- b e _j\. WL ‘.'; J
W BY BERTHA E. BUJH
IE pargon bath anpointed
n dony of Thankegiving for

tide of Indlan invasion |
tnrned buck and our lives
ure spared,” sald Mistvess
Lavejoy Goodwin, bustling

fnte  the warm kitchen
where her siaterindaw
Mlstrere Prudence Good
win sat kEnitting by the

fireninee and her listless

daughter. young  Mistr Patience
Haleomb, bent languldly over the apin-
ning-when!

Miytrogn Pradence madse o sign Tor
silence, but Jt wias too date The
face of the pale voung widow grew
whiter, and without a word she rose

nnd mlided away
Migtress Loveloy looked
terdndaw Inqniringly
“Hath she

nt her =is

not vet become récon
clled tothe decree of God?” she askod
Mistress Prudence shook her  hend

“Nay.” she said. "She saith ever that
it is not by the decree of God she anf
fers, but Ly her own wilfulness

Bent Languidly Over the Spinning
Wheel.

she had not come away from her hus
bund against«isg desires—so she salth
ever—she would at least have died
withh him.”

“That Is wicked repining.’
aunt sententiously.

sild the
“She ought to he

dealt with by the mez2ting. She
should be thaopkful that her life was
ppared when her nelghbors wera

taken. Doubtless it was a leading of
the Spirit that caused her to come
here «'er the savages fell upon Wy
oming. She, above all others, surely
has reagson to he thanktul You
should deal with her, sister, and check
this untoward splrit snld  Mistress
Lovejoy sternly. Mistress Prudence
sighed.

‘1 know not rvightly how to do it
when she is In such sorrow.'” she sald

“8he hath ever beon a willful and un.
reasonable child, but a loving
one.’”

“You have ever spolled her, and her
husband did the same, Perhaps this
Is a punishment to you both,” said
Mistress Lovejoy

Mistreas Patlence, a bride of a vear
had left her home in Wyoming valley
for 4 wvisit with her mother in an
plder settlement,  She had hegged and
pleaded to make this visit with a will-
ful demand that would nnat e denied
It ‘was an unusual occurrencs The
journey through the wilderness was
oo long and tollsome (o think of vis.
Its. Most of the mothers who sald
furewsll 1o dunghters o
peer homes conld hardly expect 1o set
them again. But Mistress Patience-
who was anything but patient In spite
of her name—would not submit o this
siate of things. She Dbegged  and
pleaded to go until her husband—to
whomn her Hghtest wish was law—gave
his consent He was the more ready
w 'do this as there werd ngly rumors
of allfince botween the British tory
forces nnd the Indians and the gettlo.
ment of Wyoming, standing on a dia
puted tract, and not so well protected
a8 other reglons was peculiarly linele
to attuck. But Mistress Patlence did
not know this or she would not have
gone.  Bhe was very much In love
with this grave middle-aged hvsband,
who (reated his young wife like a pet-
ted clidld. Muany of the settlers had
shaken thel heads over Mistress [a
tienoe's going. ‘'He ought not to e
her do i1, they had sald

very

going

e wf.ll only stay o little while |
will come back soon,” she had said
at the parting, regrotful at the lasi

minute for Her action, Hut the sav-
nge Indlans had come down upom the
‘village of Wyoming and h\\-[n it off
from the face of the earth. The houses
were burnt, the people massicred o
. earried  away captive. Fvery day
w& n fresh story of horror, ospe
 plally drendful had been the tale of
Halcomb and 16 companions who
been enrried off and sacrificed in
sort of religions ceremony.
“She must be rousad. 8he must see
pple. | would make her go to the
. Bhe was a notuble munagey,
gister-in-law, with all the vil-
wont to submit to her
j il Putlence went 1o o  aserv

g ¢an wever Miore be a doy

thig village that the criel |

sgiving service" sald Mistress |,

of thankegiving for me,” she thoughl
drearily, ng she sat in heor widow's
wedlds in the square wooden pew,

The long, long prayer was finished.
Patience lked the prayer, for In it she
could hide her face, I was never too
long for her, although a modern
church-goer would be aghast at having
o lsten to even'n sermon of such
# lengh,  The psalms of rejoleing had
been sang.  These had been harder
o bear, The preacher had settled into
his digeonr=e. He had turned his houar
glaes, mod’ was already at “thivdly.”

ol in his providence has  ex.
ceedingly blessed us  in dellvering
us from danger—he was saylng. Pa

tlenee shuddered. What good was |t
1o her to be delivered sinee John had
pevished under the Indian tomahawk!

A fgure appeared in the doorway
Such a flgure!  Gaunt, tattered, wild-
oyed, unkempt, barefooted, bleeding—
i mera 2keleton covered with rageed
shreds of garmente, It stood in ths
doorway quivering and motioning
gtrangely

“Patience!  Patience!" It eried.

Tis some crazy exhorter such as
uged to come and harrangue the con
Bregations in my grandfather’s time.”
gald Judge Fletcher, whose anceston
b been o Judge In the davs of the
perseciition of Anabaptists  and
Quukers The tithing-man stalked
down the aisle to put out the Intruder
Some of the men half roge, but sat
agaln when they saw that the
mutter was being attended to, It was
a dreadful thing In those days to dis
turb a4 mesting., But John Hwlecomb's
widow, tinmindful of disturbance, start.
el up at the cry and falrly ran down
the aisle

“It Is
oried

Never had a religions serviee In
Bethlehem Hill been broken up ke
this one. The minister stopped in
the very middle of his most lrmportant
wntence The dreaded tithing-man
himsell, who bore upon his soul the
awrtul responsgibllity of every man and
woman, boy and girl In the meeting
house, forgot it all and eried oot lke
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
ihat of John Haleomb which s one of
the well attested storfes of  his-
Lory

With 15 other ecaptives, John Hal
comb had been ranged around a large
flat stone while & 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 thelr feet and dashed
into the forest. The Indlans pursued
them but did not shoot, probably be-

down

John! It is John!" she

cause thely plan was to bring them
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The Secret of
Thanksgiving

By MARGARET AYER

PP
—
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 steep river hank. Then he
gave himsoelf 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 pureners, sure that he was ahead,
dashed past It without discovering
himi.  He lay concealed in this Iuok)y
hiding place untll darkness came,
Then wounded, lame, and dlmost fam.
ished, he started out on the journey of
days through the trackless forest in
fested with hostile Indians that lay
between him and Patlence. A man
less brave of heart would have given
up & score of times, but there was no
glve up to John Halecomb.” He might
b 50 weakened that he could only
erawl, but he crawled on, Toltering,
stumbling, crawling, dragging binn
self along his palnful way by Inchea
and In danger of his life all the way,
he ocovered the tojlsome miles and
came to make for his wife Patience
a real Day of Thanksgiving.
(Copyright 197, by Wright A. Potierson.)

Thankegiving,
Thauksgiving makes our prayers
bold and strong and ~sweet, feeds
and enkindles them as with coals of
fire.—Luther.

OUR NATIONAL BIRDS,

“May one give us peacs In all our
States,

SOLITARY
traveler
form of
tion.

It was

nnd
paced
a

Impationt
the plat-
desorted sta-

the evening of
Thanksgiving day, and
through some mischance
he had missed the early
traln that was to take him
to town and to Thanks-
glving dinner.
The spirit of
not with him,

the day
for he had two
and it was bhitter

was
long hours to wait,
cold, and for gome unaccountable rea-
son the statiop was locked.

A flagioan came to watch for | pass-

ing express train. Sceing the travel
er's plight, the flagman invited him
to come into his shack and warm
himself.

The fHagman's home was @& tiny
place, fitted out with the barest nee-
essities, but, In varlied contrast to the
surroundings, along one slde of the
wull was a rough pine hookshelf con.
taining well thumbed volumes of all
that the world holds greatest In Hter-
uture, philosophy and sclence,

After a short conversation the trav-
eler marvelled to find that the Oag-
man possessed a fund of knowledge
on most subjects, and of the classics
in particular, which would have put
many & college professor to blush,

“Why don’t you leave this solitary
Iife of hardship and come to the town,
where with your learning von will
soon be one of the great lights?"
nsked the traveler, wondering at the
flagman's lack of ambition. *“Have
you no desire to hetter yourself?"

“No," repliad the other, "I am con-
tent with my lot. 1 have outdoor
work, Indoor quiet with the compan-
lonship of my books; | make enough
to live on and | wunt nothing more.
I shonld be out of place among your
city folk. My friends are here in the
village. What more should 1T wanot?"”

For hours the traveler argued with
the flngman, and his home-hound train
passed unheeded. He was Interested
In trylog to save this great intellect
for the world, as be termed it, and
trying to awaken some spark of am-
bition In the man, but the flagman re-
fused to be disconcerted,

“Are you satlsfied with your posi-
tion in life—are you contented?’ he
asked the traveler,

“Of course not,” answered the tray:
eler, “I should consider myself lack-
lng In spirit If 1| were satisfled and
1id not want to rise higher in life: 1
‘sl never be contented until 1 reach
Im top of the tree'

“Flen,” said thy fagman, “you pre

ol really thankfal for the blessings
u:nmmm. but mlr Itotu

| The other a plece for all our plutes.”

on them a8 Sleppigsiuies w o
things. | am gratefud {ér what littla
I have and am content to enjoy each
day as It comes. You go out into the
world, conquer it. und find ¥our hap-
piness in the anticipation of your suc-
ce4s, Leave me to give thanks for
what 1 am enjoying now, while you
go and fight for what yon want and
hope ta enjoy later.”

So each man went his way,

The traveler in thia ineldent Is typl-
cal of the spirit of push and advance-
ment which ia almost universal in this
land of ours today.

A fine spirit it ls, too, for It means
a chance for development for the race
but it also Includes the spleit of dis-
content,

There is about us a perfect con-
tagion of dissatisfaction which is nee-
essary to progress, but some of us
are running a fair visk of Dbeing
swamped in the discontéent and loslng
the high aims that prompted it, all
becuuse our alms and demands can-
not be gratified at once,

There are few of us who, like the
flagman, are content with our place
in Ife. Most of us are striving for
more bleszings of one kind or another,
sulritlal. mental and worldly,

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

AT THE THANKSGIViNG DINNER.

Mrs, Duck—Yon say It has heen
nearly a year since your hulhln.d dls-
appeared?

Mrs. Turk—Yos, the lnt we 'heard
of him was that he was seen at the
white house,

——— e g ————

Thanksgiving Date,

The last Thursday in the month of
November, as a rule, |8 the day set
apart by the president, and the goveran-
ors of most stales, in thelr supple-
mental proclamations, ablde by hls de-
eislons. In some states, however, the
governors see fit to uhurn it at other
dates,

" In a Boarding
Mrs, Hashly—Mr, m
(-u dismember the

he's beey "Ilwﬂl [ lﬂ%’\

ell'ﬂn‘.

awaol
You'd eat a peck,
Thay're that
And eranber

1 you ever got A chance &t
prrtntons

turkey's on the bill,

Thanksgwing
Dinner

ly WRIGHT A. PATTERSON

l 17, 1y the Anthor,
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When It comes to eatln’

There's nothin' ever quite 8o nice

As a good, old-fashioned

Thanksgivin' dinner,

Now there's no use a (alkin® to me
about

Lobster a Ia Newberg, toasted on half
shells,

Oysters with scallops and Valencen:
nes sauce,

A squab an maraschino,

Daggo au gratin, .and

Diplomatical puddin’
enfie,

Not for me,

My Innards don't hnnlusr alter

That kind of fillin’.

What I want Is just the good, plain
Hvin'

Of a Thanksgivin' dinner.

Let 'er start off with turkey,

A good, g eighteen pounder or so,

And put ‘er right on the table, close
to hand,

With a good, sharp knife fer earvin',

1 want ‘er stuffed full with a stufiin’

O1f bread,

And some ovslers,

And n wee DIt of rage,

Aund pepper und salt to the taste,

Now that's the way Mary fixes up a
turkey,

And 1 tell yon it's fine,

You don't hanker alter much else

When you've disposed of a4 gener
ous portion

Of that kind of eatin’,

But then, of course,

You want some other fixin's,

For a Thanksgivin' dinner,

Aln't td’ b sneexed at.
And, ag for me,

Though some folks wouldn't oare
fl,

ance, elther,

To kecp a few ripe tomatoes,
And they're good, I tell you

el all Parisi

Of rourse uobodr forgets them wnaa |
And a hefty chunk of baked squash

11 take an allowance of Ive hominy.
And [ don't want oo small an allow-

And some how Mary always manages

ww"

'NOTICE

day, in order to celel

tor

Most of us have re
on’s to be thankful, eve
if it is for nothing e
than, that we can have
the best bread of any
people under the sun,

|

Flour.
thankful.
Made only by

— THE <

Grain Co.

Be Quick Now.

for
arrangement

orders in

L We've every
but let know
quickly as you
thing good and (resh,

us

can.

We close Thmhglv!ng

and return thanks for tht
blessing of the past yesr.

made from our Carnation
Try it and be

i

Marion Milling &

—
{

Lose no time in getting your!
Thanksgiving.
for
your convenience and pleasure,
vour wants |
Every-

Two Storee.
N. Maln.

Marion Provision Co.

E, Center.

Ors,
That's a goin® to keap you
A worryin' with eramps.

Let 'er Start Off with Turkey.
If for nothin' more'n just to say you

-~

had ‘em. No,

You want some sweet potatoes, You've just had

An' you want ‘em browned with [ A good, old-fashioned Thanksgivin’
Bravy. dinner.

S
g = You're Feeling Thankful, TURN e
//;~ V% j_'"' Taste bettern they do In summer CHAS. ER ® CO.
— v ¥ time,
b\ ! | ‘Cause they're scarvcer, mayhe. Are open until noon Mr
(Ql H ()flnt::llrﬂt' there's a lot of other fix. with a full line of vegetable fruits,
3
. That goen With, these nuts nnd fancy groceries and
Like jéllies,
‘ There's grape, an' currant, an' crab qul.uu“_ egd plant, curley
apple, [
...--""\ Sl An' a few other kinds, lettuce, Radishes, caulifiower. y
o el An' pleealll, an® peach preserves, GOOd [l‘llh oyslers & per
77 n cqrem An' celery, quart, fine celery, fine eating
3 e £ ™ And n lot of other things I don't lppl:s we will ﬁu I
i) ¥y ks neyaey 3
'- I | 26 ‘1 | Mor'n taste around, right.
p L Gt || I'm ostayin' for the big show at the PHONE
Pl o end, though. 81
@ e o Gl | For the puddin' that. Mary always
Yo B ek iy mikes
0 P e g With nuts, and raising, and fruits, R .
:ﬂh“' 4 P And a good, stiff batter beat up and CBAS‘ TUINE & co"
¢ steamed,
ﬂﬁ’ “ | And served with a hefly sort of sauce,
s And then there's ples,
| Like pmnpkin, and minee, and apple, _—
- | Aund sometimes one or two more, -
A \ F | For a finlsh we always have walnuts, c'othlng at yﬂlll' 0"
47 ! - And a glags of cider or two, 1
) : > Now I'm teliin' you prlde.
.:.-.?V s When yvon get outside of that there ;
s (il meg Wil kind of a dinner -
10 '_L Bl & U“ﬂ?-" You're feelin' thankful. Wemwmm“uh and
’ $9 «,\{m 2 And you've a reason to be, have decided to dllp out our
T > ” You've had somethin' to eat '
r
/ !( -‘ /,"/ That's worth eatin’. Men's and Boy's Mh"‘
&.ﬂ._ & You ain't had no indigestion breed- Come in and pick them out.

Take them home, and look them

them back and get pay for your
trouble.
We Must Make Room For

K
R . i

THE PRECSDENTY
THANSIGNING TURKEY
AND HORACE: VOSE, THE
RHODE [ILAND PAWEQ A
WHO, RAIRJIES . b1,

Capyright 4907,

Stock Of Shoe= Coming In.

over, it not satisfactory, bring

L. M. Hayfer

SUCH GOOD OYSTERS

| People have found out

that sealshipt oysters arethe
only real good ones thnrd‘jd:
i pint of seslshipt will make

1 quart of tub oysters
Per Quart 50¢
We get them fresh uﬂda’
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