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"HE old Tetlow place stood 
oif to the east of Layton. It 
had once been surrounded by 
wide acres, but gradually 
the growing town ha<? en-
croached on its benders; 

bit by bit, the property baa beea 
swallowed up, until at last the low
browed, rambling famhouse was el-
jbowed by smarter town residences, 
»nd could boast only a narrow door-
fcrard in front, and a cramped orchard 
In the rear. 

"The mills had spoiled Layton," old 
•Mrs. Tetlow used to say, with a dreary 
©hake of the head, as she watched 
(these changes. 

The Tetlow farm had been a pros
perous one In Its day, and its owners 
(had lived on It in quiet respectability 
tor many generations. But tliey were 
iall scattered and gone now—these Tet-
*ows—save for the one lonely old worn-
tun, who gazed out of the small-paned 
(windows. 

People said Mrs. Tetlow was grow
ling forgetful. Perhaps she was—for
getful of the present. 

It was a dreary November day. The 
Idouds hung low fmd a few scattering 
isnowfiakes were beginning to fall. 

"Iteal Thanksgiving weather," mur
mured Mrs. Tetlow, as she looked out 
tof her front window. 

"Yes, it's real Thanksgiving weatli-
«r." repeated the old lady, drawing 
fcer small shoulder shawl closer about 
her. "It's time to be making the mince
meat." 
. "Mother always did that the first 
ithlng," she went on, by and by, "and 
today Is Friday. Next week will bring 
jthe last Thursday in the month. The 
jjrtclamatlon'11 be read next Sabbath." 
I The knitting needles lay idle in Mrs. 
ttetlow's lap, as she rocked slowly 
back and forth. 
I "Grandma Spencer's folks always 

ne by Wednesday night," she said, 
ter a reflective pause, "and brother 

Peter and his wife and boys would 
Jget here as early as. 9 Thanksgiving 
(morning. The rest didn't come till 
(nearly noon. I wonder where Peter's 
poy Is now. I wish the West weren't 
no far off. I wonder if the boy's done 
Kvell." 
I Mrs. Tetlow stopped rocking and sat 
Sip straight in her chair. 

"Wouldn't I like to get ready for an-
lotfaer such Thanksgiving party," she 
exclaimed, a red spot burning in ei
ther cheek. "I believe I will." 

She arose, her slight figure trem
bling as she rolled up her knitting 
work and thrust the needles into It. 

"Let me see," she went on musingly, 
bow many must I provide for? There's 
JPeter and Mary and the three boys, 
end Jane and Henrietta and Uncle 
ISolon. Nannie and her husband and 
jthe little folks, bless 'em! and Grand-
ima Spencer's folks and Joe and Letty. 
It'll be a long tableful, but I'll be 
(ready for them." 

Monday saw active preparations go
ing on In the old kitchen. 

The last thing each night before go
ing to her bed the old lady took her 
iwaverlng candle and inspected her 
(pantry shelves, and with every even
ing there were more toothsome goodies 
(to behold. 

When the traveling butcher stopped 
[Wednesday for his usual small order, 
tMrs. Tetlow followed him out to his 
cart and selected the largest turkey in 
bis collection. The man's eyes opened 
twlde. 

"Expecting company, ma'am?" he 
psked as he weighed It, and the old 
jwoman nodded gravely. 

That morning the windows In the 
lupper chamber were thrown open to 
(the wind and' sunshine, and sweeping 
land dusting and airing of bed linen 

• (were in order. 
"Grandma Spencer's folks always 

^tome by Wednesday night," she said, 
"and the rooms haven't been used for 
Bome time. They feel n little damp, 
BO I'll have them open all day." 

Toward night Mrs. Tetlow put on 
ber second best gown and sat down 
pear the window to watch. 

When her guests arrived, the near
est neighbor might not have known, 

Grateful for Victory in War. 
This is indeed a sad world to which 

^Thanksgiving day comes this year, n 
World full of death and destruction, 
Woe and hatred, and my greatest and 
deepest thankfulness this year is that 
lAJjnlghty God made It possible for me 

believe In an outcome of it all which 
ill be for the ultimate welfare of all 
pie. My hymn of praise Is for the 

ilth that Is in me. Otherwise, amidst 
he play of titanic forces which use 

i merely as pawns on a world chess-

but a lamp was lighted in the dim 
best room that evening, and at nine 
o'clock the old woman took a bed-
floom candle in either hand and tolled 
up the creaking stair. On the little 
stand' beside each bed she placed a 
brass candlestick, and, having turned 
back the sheets, went out again, mur
muring a soft "good-night." 

Mrs. Tetlow arose at dawn, and be
fore it was time to prepare breakfast 
she had dressed lier turkey and set it 
aside, ready for the oven. 

About nine o'clock she began to lay 
her table. 

Having smoothed out every wrinkle 
In the cloth, she gathered all her ge
ranium blossoms and put them in the 
center of the table in a glass bowl. 
Then the silver, which had all been 
polished the day before, was brought 
forth from its canton ilannel wrap
pings, and Great-grandma Tetlow's 
blue cltfna was lifted down from the 
shelves of the china closet. 

"How good it is to see all these 
things out again!" exclaimed the old 
lady, surveying the result of her labor 
with pardonable prido; "and it's right 
good to have company once more," she 
added with a little sigh; "I've eaten 
alone so long." 

"I've nothing to do now," she said, 
"but to sit at the front window and 
watch for the folks to come. I'll be 
able to see them far up the meadow 
road." 

A few minutes later she was star
tled by hearing a knock at the front 
dooi, and, quite trembling with the 
shock, she arose to open it. 

"Cood morning, Mrs. Tetlow." It 
was Sifs. Clifford, the young doctor's 
wife, who spoke. "Good morning, Mrs. 
Tetl<y*fr. Isn't this a beautiful Thanks
giving day? Madam Clifford Is out in 
the carriage and she wants to take 
you home to have dinner with us. 
Please say you'll come; and let me 
get your bonnet and shawl for you." 

Mrs. Tetlow looked down into the 
bright young face, with a dreamy hap
piness In her own, as she slowly shook 
her head. 

-You're real good," she said, "and 
please tell Madam Clifford I'm just as 
much obliged to her, but I can't come 
today. I'm—I'm looking for company.** 

There was a ring of tremulous pride 
in the old voice that went to the 
heart of the young woman. She look
ed up into the wrinkled old face and 
noted the strange glow of content 
and far-off happiness in the old eyes. 
Mrs. Clifford remembered It afterward 
with a sense of awe. 

As she turned to go now she saw, 
through the open door, a corner of the 
long table, all ready for dinner. 

"I'm so glad for you, Mrs. Tetlow!" 
she exclaimed impulsively. "I hope 
you will have a pleasant Thanksgiving 
day." Then she hurried back to her 
carriage, and Mrs. Tetlow returned to 
her rocking-chair by the window. 

"They're real late," she murmured 
to herself now and then, and a new, 
strange weariness and numbness crept 
over her as she sat and waited, her 
dim vision still wandering far up the 
meadow road. 

Suddenly she started forward with 
outstretched arms. "Peter!" she cried. 
"Mary!" and then sank back feebly in 
her chair. "I'm right glad to see you 
all," she faltered, "but I seem to be a 
little tired. Just lay off your things 
and draw up near the fire. It is grow
ing chilly." She drew her shawl clos
er about her, with a little shiver as 
she spoke. 

tioard, I would see nothing hut doom 
and despair. Unless we believe that 
wrong Is going to triumph over right 
in this world, unless we believe that 
Injustice is going to triumph over 
righteousness, unless we believe that 
God Is mocked, unless we believe that 
the wheat of the kingdom is going to 
produce a harvest of tares, unless we 
believe that Calvary was a vain sac
rifice, and that God is going to be de
feated in his good purposes, we can 
thank God this day for the mighty 
faith which sees the Invisible and 

"Johnny, just put another stick in 
the stove; that's a good boy." She 
closed her eyes a moment, murmuring 
softly to herself, "I musn't give out 
now; its nearly dinner time. I'll just 
rest till the others come." 

But soon she leaned forward again, 
n joyous smile on her lips. 

"Nannie!" she exclaimed, "and the 
blessed baby! I didn't see you come 
in. Sit here, child; T'll hold the little 
one while you rest," and she began 
to croon softly as she nicked. "It is 
cold," she murmured again, "real cold; 
but then It's Thanksgiving weal her." 

Several moments slipped by, while 
the old clock alone broke the stillness; 
then Mrs. Tetlow raised her head. "I 
smell lavender," she said. "Aunt Hen
rietta ! I knew you had come. I 
smelled the lavender." 

"Grandma Spencer's in the best 
room," she added. "She came at sun
down last evening and she seems real 
smart. What, Joe, you here, too! Did 
you come In the back way? Uncle 
Solon and pa are In the barn, aren't 
they?" 

An anxious look suddenly clouded 
the sunshine In her eyes. "Nannie," 
she whispered, "will you just take a 
look at things In the kitchen. I seem 
to be a little tired, hut there's nothing 
to do. I'll come soon." 

Her gaze wandered up the "meadow 
road" again, the joyous look returning, 
"They're coming!" she cried at length. 
"They're coming; I can see the sleigh." 
Then she turned, as though some one 
had touched her elbow, and started 
back wonderingly. 

"My little Mary!" she faltered, with 
dimming eyes, "my little Mary, with 
her old rag baby! I thought—oh, fath
er, John, here is our little Mary!" 

With a beautiful gesture she clasped 
the child of her youth to her heart, 
and when she raised her eyes again It 
was to murmur. "Mother, father, Let
ty, Ehen-—what a grand Thanksgiv
ing! I didn't count on seeing you all— 
why, the room Is full—full—hut I 
have enough—" 
• * • . • * 

The sun had gone down when Dr. 
Clifford drove by the old Tetlow place, 
on his way to see some patient. 

"So the old lady Is entertaining," he 
said to himself, remembering his 
wife's story, and then, glancing at the 
house, lie drew his horse up suddenly. 
"No lights!" he exclaimed, and an In-
tuitlve implse made him stop. "T can't 
seem to go by," he said, "I must just 
run In and see If all Is well with the 
old lady." 

He hurried up the path and lifted 
the heavy knocker, but no one an
swered. Then the doctor opened the 
door and walked In. 

"Mrs. Tetlow," he called, but the 
loud tick of the clock alone responded. 
Finally a sleepy cat emerged from the 
kitchen and rubbed against his leg. 

Dr. Clifford struck a match and 
lighted a lamp thnt stood on the hall 
table. Then he passed Into the slt-
tingroom. The fire in the air-tight 
stove had gone out nnd the room had 
grown cold. Through a half-open door 
he could see dimly a long table, laid 
for many guests, hut DO plate had been 
disturbed. 

The doctor raise,! the lamp above 
his head and turned toward the front 
window. In the high-backed rocker a 
slender, motionless figure leaned back 
among the cushions, but the old house 
was wrapped In peaceful stillness; 
for. with a wonderful smile upon her 
white lips. Mrs. Tetlow had gone forth 
with her Thanksgiving guests. 

trusts Its God In war's dark hour.-
Exchange. 
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THEY WILL NOT BE DOING THIS MUCH LONGER 

Life's Object. 
The Image of Christ that is form

ing within us—that is life's one 
charge. Let every project stand aside 
for that. "Till Christ be formed" no 
man's work is finished, no religion 
crowned, no life has fulfilled its end 
If the infinite task begun? When, how. 
ere we to be different? Time cannol 
change men. Christ can. Wherefore 
put oo Christ 

I 

This scene on the deck of an Atlantic liner shows the passengers all wearing their life belts, a habit that will be 
discontinued now. 

CONVALESCENT YANKS IN ENGLAND EDITH CAVELL MEMORIAL 

y i V' f 

•fed 
"A 
Western Newspaper U.ilon mmm «v«v/«v + t A 

A number of Americans are shown here having the proverbial English 
tea at a hospital in England. These men wore in the trenches a week 
previous to the taking of this picture. 

BURIAL OF THE OTRANTO VICTIMS 
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This memorial statue lias been 
erected to the memory of Edith 
Cavell, who lived a patriot and died a 
martyr. The memorial was unveiled 
by Queen Alexandra at Norwich, 
where her majesty opened a home for 
the district nurses. This home was 
named the Nurse Cavell Memorial 
home. 
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Hot Air. 
It was somewhere in France, at & 

l.ase commandant's, where casualty re
ports came from the line. A war-
weary Tommy, coming down for a 
• breather," was accosted with the re
mark : 

' How's everything looking up 
there?" 

"Nothing to worry about," replied 
the warrior. And then, as If he had 
suddenly remembered It: "Heard 
about the new gas Fritz Is sendln®. 
over now?" lie asked. " 

"No. Is it very r**d?" 
"Rather!" assented the warrior. "So 

had that It gets through your pay-
nook and kills your next-of-kin." 

The Impressive burial service, that took place in Scotland, near the scene 
of the disaster, of the men who perished in the collision of the British 
r>ort Kashmir and the »-• 

Cut Out for the Job. 
"I wanted to enlist and fight for me 

country," said Tired Trotters to the 
sharp-eyed woman at the door. "But 
I'm chicken-hearted an' de recrultln' 
orflcer turned me down. Have youse 
got any light work dat a pore, of. 
flicted man—" 

"Yes, Indeed," replied the fnrmo^-


