CHAPTER |V.—Continued.

There war a silence, and then 1
heard an Indeseribable fluttering msh
that told as plainly as sight could have
done that o« woman had answered her
heart's'call. Looking up involuntarily,
I saw a slght that for a long moment
held my eves as if I had been fas-
cinated. It was Bob bowed forward
with his face hidden in his hands and
‘beside %im, on her knces, Beulah
Sands, her armg about his neck, his
head drawn down to her bosom. “Boh,
Bob,"” ghe sald chokingly, “l ecannot
stand it any longer. My heart is break-
ing for you. You ware 80 happy when
T cawe into your life, and the happl
mess {8 changed to misery and despair,
and all for me, & stranger, At firat 1
thought of nothing but father and how
to save him, but since that day when
those men struck at your heart, | have
‘been filled with, oh! such a longing to
tell you, to tell you, Bob—"

“What? Beulah, what? For the
love of God, don't stop; tell me, Beu-
lah, tell me.” He had not lifted his
head. It was buried on her breast, his
arms closed around her. She bent her
head and lald her beautiful, soft cheek,
down which the tears wers now
streaming, against his brown hair.
“Bob, forgive me, but [ love you, love
you, Rob, as only a woman can love
who has mever known love before,
nover known anything hut stern duty.
Bob, night after night when all have
left 1 have erept Into your office and
gat In your chalr. I have lald my head
on your desk and eried and cried until
it seemed as though I could not live
till morning without hearing you eay
that vou loved me, and that you did
not mind the ruin I had brought Into
yaur life,
your chair where your dear head had
restod. 1 have covered the arms of
your chair, that your strong, brave
hands had gripped, with kisses, Night
after night I have knelt at your desk
and praved to God to shield you, to
protect you from' all harm, to brash
away the black cloud I brought Into
your life, 1 have asked Him to do
with me, yes, with my father and
mother, anything, anything if only He
wonld bring back to yvou tlie happiness
1 had gtolen, Bob, 1 have suffered, suf-
fered, as only o woman can suffer,”

S8he was sobbing as though her
heart, wounld break, sobbing wildly,
convilsively, like the little child who
in the night comes to its mother's bed
to tell of the black gobling that have
been pursuing ft.  Long before she
had finished speaking—and It took
only a few heart-beats lor that rush of
words—] had broken the power of the
fascination that held me, had turned
wway my eyes, and tried not to listen,
For fear of breaking the spell, 1 did
not dare cross the room to close
Beulah's deor or to reach the outer
door of my office, which was nearer
hers than it was to my desk, 1 waited
—through a allence, broken only by
Beulal's weeping, thal seemed hour-
long. Then in Bob's volee came one
low sob of joy:

“Beulah, Beulah, my Beulah!"

I realized that he had risen. I rose,
too, thinking that now I eould close
the deor, But agaln I saw a ploture
that transfixed me. Bob had taken
Beulah by both shoulders and he held
her off and locked into her eyes long
and beseechingly. Never before nor
ginee have I seen upon human face
that glorlous joy which the old mas-
ters sought to get into the faces of
their worshippers who, kneeling be-
fore Christ, tried to send to Him,
through thelr eyes, their soul's gratl-
tude and love., I stood as one en-
Ahralled. Slowly and as reverentiy as
ihe living lover touches the brow of
hig dead wife, Bob beut his head and
kissed her forehead. Agaln and agaln
he drew her to him and Implanted upon
her brow and eyes and lips his kisses.
I could not stand the scene any longer.
I started to the corvidor door, and
‘then, as thongh for the first time efthar
had known I was within hearing, they
turned and stared at me. At dast Dob
gave o long, deep slgh, then one of
those reluctant laughs of happiness
yet wet with sobs.

“Well, Jim, dear old Jim, where did
you come from? Like all eavesdrop-
pers, you have heard no good of your-
self. Own up, Jim, you did not hear a
word good or bad about yourself, for
it 1s just coming back to me that we
have been selfish, that we have left
you entlrely out of our business con-
ference.”

We all laughed, and Beulah Sands,
with her face & bloom of burning
blushes, sald: “Mr. Randolph, we have
not settled what it Is best to do about
father's affairs.”

After a little we did begin to talk
business, and finally agreed that
Beulah should write ber father, word-
ing her lotter as carefully as possible,
to avold all direct statements, but
showing him that she had made but
little headway on the work she had
come norfh to aceomplish, Bob was &
changed being now; so, too, was Beu-
Izh Bands, Both diseuused their hopes
and fears with a frankness in strange
contrast to thelr former manner, But

there was one point on which Bob |

showed he was holding back. I finslly
put It to him bluntly: “Bob, are you

- working out anything that looks lke

veal rellel for Miss Sands and  her
father?"

“I don't know how to answer yon,
Jim. I ean only say 1 have some Idens,

~ radiénl ones perhaps, but—well, 1 am

thinking along certain lines'
1 saw ho was not yet willing to take
T R
e ﬂ;ﬂn o cab with A
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1 have patted the back off

Mke & castle, ft 1 solld silver and the

The following sfternoon the letter
came, It showed Judge Sands in a
very nervous, uneasy state. He said
he had been living & life of dally ter-
ror, &8s some of his friends, for whose
estated he was trustee, had been re-
celving anonymous letters, advising
them to look into the judge's trust Wt
fairs; that the Relphart crowd had
been using renewed pressure to make
him Iet go all his Seaboard stock,
which they wanted to secure at the
low prices to which they had de
presged It, In order that they might re-
organize and carry out the scheme
they had been so long planning. Judge
Sands went on to say that the day he
was compelled to sell his Seaboard
stock he would have to make public
an announcement of his condition, as
thera could be no sale without the
court's consent. His closlng was:

My dear daughter, no one Enows better
than 1 the almost hopolessness of expoot-
ing noy rellef from your operations. But
#0 hopeless have 1 become of late, so
miuch am I rellant upon ¥You, my dear
child, and eternal hope so springs In all
of us when confronted with great necos-
sities, that 1 have hoped and stlll hope
thot you are to be the savior of your
family: that you, only n frall child, nre
through God's marvellous warkings to be
the ons to suve the honor of that nume
we both love more than life; the one to
Kéep the woll of poverty from that door

preclate my fMther's charscter and to
understans how terrible this sorrow is
to hiss Every morniog of his life he

gpends &m hour after breakinst with |

my dear mcther, who is & cripple from
hip discase. Heo takes her In his arms
and brings ler down from her room to
the Iibrary as if she were a child. He
then reads to her—and he knows good
books as well as hie knows his friends
After he takes mother back to her
room, he gives an hour to our people,
the 'blucks of the plantation and his
while tenants throughout the county.
He ls & father to them all. He settles
all their tronbles, big and little. Then
for hours he and I go over his business
affairs. Every afternoon from four to
five he devoles to his estates and the
meg and women for whoin he acls as
trustees, He has often sald to me:
‘We have a clear million of money and
property, and that s all any man
ghould have In America. It Is all he
is entitled to under our form of goy-
ernment. Any more than that an
honest man should in one way or &n-
other return to tha people from whom
ha& has taken it. 1 never want my
family to have more than a million
dollars.’ When he went into the Sea-
board affair, he explained to me that
It wns to assist the Wilsons—they
were old friends, and he acted as their
solleltor for yeare—in bullding up the
south. He discussed with me the
right and advisability of putting in the
trust funds. He sald he considered It
his duty to employ them as he did his
own in enterprises that would ald the
whole people of the south, instead of
sending them to the north to be used
In Wall street as belting for the ‘S8ys.
tem’ grinder. These fortunes were
made in the south by men who loved
their section of the country more than
they did wealth, and why should they
not be employed to benefit that part
of the country which their makers and
owners loved? [ remember vividiy
how perplexed he was when, at the be
glnning, the Wilsons would show him

through which so far has come nothing

“Bob, Forglve Me, But

but the stnshine of prosperity and hap-
piness: the one, my denr Beulah, who In
to save your old father from o dishonored
grave. Dear child, forgive me for pine-
{ing upon your syeak shoulders the addi-
tlonal burden of knowing I am now Help-
less and compelled to rely sbhsolutely
upon you. After you have road my letter,
If there i no hope, L command you to tell
me s0 at once, for although I am now
fnancially and almost mentally helpless,
I am still & Sands, and thére has never
vet been one of the name wlho ahiriked hig
duty, however stern and painful it might
be.

When 1 handed the letter back to
Miss Sands, she sald:

“Mr, Randolph, let me tell you and
Mr. Brownley & little about my father
and our home, that you may see our
sltuation as It {s. My father Is one of
the noblest men that ever lived. T am
not the only one who says that—If you
wera to ask the people of our state to
name the one man who had done most
for the state asg a state, most for her
progressive betterment, most for her
people high and low, white and bluack,
they would answer, ‘Judge Lee Sands.’
He has been, nmd Is, the ldol of our
people. After he was graduated from
Harvard, he entered the law office of
my grandfather, Senitor Robert Lee
Sands, Hefore he was 30 he was In
congress and was even then reputed
the greatest orator of our state, where
oratars are go plentiful, He married
my mother, his second cousin, Julla
Lee, of Richmond, at 25, and from
then until the attack of that ruthlesg
money shurk, led a Hlie such as & true
man wotld map out for himself if his
Maker granted him the privilege. You
would have Lo visit at our home to ap-

£
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I Love You, Love You, Bob,”

that the Investments werg returning
unusually large profits.

't i8 not right, Benlah,’ he sald to
me one morning alter receiving a let-
ter from Baltimore to the effect that
Seaboard stock and bonds had ad-
vaneed untll his investment showed
over 60 per cent, profit, ‘it is not vight
for us to make this money. No man
in Amerlea should make over legul
rates of Interest and s fair profit on
an investment, that Is, an Investment
of capltal pure and slmple, partiou-
larly In a transportation company,
whers every doliar of profit comes
from the people who patronize the
lineg, | have worked It out on every
side, and It 18 not right; it would not
be iegal if the people, who make tha
laws for their own Betierment, un-
derstood thelr affairs as they should,”

“He was always writing to the Wil
gons to conduct the affalrs of the Sea-
board so that there would be remnin-
Ing each dsy only profits enpugh to
keep the road up and the wharves in
good condition and to pay the annuul
Interest and a falr dividend. And
when the Wilsons came to our house
to Iny before him the offer of Rein-
hardt and hls fellow plunderers to
pay enormous profits for the control
of the Beaboard, he was indignant and
argned with them that the offler waa
an inault to honest men. It was he
who adviged the trusteeship control
of the Segboard stock to prevent
Relnhart from securing control, 1sat

In the library when he talked to the
elder Wilson und the directors.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

SALT CELLAR OF LONG AGO.

Was Distinctive Mark of Caste in the
Middle Ages.

"T'hig {s & medjeval salt celinr,” sald
the antiquary: “It s hugy, 1118 shaped

price—Ubit what {8 the use telling the

nriee to you? Very magnificent, eh?
In the middle age, ¥ou know, :

the salt|

cellar was the prinaipal table orna- | yuch
ment. Guesty sat abuve or belaw

salt as thoy were pi
¥ 0) do

hitd  Individunl knives, forks and
spoons, but the common people ate
with their fingers. You helped your
self from the general dish with your
own spoon If you had one, but If you
were very, very fastidions you Yieked
the spoon clean first. The food was
quear—rich, rank food—swans, herony,
Poepalses, garlle, verjuice,

HE parson hath appointed
a dny of Thanksgiving for
{his viliage that the eruel
{ide of Indian Invasion in
turned back and our lives
are spared,” sald Mistress
Lovejoy Goodwin, hustling
futo the warme kitchen
where her sigterdin-law
Mistreas Pruderce Good-
win sat knitting by the
fireplace and her listless
doughter, young Mistress Patlence
Haleomb, bent languidly over the spin-
ning-wheel,

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

Mistress Lovejoy looked at her sis-
terin-law inquiringly,

“Hath she not yet become recon-
clled to the decree of God?” she asked.
Mistress Prudence shook her head.
“Nay,"” she sald. "She salth ever that
It is not by the decree of God she suf.
fers, but by ber own wilfulness, If

Bent Languidly Over the Spinning
Wheel.

she hml not come away from her hus.
band against his desires—so0 she salth
ever—ahe would nt leasgt have dled
with him.”

“That is wilcked repining’ said the
punt gententiously. "She ought to be

dealt with by the meeting, She
should be thankful that her life was
spared when her neighbors were

taken. Doubtless [t was a leading of
the Splrit that caused her to come

oming. She, above all others, surely
hag reason to  hbe thankful. You
ghonld deal with her, sister, and check
this untoward spirit,” sald
Lovejoy saternly, Mistress
sighed,

“lI know not rightly how to do it
when she Is In such sorrow,” she said,

reasanable child, but a very
one."

husband did the same, Parhaps this

Is a punlshment to you both" sald

Mistress Loveloy.
interruption just then broke off
conversation, for a mother,

though she may criticise her child and
lament her own way of mansgement,
becomes instantly indignant if any one
else presumes to say the same thing.

Mistress Patlence, a bride of a year,
had left her home In Wyoming valley
for a visit with her mother in an
older settlement. Bhe had begged and
pleatied to make this visit with a wiil-
ful demand that would not be denfed.
It was an unusual ocourrence. ‘The
Journey through the wilderness was
too long and tollsome to think of vis-
Its, Most of the mothers who said
farewell to daughters going to plo-
neer homes could hardly expect to see
them again. But Mistress Patlonce—
who was anything but patient in aplte
of her name—would not submit to this
state of things. She legged and
pleaded to go until her husband—to
whom her lightest wish wag law—gave
his consent. He was the mare ready
to do thls as there were ugly romors
of alliance between the British tory
forces and the Indians and the gettle-
ment of Wyoming, standing on a dis-
puted tract, and not so well protected
a8 other regions was pecullarly lable
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-aged husbind,
Who treated his young wife [ike a pet-
ted ehild. Many of the settlers had
shaken their heads over Migtress Pa.
tience's going. “He ought not to lot
her do it," they had sald, “A wits's
duty Is to stay with her hushand, He
onght not to let her go away for a
little homesickueas,”

She had known just how lonely it
would be for him after she had gone,

“T will only stay a iittle while, |
will come back soon” she had sald
at the parting, regretful at the last
minute for her actlon.  But the sav-
age Indians had come down upon the
village of Wyoming and swept it ol
from the fnce of the earth. The houses
were burnt, the people massacred or
carrled ®&way captive. Every day
brought a fresh story of horror, espe-
clally dreadful had been the tale of
John Haleomb and 16 eompanions who
had been carried oif and sacrificed in
& sort of religlous ceremony, and it is
little wonder that those who watched
his widow in her sorrow and remorse
feared [oy her réason.

“She must be roused. She must see
people, | would make her go to the
Thanksgiving service,” sald Mistress
Lovejoy, ‘8he wns a notable manager,
and’ hey sisterin-daw, with all the vil-
lage, were wont to submit to her
_;wax; and Patlence went to the sery.
Sridey v

She did not want to go, but

she
s ety Piengls it
hayed

al

here e'er the savages fell upon Wy-

Mistresa
Prudence

“She hath ever been a willful and un-
loving

“You have ever spolled her, and her
It was well that an

Lhe
even

strangely different. But ghe coud an
put her heart into the serviece.
“There can never more be a day
of thanksgiving for me,” she thought
drearily, as she sat in her widow's
weeds In the square wooden pew.

The long, long prayer was finished.
Patience liked the prayer, for in it she
could hide her face. IL was never too
long for her, although a modern
church-goer would be aghast at having
to lsten to even a sermon of such
a length, The psalms of rejoleing had
been sung. These had been harder
to bear. The preacher had setiled Into
his diseourse. He had turned his hour-
glass, and was already at “thirdly.”

“God in hi providence has
ceedingly blessed us
us from danger—he was saying. Pa-
Uence ghuddered. What good was it
to her to be delivered since John had
perished under the Indian tomabawk!

A figure appeared in the doorway.
Such a figure! Gaunt, tattered, wild-
eyed, unkempt, barefooted, bleeding—
a mere skeleton covered with ragged
shreds of garments, It stood in the

ex-

doorway quiverlig and motioning
strangely,
“Patience! Patlence!™ it oried.

"'Tis some crazy exhorter such as
used to come and harrangue the con-
gregations in my grandfather's time,”
gald Judge Fletcher, whose ancestor
had been a judge in the days of the
persecution of Anabaptists and
Quakers. The (thing-man stalked
down the alsle to put out the intruder.
Same of the men half rose, but sat
down again when they saw that the
matter was being attended to. It was
a drendful thing In those days to dis-
turb & meeting. But John Halcomb's
widow, unmindful of disturbance, start-
ed up at the ery and fairly ran down
the aisle

“It 18 John! It Is
oried.

Never had a religious service In
Bethlehem Hill been broken up like
this one. The minister stopped In
the very middle of hig most important
sentence The dreaded tithing-man
himself, who bore upon his soul the
awful responsibility of every man and
woman, boy and girl In the meeting:
houge, forgot it all and erfed out like
a [rightened boy: “It Is a ghost!”

But it was not a ghost. 1t was
John Hialeomb himself, safe,

The story of the Indian attack on
the village of Wyoming lu 1778 Is a
story of marvelous escapes as well as
of torture and massaere. No adven-
ture in it seems more marvelods than
that of John MHaleomb which Is one of
the well attested storles of his-
tory.

With 156 other captives, Joln Fal-
comb had been ranged around o largs
flat stone while & womun fury called
“"Queen Esther," who secmed at the
head of this ceremony of sacrifice of
prisoners, crushed the heads of ona
after the other with a great  stonoe
death maul.  Two of the captives sud.
denly leaped to their feet and dashed
inta 'the forest. The Indiaus purasued
them but did not shoot, probubly be
cause thelr plan wag to bring them

John!' she

A Figure Appeared at the Doorway.
back allve and torture them to death.
One of the two—and It was John Hal-
comb—tripped on a vine and rolled

down the gteap 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 aud
the pursuers, sure that he was anheml,
dashed past It without diseovering
Lim.
hiding place untll darkness came.
Then wounded, lame, and almost fam-
ished, he started out on the journey of
days through the trackless forest In-
fested with hoatlle Indiagus that lay
satween him and Patlence. A man
leds brave of heart would have glven
up & seore ol times, but there was no
give up to John Haleomb. He might
be so weakened that he could only
orawl, but he crawled on. Tottering,
stumbling, crawling, dragging him-
self along bis painful way by inches
and in danger of his life all the way,
he covered the tollgome miles and
came to make for his wife Patlence
a real Day of Thanksglving.

(Copyright 107, by Wright A, Patterson)

An American Hallday.

Thanksgiving day |s distinctly an
American hollddy, s origin resting
with the Puritans, who first celebrated
it In 1621, At the aame time the Do
ritans abolished Christmas, which
they concluded was @& relie of prelacy,
and should not be observed by free.
thinking people. Thanksgiving day,
it I8 necdlees to say, has proved o
popular holiday with their descends
ants, though Christmas has also como
into lts own again.

Thankaglving. z
Thanksgiving makes our prayers
bold and strong and wsweel, fepds

and enkindles them aé with coals of
fire.~Luther.
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“May. one give us peace In all ow

proaclies
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DAY

IS NEAR — HEIGH-HO!

Bald Turkey Great to Pumpkin Big:
“Long have I besn, my friend.
King of the barnyvard, but my reign
Must soon come to an end;

Thanksglving Day is near—-helgh-ho!*

Bald Pumpkin Big, *“Yes, that is 80"

Bald Pumpkin Blg to Turkey Great:
“The kitchen garden's gueen

I am, nnd one more beautiful,
I'm sure, Wis never seen;

And yet, with you, I'll have to go.”
Bald Turkey Great. “Yes, that is so"

“"Hut still*
coaloed,
King of the feast 11l be.”

“And In the ples" sald Pumpkin Blg,
*"Will shine my royulty;
Our fate might be much

know."*
And then they both sighed, "That fs so.*

sald Turkey Great, “when

worse, you

APPOINTING THE DAY OF THANKSGIVING

PROCLAMATION FROM THE WHITE HOUSE IS ONE OF THE
MOST SERIOUS DUTIES THAT DEVOLVE

UPON THE

The only plece of really pure litera-
ever officially issued from the
White house {8 the procinmation ap:
pointing # day of thanksgiving, All
othior papers written by the president
fre business documents, the phraseol-
ogy of which Is technieal; but this an-
nual message to the people is always
a painstakingly worded and grateful
composition, A fairly ilustrative ex-
ample will be found in Mr. Roosevelt's
proclimation setting the
Thursday of the present month for the
Thanksgiving of 1908,

It Is the duty of Mr. Loeb (who runs
{le machinery of the president’s busi-
ness, arreagmg al his engugements
for lilm) to call Mr. Roosevelt's attey-
tion to the fact that Tonunksgiving an-
antl to remind Nim that o
proclamatton must be  written of
course, It requlres consideralile time
to do this, and g0 busy a man #4% the
chlef exoettive of the nation might be
excusable if he handed over the task

ure

agide last

to some subordinate, contenting him-
sell with affixing his signature. But
custom demands that the work shall
be performed by the president himsell

Accordingly, when the proclamation
has to be prepared, the president de-
votes some time to fhinking out a new
shape in which to put the more or less
stereotyped ldeas which are to be ox-
pressed, ang, as he does so, jols down
a few memorandn in pencll on & paper
pad. Then, touching & buzz-button, he
summons one of the dozen stenograph-
ers who are always In attendance, and
dictates to him carefully the wording
of the document. It {8 short—not more
than 400 or 600 words—but daintily
and tersely phrased, This, however, Is
only a rvough draft. 1t Is copled In
fypescript by the stenographer, with
lines twice the ordinnry distance apart,
80 a8 to be convenient for corrections
and Interlineations, and In thisz shape
is handed buck to Mr, Roovsevelt

At the department of state the proc-
lgmajon 18 beautifully ongrosseld on

a gred. sheet of fine pgrehiment by a |
clerk highly skilled in tnls Kiond of pen- |
manship. 1t 1s a considerable task, and |

ooeuples some days, at the end of

which the document ig

turned to the department to be signed
by the secretury of state and sealed
with the grent seal of the United
States.

Thiz seal, by the way, 18 a sort of
federal fetlch. 1t is the most sacred
of 81l things that belongs to the gov-

eronment: and no print of it Ia ever al-|

lowed to bhe given away or sold—
though, of course, it is attached to al)
military and naval commissions, and
to varlous other executlve documents
It wins mide by o New Yook Jewsler at
a oosl of $10gN00, and Is lept In a4
peautiful rosewnod Dbox at the state
department. In order that it may be
used for stampiog the Than®ilving
proclamation, a printed order to that
ofMect must be glgned by Mr. Rooge-
velt.

sent back to]
the white House to recefve the presi- |
dent's signature, and |s thereupon re- |

PRESIDENT.

mutions, All the Thanksgiving proe
lamations ever issued by the prosi
dents of the United States are filed
away In Its archives—back even to
17485, when George Washington set
aside the 1%th day of February, in that
yenr, us A iute on which the peopla
should "thank God for exemption from
forelgn war and from Insurrection.”
Consequently, the engraved proclama
tion (1 retalned by the department “for
keeps,” and it 18 0 copy that 18 sent
by epecial messenger to the govern-
ment print office, to be put ldto
type. Printed coples are given to the
newspapers, or 10 anybody who wants
them: but there must be typewritten
oapies for the governor of each state
and territory of the unlon, and thess
are made at the White House and
malled from there.

It will thus be seen that the (spuing
of the annual Thanksgiving proclama-
tion I8, from beginning to end, qulie
an eluborate piece of businoss, Thers
is no low to compel the president to
mitke it, and Mr, Roosevelt, if he had
40 chogen, might have omitted it this
yenr or during his administration. Or,
i It should seem proper to Wim' nest
year, he might choose another day—
say, the 15t of January—instead of the
last Thursday in November. But it Is
reasonably certain that he will do
neither of these things, for custom
holds fast In the bonds of usage the
chlef magistrate of the nation equally
with the plainest eltizen,

As everyhody knows, the celebration
of Thanksglving day dates back to the
Purltans, AL frregular intervals, after
thelr arrival In this country, they set
dates by public announcement for
prayer and feasting, in recognition of
Llegsings wouchsafed from on high.
Fuollowing this example, in the early
history of the republle, days of thanks-
glving were appointed by the president
for specinl reasons.

But somehow the plous custom fell
into abeyunce, and for many years
there wus no national Thanksglving,
untll, during the civil war, a woman,
Sarnh Jogephn Hale, who edited a
woeman's paper, and who had been
chiefly ingtrumental in ralsing $50,000
to complete the Bunker Hill monument
—took up the matter, and persuaded
Abrgham Lincoln to take an interest
ln it. Thus it came about that Mr.
Lincoln lssued a proclamation in 1864,
appointing the last day of November
of that year as a day of praver and re
Joicing.  Sinee then the custom has
leld, and there has been an annual
Thanksglving celebration for the en
tire nation, at the instance of the pres
filednt,

At the White House, Thanksgiviog
day 18 nlways very quietly spent, with
| out any speclal celebration—barring
the faet that each married member
of the officinl staff, Including the po
leemen who guarded the premises, re
celves n fine turkey., Nearly 70 fat
lHirds are distributed by Col. Crook
the execulive payvmaster, who 18 him
soll an interesting personnge, Inas
much as he hae béen attached to the
White House staff, in varlous capacl
ties, sinee Lincoln's time. Mr. Roose
velt usually has  several turkeys

The department of state I8 the por
manent depository of executive proels-

whirh are sent {o him ae gifts.—Rens
Bache, In Brooklyn Eagle.
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ttor and praise 4 missing element of | Y04 and oniy a “‘"Wl'jd of self.—Con 4
{iaily life. He who habitunlly restraing gregationaiist,
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muanngeably angry under styoss of sud- | Experiments made by German sch
den tempwitioh. He who “In every-| o shoy that hutter keeps best
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The grace of perperual prwlso muy |guy g5 nigher than that the results
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our dull days, scattering clouds acd _
Iotting in the sunlight of cleerfulnedss. Wonderful Power of Fails,
It all the force of the Victo
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