces of the system. Bend for tentimo-
Alals, trm. to. J. CHENEY A CO., 

Toledo, O. 
Sold by all Druggists, 73c. 
Yske Hall's I'asalljr Tills for constipation. 
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The G rent-Man !«y dead. The newa-
•opera rang with Ms praises and men 
{Mssed them from mouth to mouth; a 
gloom bung over the community, and 
r|the ChlM, hia friend, wept bitterly. 

The Busy Man Mid, 'I saw him on 
tie street not long ago, and he" looked 
111 and down-hearted. I wish I'd 
MMsed over, to speak to him, but I was 
fust litorrylng tor my train. ' Be was a 
good friend of mine, and I might have 
Cboered him up a bit and told him bow 
we missed him everywhere, it's too 
bad, too badr ;v'; - : Vf- •:. 

(The Thoughtless Mfn said, "I can 
never forgive myself. I knew he was 
•Ick far a week, but I had this great 
meeting to arrange for, and it just 
•lipped my mtnd. Be stood by me nobly 
when I wa* In trouble' years age. I 
nerer can forgive myself." 

The Child (greased a ^ear-stained face 
ipiint ttie flndnr. 
1 "Why did you want so much to take 
Vo that flower last Sunday?" asked 
her MoUier. / 

Bacause I loved him," said the 
• • " . e®i|s 

watching the wonderful atf '̂ 
ot flowers, which men had sent, as 

ther were carried- Into the cburch. 
•J,''J fe "O Mother, see bow beautiful they 

•]•»! Jl wish I could go with ypu to 
1-* ^ church; but I suppose I mlgbt dls-

torl> piMiple by crying. And*anyway," 
- *3 ' L §& •:*** "I don't mind so much, you 

|v4^' fj? h"1 > see; for I've given him my flower. He 
|>i* that to enjoy."—-Youth's Compan-

»•«*.' -a» loa.. gf-h 

'.j-

*&> 

_JS8fW 

M OCHOOL 

Alee 

, TXAOHZBJ)^^ 

Vr'Ataa 'Have \ Tkjava to l.eara. 
fFor many; years I have nsed coffee 

rS[f~4 and refosed to be convinced of Its bad 
lllte'alfect upon the hUnan system," writes 
^^feii-'weteran;' schoolteacher. 

"Ten years ago I was obliged to give 
•'•«y mnchiJoved wtark In the public 

^Jp^^ll|tp''|%ii^ro#:ContUniouB labor. , 
l l«d"Aefridfied a well defined case of ' 
durahlfc Coffee poisoning. . , 

TP*'* t'vy "The trooble* ^rere con^tlpatlon, 
i flutteringa of the h^art, a thumping in 

<£s\£ & > the top of ttay head and various parte 
-Of my body, twitching of my limbs, 

™ "— " j^ahaking of my head ftj^d, at times aftet 
; exertion, a general 'gone' feeling with 
^ toper's desire for very strong coffee. 

W&iJf'-, r^Avi! was a nervoua wreck for years. 
- "A short .time ago friends came to 

^7' -visit us and' they brought a package of 
4^oatmi| jM<|i them. «nd urged me to try 
^ I -was pre]odtced, because some 

- jfcairs ago;I had drank a cup of,weak, 
] •" ' 'BV^ 4astcleea .at0ff called Postum which I 

not like-st all. ' 
Is"' "Hit* .tine, however, my- friend 

jl/'t ?- '» made the iteatum according to dlrec-
doos oa tbe package, and it won me. 
laMmij 1. ftwpd myself !lmprovto« in 

^ ',S5£3f!8fc ''f*nlSSi^Sn3Sj 
"v - ty PflitUm that If ^o',la»-'' 

gaiswA^'lva^ii^^yP »«ft> to think 

IHferf t«t >• 
M)Mwnl- 'CK«li "mw&Sl. «tf'.«ad to 
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CHAPTER XXV r. ; ,• 
In any revolution, the insurgents have 

always nn immense ad van in go over the 
government they are attacking, from the 
fact that, as they hold together, know 
their numbers and act in accordance with 
a lonjj worked out plan, they are not 
only cognizant of what they want, but 
also whither they are proceeding. The 
government, on the other hand, however 
well informed it may be, and however 
well on its guard, is obliged to remain 
for a considerable length of time in an 
attitude of armed expectation, without 
knowing whence the danger that menaced 
it will come, or the strength of the rebel
lion it will have to combat. 

On the other hand, again, as the secret 
of the discovery of tho plot remains with 
a small band of confidential agents of 
the authorities, the latter do not know 
at first whom to trust, or whom to reckon 
on. Thoy an spec t everybody, even the 
very troops defending them, whom tlioy 
fear to see turning ngainst them at any 
moment, -.nd overthrowing them. This 
Is more especially the case in Mexico 
and all the old Spanish colonies, whore 
the governmental system is essentially 
military, and is consequently only 'based 
on naturally unintelligent and venal 
troops, who are utterly deficient of pat 
riotlc- feelings, and whom interest alone, 
that is to say, pay or promotion, can keep 
to their duty. 

The President of the Republic had been 
informed of the designs of tho general, 
as far as that was possible; he had 
known for more than a month that a vast 
plot was being formed; he even was 
aware of the probable day fixed for the 
pronunciamento, but he did not know a 
syllable about the plans arranged Dy Don 
Sebastian and his adherents. As the plot 
was to curat out In Mexico, the' President 
had filled the capital with troops, and 
called in those on whose fidelity -he 
thought he could reckon with the greatest 
certainty. 

But his preparations were necessarily 
restricted to this, and he had been con 
strained to wait till the revolution com
menced. 

It burst forth with tho suddenness of 
a peal of thnnder at twenty places sim
ultaneously, at about the second hour of 
the tarde. The President, who was at 
once informed, and who had only c'ftme 
to the circus in order not to be invested 
in the government places, instantly took 
the measures he thought most efficacious. 

The news, however, rapidly arrived, 
and became worse and worse, and the in
surrection was assuming frightful propor
tions. Tho rc-volters at first tried to 
install themselves on the Plaza Mayor 
in order to seize the government palace, 
but being repulsed with loss, after a 
very serious contest, they ambuscaded 
themselves in Tacuba, Secunda, Monte; 
rilla and San Agustln streets, erected bar
ricades and exchanged a sharp fire with 
the faithful troops. 

The'cannon roared in the square and 
the bails made large gaps in the ranks 

' it the insurgents, who replied with yells 
of vagei' and increased firing. 

Colonel Iyvipo had taken possession of 
two city gates, which he burned down, 
and through which fresh re-enforcements 
reached the' insurgents, who now pro
claimed themselvos masters of one-third 
of the city. The foreign merchants, es
tablished in Mexico, had hoisted their na
tional flags over their houses, in which 
'they remained shut up and suffering great 
anxiety. 

The President was still standing mo
tionless in the center of the circus, frown
ing at each new message, or angrily strik
ing the pommel' of his saddle with his 
clenched fist. All at once a man glided 
secretly between-his horse's legs and gent
ly touched his boot. The general turned 
round quickly, 

"Ah!",the general exclaimed, on recog
nizing him. "At last! Well, Curomilla?" 

But the Indian; without answering, 
.thrust a folded paper Into his hand and 
disappeared as rapidly as he had come. 
The general eagerly scanned the letter, 
which only contained these words, writ
ten in French: "All ia going on well. 
Charge vigorously." 

The general's face grew brighter, he 
drew himself up haughtily, and brandish
ing his sword with a martial air, shouted 
in a voice heard by all: "Forward, Mu-
chachos t" , 

Then, digging his spurs into his horse's 
sides, he galloped out of the circus, fol
lowed by the greater part of the troops, 
the remainder receiving orders to hold 
their present position until further warn-
ing. , ,,.0 , 

"Now," said the President to the offi
cers who pressed rouqd him, "the game is 
won; within an hour the insurrection will 
be conquered.",. 

In fact matters had greatly altered. 
This is what had occurred: 

Valentine, as we said, .had taken a 
house in Tacuba street, and another in 
the vicinity of the San Lazaro gate. 
During the night that preceded the pro
nunciamento, 400 resolute soldiers, com
manded by faithful officers, were intro
duced into , the house in Tacuba street, 
where they remained so well hidden that 
no one suspected their presence. A simi
lar number of troops were stowed away 
in the house at the San Laaaro gate. 

Son Martial, at the head of a large 
body of men, slipped into the small house 
belonging to the capataz, and, being warn
ed by the latter so soon as the general 
had gone off to attend the review, he pass
ed Into his mansion through the masked 
door we know, and occupied it without 
striking a blow. 

The Tlgrero straightway set a trap, In 
which several of the principal chiefs of 
the In Argents were,caught an^ made pris
oners. ̂  IjfA" l?1 Vv * 

These thfee points occupled/they wait
ed. Colonel Lupo had attacked the San 
Lazaro gate so vigorously and unexpect
edly, that it*wasi. impossible to prevent 
him burning It. A very obtinate fight at 
once* began, and the colonel, after a brave 
resistance, had Been at length compelled 
to retreat and fall hack on die main body 
of the insurgents^ who were masters, or 
nearly so, of the center of the city. 

All at once the terraces in Tacuba 
street, looking on the Plaia Mayor, were 
covered with sharpshooters, who began a 
tremendous fire on the insurgents collect
ed Wncath them. 

The artillerymen, ^ho had hitherto 
fired at long range, now brought up their 
gtras -almost within pistol shot of the 
streets, and, in spite.ofytfef musketry Sire 
of the insprgeatfc .bravely posted their 
batteries .and t£gan> 4mMing: shoWers of 

' ters e: thaAftrf^ 

fbr'ft' t t f e :  governaw appeared in the 

Ji—rjiwa iss».--fifc be

tween three fires; still, they offered a 
courageous resistance, for, knowing, that 
if they fell alive into the hands of the 
conqueror they would be mercilessly shot, 
they allowed themselves to be killed with 
an Indiun stoicism, and did not yield an 
inch of ground. 

The general was in a terrible rage: 
without a hat, his face blackened with 
gunpowder and his uniform torn in sev
eral places, he leapt his horso over the 
corpses, and dashed blindly into the- thick 
of the government troops, followed by 
a small band of friends, who bravely let 
themselves be killed at his side. 

The fight was positively degenerating 
into a massacre, the two parties, as un
happily always happens in civil wars, 
fought with the greater fury and ob
stinacy because brothers were contending 
against brothers, and many of them, for 
whom politics were only a pretext, took 
advantage of the medley to satiate per
sonal hatred and avenge old insults. * 

However, this could not go on for long 
thus, and it was necessary to get out of 
the situation at all risks. General Guer
rero, unaware of the occupation of his 
house, resolved to fight his way thither, 
barricade himself, and obtain an honor-
nhle capitulation for himself and his com
rades. 

No sooner was the plan conceived than 
the execution was attempted. Don Sebas
tian collected ronnd him all the fighting 
men left, and formed thera into a small 
band—for the canister and bullets had 
made frightful ravages in the ranks of 
the insurgents—and placed himself at 
their head. 

"Forward, forward!" he shouted, as 
ho rushed at the enemy. 

His men followed him with yells of 
fury. The collision was terrible, the fight 
fearful; for four or five minutes a fune
real silence brooded over this confused 
mass of combatants, who attacked each 
other so savagely. 

At length the President's troops fell 
back slightly, the insurgents took ad
vantage of it to redouble their efforts, 
which were already superhuman, and 
reached the general's house. The doors 
were broken open in an instant, and all 
rushed pell-mell into the court yard. They 
•were saved, since they had at last reached 
the shelter where thoy hoped to defend 
themselves. 

At this moment a frightful thing hap
pened ; the gallery commanding the court 
yard and the stairs were entirely occu 
pied by soldiers, and so soon as the in
surgents appeared tho muskets were 
pointed down at them, a tornado of fire 
passed over them like the blast of death, 
and In a second a mass of corpses covered 
the ground. 

The insurgents, terrified by this sudden 
attack, which they were so far from anti
cipating, hurriedly fell back, instinctively 
seeking an outlet by -which to escape. 
The tumult then became terrible, and the 
massacre assumed the proportions of an 
organized butchery. Driven back into 
the court yard by the troops who pur
sued them, and met there by those who 
had attacked them and now charged at 
the bayonet point, these wretched men, 
rendered senseless by. terror, did not 
dream any longer of employing their 
weapons, but falling on their knees before 
their executioners, and clasping their 
trembling hands, they implored the mercy 
of the troops, who, intoxicated by the 
smell of blood, and affected by the horri
ble murder fever which seizes upon even 
the coolest man on the battle field, killed 
them like oxen in the shambles, and 
plunged their sabres and bayonets into 
their bodies with grins of delight and 
ferocious laughter, and felt a horrible 
pleasure in seeing their victims writhe 
with heartbreaking cries in the last con
vulsions of death. 

General Don Senastian, though wound
ed, and who seemed to have been pro
tected by a charm throughout this scene 
of carnage, defended himself like a lion 
against several soldiers, who tried in vain 
to transfix him with their bayonets. Lean
ing against a column, he whirled his 
sabre round his head, evidently seeking 
death, but wishful to sell his life as dear
ly as possible. 

Suddenly Valentine cleft his way 
through the combatants, followed by Bel-
mumeur, Black Elk and Curumllla, who 
were engaged in warding off the blows the 
soldiers Incessantly made at him, and 
reached the general. 

"Ah!" the latter said, on perceiving 
him, "here you are at last, then?" 

And he dealt him a terrible blow, but 
Belhumeur parried it, and Valentine con
tinued to advance. 

"Withdraw," he said to the soldiers 
who surrounded the general, "this man 
belongs to 'me." 

Tho soldiers, though they did not know 
the hunter, intimidated by the accent with 
which he uttered these words, and recog
nizing In him one of those rare men who 
can always impose on common natures, 
respectfully fell back without making the 
slightest objection. 

The hunter threw his purse to them. 
"You dare to. defy the lion at bay," 

the general shouted, gnashing his teeth; 
"although attacked by dogs, he can still 
avenge his death." 

'""Sou will not die," the hunter said, 
coldly ; "throw away the sabre, which is 
now useless." 

"Ah, ah t" Don Sebastian said, with a 
grin of rage; "I am not^to die? And 
why not, pray?" 

"Because," he answered, in a cutting 
voice, "death would be a mercy to you, 
and you must be pt&ished." 

"Oh!". he shrieked, and, blinded by 
rage, he rushed madly at the hunter. 

The latter, without failing back a step, 
contented himself with giving a signal. 
At the same moment a slip-knot fell on 
the general's shoulders, and. he rolled 
on the ground with a yell of rage. Curu
mllla had lassoed him. 

In vain did Don Sebastian attempt fur
ther resistance;' after useless efforts he 
was reduced to utter impotence, and 
forced not only to confess he had been 
vanquished, but to yield himself to the 
mercy of iiis conquerors.. 

The massacre was ended, the Insur
rection bad been drowned in blood. The 
few rebels who survived the carnage were 
made prisoners; the victors, in the first 
moment of enthusiasm, had shot several, 
and It required the most energetic inter
ference <sU the part of the officers to 
check this rather too summary justice. 

At this foment Joyous shouts hurst 
forth, and the President of the Republic 
entered the courtyard at the head'of a 
large- staff, glis^fflfag with embroidery. 

a* he toOk a con-
Jtemptnons glance at the general ;, "so this 
ta the man who wished to change the in
stitutions of this country?" 

bat M looked at the speaker with such 

an expression of Implacable hatred that 
the President could .not endure it, and 
was forced to turn his head away. 

"Did this man,surrender?" he asked 
one of his officers. 

"No, coward," the general answered, 
•with clenched teeth, "I will not surrender 
to hangmen." 

"Take this man to prison with the oth
ers." the President continued, "an exfim-
ple must be made; but take care that 
they are not insulted by the people." 

"Yes," the general muttered, "ever the 
same system." 

"A full and entire pardon," tho Presi
dent continued, "will be granted to the 
unhappy men who were led astray and 
have recognized their crime." 

"Clemency after the massacre, that is 
the usual way," tho general said again. 

The President passed without answer
ing him, and left the courtyard. A few 
minutes later the prisoners were led 
away to prison, in spite of the efforts of 
the exasperated populace to massacre 
them on the road. 

General Don Sebastian Guerrero was 
one of tho first to appear before the tri
bunal. He disdained any defense. He 
was condemned to death and his estates 
confiscated. 

(To u» continued.) 

OBIGIN OF THE HALO. 

Conventional Kin I, lem of Sanctity 
Really Designed as an Umbrella. 
"Few people—few even among ar

tists—have any idea of the humble 
origin of the halo, that conventional 
emblem of sanctity in all artistic por
trayal," said a well-known painter just 
returned from a sojourn in Europe. "It 
is commonly accepted as the badge of 
holiness on the part of the figure whose 
head it crowns. The old masters used 
It generally as the hallmark of a saint 
regularly canonized as such by the 
Catholic Church. My attention was 
first attracted by the fact that the ear
liest paintings of Giotto did not repre
sent even the- members of the Holy 
Family with the conventional circle of 
light above the heads of the figures, 
but instead a flat, opaque disc, some
what like a mortar-board cap, was 
limned upon the head of each. This led 
me Into an investigation of the strange 
head-gear. The result was Interesting. 

"In the eleventh and twelfth cen
turies, years rich in the building 
of churches and cathedrals, there 
were erected around the outside of the 
sacred edifices statues of the saints, 
long rows of them sometimes stretch
ing the length of the buildings and 
placed for the most part just under the 
eaves. In time the care takers of the 
buildings perceived the droppings of 
birds and the discoloration from the 
rains falling from the roofs disfigured 
the images. Accordingly they placed 
over the tops of them flat wooden discs 
of sufficient size to protect the statues, 
embryo umbrellas, as it were. Giotto 
began to paint holy pictures when a 
mere country boy, and his ignorance 
assumed the protecting disc as an es
sential part of the saint. Hence his 
earliest paintings represent each sacred 
figure topped off with what .looks much 
like the bottom of a barrel. Latterly 
ho Idealized this into a circle, dark at 
first but growing more luminous with 
each successive production of his ar
tistic fancy until he developed the cir
cle of light that has come down un
changed through generations of paint
ers as the badge of sanctity. An artist 
would as soon think of leaving the rays 
of light from the picture of a setting 
sun as the halo from the head of a 
saint t 

"But," concluded the man of colors, 
"that celestial sign, emblematic of all 
that Is supernal, began business mere
ly as an umbrella." 

jpfelprlncess of Trinidad. 
Thole8' who share the prosperity ot 

that eccentric Englishman known as 
Baron Hardln-Hickey and likewise as 
James I. of Trinidad should Interest 
themselyes, It is remarked, in the ca
reer of only daughter, Reina Har
din Hickey, who lives in New York. 
The girl was named Relna when her 
father thought she would succeed him 
in reigning over the barren rock of 
Trinidad. She Is an attractive young 
woman with a glorious soprano voice. 
She was trained in Paris and Italy, 
and why she ' has not attained 
fame and fortune in grand opera 
Is what her friends cannot com
prehend. They assert that women 
with voices of less . power and sweet
ness are singing In the celebrated 
opera houses. Miss Hardln-Hickey to-
joyed a brief popularity In Washington, 
but she fled from the prominence given 
to ragtime and other light kinds of 
melody. She Is a disciple of the clas
sic and Is absolutely uncompromising 
In that respect—Chicago Daily News. 

(TR.Anra'PA'B THAVKsarvnrck 

,While the Antumn day* calllaft 
y. Coiling, calling, iad and drear ,' 
®V<im the trees the l$*vei are falling, 
, Falling, falling, broWn and fear s 
; Other days I can recall— 
, ? Many a brlfht and happy Fall-
Bat as -Memory brings t&em back again with 

soft and hallowed charm, 
There's perhaps no thought so dear 
At this season of the year 

As the thought of old Thanksgiving days at 
Grandpa's on the farm. 

Bven tho* It might be snowing, 
Snowing, snowing, fast and long, 

And Novtinber winds be blowing, 
Blowing, blowing—welrdsome song— 

Safe, at Grandpa's—from the storm, 
All was pleaBant, bright and warm. 

Oh, how much there was for dinner; more 
to eat when we wtre through 1 

And io good—such chicken pleal 
tips are moist, as well as eyes. 

As I think of old Thanksgiving days with 
Qrandpa and Aunt Lou. 

And the songs we then were singing, 
Singing, singing, long ago, 

Through the glad, sad past coming ringing, 
Blnglng, ringing, sweet and low; 

These, with legen&j that were told 
On Thanksgiving days of old, 

Aa we gathered, bound together by love's 
sweet and magic charm— 

These the heart shall still hold dear, 
Tho' the loved ones be not near, 

Who to much enjoyed Thanksgiving day at 
Grandpa's on the farm. 

"—Twentieth Century Farmer. 

"Why, Edith." 
"What is it?" Mrs. Matthews asked as 

she resugared the oatmeal of Maudo, the 
larger one of the twins. 

"The day after to-morrow iB Thanks
giving. Had you forgotten it?" 

Edith Matthews paused before reply
ing to her husband's question. The pause 
might have -been accounted for by the fact 
that Mabel, the other twin, insisted that 
her oatmeal should likewise be resugared. 

After attending to this Mrs. Matthews 
said listlessly, "No, I had not forgotten 
It. But it doesn't make any difference 
anyway." 

"What, Thanksgiving not make any 
difference? Why, Edith, what is the 
matter?" and Hiram Matthews set down 
his coffee cup and stared at his wife. 

She shrugged her shoulders. "Is It the 
dinner you mean? Well, send up what
ever you like. As to the real spirit of 

THANKSGIVING DAY. 

HANKSGIVIXG DAY Is peculiarly American, peenl 
iarly our own. No other nation on earth has' 0 holi 
day like it, probably no other nation would have ever 
conceived such a holiday. It is American all the way 
through—in spirit, and in the chief item of the bill of 
fare, to-wit: the noble American turkey. 

Thanksgiving day was originally an agricultural 
festival and Its celebration was confined to the par-

• tlcular locality in which it originated. But to-day it 
Is national. Every true American man, woman or 
child, loves this glad day, in which a people pours 
out Its thanks to the Almighty for the bounteous 
blessings vouchsafed during the preceding twelve
month. 

To-day our thanks are not merely for good crops, 
but for the peace of our country among the nations 
of the world, for the prosperity of every line of 
business and industry, for the freedom from pesti
lence, and the various and sundry other blessings 
which a generous Providence has poured upon us. 

It is an Inspiring thought, that of a great people, with common accord, of
fering prayers of thanks to the Giver of All Things. It is not a matter of 
creed, not a matter of faith, but a universal ground upon which all can 
meet and participate, no matter what the form of worship may be. Chris
tian, Jew, Mohammedan, whatsoever creed a man holds to, he ackuowledges 
the sovereignty of a Supreme Being, and on this, our Thanksgiving day, he 
utters his gratitude for all that which the Omnipotent has done for him and 
his fellows In this great, glorious land, of ours. 

History records nothing so august among the institutions of men as this 
festival. It Is as though tho people, with one impulse, sought communion 
with the Divine at least once in each year, that the whole nation may "walk 
with God" and not forget that there is One mightier than President and po
litical parties to whom thanks are due and from whom all things spring. 

And, surely, there have been few Thanksgiving days in our history when 
the universal heart had more to inspire it with gratitude than this one which 
is upon us. Let us, then, observe the day in its proper spirit and show our 
appreciation of the infinite good things that the Author of All has permitted 
us to enjoy. Let us make it, from one end of the country to the other, a real 
day of thanksgiving.—The Sunny South. 

These are just common blessings, though, 
every one has them and some so many 
others." 

The next day Edith was,sitting by the 
window -waiting for her husband's com
ing. Mrs. Murphy had just gone hotne, 
and in the pantry was the turkey all 
ready for the oven, mince and pumpkin 
pies, cranberry tarts, and a dainty rose 
cake. 

The table was laid for tea in the din
ing room. When Hiram came there would 
be only the oysters to cook. Little Faye 
was asleep, while Maudie and Mabel were 

her composure. She noticed Norah's ten
derness with the child and also noticed 
what a wan little face it was that turned 
away from the milk to watch Maude and 
Mabel. 

Tho child was dressed in a pink cash
mere trimmed with costly lace. There 
were a couple of rings on her tiny hand. 
But Edith turned from these details to 
study the peculiar look in the dull blue 
eyes. 

"Is she ill?" she asked gently. "Her 
eyes are so heavy." 

"They're always so," Nora answered 
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A Difference. | 
"You seem like a pretty good sales

man," said the merchant "Why/don't 
you come with us?" 

"I will," replied the salesman of the 
rival house, "If you'll give me what I 
want" 

"Oh, I couldn't do that; but I'll give 
you what you expect"—Philadelpnla ( 

Press. • . > . j 

Would Profit by If. I 
Vicar—-I am so glad your dear 

daughter is better. I was greatly 
pleased to see her In church this morn
ing, and shortened the services on pur
pose for her. 
( Mother of Dear Daughter—Thank 
you, Vicar, I shall hope to bring her 
every Sunday now!—Punch. 

Encouraging? Rim. * 
"Miss Bub—bub—Bright," began 

Stutterton, "will you bub—Dub—be m— 
m—my—er, that Is, I lul—lul—love—" 

"Really," Interrupted Miss Bright, 
"you must give- me time to consider, 
Mr. Stutterton. In the meantime per
haps you will be able to say it"—Phil
adelphia Press. 

Quitters. ' 
Cltlman—Aren't any of you suburb

anites preparing to grow anything In 
your gardens this year? 

Subbubs—Well, there's one thing 
most of us have grown already. 

Gitiman—Indeed? What's that? 
Sobbubs—-Tired—Philadelphia Press. 

The London physician's discovery 
that scars may be prevented or re
moved by cutting the Skin slantwise In
stead of vertically Is pronounced on* 
,of ths> paoSt Important of newt mir 
Tancss In surgery. 

Thanksgiving, I've nothing to be espe
cially thankful for. Oh, dear 1 The baby 
Is crying," and leaving her breakfast, 
Mrs. Matthews hurried away. 

"Poor little woman," thought her hus
band. "She has to work too hard. I 
wish I could afford to keep a girl for 
iher. But nothing to be thankful for, that 
doesn't sound like Edith." 

.When baby Faye had been hushed to 
sleep it was time for Hiram to start for 
the store. He had lifted the twins from 
their high chairs and untied their bibs. 
He had also thoughtfully put the coffee 
pot on the stove and the steak in the oven 
that Edith might not find her breakfast 
cold when she had time to finish it 

"Good-by, little wife," he sadi, draw
ing her to him. "I'll send up something 
for Thanksgiving and see Mrs. Mnrphy 
about coming to help you to-morrow. 
Don't do much extra work, for there will 
be just ourselves. How I wish we could 
have gone to the old home. Still I feel 
Qke giving thanks, Edith, for my home, 
my babies, and you." 

'Words like these are usually sweet to 
a wife. But Edith had been kept awake 
the greater part of the night by a teeth
ing balby, so she replied wearily, "Get 
'whatever you like. Perhaps I should feel 
thankful if we were rich." 

"I hope we may be some day," Hiram 
began, but she interrupted him impa
tiently. 

"Some day! When I am old and gray. 
It is now I want the things money can 
buy, luxuries for my babies, leisure for 
you and me, time to develop my nature. 
Well, I'll postpone my thanksgiving till 
I have something to give thanks for." 

In spite of her flippant words, Edith 
dung for a moment to her husband. His 
face was grave, but he whispered ten
derly, "My darling," and going out at
tempted to close- the door softly behind 
him. 

But tie sharp November wind caught 
It from his hand and it slammed BO 
loudly that Faye started up with a fret
ful cry. At the same moment Maude 
managed to upset a glass of water for 
which she had been reaching and added 
her cries to Faye's. 

"Thankful, indeed," Edith said, as af
ter a few moments of alternate soothing 
and scolding she succeeded in quieting 
boti. children. She sat down at the sit
ting room window with Faye in her 
arms and looking at-the house across the 
way. 

"The nurse is dressing littlo Bernlce 
Ashley," die thought "I can see her. 
And there is the cook at the door giving 
the grocer boy his orders. Mrs. Ashley 
was at a ball last night. She is sleeping 
this morning, undisturbed by work or 
children. Plenty of money, three ser
vants, the , entrance Into cultivated so
ciety, yes, Pm sure Mrs. Ashley can 
truly observe Thanksgiving." 

"Oh, I fear I'm wicked," she w*nt on 
as Faye nestled her curiy bead on her 
mother's shoulder. "But I'm so tired of 
being, poor. O^ course, I appreciate my 
fcosbaad, my babies, and my cosy hotae. 

building an Imposing block house on the 
rug in front of the open fire. 

"How happy they are," the young 
mot!»er thought "If I could have a 
nurae to care ,for them and leisure to 
teach them! As it Is I've hardly time to 
listen to their prayers." 

Just then a loud cry reached her. The 
hall door of the house opposite was dashed 
open and a woman came flying down the 
steps shrieking for help. It was Mrs. 
Ashley, and close behind her came the 
half-clothed figure of a man. Edith could 
see his clenched fist uplifted while dreads 
ful oaths reached her ears. 

In a moment the scene was one of con
fusion. The servants rushed out scream
ing. Edith hurried to the door in time 
to see a policeman trip up the frantic 
man and to hear the nurse girl, who had 
the Ashley child in her ams, say: 

"Oh, he'll be all right in the morn
ing. I wish they'd hurry up and get 
things quiet. This baby is shivering with 
the cold." 

"Will you bring the little girl in by 
my fire?" Edith asked. 

"I'll be glad to, ma'am; for a min
ute. Was you scared, or did you know?" 
the girl continued, as she followed Mrs. 
Matthews into the sitting room. 

"Know what?" Edith asked, lighting a 
lamp. "Who was that man?" 

"Land! It was the master, Mr. Ash
ley," and Norah proceeded to rub little 

with a sigh. "I've nursed her since she 
was born and I love her better than the 
mother who bore her does. But, ma'am, 
it's easy to see Bernice isn't just right. 
The doctor says she can't live long. There 
were two babies before her and they both 
went sudden like. No constitutions, you 
see." 

An exclamation of horror broke from 
Mrs. Matthews' lips. "The poor mother! 
How can she bear it!" 

Norah shrugged her shoulders and rose. 
"I must be going. You've been very 
kind, ma'am. As to the mistress, she has 
society and fine clothes. Don't blame 
her too much. I think that brute killed 
her woman's soul years ago. We give a 
big dinner to-morrow night. The master 
will be sobered by that time. Giving 
thanks, you know, Now, Bernice, pet, 
Norah will take you home and put you 
to bed." 

Edith accompanied her caller to the 
door. As she stood watching her cross 
the street, a brisk step came up the 
walk. 

"I'm late, little wife," and Hiram 
Matthews stooped for the kiss which he 
never forgot "Why, Edith, you are cry
ing." 

"Oh, Hiram, I am so glad to-morrow 
is Thanksgiving, so glad. ' May the dear 
Father In Heaven forgive me for my 
wicked words and thoughts. I've so 
much to be thankful for. Come in by 
the fire and I'll tell you all about it"—* 
Womankind. 

WE GIVE A. BIO DIN NEB TO-MOBBOW NIGHT 

Bernice's hands in hers. "I don't believe 
you understand," she went on. "Is it 
possible we have lived so near for three 
months and you never knew that Mr. 
Ashley had them times whenever he went 
on a spree! The mistress was watching 
for him, too, but he most caught her." 

"Oh, how terrible," Edith cried. "He 
might have killed her." 

"He came precious near it when this 
baby was thrcte months old. He knocked 
her downstairs. There, there, dear," for 
little Bernlo® was crying. 

me Bet her a glass o£ warm milk." 
and Edith hurried away. 

When she returned she had regained 

Thanbaslvlnit Favors. 
Boxes in all kinds of shapes appropri

ate for the day can be found in the shops. 
Roast turkeys, fruits of any kind, plum 
puddings, baked beans, pumpkins in every 
size, and all kinds of vegetables are mod
eled very naturally in papier-mache, and 
are to be filled with small candies or salt
ed nuts. 

Then, any ingenious woman may plan 
her own favors and make them herself. 
Doll heads can be dressed as demure Puri
tan maids or turned into Pilgrim Fathers 
with peaked hats- and stiff collars. 
Witches, most unhappily associated with 
Puritan days, can be manufactured; tur
key feathers made into Indian head
dresses, and nec&laces of red and yellow, 
corn—all are suitable. 

The hardest task is the hunting up of 
appropriate quotations. We may look 
for these among the New England poets 
and the speeches of American patriots. 

One may make funny figures out of veg
etables and fruits, transforming an orange 
into a JoBy Cbiftese boy, a lemon into a 
fat boy—or quaint things can be mada 
out of dates and figs. 

Old Reliable. 
Mrs. Oatbln—How'd them turkeys ye 

was raiain' fur Thanksgivin' turn out,, 
Si? 

Mr. Corncrib—Wall, the last one we. 
bed died in July, but we're goln' t' hew 
somd prime pork sausage.—Puck. 
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