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FIRST THANKSGIVING. !,

HEN In the year of
grace 1650, sturdy
Gov, John Win-
throp and Purltan
colonlsts of Massa-
chusetts proclalmed
and duly observed
a public thanksgly-
Ing, they probably
had little jdea of
the importance

L which the festival
was destine! Lo obtain fn the history ol
America.

Tho first ‘Thanksgiving differed very
materially from itg successors in that
it was proclalmed ag a fast and not a8
a feast. Supplles had run short, the
shipe expected from England were de-
ilayed, and extinction threatened the
“governor and company of Massachu-
setts bay In New Englacd.” Winthrop
and his council declded to hold a day
of prayer and abstinence, “so that ye¢
Lorde be propitiated and looke upon
his servants with favor, in that they
have humbled themselves before Him."”
Accordingly a crier was sent about the
primitive eettlement of Charlestown,
and the eolonists were each and all in-
vited to take part In the fast, Thelr
sacrifice met with speedy reward,

Bcarcely had the noon hour of the
alloted day arrived when the long
hoped-for ship made Its welcome ap-
poarance In Massachusetts bay, the
ecargo was landed, and the fast wns
suececded by a banquet of a sort which
must have seemed sumptuous indeed to
the exiles so recently plunged In
Runger and hardship. On the thresh-
ald of dreaded winter Winthrop and
his followers found what bad been a
prospect of fear and peril changed In-
%0 one of happiness and hope, BSuch
was Amerlea's first Thanksglving, as
eclebrated 200 years ago. Thereafter
each succecding November was mark-
ed In the anoals of the colony Ly a
slmilar festival of gratitude,

But Thanksgiving in the early days
of our history was not confined to the
New England ploneers nlone, Just
fifteen years after Winthrop's proclam-
ation, 1. e., In 1645, Gov. Kleft of the
Dutch colony, then known as Nlenw
Amsterdam, but now as New York, or-
dered the observance of a day of re-
jolelng and thanks, “for the rest nod
peace which God had been ploazad to
bestow upon his servants'” Thus we
gee that the feast of Thanksgiving s
not as generally supposed, a pecullarly
Puritan Institution, but is equally de-
rived from the stalwart burghers of
Manhattan island.

The next notable Thanksgiving day
In history fell In 1768, On that date
the British and eolonial army, number-
ing 69,000 men, and commanded by
en. Forbes, attacked and captured

from the French, after a flerce strug-
g%, Fort Duquesne, at the junction of
the Allegheny and Monongabela riv-
era. The npame of the place wus
changed to Fort Pitt, and was the nu-
clous of the city of Pittsburg. Thus
in a spcelal sepse the history of the

great capltal of the coal and fren In-
&miring s connected with the celo-
lﬁn ¢ Thanksglving day,

Bot meanwhile, In New HEngiand,
what had bheen begum ns an cecaslonnl
day of plous rejoicing had sesumed the
proportions of a fixed natlonal holiday.
In Massachusetts aud New Hampghire
it was especially popular, There wis
ut SMrst great latltude In regard to the
day selected for (he feast, Governors
proclaimed the chosen dute arbitrarily,
and no offort wag made to keep the an-
niversary of Winthrop's proe'amation
Somelimes Thanksgiving occurred Ih
July, sometimes In midwinter. At
feagth, throngh the efforts of the pres.
Weat and professora of Harvard col-
::. it was practically fixed upsu the

year on Decembor 25, and the combin:
atton of evacuation dey and that fes-
tival wore long Jointl; honored in Now |
York.

The Thankeglving day of 1318 1»
i memorable as the ocosslon upon whieh
an Awerican theater was first {llum-
fnated with gas. This event !~npp-‘nodr
in Philndeiphia, The exporlment was |
(a complete anocoss, and tho manager
{ of the affaly was Dr. Kugler. I.Iur!nn!
tho war, of the battles and skirmishes
fought on Thanksgiving, the most no-i
table was that of Lookoult mountain
(1463).

A few add and Qlstinative mathody of
colebrating the great hollday still sur-
vive In different parts of the United
States, although the tendency s to-
ward a uniform manner of rejoleing.
In sections of Connectleut, for exam-
ple, the “Thanksglving barrel burn-
ing"” 18 & time-honored institution, For
a month Lefore the day Connectlout
boys diligently colleet and store In a
place of security all the barrels, old

The college lacully wers moved to
mterest themselves in the question by
the fact tha! the uncertainty regarding
tho date caused considerable disorder
among thelr pupils, BDoys from differ-
ent states celebrated on differsnt days,
many of them returning home to oat
the Thanksgiving meal under the'r
own rooftrece. This very undesirable
ptate of affairg could only bLe put a
atop to, sald the grave Harvard dons,
by the formal estaLliahment of a unl-
form date for the feast. The last
Thureday of the eleventh month sulted
tha collegers, and Influcnce baing
brought tn bear upen the eolonial gov-
ernors of New England, proclunations
were lasued making that day the regu-
lar Thanksglving.

In the south Thanksgiving, az an
ru.mual festlval, remained practicslly
unknown until, In 1805, the curious
Virginian controversy ou the subject
wag precipitated, Thia controversy,
which 18 not generally known, deserves
a brief noties, The governor of Vir-
ginla at tho time was ono Juhns, a pa-
triotic and broad-minded gentleman,
who had always entertained a rever-
ence for the Puritan annlversary
which was by no means common below
Mason and Dixon's llne. Gov. Johns,
in a letter to the state legisluture, ur-

"
THE PRESENT,
gently recommended the recognition of
Thanksgiving In Virg'nia, and offerad,

in case hls recommendatlon proved
satlsfactory, to &t unce iseus a proc-
lamation,

But the leglsintura of Washington's
state dld not look upon the New Eng-
land holiday with faver. Gov. Johus
wag advised not to make the Thanks-
giving proclamation; and, as he did
not do so, the matter was allowed tem-
porarily to drop. But public Interest
had been awakenad, and before long
a flerco debate was raging In Virglnia
hetween the opponcents and supporiers
of the proposed southern Thanksglv-
ing. At last, In 1857, Gov. Wise—
Johns' successor—took the metaphori-
eal bull by the horns, and issued a
prociamation setting apart a day for
the feast. IHis actlon caused much
angry criticlsm, and several southern-
ern newspapera declared that Thanks-
giving was simply "a relie of Puritan-
ie bigotry.” In spite of Lhis, the in-
govation was warmly welcomed, Thoe
hospitable southernera grested glad'y
another hollday, and the northern f-as|
goon ranked among them as second In

importance only to the “glorious
Fourth” itaelf. [In 1858 —~the year aftor
Wise's proclamation—no less than

olght governors of southern states pro-
clalmed Thanksglving In their sec-
tlons. ‘The war, however, coming
shortly afterward, practically extin-
gulshed the popularity of the hollday
In Dixle,

But it has bhecome a loved institu-
tion in the middle, western and north-
western  statos,  Exiled Americans,
too, cling to it celebration, and every
November seea Thanksglving dinners
in Lonflon, Parls, Berlln, Rome—or
wherever some of the secattered chil-
dren of Uncle Bam may chance to go-
jomrn,  Indeed, Mr., Willlam Astor
Chanler, the well-kmown explorer, tells
of a Thawksgiving dinuor which he en-
jayed ln the very heart ol darkest Af-
riea,

An extensive and highly Interesting
Yolumae might ba complled on the sub-
Joet of Thanksglvings and the avents
which have signallzed them. For In-
stance, on Thanksgiving day, 1753, the
British army evacualed New York,
while Washington aud Clinton march-
ed loto the city at the head of the con-
tinental army and took formal posses-
slon In the namg of the young repub-
lle. Fest!vities and a grand display
of freworksy closed that memorable

or new, which they can find,

All bar-
relas are regarded as the property of
whompoever ean carry (hem away., On
Thanksgiving night the barrels are
plled In a huge heap and lgnited, Doys
and girls then dance around the bon-
fire until the very last barre! bag gone
up in emoke,

HE WOULDN'T OBLIGE.

“Ray, Joe,” suld the western sheriff,
addressing a gray-haired, cadaverouns
looking Individual who sat beside him
In front of the county jall one day,
“blamed shame tho way my prisoners
wuz treated last Thanksgivin', wuzn't
i

“1¢ sartinly wux, Tem,” was the re-
ply, "“They didn't git a bite of turkey,
it I remember.”

“Not a durned bite, Joe," continued
tha sheri In tones of dingust, “an' 1
wus acghually ashamed to look even
the hosg thieves In the face fur weeke
arterward!”

‘“"D'ye think the county'll throw '‘em
down agin this y'ar?” |

“Yes, 1 reckon so. Ever since my |
deputy eold the turkeys 1 bought fur
the prlsoners an' gkipped with the
cashh the turkey deal has bin declur'd!
off, Bay, Joe, old [riend, I'm a-feelln’
I've gotter do sunthin® fur the fellers
this Thanksglivin'®

“Jeetus ‘though it's yer duty to, Tom
—geems 80, an' i 1 kin help ¥e any
Jist call on me."”

“Wall, Joo!” continued the sharlff,
“that's durned zood o' ye to gay that, |

an' 1t shows ye've goiL my lnterests at|
heart. Now, I've bin thinkin' that
while we couldn’t go down In our pock-
ets an' buy ‘em turkeya, we could git
up a lectle entertalnment fur 'em on
that day and eorter choor "em up. What
d've think o’ jt?"

“A durned good scheme, Tom, an’|
jest count on me to help yo In any
way! But what sort o' an entertain-
ment ar' yo thinkin' of?"

“Oh, thar's only one sort of show|
they'd wake up long *nuff to look at,
an' that's n hangin', of course.”” |

“A hangin’, eh?" queried the old
man as a puzzled look came over hig
face, “But yed hev to hang one o' them |
an' wonlin't that sort o make the
others fcel gloomy 7"

“No, 1 wouldn't hang
prisoners, Thar's three or four gottor
hang bimeby, but not until arter
Thanksglvin’, an’ 1 couldn’t hang 'em
‘till that time comes. No, Joe, ole
friend, that's whar' ye come In, ye
know, That will be yer part o' the
show, an' I'm f-teilin’ ye it'll be ap-
preclated all over town, too

“D=do ye mean fur me to h—aug?
gasped the other,

“Why, in course. Yer an ole galoot,
Joe, a-sufferin’ all the time with rheu-
mnnatlsm an' five or six other things, an'
liegldes yo haven't n relative on alrih
to keer fur ye."

“Yer a fool, Tom Bmith!" shouted
the old man as he Ieaped from his
chair and looked daggers at the other,
“I may be old an’ all that, but I hain’t
n-lendin' oy neck to please nobody!
Wall, T reckon not, with whisky never
so cheap, too!” and old Joe slipped
nway In high dudgeon,

“Wall, shoot me for a coyote if I'd
believed it o' him!" growled the sher-
iff, an he looked afler the man In great
astonlshment. “Jest Just week 1he ole
critter was wishin® he could do sun-
thin' fur his feiler-men, an' wow he
backa out when I've given him a splen:

"D-DO YE MEAN FUR ME TO
HANG?" GASPED THE OTHER,

did chanca! An' me the champlon
hanger o' the state, too! Wall, wal}
wall!™

P

Troe.
Oh, wo find on glad Thanksgiving,
When we've passed beyoud the soup,
That a bird upon the table
Ts worth Ywo eut In the ceop.
The Ol4 Darky.
He always prays Thasksgiving eve
Will be both dark and marky,
For then ha'll bave no cause to grieve
He couldn't g2t no turkey,
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CHAPTER V.,
t tried to follow at Lthe samao spood,
but, after polng a few yards, had to

tome to an fxnominlons halt, elinging
wildly to a clump of goren. My hat
wont rolling stendily down ta  the
shore, several hundred  feet  helow,
whilst my face wnd hands were

weratehed and bleading, aud my fect
corstantly elipping from umler me.
At last, jammed In betweoa two bush-
es, 1 crouched eautionsly forward to
review my position. My rprightly
giuide had resched the sbeep frack,
then, after looking hastily round for
mo, | gaw her suddenly epring up the

{ side of & Llock of granle, as bald ne

the palm of my hand, and algappenr
poawnrdy over the summit,

“Iy Jove!" 1 exelaimed In uller
astonlwhmaent, ““Why, she's an anie-
lopa, n mountain cal, the old witeh's
granddanghter! 1 wish 1 had never
come heroas elther of them! 1 &upe
pose 1 musl get down vomehow!”

Hall kneeling, half sittiog, 1 de-
reended slowly, swinging pyself from
bush to bush, heedleas of the stinging
blows from fuvge and thistle, keeping
my clumey heelg well off the treach-
arons soll, when suddenly, almost
half-way down, from under a bed of
bracken that coversd her to the ¢hin,
Helen's face looked up at me fall of
enger, contrite econcern, her glrange
durk eyes sweeping my disfigured, per-
spiring faco with a look that thrilled
me almost uneannily,

“lI am so sorry,” she panted; “oh,
so sorry! 1 quite forgol you wein &
stranger and unacenetomed to  the
eliffs; they are dreadfully slippery this
wuaather., 1 have to go after the ghoep
for Mike every dey now-he can't hold
on A bit, though he was born on the
mountain., Ah, how you have hurl
yourself, to ba sure! Those dreadful
furze bushes! Put your hand on my
shonlder, I will guide you down the

| rest: wo have only the ferns to work

through now to the path. Here's
your hat; it's not spolled a bit—I
pleked {t up on the beach bafore the
water had time to roach It"

“It wae after my hat you were ecal-
ing that oliff?"

“Yeg, 1 had no time to go arcund by
the path; the tide Is on the turn and
would have tuken it off to America in
two minutes more,"

“You're not golng Awny now, are
you?" I neked cagerly, lifting my hand
from her slender shoulder. “You'll
gee me beyond the first point, won't
yvou?"

“Yen, yes-——for sure, yes' she an-
swered quickly; 1 will go with you (o
the Goat's Back, If you llke—ay, and
beyond it. Oh, Mr. Dennys, what o
| rude, wild, fll-mannered girl you must
! think me to fly off and leave yon llke

that after you helpg &0 kind to come

that long way-—from London itself—
" fust to tell granny about poor Uncle
trlan! WIll you forgive me, please?”

I pressed the childish hand, saying
imilingly —

“Yea, yon,
Holen,”

“And yon will let me wipe the blocd
from your poor face, won't you?' she
| pleaded, dipplng a large eool leaf Into
| n little erystal pool under a rock—
handkerchief this child of nature had
none, I suspected—and passing it over
my hot and blood-staincd face.

After this we marched on slda by
gide and became fast friends, Loug
before we reached the ruoined cabin, 1
knew the whole story of her lomely,
neglected Nfe. 1 know that she had
heen born on the mountain—had lived
"thern all the eighteen years of her

uneventful 1ife, never onecs having vis-
ited the post-town of Droomlague;
that she had no father or mother,
brothers nor sisters, but lived all alone
with her grandmother and two gerv-
ants, Mike Doolan and his wife Bld-
dy: and fpally, though the poor child
made no complaint of her natural
guardian or Indeed scemed aware there
was cause for any, yet I clearly saw
that she was shamefully neglected by
hor, and no more concern pald to hor
bodily or her mental well-being Lhan
if ghe had been & goat browslug on the
mounirin-gide, Instead of a dead
daughtar's only child

After belpiog for a couple of hours
every morning In the dalry and farm-
yard, she told me ahe was free Lo do
what #he pleased, wander whither ghe
would the whole day long, make what
chanee Acqualntence rshe liked, come
In at wny hour of (he evening unques-
tloned, unrestrained--indeed, sho had
often spent the whole night lying on
the eliff, when she found her (ll-ven-
tilated mitlo wo hot and cloae to sloep
in, and no one had been any the wiser;
und even if thoy were, she argued-—in
wnswer to my diseenting look—Biddy
woulda't mind, and granny wouldn't
care—not she! And, besldes, what
barm was |{? Sure nothing In the
world made ber feel so good and hap-
py aa lying there all nlone in the great
stiliness, walting for the first atrenk
of dawn lo wake up the sleeping sea,
watching the white-winged gea-birds
salling In and oul wnoug the gruat
dark rooks!

“And now 1 mnet be golng, Mr. Den-
nys,” ehe sald, when a oluster of
i thatched roofw lylng clone to the shore
| came witkin view," for there's Bally-
|mu¢u befora you. How quickly weo
(bave walked, to bo sure! | never

1 forgive vwvon, Miss

MY POOR WIIFE.

SMITH.

I L e A L
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thank you ngain and again for com-

..
vives

ing. I'm afrald you won't get the train
from Droomlesgae lonight—It's oo
LT

“Tonight? 1 repeatod  drenmily.

"I--1 am not going away tonight, |1
think I am golug to stay In thin nelgh-
borhiood for a few davs more”™

“Yea? Why, what would keep you
here?™

“1 don't know, What am 1 saying?
Flshlng—no, no, 1 mean nhiotehing!
You mud know, Misg Helen, I'm a bit
of an artist--a very litle bit indeed,
and from what I've soen of the coast
today—"

“Oh, yver,"” ghe fnterruptel cagerly,
“you're vight! I's quite o famillar
ground for mnrine artiste, Two or
thres of them come every summer and
put up ol Morpby's farm at Dally-
killagan, aud you'll find it quite ¢lean
and comfortable, And fancy, Mr. Den-
nys, last year one of (hem put me in
A pletore Just as T snt om a rock for-
ninet kim; only he painted my feet
Lare, my skirt red and my faco quile—
quite pretty,”

“You'll let mo iy my hand it 1
bring my ensel this way tomorrowi’
I anked quickiy; to which she gave n
pleaged assent and promised to show
me all the pleturesque poluis within
a radlus of nine miles,

CHAPTER VI
I stayed on In Donegal, and during
fourteen golden days caricaturcd the
“royal walls of the Atlantie,” while
Helen sat at my feel and did the hon-
ors of her native soll, her brown hands
bhusy all the time mending old Dad-
dy Griffin's tattered Nsh nets, blasch-
ing for miles nlong the parched turf
that covered the brow of the cliff,
“Well, yos, It I8 a bit of a job, sir” |
she admitted deprecatingly; “but, sare, |
it 144 not do It for hlin, who would? |
His eons are away at rea, and Milly,
his wife—she was my nurse when |1
wioe a baby—has gone o see her
daughter at Droomleague; and he's
fo old and blind--the creature! Who
wouldn't give bim a band?"

She netted busily, while I daubed
Inzlly and amu =d myszell drawing out
this impulsive chilid of nature, to
whom all the artificial beauties and
wonders of the great world beyond
that lonely wall of rock ware as un-
known as to an inhabltant of the Car-
{bbenn islands in the last century,
The pastime began to grow  upon
me: 1 felt a dally Increasing Interest
in watching her dark face glowlng
and brightening, ber strange eyes
pparkling, distending with wondar,
horror or delight In obedlence to my
syparitiec fancy. Then, becoming
more interested Iln my companion, 1
telegruphed up to town for specimens
of magleal modern art, then for books,
pletures, photographs, hot-house flow-
ers, bon-bong, &ll of which she be-
leved 1 dally unearthed from my |n-

exhaustible portmantean at  Mur-
phy's farm. I stayed on, heedloas of
pught bheyond the faet that I wns

clearly glving pleasure—to ¢ savage,
interesting walf, who seemed not
to be worth any one's whille to look
after, much less amuse, and at the
samn Lime Improving my own despair-
ing condition, for the ulr of Donegal
wns certalnly heallng my woundasld
heart. Day after day the hauntlug
lmage of my falr false love hecamo
fainter and less painful to my sight.
1 was gleefully looking forward to the
time when I could cast her from me
altogether and return free and whole
in heart to the ancestral acres, when
one marning a letter from a friend at
Colworth, which commented casually
on the “apparently successful inolngs
Lord Sandmouth’s son was making
with the belress” awoke my slumbar-
ing love and jealousy to life again.

Helen al once noticed my woe-be-
gone appearnnce, and, accepting pitl-
fully, my explanation of & “beastly
headache,” begged me to lay aside
my work and lle down quiletly {n the
ghade, 1 complied; but, soon tiring
of inactlon, began to read first to
myself and then aloud a rhymetio tale
of love, despalr, and death told »y
a master-hand., The sea-stalned nets
soon dropped from  Helen's fingers.
the color dyed her” elear cheok, her
eyes f''ed, then drooped, and I had
the golfish sutisfaction of reducing
her to the smine digmal, unhappy stato
a8 myseif,

Neitber of us rallied agaln; and,
when we parted that night, I stood ou
the hill carelessly watchiog her re-
treating figure, and saw her dog—
a painfully sensitive little terrier; the
only Nving thing she loved--apper-
ently begging to bhe told the cuuse
of her unusnal preoecupation, crouch-
Ing, wriggllng st her foet, jumplng
up agninst her, challenglog hey atien-
ton by every art of doyg, but la ¥alu,
She walked along with dowucast head,
her arms drooplng by her sldos, |
was moving after her unconsciously,
to say, to do, for the life of me I did
pot know what, Perhaps to tell her
pelt to mourn over lmaginary woed,
but to keep her real sighs or real
snorrow, for the pain perhapa of love
betrayed — wantonly betrayed — ks
mine, when & yellow haod clutehnd
my shoulder, aud & coarse voloe ex-
cluimoed breathlesaly—

“Hlop, ye thief o' the wurrld—stop!
What are ye after—ebh?

1 turned (ndlenande and dske s
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eap framing an ugly faco.

her hand,
yo dirty spalpeen’ she retorted hit-

terly,
oul o' yer way-—ye'll have to knook

but even then I'll hang ounto ye, an’
dig mo nalle into yeo, untll yo tall me

fin como home at laal"™

come home,
ochoue; but Isn't this a oruel wurrid
antirely!

e ——

long bLiue clonk, and a limp white

“What dy'e mean? What business
i It of youra?" 1 asked, shaking om

“What businesa? Yo may well ash,
“No, no; 1 tell yo, 1T won't got

ma down et I'm only an ould
woman, and yeo'll do It sasy enough;

what ye've sald to that motherless lit-
tle crayther that hasn't sowl In L8
wide wurrld Lo eare whether she—"

“Oh!™ 1 interrupted quickly, all the
anger lcaving my face and voleo.
auderstand,  You are old Molly Grit-

YAy, ay, a0’ I's ahout time | 44
I'm thinkin', Ochone,

Oh, aren't ye ashamad of
yorself, you that ecalls yorsell a
gentleman bellkes, to—to pliy seoun-
dral lika that? Wonldn't her very
fnnocenes, her tolornness apanke (o yer
bleck gowl and bld yor go yer woay
an’ lalve such ns her in peaso?™
“Molly, Molly,” 1 sald gantly, for |
folt n certaln rempoct and liking for
thls uneouth old dame, the only frlend
and protecior poor ¥elen seemed (o
have, “doa’t let  your JOLENS run #0
fast, If you pleaso, Allow me aword
In self-defenne,”
Then [ explained the cavse of the
plrl's depressed nppearance that par-
tieular evening,  After a lttlo hesi-
tatlon a ook of rellef crossed her
face, nod 1 saw she belloved me.
“Well, well, I heg your pardon,
that'a all 1 can say I oughta't to
have been so  hasty maybe, But
've had bittor cause, heaven knowa,
to suspect (he lkes o' you, Not, sir,
thut I've heerd anythin' but good of
yoii, 80 far. How you've comg all the
way from London to tell the auld
wan' bout poor Master Brian, an’
glve up his letters—the hoavens be his
bed this night.  Bot—but,” she wenl
on anxlously, after a slight panms,
“swwhat 1 want to know s, yer kina
work done, what on ecarth Kkeeps ye
loltertn' on Bere nt the very back o
Godspeed 7
“1 am dolng uo harm,” I muttered
doegadly.
“An'lsay yo are, No harm to yer-
solf, an' manin® pong mayhap, ather.
wayu; but harm all the same to her.
Sha was happy, contented, at lalst,
poor child, in ber lonesoms, qniet
wuys, seampering about wid hor dog.
swimmin' aud spleehin’ about In the
gay, until you cume with yor soft
volce, yor white hands, an' yer hand-
gomo face, givin' her what mno wan
ever glve hor before, flowors, an’
books, swoetion, an' purty glmerncka;
an' sweoter still, kind words an' smil-
in' looks, what her poor litle heart'll
mlus ‘an hunger for sore when ye've
gonn yor ways an' forgottan her vory
pame, flur ye mane no harm uf
coorse, of coorso—ah, gol away with
ye, man alive; yer all the same the
wuirrld  ovor, rich or poor, high or
low-—overy mother's son of ye-sell,
polf, selfl"
syouw're mistaken, you're mistaken
indeed, old woman,” 1 broke In earm-
eatly: “sho’'s n child, a mere ehild,
I kuow her better than you, BShe'il
forget mo before T will ber, you'll seo,"
“You know her hetter than me, who
pursed her from the cradle an' har
mother before her,” retorted Molly
contemptuously—"you! An' 1 tell ya
Lo yer face, it's yon that are mistaken,
pot me. 1 see a change In her the
last month, a great change; 1 scon it
at the first moment I looked at her
last Tuesdny, an' U've watched her
close over elnee”
“Woll, what bave youn found out ™
(To be Continued.)

JUBAL A. EARLY'S JULEP,

Temperance Qoummentary by VYaues of
North Carolins
Nearly a quarter of a eontury ago,
as all old and middla-agad persons wiil
remoemboer, the religlous temperance
women of the pnorth organized a move:
mont ngainst the saloons, which as-
sumed lerge preportions and took tha
form of a veritable crusade, [t invas:
ed almost every elity and Iarge town,
bands of enthusiostle women golng
from saloon o saloon praylng und
singlog in evory place whare they could
secure permisslon. While the crusade
of the “praying slsters” wisx at 4
helght that gtanch old rebel, Jubal A.
Early, visited Rlchmond, Va,, for the
firat time eince the cloge of the civil
war. “In the hotel,” sald he to the
writer, “I met my old friend, Governor
Vance of North Carolina, since Unlted
Sintes semator. Although [ was mot
thieo governor of Bouth Carollna, Vanee
suggoested that it had heen a long
~—ffteen years In our case—bhetwean
drinks, and wo went In quest of a ja-
lep. ‘General,’ sald he, after remark-
Ing that Virginia was the place for ju-
leps, ‘have you read how the women
of the north are trylng to destroy the
liguor trafic by praying in the sa-
loons? 1 told him that I had, when he
asked: 'Do you believe i’ true? I
have an ilea that It's only & joks of the
yankes newspapers.’ I told him It
was true, that a frlend of mine
witnessed the rather unique procsodl
in Colpmbus, O. “Whers do they!
thelr anthority, general? For the'
of mo I can’t v 4! 3
fous to get It from
‘Now look here,
very oarnestly,
man [ was & §
wchool scholar,
In the bible (b
any one ever N
poor devil In
rightly belong

Ve



