THE WEST SHORE,

A COUNTRY THANKSGIVING SERMON,
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Today, my beothren —do not wait,
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SWEET MARJORAM.
A Thankagiving Story
B e W Ougmrnm

i sanyroyal, cstnip, and hoarhound—
nun'l:, u}:urn !.y!’lth aruica for wounds and
f..'..-...., lavender for the linen ;:lu?t.' coriander
and caraway for the good house-wife's cookies,
anise and saffron for spasmy babies, rosemary
for perfume, thyme and sage for home.made
“sansingers,” tanay for batter puddings, with
such mild aromatics as fennel and dill for the

eolle stimulus b wenlal exerbion !nanlml by
th- raminating old descons, as they listened to
the words of the goml mininter‘, which drifted
down upon his hearers as soothingly as poppy-
lraves. ;

Ax Margery wortod her herbs, that bright
October day, passing some of I‘.hum_lhruugh
conrse  wire sieves, rubbing them fine, and

keting them away in neatly labeled paper
wagn, while others, not wo dry, wers tied in
bunches and hung from the brown rafters of the
attie, a strangor would have noticed a certain
appropristencas between the girl and ler sur-
roundings.

Her prosence scemed to diffuse just such a
faint, pleasant perfume, Both the drisd bunches
of herba and her pale cheek reminded you that,
though faded now, there had been bloom there
once.  You felt that not very long ago she bad
seen Juno, with sunlight nua{ sung, warmth and
perfume and 1ife ; and, though it had all gone
|mm her as completely as from the withored
leaves in the little paper bags, her mission, like
theirs, waa to do good, to gmive ease to the aufler-
ing. and even a mild spice, a cheorful fiavor and

rfume to all that was monotonous and distaste.
ul about her.

ry wan not called an old maid by the
school children, There was not a ray thread
in all her wealth of auburn hair, She did not
dress in antiquated atylo, or koep & cat, or
drink tea, or belong o the sewing socioty, or
show any of the usual charcteristion of old
maids The cony little parlor looked out
apon the spioe-garden from n bay window,
which Margery had built for her goraninme;
and the flowers and the open piano—for Mar-
gory was & music teacher gave the room a
very pleasant air.  Hor masic kept up with the
times, like hor dresses.  Both were always
malern and pretty. She went to all the partivs
and musicales (and did not go alone, either),
She helped Et up all the fairs and festivals and
tableaux. Bocioty at Baxter's, tho little town
where ahe lived, would have been at astandstill
without her. In short, she was not an old
miaid at all, but only ay old young lady, Mar.
BTy waa nover alighted, and ‘ot it was probably
ten years sinco she had an offer, She bad had
her love sory, of course; bat that wax fifteen
;Iln Ago—and everyhod

Il'lﬂl’)’ hersell, would {M‘e beon
surprised 4o have heard that
o be married, And yot evo
were destined to exaotly

Il you had saked the
Margery's love story,

very muoch
she was poin
rybody and Margery
that surprise,

peaple at Baxter's for

you wonld probably |
reoeived two  different |ra-.m'nnl.I &m;yw:;:i

have sald that it was Jack Bogardus, and
that it was Fred Frothin hl:; I::' all :&?fﬁ
Iu;: agroed that sie had been “disappointed, ”
. iy 80 far aa she knew i
Hm d not know all ol“hur |'l.m-|vir
t Jack s was ay o

been

lan and
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had

Margery | or, though Jack came hae
village, snd othery saw him, he did :ot‘o-::

her, and he o to )
¥, without |-vm. any .‘:.\:;:: h?:

at Haxtor's, inoluding | h

& | waited faithfally for

There had been no explanation singe,
still the same cruel mystery that it
fifteen years ago, She did not even know =
time that he was in town, for she Was in’ gres
perplexity and trouble, SO
Fred Frothingham, the son of
man at Baxter's, had been one
enlist when the war of the great
oul, and it was now the |
struggle.  On the eve of a battle, not
whaﬂar he would survive the
the next day, Fred wrote
telling her that he loved her,
he lived to come home,
Margery repliod, tel
could gnw impouii»ls it was
never received, for ho was wounded
battle, hin father came for him, s
bronght back to Baxter's the da
arrival of Margery's cousin. The jou
him into a fever, and when
his own bed, with his mother bend
he did not know her, but ra
about Margery, calling her by
namen that his disordered mind
Mrs, Frothingham imagined
Mar, and her son were
sibility that Fred could love
in return never entered the
li%“tl_a u;lomm; uudd nodllza‘h
valling her “my dear da
her to come {n Fred, for
could cure him, Marge
friend to consult, and to het tha or
be done soemed to be to col e in
ingham; and, taking a little ba
leaves, to make a - the
hurried to the Frothingham msnsion
who admitted her told her th
ham was tired out from watohing
her won, and had lain down' to try o
ni-t; but had lel’: word hﬂlﬁ. Ming 80
N came, she was to
Mﬂzd'n room,
announcement; but just ab
village doctor ealled to hep
atairs, requesting her to
mis[n; mm ivine to his
wild, i
Fmdnwi.:s'gilmdhiu ractably from her
hand, A‘L“;lmomunhhh - * ham
came in; the doetor went a ind
bled through her u-phuth::,.h rdly ke
?'.udhftht:a!mdm rfnl -
ignant at obduracy, It was nob mr
mhdmthlhh.lnm:-u \t Juck had be

in town on the v day w
had not

faithful to him,

or,

Thin wan all that Margery
some
written to him several times; bat
came back to her through the Dead
office, showing that Jack had never recei
them and that his present residence wal
known at his former address. Sk
doubted Jack through it ;

and she felt suro that he g
sotme stran between them,
never be olﬂnp E t

even

{argery was sorting her herbs i 7
drying-room, whiol the achool \
Miss Margery's herbarium, when she was calld
to the door by Bing Hutchine, Bina ]
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