
- tof thanksgiving for me," she thought
drearily, as she sat in her wldow'
wosdii in the square wooden pew.

The long, long pravor was finished.
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- B c h q! cl -- 1 he. c r;o v n i n j o f, t ! le ear !

--Thc"-'vheat is garnered from the -- field;-

The .seasdnVMiarvesting isJiere, .

A, mighty and-abund'anty-
ield.

NJ"r wor nor rxct i lrnV-(- l

)vii M'cace still abides throughout-

AS U!CV WHO U(K UUl

The bins are'swollerf with )thcA;rami'
Broad pasturesjiold:

They've borne their fruit,
., . . U..4. . '.J.

vjunt uui inc isuiuiiicizuiiu inc onus; f

e fires a n e n t , i n ey ery 1 1 o mK(r d!llJ- -

vj r'ninp- -

n i i

tnc and:- -

U I lUtl SiaiiU.V; yy
lernyiiocK.y ai herds;
have fieuiand plain,

,., .1 -- 4.1-. U..-.1- -. J?.

lines are- easir-j- .

all from tThee
unto tfieuast?j).

fortune- -

Not ours oppreionorhe-lac- J .

Of vlivholginto";; '');
UnbajedieTHeacl.rfvvliipped the,rackov

Unknovvn .the' bpnds7nan!s hopeless-s'trife.- .

Blessed among earth's 'creaturesirrr'
in pieasunf opiate our

ShoLi!dW9jiotknow it
Thee

Helryus.jfLord, ,hen
Wliengoods and gear have made us coarse.

Tn Vhniio-hrf'illness- . O. tenrh us rhnfl

VVsjiouldj remember putthe "source.

Sturdy in; trust 7come-toda- y' ylxNor come jifaireringand xcaxiyA
But in proud gratitude, anci pray i.yThe bounty of the future years!

Into her owe room, there to n.ug : .

self upon the sped, ss canopied i ,1

and sot) heavily li r the evil li nes
that had befallen. For halt an hour
her tears fell fast, but the mi-io- r scr- -

rows of womankind aie ee,i, tl

ed, and by fi o'ciot it Anne wm her-
self a.ain, albeit, a trifle swell. .. I

red about tho ejrs.
With hea l held very high,

came duw nsiair-t- ami goiiiK ol.)
(iir.in i oc ;a, c,i.!:. , tV three-cornere-

cupboard and took then, e a ...pa-ei.e'-

;.- k;;,..!;, rl.'. i.; Set (... ...e.

table with a totally unnecessary bane.
... i he liieplace, which ... .t.

up almost one entiie side of the room,
was the h 'ttle, already boiling. Anne
carefully measured out three si ret-fill- s

of tea, added water, and m i t
.'.side to iifeii. The i! I'cti ith h.o,
flouted out and filled the room.

Suddenly t he front, door wan time
open and route one ran In and l;" i
the hall, calling "Anne Anne wha
are you, Ann"?" But before sheet ,i I

answer, Jack Fairi'i'x appeared lis f: j
her, while and breathless.

"They are coming!" he agsped. "ihn
mob! They heard of it from Una .

They swear they will burn tho ho i'

jf ,,,,. re. , .. .( M t.;ii0 U(,u!,.
ly! I will defend you!"

Ja.i: had caught sight of the i --

pot silting on the fire. He made t
dash at it, but Anno was too t ti :

lor him. "Don't you touch it," r' r

cried and pushed him back. Tin r
could hear tho angry murmur Z

voices in the street near, and coini' ;

nearer every second. In a flash Am

rushed to the table and caught up i' i

big china pepper box, and. emptied i 4

contents Into the steaming kt!!' .
' Now let them come!" she crlt d

cilediy to Jack, who, oblivious te I ;

action, was jerking down a s ve 1

from the wall. Scarcely were t

words uttered when the clamor wt
at the door; an instant later the lr I

was filled with men, rough folio . .

with threatening eyes, who pr - t i
and jostled each other, and see ;

well fitted for their dire errand. Tl
leader addressed Anne, who had t.; .

her stand Just before tho cupboa-
-

.

with Jack,, sword in hand, be: d

her.
"Hast any tea in this house?" r

demanded sternly.
Anne w'as trembling from lit ad I

foot, but she answered brave' '
enough: . "What business have ye t

in a gentleman's house on such an e --

rami, you and your gang of rul
flans?"

"Oh, ho, mistress," sneered the
man. "a very ready tongue you have.
" 'Tis business enough we have, as you
are like to know, for, by God, there
ia the accursed stuff brewing now."

Willi the exclamation a dozen
hands reached for the teapot, and a

, "l-- ) li
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"His Arms Were Around Her."

yell of rage went up from the crowd.
In the melee the pot slipped ami fell
upon the stone hearth, and as its
scalding contents flew into the lire
and upon the hot hearth as well, such
a coughing and sur-zl- ns ilnd weeping
of smarting tears ensued that Anne
and Jack almost laughed aloud. Tha
mob fell back, hastily seeking for
open air, and Anne followed them.

"We may still make pepper tea and
not be a traitor to the principles of
liberty,'" she called mockingly after
tho leader. "How li! jou my brew?"
He was choking ami hutvzing, and
only replied with a hearty oath. ,He
and his men slunk off, defeated nod
dejected.

Anne and Jjck fired a. h o1 her
through the bunding i' pper saieke.
"Oh, open the window!" gasped
Jack obeyed. As the a'.:nosph rt
cleared he looked at her eomewl.at
shamefacedly.

"You were mighty brave, Anne," ha
said, slowly. "I think 'twas 1 who
was the coward Indeed."

"Oh, truly, if you had not been here
I never would nave done it, for I was
frightened out of :ay wits." she raid.
"And to think that you came to waru
me after I bad been so hateful to 5 on.

Suppose you hadn't come! Ob, I
would have died!" The tension broke
and big tears began to run down bff
cheeks. Jack came a step nearer u-- d

tot k her hand.
"Don't,"' he wbisi'icd, "don't cry,

dear Anne. Don't, don't! What r.eed
to cry now?"

"I was so cross to yon." sl.e Sott ed;
' but the fiT.s bad made r.i ry, or
I wouldn't Lave been, Do you f.

me ! "

New hi arr.is we: iM ! er a- -. I
d

--
Why, At. h-- ; t

"1 1

There ve

awlo'o, ;r ti.
! iol wi--

"I've v ,r 1. a

:,e I:

i :; 1.
1..
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Episode

By SOPHIE CATtJ KERR

(Copyright.)

In Mr. Edward Gerard's great parlor
sat a group of excited girls. li va- -.

Annapolis, October -- 0, in the year of
our Lord 1771.

"Oh!" exclaimed Lucy Gerard,
"when the flames leapt ui about the
sails, 1 was so faint that I almost
fell. It was a rare stent. Father
says it was an event of history we

may well boast of seeing."
"I couldn't go," sighed demure

Polly Medctilf; "I heard the crowd
shouting: 'Burn the Peggy Stewart,'
and then brother John came in later
and said the brig was burnt and that
Mr. Stewart himself had fired her."

" Twas a monstrous shame!" broke
in another, a slender maid with flash-

ing blue eyes, "that poor man, to suf-

fer t he loss of his cargo on account
of a thoughtless act! The people
have gone mad, I think."

"It was but right that tho tea
should bo burnt, Anne," said Emily
Gerard, the elder of the sisters. "Wo
will not suffer the tyranny of tho
king."

"Perhaps you can explain how the
burning of Mr. Stewart's tea, his own,
mind you, and ho a good patriot,
can mean anything to the king, for
the king or against the king," said
Anne, quickly. " 'Twas a wanton
piece of destruction by a sot of mad-

men, to my mind."
"And instead," Mistress Anne Win-

ter," spoke up I.ucy Gerard, angrily,
" 'tis rumored you and your family
have tea to drink when all
true patriots would scorn a drop of
the stuff."

"There's many that says, more-
over," broke in Emily, "that your fa-

ther is none too warm for the cause,
and that if he's not very careful he
may meet mighty serious trouble."

Anne Winter roae and snatched up
her scarf. "I'll not stay to be In-

sulted," Khe cried passionately; "that
we have tea In plenty is true, and
bought and paid for It ere ever duty was
laid, so why should we throw it away
to please the whim of the rabble, ig-

norant poor soiils as they be. And
as for you, Lucy and Emily Gerard,
it must be that ye have much to
be ashamed of In your own father
that ye seek to hide it by ugly words
for mine. I have done with ye both
until ye come to your right senses."

So saying, she flung out of tho room
and down tho street, hot tears In
her eyes and hotter rage in her heart.
She jerked her bonnet strings into
a bow and folded her satlu and fur
scarf aVout her as she walked, un-

mindful of amazed glances from pass
ersby.

She halted a moment in front of a
hair dresser's window.

While Anne gazed and meditated
on curls and puffs, a slender, dark
young fellow, with a manliness in his
face that belied the swagger of his
ruffles, slopped beside her.

"I'll warrant 'tis some matter of
vanity that hobbs you so enthralled,"
he said in a gay, bantering voice.

"And why not, Jack Fairfax?" said
Anne, turning to him; "'tis Quito as
sensible as going stark mad over the
burning of the Peggy Stewart, as all
the girls In town teem to have done."

His clear eyes clouded a moment.
"A hair dresser's notice is hardly a
vindication of principle, Anno," he
said, gently.

Anne's heart was still sore and
smarting with unexpressed anger. She
answered sharply: "Don't you begin
that, too. I'm sick of the very sound
of 'principle' and 'patriot' and
rignts. 1 wish I were in China to

be away from hearing them."
"You're strangely ruffled," said

Jack; "I meant no harm, I'm sure,
only it vexed me to hear you speak
so lightly of the things I'd die for."
Then lowering his voice: "Anne, an-

other thing. Thy say that your fam-

ily drinks tea daily. Is it true?"
"Yes, it's true," said Anne, on the

defensive instantly; "and what of
it?"

"Why, Anne, it's dangerous!" ex-

claimed Jack, aghast. "Don't you
know that the people in town would
rise to wreck vengeance on your fa
ther and you if they knew it? Don't
do such rash tilings. Why, they
might burn your house over your
head."

"Uurn our house. Indeed!" exclaim-
ed Anne; ' I'd like to see them try
it! I'm not afraid of an ignorant rab-
ble, not I, nor of anything they might
do. I'll wager that I, myself, could
send them packing in short order."

"Now, Anne," said Fairfax, firmly,
"such taik is silly. Just as If you
could do anything against two-scor-

men. I don't know what your father
can be thinking of. I've heard ru-

mors that he was not so strong for
the cause as he might be, bat this
passes all bounds. Drinking tea open- -

ly! I know lie is ever deep ia hU
books and

"Hush!" cried Anne, "don't you
dare say another word against my
father! I'll never forgive you, Jack
Fairfax, never. Don't you ever speak
to rue aai:i as lea,; as you live, never.
I despise you!"

Emphasising her anger with i
stamp of her foot, Anne taiti.-- ate)
fairly rau Into her own door, hav-
ing poor J.'u k p.;.img after her nitli
hurt, (y Fe a ni.i-- 1

meat lie he.vi.atcd. i d h .' v

Mp aft"r ! rr, bi.t or 1

i '. a; re J him and 1 i b.
the sueci.

ai.g rii.-Ut.- biin Ui and

Patience liked the prayer, for in it site
could hide her lace. U was never too
long for her. although a modern
church-goe- would be auliast at having
to listen to even a sermon of such
a length. The psalms of rejoicing had
b"en sung. These had been harder
to bear. The preacher had settled into
his discourse, He had turned his hour-g'ass- ,

and was already at "thirdly."
"iod in his providence has

blessed us in delivering
us from danger he was saying. Pa-
tience shuddered. What good was it
to her to be delivered since John had
perished under the Indian tomahawk!

A figure appeared in the doorway.
Such a figure! Gaunt, tattered, wild-eyc- l,

unkempt, barefooted, bleeding
a iere skeleton covered with- - ragged
shreds of garments. It stood In the
doorway quivering and motioning
strangely.

"Patience! Patience!" it cried.
" T!s some crazy exhorter such as

used to come and harrangue the con-

gregations in my grandfather's time,"
said Judge Fletcher, whose ancestor
had been a judge in the days of the
persecution of Anabaptists and
Quakers. The tithing-ma- stalked
down the aisle to put out the Intruder.
Some of the men half rose, but sat
down again when they saw that the
matter was being attended to. It was
a dreadful thing in those days to dis-
turb a meeting. But John Halcomb's
widow, unmindful of disturbance, start-
ed up at the cry and fairly ran down
the aisle.

"It is John! It Is John!' she
cried.

Never had a religious service in
Bethlehem Hill been broken up like
this one. The minister stopped in
the very middle of his most important
sentence. The dreaded tithing-ma- n

himself, who bore upon his soul the
awful responsibility of every man and
woman, boy and girl in the meeting-
house, forgot it all and cried out like
a frightened boy: "It is a ghost!"

But it was not a ghost. It was
John Haleomb himself, safe.

The story of the Indian attack on
the village of Wyoming in 1778 is a
story of marvelous escapes as well as
of torture and massacre. No adven
ture in it seems more marvelous than
that of John Haleomb which 13 one of
the well attested stories of his-

tory.
With 15 other captives, John Hal-com- b

had been ranged around a large
flat stone while a woman fury called
"Queen Esther," who seemed at the
head of this ceremony of sacrifice of
prisoners, crushed the heads of one
after the other with a great stone
death maul. Two of the captives sud-

denly leaped to their feet and dashed
into the forest. The Indians pursued
them but did not shoot, probably be-

cause their plan was to bring them

fj ftv I "f
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A Figure Appeared at the Doorway,
back alive and torture them to death.
One of the two and It was John Hal-com- b

tripped on a vine and rolled
down the steep river bank. Then he
gave himself up for lost. But the
fall, instead of bringing him to death,
saved his life. He lodged under the
heavy branches of a fallen tree and
the pursuers, sure that he was ahead,
dashed past it without discovering
him. He lay concealed in this lucky
hiding place until darkness came.
Then wounded, lame, and almost fam-

ished, he started out on the journey of
days through the trackless forest in-

fested with hostile Indians that lay
between him and Patience. A man
less brave of heart would have giver
up a score of times, but there was nc
give up to John Haleomb. He might
be so weakened that he could only
crawl, but he crawled on. Tottering,
stumbling, crawling, dragging him-

self along his painful way by inched
and in danger of his life all the way,
he covered the toilsome miles and
came to make for his wife Patience
a real Day of Thanksgiving.
(Copyright i;)7, by YVritit A. Patterson.)

Thanksgiving.
Thanksgiving makes our prayers

bold and strong and sweet, feeds
and enkindles them as with coals of
fire. Luther.

OUR NATIONAL BIRDS.

Cyt Mi--)- )

May (jlu give us peace in all our
Sat es,

The other a j iece fur all our plates."

K arson liath aupol'ited
a ('hv of Thanksgiving for
ih'3 vi'lfge Ihfit the cruel
tide if Irilian invasion U'

turned back and our lives
L .V a are spireii, stun jui-ht-

t.' !l 1 I.cvejov (ioodwin, busMing
f a Vt .... . .. -

where her sister in-la-

Mistn ss rrudence Good-

win sat knitting by the
fireplace and her listless

daughter, young Mistress Patience
Haleomb, beat languidly over the spinnin-

g-wheel.

Mistress Prudence made a sign for
silence, but it was too late. The
face of the pale young widow grew
whiter, and without a word she rose
and glided away.

Mistress I.ovejoy looked at her sister--

in-law inquiringly,
"liath she not yet become recon-

ciled to the decree of God?" she asked.
Mistress Prudence shook her head.
"Nay," she said. "She saith ever that
it Is not by the decree of God she suf-

fers, but by her own wilfulness. If

cmzi

f

Bent Languidly Over the Spinning
Wheel.

she had not come away from her bus-ban-

against his desires so she saith
ever she would at least have died
with him."

"That is wicked repining,' said the
aunt sententiously. "She ought to be
dealt with by the meeting. She
should be thankful that her life was
spared when her neighbors were
taken. Doubtless it was a leading of
the Spirit that caused her to come
here e'er the savages fell upon Wy-

oming. She, above all others, surely
has reason to be thankful. You
should deal with her, sister, and check
this untoward spirit," said Mistress
Lovejoy sternly. Mistress Prudence
sighed.

"I know not' rightly how to do it
when she is in such sorrow," she said.
"She hath ever been a willful and un-

reasonable child, but a very loving
one."

"You have ever spoiled her, and her
husband did the same. Perhaps this
is a punishment to you both," said
Mistress Lovejoy.

Mistress Patience, a bride of a year,
had left her home in Wyoming valley
for a visit with her mother in an
older settlement. She had begged and
pleaded to make this visit with a will
ful demand that would not be denied.
It was an unusual occurrence. The
Journey through the wilderness was
too Ion:; and toilsome to think of vis-
its. Most of the mothers who said
farewell to daughters going to pio-
neer homes could hardly expect to see
them again. But Mistress Patience
who was anything but patient in spite
of her name would not submit to this
state of things. She begged and
pleaded to go until her husband to
whom her lightest wish was law gave
his consent. He was the more ready
to do this as there were ugly rumors
of alliance between the British tory
forces and the Indians and the settle-
ment of Wyoming, standing on a dis-

puted tract, and not so well protected
as other regions was peculiarly liable
to attack. But Mistress Patience did
not know this or she would not have
gone. She was very much in love
with this grave, middle-age- husband,
who treated his young wife like a pet-
ted child. Many of the settlers had

their heads over Mistress Pa-
tience's going. "He ought not to let
bin- do it,'' they had said.

"1 will only stay a little while. I

will come back soon," she had said
at the parting, regretful at the la.st
minute for her action. But the sav-ag- e

Indians had come down upon the
village of Wyoming and swept it off
from the face of the earth. The houses
were burnt, the people massacred or
carried away captive. Every day
LrmigU a fresh stoi y of horror, espe-rH'l-

dreadful hud been the tale of
Joiio Ihikorub and IS comr-anion- who
had been carried off and sacrificed in
a st:: t of Kdijs'.ous c ermnmy.

--Te tinist be roused. She must see
pe(.;,;e. I would t.:ak" her go to the
Thiu.r'sivina service," sa;d Mistress
I.ovtji.y. K.he was a not ib'e manaiM.-r-

.lit her sister-in-law-- , with all the vil-ia--

were vo,,( ( , submit to h;'r
' ' : ; and went to the serv- -

'Tb'.-;- can never more be a dy

(Copyright 1507, by Wriglit A. Fatterson.)

The Secret o

Tlianksgiving
'

By MARGARET AYES

SOT.1TAUY and impationt
traveler paced tne piac-- IA form of a deserted Bta- -

imn.
It was the evening of

Thanksgiving day, and
through some mischance
he had missed the early
train that was to take him
to town and to Thanks-

giving dinner.
If f f '

The spirit of the day
wus not with him, for he had two
long hours to wait, and it was bitter
cold, and for some unaccountable rea:
son the station was locked.

A flagman came to watch for a pass-
ing express train. Seeing the travel-
er's plight, the flagman invited him
to pome into his shack and warm
himself.

The flagman's home was a tiny
place, fitted out with the barest nec-

essities, hut, in varied contrast to the
surroundings, along one side of the
wall was a rough pine bookshelf con-

taining well thumbed volumes of all
that the world holds greatest in liter-

ature, philosophy and science.
After a short conversation the trav-

eler marvelled to find that the flag-
man possessed a fund of knowledge
on most subjects, and of the classics
in particular, which would have put
many a College professor to blush.

"Why don't you leave this solitary
life of hardship and come to the town,
where with your learning you will
soon be one of the great lights?"
asked the traveler, wondering at the
flagn an's lack of ambition, "Have
you no desire to better yours:lf?"

"No," replied the other, I am con-

tent with my lot. I have outdoor
woik, indoor quiet with the compan-
ionship of my books; I make enough
to live on and I want nothing more.
I should be out of place among your
city folk. My friends are here in the
village. What more should I want?")

For hours the traveler argued with
the flagman, and his home-boun- traia
passed unheeded. He was interested
in trying to save tliia great intellect
for the world, as he termed it, and j

trying to awaken seme spark of am- -

bit ion in the man, but the flagman re--;
fused to be disconcerted.

"Are you satisfied with your pes!- - ;

tion in life are you contented?' he
asked the travelc r.

"Of course iot," answere.J the trav-

eler. "I shov.ld io::si.l'T nivs'-l- f l,u

Ing in spirit if I were saiiT.. d a,,d
lid not want to rise higher in life. 1

FhaU never be until 1 txaih
the trp (if the tri e."

"'IT en," said t'.'e f a:ri!ian, "you arc
.net t! for tl' i'Js'is
'that you possess, bat i.,v..iy k-c- up-- j

on them as stepping stones to other
things. I am grateful for what little
I have and am content to enjoy each
day as it conies. You go out into the
world, conquer it, and find your hap-

piness in the anticipation of your suc-

cess. Leavn mo to give thanks for
what I am enjoying now, while you
go and fight for what you want and
hope to enjoy later."

So each man went his way.
The traveler in this incident is typi-

cal of the spirit of push and advance-
ment which is almost universal in this
land of ours today.

A fine spirit it is, too, for it means
a chance for development for the race,
but it also includes the spirit of dis-
content.

There Is about us a perfect con-

tagion of dissatisfaction which is nec-

essary to progress, but some of us
are running a fair risk of being
swamped in the discontent and losing
the high aims that prompted it, all
because our aims and demands can-
not be gratified at once.

There are few of us who, like the
flagman, are content with our place
in life. Most of us are striving for
more blessings of one kind or another,
spiritual, mental and woridly.

Would that Thanksgiving were held
every day to remind us of the daily
blessings cf which every one who
lives enjoys at least a few!

AT THE THANKSGIVING DINNER,

1 i.i ..... ... ,

is-'.- J.,- .1

Mrs. Puck Yon say it has been
nearly a year since your husband dis-

appeared?
Mrs. Turk Yes. the last we heard

of him was that he was seen at the
white houso.

Thanksce virg Date.
Th last Tl urt day in lb month of

XovenTer, as a n:'' is the day srt
apart by the prebKeV, and the govern- -

ors of :::e;; t stt'-- in tl,-i- .upp; -

mental proclamations, j.hide by his (! j

isiot.s. In so'np '.ai-?- . however, the j

v e: ners see fit to observe it at other
(hues.

In a Eo.T-jir- g House. i

Mrs. Ihv.-- - Mr. S' a: !.c,ird. wi'l j

yen diJMc-'.-ti'- the j

Stii .aei sk S :.;;.u.e, ma'an: I

he s takiiia a cui.-- j in woo.i i

carving.
I


