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A Memorable Thanksgiving.
Thanksgiving week was always a busy

week at the Gates homestead, but it
eemed to Dear that it was busier this
year than ever. She couldn't quite
saderstead it, either, for as they were
auming home from church on Sunday
dAe beard her mother say to Anat Mar-
wret, with a little break in her voice,
hat she had "no heart for Thankagiv-

ing this year." Dear knew why, and she
thought they would have a sorrowful
Thanksgiving, or, perhaps, no Thanks.
giving at all

But Tuesday morning there could be
au doubtthat they were to have Thanks-
iving this year. for there was what
tiptop called a "bonfire" made in the
great brick oven in the kitchen, which
tees Dear's remembrance, was opened
and heated only during Thanksgiving
week. Tiptop mounted a char so that
he could see into the oven, and shouted
"Firer' and danced in ecstasy till, for-
ptting that be had on y a chair-bottom
for a Boor, he danced off, and bruised
hit nose, and had to be comforted by
Dear just when she was so buoy seeding

BRendtop and Hquaretop counted it a
pest privilege to brine to the long sticks
4 hickory wood to beat the oven, each

khsldtnen end, tougtng it along with
pest gravity, mad an occasional fall on
hein toes, .and if they were allowed to
hemt a small stick Into the oven,their
misfactioe was complete. Dear paened,
Oher barried tripe through the kitchen,
Mhee into the bltaingdepthsuand think

of Uhedraeh. Meshed, and Abednego.
Then they all stood around to see the

srm drawn out and the oven swept; and
Uhee their mather, holdsing her hand
hr Ia to test the tenmperature. solemnly
destared it was "just right," they

msebed breathlessly while the loat-cake
Ma*elpiee-cake and cookies were cars-
My pet In, and breathed a deep sigh of
Misf when the oven d or closet upon

e good thism eemnmitted to its keep-

Wcdceedcy morning the oven wee
hited gepsi, cad Alled with mince ilee,
ehieh "mie oat n delightIlnly brown
"d as delidloecy fragrant I bat the
Qeb ildrea grew deeperately huan
P1. and thoesiht Thankagiving would
aser esee. And then each pumpkin
Sh- as 1 apple pies, and tarth, and at

the evening drew on,grrat batch.
t oiowa breed cad rye bread and
breal filled the oven to the door.

Whec tb.. chickea-pie and tirkey
erea sedy fcr the aest day, the tired

dropped into the low rocking
taking Tiptop 05 her lap

searily late the Are.
Ube held Tiptop, mamma," maid

tihinklg how tired her mother

wee; bes her mother made aenwer suly
by hoMling Tiptop with a deas arm.
The childrea gathered areod as the
twilight ctam on, sd eitting there wak-
*d 1r their heher to some. Granually
slence all 30os them all. broken only
by thei sbdaed roarig of the egrain
the stove, and the bad tieking of the
dock on the maetel-sbelL

As Dear astened, hew vividly came
back that esrrowlit! night when she
stood and beard the slock ticking load-
er aed loader, as Tiny gently breathed
ber Ufh away; ad it seemed to Dear
that abe woeld never again bear the
cloek ticking in the night without think-
lag of that mae. She glanced at her
mother, and did not wonder that she
had no beartor Thanksgiving this year.
Indeed, she thought they all had more
enaue for complaint than thankagiving.

Half blintded by teare, she started up,
and, going to the window, looked out.
It was afrosty starlight night. There
was no snow on the ground, but here
and there patches of Ite were forming
over the poolh of still water left by the
heavy fail reins.

"Why don't papa come?" mid Tiptop,
fratfully

"He will come soon," mid the mother
soothlngly. and in obedience to an old
habit, hewn absent-mindedly humming
Greenvil , the one tune she knew, and
by whose aid she had year after year
hemmed the Gates babies to sleep.

"Is ps at the shop!" asked Dear, in
the first lll in the humming.

"No; he went down to the cotton-mill
with a load of bobbin., and he ought to
be here by this time."

N"M Igo a little way and meet him?'

"Yes," remembering that Deer had
been In the house all day-"only frsat
ifght a candle and wake the tea, and put
more wood In the stove, and bring me
Tiptop's night-drew, and untle the boys'
shoes and wear your hood and don't be

gong.
Dear had closed the outside door

ready to start on a run, when she heard
old Fan's whinny in the direction of the
barn. "Papa has come, and is nnhar-
neaing Fan," thought she, feeling a lit-
tle dismppointed that she could not meet
him and ride home. Instead she
tnrned to the barn.

At the sbable door 0tood od ran,
steamine a if she were havsng a vapor-
bath. "Papa had a load hore, th ,ugt
Dearn ashe went up to eat Ha.
what was that she atappad on? A thill?
Yes a broken thil, stil banging to the
harames. Stariled, Dear glanced around
the yard. The wagon was not there,
and now she aaw that only a part of the
harnesm was on the horns, and that was
treiling on the ground.

Before ibla fee!ling in her heart had time
to take abape, Dear opered the stable
door sad let Fan in, and, carefully clos ng
the door, ran for the stroet. The road over
the hidt lay, like three narrow foot-
paths, with straight ridges of turf be-
tween, and along theme narrow pathsWear sped with flying feet, straining bet
ayes to see she dared not think baat.

At the brew of the hill abe ramsed and
looked down. Thi road wound like a
brook down the long hill-side, turning
to the right and to the imt, with here
and there steep pitches and many bares,
till It was toet in the darkness far down
toward the v alley. As far as her eyes
nould reach there was nothtn unnueal
to e emem; bntat her feet law a broken
harnp-s strap. Up that road Fan had
come, and di wnthat road Dear mest go.

On and on over bare and pitches,
eoarcely touchling the ground, loose

stones hit by her feet living before bar,
till, sudden) , halfway down the steep-
en pitch, she came to a place in the
road where the stones and the travel
had been plowed up as if by the plung-
ing of a horse.

Here lay the wagon-eeat. A Ittle far-
ther on lay two or three planks across
the road, and at the foot of the eteep
pitch lay, on its side, a wrecked lumber
wagon, which had run backward till it
capsized and arroea the steep gutter by
the roadelde lay a load of plank which
had slipped from the wagon as it
went over. Here was a part of the bro-
ken reins, belonging to the harness
with he ends under the load of plank.

The wagon was her father's. Dear
knew that; but where was her father?
She stood and looked on either sad*, up
the hill and down into the valley. Noth-
iug moved; there was not even wind
enough to bend the tall dead grasses by
the roadside, and no sound was to be
heard In all the still night but the gu g-
Ilug and babbling of the little brooks
that had gullied Jeep channels in the
waterways on either side of the road.
Dear could bear this silence no longer.

"Papa, papa, where are you?" and the
wild cry went nio the hill-sade and down
into the valley bringing no answer.

'0 papa, papal what shall I do?' she
callei again, and as she listened with
straining ears, she heard, or thou.ht
she heard, a low moan near her. She
dropped on her knees. Papa, papa,
are you here?" It was a prayer now!
Surely she heard a sound es if an answer
and It seemed to come from the plank
that had slid over the gutter.

In an instant Dear wai ever there
peering among the planks. She coulil
sere nothing but she osuld hear a smund
plainly now. She tried with frantic
haste to raise the planks. hut there was

i not strength enough in her small arms
for that, and almost without thought
she darted, not up the hill to her moth-
er. bat down into the black v llev at the
foot of the hill, where acart-path leading
from the woods, ittersected the road.
Alona this dark path, overgrown with
alders, shte went till she "gawe to a low
shanty built between two trees, and,
bursting open tie door, she cried:

"0 Badly tMcCoyl come qu ck some -
th in% dreadful has happened on the
thill.

"What as yer saytn r ina ii e wUU
tied Biddy, startlang from her seat, but
as Dear was alr" ady out of doors, she
added, suiting the action to the words;
"Here. Bridget, take the baby, and you
Mike," to a stupid boy bothe erej "get
yer lanthero asa comneaong;"asd with-
out waiting B' put anything on her head
mhae fowed Dear.

The btild was already out of might but
Biddy west oe at a moundinag gaiio till

she ons ote toot f the ili. Thre

the mw the emeU 1game lytg bedamher sad beckoniag her -a.
"Share ah' something dread.! hlo

happen.1," said the breathless 3Bdd,
cronta herself as se ase ap to twrekd atn.eIsM nrt ured?"
.sDa calle b~ar to help.

"I'm afraid-I'm afaid there's someone under the Deanks," aped Dear,
t oi t adulerhsnaed to lift the load.

'Hne t ae that'. no bo to warrauktat the bed on te firtte. Thk e plans
cowi, get aogwi yer manthern!" and
her voice west down the hillide like the
bosat af a trmnpet, starting even theslow Mike into a run.

"There. hould that," hmid he, handl
ing the lantern to Dear, and with Bid.
dy's itbut arms atone end and Mike's
at te other, the planks were flung overBnto the road. Deer held her breathland hbeors the planks were all of they
could -n that a men lay there stretched
in the bed or the putter. The planks
were over hbi like a roof, or the cover
of a box, and, when the last one wasoff. Dear saw her father's fsce, still
and white, but she could not utter a
sound." Htowly Mother, help us" ejaculated
Biddy. 'Take his feet, Mike, and help
get limn out of the watber. He'll he
drowned intl rely if he's no kit already."
Form ase lay damming up the narrow
channel, the choked water had risen
and spread around him in an ever-rising
nowl.

A they took him np sad laid himtown Ia the road. the motion seemed to
rouge him to life, for Biddy, atooping
wver him with the lantern, saw him eyee
mideny open. He looked about him

e a bewildered way, and Lthen clutchedat the reans that were still in ble ihands,
ihotin: "Whoa, Fan whoa!" Then

be slowly raised himself on his elbow
and meeing the planks scattered
about him muttered: "Whyl she's got

Are ye much hurted. mur?" asked
Biddy, concernedly, taking his arm as if
she would help him to his feet

"I doa't know
, 

I'm cold,t said he
slowly.

"An' well ye might be lyin' In mll that
wather," and she told them how they
found him lyIng In the gutter, with the
planks over hln but not on him, and
the water around him.

"Is thaty in, Dear? and has the horne
gone home?" asked he after a moment,
seelig the little, shaking Igure beside
him.

"Yes, pape," and all at once the con-
vule ye eobs ped beyond her control,
and she fell on her knsee, quite unable
to may or do anything but sob.

The sight and the sound of her sobe
did more than anything else to restore
her father to himself. With Biddy's
help he slowly rose from the ground,
and, aft r standing a moment, he said,
steadily: "I believe Isam alglsht, only
cold and a little confused. The lall must
have stunned me, but for your help my
good woman, I should have been a bead
man soon."

"It was yer lIttle girl tould es. We
shouldn't have known."

He held his hand to Dear, and she
caught it and held it under her chin,'till
unable to speak.

"Do ye think ye could, walk our? Ye've
no right to be staudin' here wid yer wet
clothese."

Thusadmonished they began tomove.
Biddy and Mike and the "ianthern"
went with them to the top of the hill.
By that time Harvey Gates had obtained
full posseesson of himself, and he bade
Biddy good-night, telling her he would
see her on the morrow.

"Now, Dear," said he. "run home and
tell your mother quietly, that the wagon
broke do n, but that I am all right and
will be in directly."

It was not until near noon the next
day, when Dear broke into an irrepres-
sible fit of sobbing, that her mother
knew how near death had been to them
that night. She turned very white and
after a wnomentsald: "Childr.n, we have
great reason to be thanktul to-day."

A little later Haney Gate. came in.
He had been down with Luke to get the
planks out of the road and to see Biddy
McCoy. He told a pitiful story of the
provertv In the little rhanty. "There
will be no Thanksgiving supper there
to-day," he said. lire. Gates winced a
little. Sbe was a thrifty woman, and it
was not easy for her to understand the
bleasednese of giving. 'And such a ba-
by. such alitte cmate of a baby!" con-
tinned ithrvey G(ltes, as if speaking to
himself.

:A baby?" repeated Mrs. Gates, pans-
ingon her way to the oven; "did you say
Biddy had a baby?"

"Yes, and the pour little things looks
half starved."

"Mammia,"said Dear, eagerly, "wlhy
can't we have them all up here so
Thanksgiving sapper? we've got enough
for them.'

Harvay Gates glanced at his wife.
After a moment's hesitation she said.

"Yes, they can come, I suppo.e. if
there tmi more'n forty or fifty of 'em,'
ani she opened the oven door, and
basted the turkey with energy. "tlar.
vey," she called, as she heard him go-
ing toward the door, "tell Biddy to
bring the baby; and here, you take that
th ek shawl in the entry to wrap it up
warm,"

And so the McCoys had the grandest
Thanksgiving supper of their lives: and
no more thankitu company gAthered in
New England tha day. the Uales fam-
iir leeding very tender over their es-
cape from a great cala mity.-Josephmue
L. Baker, Ia d. 5. Times

r~iiargeld farm, near Watertown, Cod.
lanton county, Dak.. was run over by a
prairie fire. destroylog twety tbree stacka
of wheat; 126 tone of hay; 400 buahels of
barl.,; all of the fara machinery. incind-
bat a thre. bug machine; baona, stable. and
qtr nary; -eos entra; three hore.; Durham
ball vaie~d at 5100; one cow, foar calves;
4,600 bushels of oats. and 480 bushele
threshed wheat. Total loos. $6,000 to 50.000;
iuenwancu. $P 00

Col. Albert Pitt Benneta, seu olate editor
of the state newspaper of Richmeasd, Ve,
died reoeu'l., mued If v -wi, o! penmsonea.
He was a nethe of Vemaspa conat. Pa.
flt. Duamet beean life as a jear let in
sew Oraeas at the elues of the Mgalcs
war.

Queen Elizafeth was a proud old Girl,
thoogh her hands and feet were of great

AKElD DUED IS Tag WAR
S1Mettg uale of Im.Medem Cow.

mceades name. ond QOes.
A Maiae paper relate. that (lo,.

Robie's wife reetly addrejsd he
Biddeford Gomage, and her remob
bhving been quoted by the Diie Farer-
er. of Atlante, U.., lov Roble wrote the
editor the following letter!
tidney Herbert Lanoey:

of you Intorata ma7a. Iu hav
read its contents with much pleasure.
accept my theaks for the coemplimem.
tary notice yue were pleased to beetow
upom the imper which Mrs. Roble pre-
pared for a Grange meetln Mat.e.
We hardly eperied repro-
duced so Ar from home. It was my
fortune ia the year 1842, before I had
reattained my majority, to teach an acad-
emy in Thomas county Ga. I atillmem-
ber with admiration the kind god hoe-
pitable characterlities of the die=a of
that tonntv. I look back that period u o-
as one of the happiest years of my lile.
1 have watched the progress which your
state has made during the pest 16 years,
and I rejoice at your eaocem.. It was
my fortune to be an officer (paymaster,)
in the Union army. A litte incadent
occurred an the seven days' battle
I n float of Richme nd, Va., which I
aball never fearet. I weastamprtl -
etetlug In earing for thewonepro-

rerat lavage Watloe and whie die-
charging that duty I Iound Co1. Lamar.
of Georgia. who was severely wounded
leya mime-hail which had penetrated
th groin. making a fearful wound. The
moveomn werediscuesing the necemity of
amputation at the hip Joint. Col. lamar
expostiated and asked me to e my
Influence ad his wishea, againat such a
course, which I did, being myself a sur-
geon rnd phyclan. I told him th At I
was once a citizen of Georgia, and when
a young man received many favors from
her people, and was glad of an op-
portunity to do him a kidness. He
asted me for a blanket, which I was
very glad to And amid present to him.
After this little episode, circumatancee
required that I should leave with haste
and lthough I have often Inquired I
hav never learned the fate of that brave
officer. My only object in uating men-
tion of thia Inc~ent ia to inquire of you
whether Vol. Lamar still itree? Th
Grange organisatlon baa accompllehed
much in restoring good fealisg and
kindly relations between the extreme
eectmo ia of our country. The future
creatnees of a "free amid united Nation"
l icreasea every year. as the repruanta-
tives of different and remote sections
become better acquain ed and their pur-
poses better understood. May ountfrlond-abiip grow and be perpetual so s to eastablista eternal peac e. Yours truly and
irartrnally. gcrn.tEDRICE RoBnI... wsmas~w. rrcaurcan usua.

Acknowledging the receipt of this bet-
ter Major Lancey wrote: 1 was horn
in Bangor, Me , was educated at Water-
v llH, and was a schoolnmate of Gov. Ling-
oey and GUv. Chamberlain. So you wee
I have reason to love Maine. Some
weeks ago I read in the Maine Farmer
the resolution of the Third Maine vet-
erns as to a soldiers' home for disabled
Confederate soldiers and sailors. Show-
ing it to the Mayor W. T. (Jarey of An-
gcsta, member of the Howse rom RLch-
mnond, he drew up resolutions which
were adopted unanimously by a riling
vote. In time senate, as Col. Lamar ia
chairman of the committee on the state
of the republic, he cabled up and elo-
quently advocated tiae resolutions which
toad pasned the House."

Major Lancey asgalaiclosed the follow-
ing letter from Cot. Lamar:

kHAxaeuoaniVLLc (a., Oct. 24, 1183.
My Dear Major: Yea! I am the Col.

Lamar to whom Gov. Roble irtfera I
was wounded in the groin by a minie
ball whia- leading my regiment (the tie-
roic Eightht in a charge in one of th.
series of battles aruna Riachmond. I
was captured and carried to a field low
pital at Savage Station. Icamnnutdescribe
to you my seausatios at this critical pe-
rnod of my lile. when the surgeons wet,,
diacursing the propriety of t.king off bay
leg or perbor. alg an operation to take
up tie ieboraltrtery. Well do I re'
uiember time kind ,eidein.au who inaer-
posed in my behatll. I wa. very gratelul.
I teed not ibe ashamed to tell you that
my tears bore witness to the sincerity
iand force ol tmy teeliiag, I love hium

like a brother asid lie mall Aind tae one
andeed il the wooder-working dispen-
aatious of Providence srouldlever place
him in the want ul a bruoher's arm or
mind or bosom. I take tuts occassian my
dear Major. to a-suae you oi my high
esteem aod most cordiai regards,

L M. LAxAr.

Catching and Boiling.
The Hot Springs of the Yellowstone

Park consist of many pools of boiling
water, which vary from forty feet in
leneth by twenty-five toabout one-tenth
that slse. A bewildering scene presents
itself to the visitor. iHe sees tints as rich
and varied as the colors of the rainbow.
The water is mostly of a turquoiae blue,
but so translucent that the most 'minute
fretting deep down upon the sides and
bottoms of the pools is plainly visible.
There is one place where the fisherman
can catch a trout in a stream and with-
out removing the fish from the book or
stirring from his tracks, cook it in aboil-
lag spring. Among the recent visitors
to the hot springs, there was a Boston
banker, who, having heard the story,whiel was regarded as a "Munchaussn
by many, stole off without saying a
word to any one. '

t
he result Is told in

a correspondent of the New York Trib-
une:

A couple of hours later he was seen to
approach the hotel panting and out of
breath. exritement depicted in every
line of his fse.

'Hello, K-I what's the matter?"
"I've got him! I've done it! Here he

At the same time the ordinarily sedate
and composed-looking old gentleman
swings a tomatoe-can triumphantly
above his head. and displays to the
group quickly gathered about him a bohll
ed trout, about four Inches in length, re-
posing peacefully at the bottom of the
Can.

It is tasted by thoue present. every-
body declarng that asile salt is all that

is nasy t. msmder the ti p-a.

s ama th that had be.. deme.-
wimeted evsqbedy with any pts on
hf being hbeerorn hlatonud dew. S

th e s, r to h amh an ask
This hat of mntobteg trollmd us

0e whtlmb beo t idl the emed
In dltes pl... within the peek.
wpth on theaborg.w ofdat omth
trhna their overd'w into the fot

fitennesto mq. fmih approach at lme
vreed tothe spot *beue the mad-

pherome waets mingle. with thet of the
treem, rainlag the temperstare of the

letter coeddsarbly, but meemingty with.
out aefecting teem.Bftler in New Orleans.

A gentleman who was in New Orleans
at the time writes to the Chlcao Uerald:
A correspondent of the Herald yester-
day asked to be informed who it was
that Gen BIntler hanged in New Orieans
for treason. The man was Wm. B. Mum-
ford, a prominent New Orleans sporting
man, and the circnmeiaoces were these:
After Farragut's fleet had psaved the forts
below the city and anchored of the levee
Captain Morrns, of the Penasools, wasdi-
reited by Farragut to land a baas'screw,
take posseason of the UniteddtalaesCus-
tom Hones and Mintand hoisttheUnlea
flag on both untidings. The rebel troop.
under Mansfield Lovell had fled thecy
out Butler's forces had not vet arrs
lbhe lag was hoosted on the mint on
April 27, and within two hoons Mumford
had collected a posse of fiollwers as
reckless as himaffs and proceeded totem
it down. The fag was cut into straps and
distributed among the drunken crowd
as trophies. Toe next day Butler landed
aith his troops. The rebel papers of
that morning were filled with glowiag
Accounts of foumford'a deed, and he was
applauded as a patriot. the '-eney"
were defiantly assured that the act was
the act of toe city, and that the whole
people would stand by Munaford and
de and him with "their heart's blood "
rhio and other twaddle in the Picayune
forced butler to take greater notice of
Mtaford's act than he might otherwise
have done. He arrested Muniord and
lbrought him before the provoes guard.
His object was to punish him for druak.
ennese and disorderly conduct. The
next morning the Picayune and True
Delta fairly screamed their defiance,
"Mnmiord must be rescuedi" "The
Yankees must be driven outl" they
yelled. That was too mnch for Ben. He
sent a guard and took possemsion of
mooth newspaper omces put
their proprietors in the guard house
cailed for volunteer printers and editoes
from the ranks of the army, and next
morning both papers appeared as bang-
up Union sheets, and crammed with lo-
cal news such as New Orleans pape
had never printed before.

"What are you gping to do with Mr.
Mumford?" defiantly asked the rebel
mayor, as he strode into old Ben's pree-
ence.

'I am going to hang Mr. Mom ord,
said Butler, Nmrcastically, "and if you'
not mighty careful I'll hang you. As I
I. I am going to send you over to Sht
Island for your health. Captain-'
to an aidt "tlt General Strong to com
here." When the general came, Be;
said with a pleasant smile. "His Henon
the Mayor, thinks that after the tun
moil. ani excitement of the pea
few days he would like
brief period of rest at Ship Island. Yo
will have a b'-at ready to Pail at 2o'cloes
and see that his Honor takes peasuge I
her. I have given him permisalon t
take his family," and with that the Gem
eral leered at the Mayor to bis peculla
way. Expostulation was in vain, an
the Mayor went.

Two days after Mumford wasarraings
before a military commission on a shaig
of treason, and was convicted and ass
teuced to be banged. Lije most stnes
nous efforts were made to save nir
even Farragut counielled caution, be
old Ben only said, "I mean to co'viao
thewe people that this is war, and a
child's play." And he did. Mumfor
dang ed from the gallows in less thea
ten days after the Commisston of hi
reckless act.

Romance in Real Life.
From the Londn Echo.

the beautiful and highlycultivated
daughter of one of the proud old Roman
nobles, the Duke of Gallese, was Intro-
duced to the Italian poet, Signor d'An-
nunsto. tier kiusfolk never dreamed
that a lady of such great expectations
and high birth could run any risk by an
intimate acquaintance with a man risen
from the lower ranks. The two walked
and chatted together, but while the
young ladv's friends euppoeed that she
was talki intellectual uattersittnrned
out that t,- conversation of the interest-
ing etuple turned in a very different dl-
rection. The duke learned. to his hor-
ror and anger, that his daughter had
dared to bethroth horself to the poet.
As a matter of course, he re-
fused to give his sanction to their
Marriage, whereupon the k vre
took the train to Florence, where Laty
were made man and wife. The kegt ete.
made the duke so indignant that he had a
legal document drawn up, ti which be
disinherited his daughter; but the lath-
er and the man afterwards so far over-
caine the aristocrat in him that he set-
tied upon her for life a yearly income of
tt,itti lire. The story has since obtained
an almost tragical completeness by the
.epar.rion of the duke from he own
a ife. He accured tier of having secret-
lv favored the cause of D'Annunsio, sad
of allowing the lovers to hold interviews
afterlthe fither had prohibited all furth-
er intercourse between the two. He
has consequently broken sip his house-
hold in Roue, made a settlement upon
his duchess. and declared that he will
henceforth live and die as it he had
neither wife nor child.

Professor Newton says that the earth
receives about 3,000,I*J.l00 of mete.,.
every year, hot they only iacreases
else ol the earth one inch Ia 1W1000
YWrL


