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The anow upon the hillside lay
And thutehed the cottuge roof,
The web of vines by the Higrim's door

Was Niled with ey woof
The boughe were Jleafless on the troes
Acrosz the harren plain

The north wind swept despairingly
And moandd ke ohe In paln

(It whimpered ke some hungry chitd
That clasps It parent's hand

And pleads for brend when Lhere |8 none
In all the dreary lnnd,)

Above the litle Plymouth town,
Clreling with emply maw,

Mocking thelr hunger, Nlew the orow,
Bhrieking his “"haw, huw, haw.”

Patlenco, a WMue-eyed malden,
(Her eves with tenrs wers dim)

From hunger feeble, trembling konelt
And ralsed hoer volee 1o Him

"Doar Dod,” she sald In plénding tones,
Tender. pinintive and sweet,

"We's almost ‘tarved, an' won't ‘oo

pleans
Bond down some fAngs to ent ™"

Then all duy long her walehful eyes
Gazed down the villuge strect,

Not doubting but she soon would see
Some one with “fngs to eat.”

And, lo! before the sun had set,
With wild fowl laden down,

Four hunters from the forest drear
Came matrching Into town,

And (as in answer to the prayer),
Tw add to sll the cheer,

And banish fumine from the place,
Came Indians with deer

The jovous villagers rushed out
The Indened otes to meoct,

But Patlence knelt and sald:

Do,

For sendin’ fingn to eat.”

“Fanks,

“HE SHALL DIRECT f
THY PATH.” g
(s

A Thanksgiving Story.
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“I'rust in the Lord with all thy heart
B & & Je ghall direct thy path.”

0ld Martha Brent, murmuring
snatehes of her day's verses, little real-
zed that a chul enge to her falth was
sloge at hand.

She was dusting some bhooks on a
shelf In her sitticg voum, and just then
she accldenially knocked one of them
to the floor.

The books had belonged to Martha's
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ACCIDENTALLY KNOCKED ONE TO
THE FLOOR.

nushand., 8Bhe dusted them dally, but

she never hind op.ned them since hiw

teath. ten years before, Above the

poak shell hung a bronze medal her

aushand had won for hravery in battle

Stooping to get the fallen book, Mar-
tha also picked up a paper that had
ambled oot of Iit. It was a deod con-
‘erring a small plece of proporty below
the town to one Frederick Willls,

“Well, now, to think: 1 never knew
Inmes deeded that sway!' thought
Martha.

She had just lald the paper aslde
when the door burst open and a little
poy came flylng in

“Granny!” he whispered, hurrledly,
‘you won't let him take me from you
will you?”'

“Why, Jacky!"” sald Martha,

Tho beautiful, flushed face
was ypturned to hers full of eager en-
‘roate,

“Fromise, you won't, Granny!"

“Na, no, Jacky." suld, patting
his Pead: “you never shall leave Gran-
ny newillingly."
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“Morning, Martha,"” sald a lnrgl‘.l

rather deterrined-looking man, ap
pearing in the doorway.

He was Stephen Butie, a relative o
the man who had married Martha't
only daughter, who, with her husband
now wns demd.

He presently stated the object of his
visit. He hnd come to town from his
ranch, wishing Lo ke Jacky back wit}
him. He and his wife would be glad
to adopt the boy, he sald,

“No, Butts," Martha replled, with ¢
touch of a=perity, “1l shouldn't feel g
bit relleved to be rid of Jacky.”

“And I must stay to take care of
Grauny,” chimed in the child, slipping
big firm, pink hand Into the wrinkled
brown one.

Butts argued the matter awhile. He
wanted the boy. Finally he weni
away, saying that he would not accept
Martha's decislon as flnal, He would
be In town again for Thanksgiv-
ing. ¢« o @

That alletnoon Martha went to the
office of her lmwyer, Mr, Crell,

My, Crell grected her cordlally, “I'm
glad you ecalled in today, Mrs. Brent,"
he gald, glving her a chalr, "1 wanted
to see you."

“No good news!"™ he sald. “I've
heard from Mr, Ford, but I'm sorry to
be obliged to tell you that he writes he
does not see much use of continuing
your penglon cas:, He cannot discover
any one who knew Sergeant William
Clay #7 James Drent”

James Brent had retaken his true
name when he got his discharge from
the nrmy three years before his death,
and came to live in this western town,
and now |t secmed impossible to prove
that he and Sergeant Clay were the
same man,

Hls wivow mortgaged the home to
Lawyer Ford, the penslon attorney,
who seelng no chance of winning the
cuge demanded payment of the mort-
gage. Crell told of Ford's demands.

Martha started. Bhe grew very
white. She had a poor head for busi-
ness matters, and she had not fully
reanlized, when gshe mortgaged her
property to meet the expenses of em-
ploying the Washington lawyer, that
ehe must lose it if she did not get her
pension, In the latter event the ten
yours' arrcars due her would easily
have pald up the mortgage.

“I hop we may be able to save the
place sc:io way,” sald Mr. Crell, ob-
serving her distress, “How about sell-
Ing that land on the river?"

“Oh, slr, 1 cannot sell that; t—"

Martha, hall extending the deed from
under her shawl, drew it sharply back
into hiding.

A flerce flood of terror set every
nerve In her old body trembling.
“What did yon say, sir?" she asked,
weakly, Mr. Crell explalned that It
would be wise to sell the land, “I'm
gure your husband would approve,” he
sald,

Martha rose from her chalr abruptly.

“Yes, 1 believe Jumes would want
me to sell (L,"” she declared; “he'd want
anything rather than Jacky and I'd be
without an home!" She went away
quickly,

Martha did not work well that after-
poon, Here mind was dlsracted, She
kept silpping ber hand into her pocket
to feel the deed. It's possession con-
fuged her welions

Unable to stond the strain any long-
er she started to Crell's offlce to  tell
the story But on the wany she met
Jacky returning from school,

"Come, you're tired. Let's hurry
home" sald Jacky, “Why, that's not
the way home, Granny! You're start-
Ing uptown. 8ee, it's well 1 came to
feteh Take my shoulder; I'm
pretty big now."

Murtha's determination wilted weak-
ly uway, She went home with her boy,

It was not until they were peated at
gupper that her sense of vight put in &
clnim again,

“I've taken the second wrong step,
and I've got to stop here!” She pulled
hersell up

She knew that If the worst came to
the worst she might go to the poor-
house, and tried to pursuade him to go
to DButis’

Jacky's face clouded;
golf back In his chalr

“Now, Granny,” he eried, with tears,
“you're telking as though you wanted
me to go and you sald you didn't:
you promlsed that I might alwaye stay
with you."

Martha's face
ling expression It had assumed Bhe
gave up the effort to persuade the
chlld to wish to leave her as beyon?
her strength. She rose abruptly after
a few minutes nnd walked to the stove
She lifted o Id and snatched the dee?
from ner pocket,

“Why, what are you dolng nowt
Jucky asked, surpriged at the nervons
intensity of her actions,

Yiou,

he flung him-

fell from the wheed-

Maitha stopped herseld
nls question

“1 was golng to burn this paper, but
maybe I'd better not,” she muttered,

She sat down again, quite spent
from the day's perplexities. She did
not coherently plan what she should
do, She let matters drift for the next
few days,

Then one mornlng Mr. Crell came
to her house with a notary and a deed
all drawn up for her to sign. He gave
her the deed to slgn. Ehe trembled
and before she could write her name
the pen fell to the floor. She would
pot plek it up, "I won't sell the land,”
she sald. “Let this place go If It will,
and Jacky and I are going to live on
the shack on the river land.”

Nothing the perplexed lawyer could
sy would alter this deciglon, and at
Inst he took the notary away,

However, sincerely desirous of sav-
ing the old woman from the consos
quences of what seemed a strange
vagary, Mr. Crell came to her another
dny, saying that he had arranged by
telegraph to postpone the time of pay-
Ing the morigage,

But Martha stubbornly refused to
alter her plans, She put a little furni-
ture into the two-roomed log shack
on the river property, and moved
there with Jacky.

“There won't be any erlme In
borrowing the land while I live”
told herself

One evening, when they had Dbeen
In the shack some woeeks, as he sat
studying the depressed lines that had
come Into her face, an ldea occurred
to Jncky,

“"Granny,” he broke out
we're not very cheerful
because we haven't enough
uhlenesrs.'

Then, ng Martha eaught her breath,
ghe glanced at him sharply.

"We ought to bhave grandfather's
medal hanging up ns It was at the
cottage,” he explained, “You see,
Granny, we're always so proud and
happy when we look at it and remem-«
ber what a brave soldler ho was, 1
makes us %ish to be all honorable and
right ourselves, Why Granny!"’

Martha had suddenly dropped hor
face in her hands, and wps swayving
her poor old body to and fro,

“Jacky! Jucky!" she cricd out, “Go
get the medal, quickly!™

He flew for it, guite distracted at
the remarkable effect of hilg words, He
had merely repeated things she had
often sald to him,

sartha had controlled her agitation
when he came back to her side alter
n few minutes. Shoe was sltting up
very stralght and calm, and there was

Bnovdy at
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“the reason
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a brightness in her eyes, as Iif the
gpirit behind them was working
strongly,. Her mouth had dropped

from the set look it had recently worn,
It trembled slightly.

“Jacky,'"! she sald, “stand beforoe me,

my man. Jacky, vou say that think-
ing of grandfather ought to make us
brave and henorable. Do you mean
nt

“Oh, yes, Granny.”

“And {f he was ready to do hls duty
In hig way, we must do ours in our
way as hravoely ?

“Ye-es, Granny,"”

“Then, Jacky, we shall,
and you'll do yours, little lad, even
though it's the hardest trinl that

could come for us to be parted.”
L - -

I''l do mine

The next morning Martha ecarried
the deed to Mr, Orell and told him the
etory of how shoe had found it and
of her resolve Lo restore the land to
Willis.

“Oh, Mra. Breat!” he excluimed
when he was through  reading It
springing up to grasp her band, “"How
glnd wé are vou brought me this at
last! You say you were pnot able to
Well, Frederick Willla

read all of it?

SysiEs e

"MOW GLAD WE ARE."
wna a scldler sorving with your hus-
band, and the land is left him in grat
Itude for mving Bront's lile L
In mentioned hoere that Dront served
under the assumed name of Clay, Now
all to do Is to find Willis, and through

Once

him prove Hrent's ldentity, and we
shall get your penvion!”
- L -
Thanksglving Day  whon Stephen

Buttg drove In from his ranch
wis back In hier cottage it

Murtha
looked

at her pleasanlly as gve opened the
door for hlmn.

“I haven't come W ergs you to let
us have the boy, Mertha,” he sald

kindly, *“Jenny sald | sheuldn t, slnee
you're so s¢t by eaoh athoer.”

He had his wagon leaded with
pumpking nnd Lutter and ocggs and
other good thiuvgy producsd on  hig
ranch, He stored them away in Mar-
tha's chalr,

“He shall direct thy paths,” she

murmured, with new fervor
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THE PUMPKIN.

Oh, greenly and falr in the lands of the
mun,

The vines of the gourd and the rich mel.
on ran,

And the rock and the tree and the cot-
tago enfold,

With broad leaves all greotiness and blos-
svima all gold.

Like that which o'er Niteveh's prophet
ance grew,

While we walted to know that his warns
Ing was (ruie,

And longed for the stormecloud,

iistened In valn

For the rush of the whirlwind and red
Nire<raln

and

On the banks of the dnrk
Spanish malden

Comuea up with the frult of the tangled
vine laden!

And the Crecle of Cuba laughs out to be-
hold

Through the orange leavea shining the
broad spheres of gold;

Yot with dearer delight from his home In
the north,

On the flelds of his harvest the Yankee
looks forth,

Where the crook-necks are colling and

yellow frult shines,

the sun of September melts down

on his vines

Xeontl, the

And

Anl! on Thanksgiving Day, when from
eanl and from west,
From north ang from south come the pll-
grim and guest,
When the gray-hulred
soes round Lls bonrd

The old broken links of affection restor.
ed,

When the eare-wearied
mothar once more,

And the worn matron smiles where the
girl smiled bhefore,

What molstens the Up and what bright-
enn the eye?

What calls buck the past, like the rich
pumpkin-ple?

New-Englander

man secks his

Oh, frult loved of boyhood! the old days
recalling:

When wood-grapen were purpling
brown nuts were falllng!
When wild, ugly fuces wo carved in fits

wiin,
Glaring out through the dark with n
candle within!

and
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The good people of the ehurch at

Elmville had declded that something
muet bhe done, and at once. The
tronsurer, & young man, whoe had re-
cently eome to the villuge, had made

a financinl statement that Oclober
Sunday morning, upen which certaln
persons felt very much scandalized

Such a thing had never been done ba
fore-—pot even thought of; then it re
vealed the fact that the Reverend Wes
ley Norwood had recelved but 351756
for six morths of talthful service

“I don't belleve In bringing up such
matters In the rellglous
tha ehureh," growled Brother Cook,
who glways protested that it was a
waste of money to pay the minleter so
much salary,

“I qulte agree with you,” responded
Mr, Burnes, He was not a member of
the chureh, but attended becauso It
wWas a respectable thing to do—gave
you standing. “If these things must
come up every Sunday, | shall attend
chureh elsewhere,”

Notwithstanding this, It wns gener-
ally agreed that It was a shame, and
something must be done. But when
things had gone In n baphnzard way
80 long It was no easy mutter to face
rlght about After peveral weeks of
deliberation, the necessary something
seemed as far from sccomplizhment as
over

“It Is too bad that they do not eol
lect the pastor's salary,” remuarked
Mr#, Hunter at the Ladies’ Ald met-
ilng. Who she meant by “they” was

servicoes of

|
evening

not eutirely clear, Inasmuch as she
war one of the ofMeers,

“1f no one elee will do anything, we
must,"” rejoined Mra, Allen; the vavls
ous members nodded approval,

It was soon planned, 'The pastor
had recelved $51.96; they would pay
him $08.25~make It even $150-—and
have enough left in the treasury for
Incldental wmatters, On  Thursday
of next week, which waa
Thanksgiving.they would invite them-

gelves to the parsonage, and Lhave a

“WHAT SHALL WE DoO?
good time while making the pastor

happy. It would be ensy to prepare
something extra while getting ready
for Thanksglving. It was to be a
grand secret; not a soul but members
of the soclety should know a word of
it

At the close of the business meet-
Ing of the Young People's League, the
president made a close serutiny to as-
gure himself that all prosent were
members; he then proposed that, as
“They would not do anything,” the
Leagiie take up the matter,

“1 understand that we have nearly
glxty doilnrs tn the treasury; we counld
piy the pastor $45.00—Dbring the sal-
ury up to §i00—and have enough left
to pay all billg and begin the new year
out of debt. If we do this | suggest
that we observe the utmost secrecy
gnd mako It n complete surprise.” All
read!ly ngreed to the plan and pledged
the proper retlcence In the matter,

Four of the most falthful met after
praser wecting to discuss the situn-
tlon, and declded that they must at
once collect $248.26, the balance nec-
essary to pay the asix months' salary
due, This they proceeded to do so
quletly that no one surmlsed a gen-
ornl canvass was belng made. Before
Sunday the entire amount was secured,

Friday, after school, tho Junior
Loaguers met and declded that Inas-
much as the grown up folks would
not help in the matter, they would do
what they could; so thoy voted to pay
over every bit there was in  the
treasury. Upon counting $28.26 was
found to be the correct amount,

“Oh, glrle!” erled Lottla Newman,
us ahe made some Ngures In the trons-
urer's book, “It will make Just even
$76 and | hope we can get cnough to
muke It a hundred."

Aftey the cholr had run over the
Sunday hymns, someone propos=d that
they pay the proceeds of the last cons
cirt on the salary, The sum of $30.25;
after reforring to the margin of his
anthem book, the chorister reported
that It would make $82 all told, On
Thankdgiving morning they would
call ut the parsonage and surprise the
pastor with o check for this smount
Perhaps It would somewhat atone for
the sin of whispering during the ser-
maon.

Thanksglving day wos a trylng timae
for thoe Norwoods. The baby was sick
the night before and kept them
awake, and when they did get to
rest, they averslepl. What with rush-
ing to get breakfast over and make
rendy for the service at church, priay-
ors wiére shortened and the chapter
omitted altogether.

“Oh, Wesley, 1 am so tired! Bvery-
thing has gone wrong today,” sald
Mrg, Norwood that afternoon, “The
children never were so nsughty before.
What will people say about Robble
fighting? The flour-barrel I8 empty,
the potatoes are all gone, and we have
not 4 thing In the house for breakfast,
only bread and botter; and the grocer
Bent us word yesterday that we could
not have another thing until we pald
him What shall we do?”" After
which lengthy and somewhat incoher-

¢nt mpeech, she lald her head on his
shoulder and found refuge In tears.

"Never mind, Dear; the Lord will
provide”; them he slowly added, as
if In an afterthought, “‘some way,"

A few minutes later Pastor Norwood
whas bowing to the organist, who slip-
ped a check in his hand and sald prop-
erly, “With the compliments of the
cholr.” Just an they were sented, the
door bell rang aguin, and this tlme the
Junior League marched en masse and
the astonished ministor stood speech-
fess with n check In efther hand, Then
the older League came, and pros-
ently the Ladles' Ald, and last of all
the trustees, all adding thelr offerings
and crowding the small rooms, Each
party looked stiflly askance at the
others, wondering by what trickery
thelr secret had become known,

After an hour of discourse and song,
the treasurer arose and said:

“A few days slnce our pastor had
recelved but a mere pittance for many
months of falthful labor, While he
had wrought earnestly for the church
and Its societies, so that, for the first
time in years, all were In a prosperous
condition, he unselfishly forgot his
own needs. No, no! Brother Nor-
wood, you must permit me to finish,
Then one soclety and another,by some
strange colncldence, concelved the
thought of glving the pastor a pleas-
ant Thanksgiving surpriss, It 18 nesd-
less to say thut we have surprised each
other quite as well. But best of all, I
find that In the few days of uncon-
selous eo-operation, wo have Inereasod
the amount pald on salary to just five
hundred doilars. This shows what we
can do If wo all work together, 1
move you as a congregation, that we
Incrense our pastor’s salary from six
hundred to elght hundred dollars a
year,

It was carried with a rush, even
Brother Cook assenting. Pastor Nor-
wood arose, and with tears of Joy
trickling down his cheeks, thanked
them simply. Some sald they sung
the doxology as never before; at least
there woere two volees that rang out
with n new inspiration of falth,

When they were onee moroe at home,
and the chlldren In bed, Wesley Nor-
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THEY READ TOGETHER.

wood agaln took his wife in his arms
and opening his Blble ut a place much
marked and worn, they read together
with the gullelens falth of ehildren,
“And It shall come to pass that before
they call, 1 will ansver; and while
they are yet speaking, 1 will hear."

b=
Centuries 04,
Days of festival thanksgiving have

been  celebrated for many centuries,
Under the old Mosale law the Hebrews
held an annual barvest festival under
the trees and In tents of palm., The
German Protestants bhave an annual
“Harvest Home" festival, accompanied
by religlous services, and thls custom
was brought to America by the early
Duteh Immlgrants,

Thunksglving for us today is a time
for rejolelng that life has been spared
to us and that we have escaped many
dangers, overcome many trials and en-
joyed muny pleasures during the last
year. It Is also & time when we
should remember kindly those who
have been less fortunate and should
put forth some special effort to make
them happler,




