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THANKSGIVINGS OF THE PIONEERS

Observance of the New England Holiday, General in Oregon Since
1859, Characterized by Much Religious Fervor, Unbounded

Hospitality and Most Thorough Good Fellowship.

In tho early years of Oregon's statehood.
Thanksgiving day was essentially a New
England holiday. The customs of the land
of the Pilgrims ruled. The sacred devo-tlon- s,

tho time-honor- family gather-
ings, and the home praise service were
urged upon the people In general by pa-

triotically persevering men and women, to
whom the New England practice was a
vivid memory. And this was at a time
when, in th minds of too many of the
sturdy settlers, was the deeply-s- et belief
thati they had little to be thankful for;
that they had crossed the cheerless plains
only to build cheerless homes in a bleak
country. Still the devotions of the first
year took root and In the following years
Thanksgiving rivaled Christmas and
New Year's as an occasion for family
gatherings.

The observance of Thanksgiving was in-

stituted in Oregon within 11 months after
the admission of the state into the Union,
or almost 41 years ago. The day set apart
was Thursday, December 29. The procla-
mation was issued by John Whiteaker, tho
first Governor of the state, at the

of 76 pioneer women of Oregon City.
A copy of the proclamation, the briefest
ever Issued by an Oregon Governor, Is
now In the possession of George H. HJmes,
secretary of the Oregon Historical Society.
It reads as follows:

First Proclamation.
"Be It known that, In conformity with

the wishes of many citizens of Oregon, I
do appoint and set apart Thursday, the
28th day of December, 1868, as a day to be
kept for public thanksgiving and to be
observed throughout the state in such
manner as the good citizens thereof may
deem most appropriate. Given under my
hand, at Eugene City, this 6th day of
December, 1SS8.

v "JOHN WHITEAKER,
"Governor."

Tho proclamation evoked considerable
comment and criticism. Some of the
newspapers declared that the people had
little or nothing to be thankful for. Others
called to mind the happy Thanksgivings
of New England, and recommended a
strict observance of the day. The Oregon
City Argus, edited by W. L. Adams,
wished it understood that the proclama-
tion was issued at the request of the
ladles of Oregon City. The Portland "Week-
ly Oregonian, edited by T. J. Dryer, took
tho statement as evidence of the Gov-
ernor's desire to please, and wondered to
whom the debt for the proclamation was
due to the "76 ladles of Oregon City,"
at whoso "importunity" it was issued, or
to the Governor.

A solution to the puzzling question was
not pressed, and Thanksgiving Day, 1S59,

was pretty generally observed. In Port-
land stores were closed and business was
entirely suspended. Services vvre held
in all the churches, and, in proportion to
population, more largely attended than
are similar devotions at the present time.
Sociability, of the genuine,
kind, was a feature, but that friendly dis-
position whloh departs as villages grow
Into cities, was so common In those days
that editors dismissed it with a word,.

"Long: May They Waye."
"Dinners were eaten and digested," Edi-

tor Dryer wrote. "In the evening, a' re-

union was held in the Metropolis Hotel,
and the time was passed to the satisfac-
tion of all, except grumblers who are
never satisfied. Thanks to the Governor
and the 76 ladies of Oregon City! Long
may they wavel"

The years 1860 and 1S61 passed without
a proclamation. In the latter year, how-
ever, the people of Oregon City observed
November 28, the California Thanksgiving,
as Thanksgiving Day. Services were held
and Rev. George H. Atkinson delivered an
address on "The Historical Unity of the
American Nation."

In 1S62, Thursday, November 27, was set
apart as Thanksgiving day by Governor
Glbbs. Religious services that day were
we attended not only by the pioneers,
but Blso by others who had undergone the
horrers of the Civil War and who had
been compelled to leave their native
states and seek homes in what was then
the Wild West.

Washington Territory, a land of vast ex-
panse and a village population, bad its
Thanksgiving the same day and the same
year. In his proclamation. Governor Wil-
liam Pickering recommended, among other
things, thanks for exemption from Na-
tional strife. Services were held in Olym-pi- a,

but there is no record of an observ-
ance in other places. In the settlers' anx-
iety about their worldly troubles, prob-
ably devotions were overlooked, although
the territory had, if nothing else, the
splendid patriotism of its people to be
thankful for.

Think of it! An appeal for financial help
for the disabled Union soldiers had been
sent out, and, before Thanksgiving Day,
more than $3000 had been contributed In
the easily accessible counties. Men whose
annual Incomes did not exceed $2000 gave
$100, and prlntc-- s apprentices and boat-
men a full week's pay! The territory
then had about 6000 inhabitants.

Notable Thankngiving'.
Of all the early Oregon Thanksgivings,

that of 1963 lingers most in the memory
of becauso of association of a
thronged religious meeting with news
from the seat of war, and also because ft
was the first National- - Thanksgiving. No-

vember 26 was the day designated by both
President Lincoln and Governor Glbbs.
The proclamations were received with
genuine joy. Voicing the sentiment of the
people of Portland. The Morning Ore-
gonian, published by H. L. Plttock, said,
on Thanksgiving morning:

"Our remembrance of them, (tho scenes
of boyhood and youth) can never fade
away, and while the sons and daughters
of New England live and wherever they
wander, the anniversary festival of
thanksgiving and praise will never fall
to remind them most effectively of the
precious privileges and honest pleasures
enjoyed by them, when among the 'old
folks at home." "

The day was observed with patriotic
fervor. Services were held in every church
in the city, and there were no unoccu-

pied seats. The ceremonies at the Metho-
dist Church were particularly Impressive.
To the congregation Rev. T. H. Pearne
preached a sermon appropriate to the
day, and in the course of his remarks,
he adverted to the war and said that all
the states in rebellion, with the exception
of Texas, had leen by Fed-
eral troops. Having concluded, he was
about to pronounce benediction, when a
man contrived to pass him 'a dispatch,
received by the overland route, which
stated that Texas had been
by the Union General Banks.

Without a second's delay, Mr. Pearne
read the message to the congregation.
He had hardly uttered the last word of
the cheering news, when every person
stood up and well, patriotism supplanted
devotion for a few seconds. At that ser-
vice the doxology was sung more heartily,
perhaps, than ever before or since.

Manner of Obnervance.
The Thanksgivings of the remainder ot

the 69s and of the 70s were characterized
by the same spirit of piety as those of

SS. 6Z and '63. The streets had a Sunday
rather than a holiday-lik- e appearance.
The same might be said of the churches,
where a stranger to the calendar might
ascertain the intention of the day and
the service only from the minister's text.
But, laying devotion aside, the rs

had many other ways of passing the day.
The principal of these was, of course,

the satisfaction of the inner man and the
leading; qt lexers from "fcoiae," Tbo

feature of these occasions was the family
gathering, that Is, the assembling, at tho
home of the parents, brother, sister or
other relative who spread the feast, of all
family connections, if it were- - possible for
them to do so. The gatherings were not
very large, as a rule, for there were com-
paratively few families that exceeded two
households, and, in some instances, those
households were so widely separated thata Thanksgiving reunion was impractica-
ble.

In such cases, the divided families en-
deavored to give to the board the air of
a New England Thanksgiving, by inviting
fellow-pionee- rs and comrades of the cheer-
less plains to take the places of the absent
members. Many a home was made Joyful
by the acceptance of these invitations, but
it is "to be doubted whether the friendly
conversation of hosts and guests removed
from the minds of either memories of the
devotional Thanksgivings of New England
and Eastern New York, of the long sledge
Journeys through terrific snow storms to
the reunion at grandfather's home.

The Dinner.
The Thanksgiving dinner of the Oregon

pioneer was the same, practically, as the
dinner of today, only it was cooked in a
different way. Turkey and goose were
done in the best style of pioneer wives.
Plum pudding was boiled In the palata-abl- e,

manner. As served, it
must have been excellent and agreeable,
for there are authentic Instances of middle-

-aged men who surpassed boys in tho
consumption of It, and of boys who retired
from the contest before their elders had
got a fair start. Nowadays, men are tho
spectators and boys the actors In plum-puddi-

war. Pumpkin pie was always a
welcome addition to the board. Placed
beside a pumpkin pie of today, it would
hardly be recognized, for it was made
of pumpkin, not squash.

After dinner, and sometimes before din-
ner, "letters from home" were read. These
letters had been posted probably three
weeks previous and had arrived perhaps
a day or two before Thanksgiving. This
was the Joyful feature of the day. It was
news from home!

In their work of home-bulldln- g, the
pioneers had little time for amusements,
still thoy never failed to have a "turkey
shoot." In those days, a "turkey shoot"
was an agreeable entertainment; now it
is a competition for a prize a turkey.
Then it .was a means of education in the
use of the gun; now It Is a struggle be-
tween crack shots and "greens." Then
it was an inducement to all to learn how
to handle a necessary weapon, for in the
country of savages it was as important
for the pioneer to have a cultivated "trig-
ger eye" as it was to know where his
next meal was coming from. And the
sight of tho gun repelled savages, as its
discharge replenished the food supply.

Hunts for Big: Game.
The pioneers invariably had a Thanks-

giving hunt, not a porfunctlonary sort of
affair, but a hunt for large game. In those
days, deer abounded within the present
limits of the city, and there was many
an exciting chase for them. To reach
their haunts, the hunters underwent more
inconveniences than do the mountain
hunters of today. Then there were no
paths even to the known rendezvous, and
It was a case of forcing one's way through
dense underbrush until there was a chance
to bring the old muzzle-load- into play.
And when the muzzle-load- er began to
sing, deer generally dropped, or If they
didn't, the marksman was subjected to
more bantering than was the sport who
recently shot at a Chinese pheasant and
killed his own dog, up near Oregon City.

Birds were too plentiful to afford any
sport. It was not necessary for one to go
far from his own home to fill his bag, and
there was no excitement In the shooting
unless difficult, flying marks were pre-
sented. When the city began to expand,
the birds sought other quarters, still they
could be easily reached until within com
paratlvely recent years. A pioneer, in
speaking of his last hunt, which Interest-
ing event occurred on Thanksgiving Day.
1872, told the other day of the bird grounds
at that time.

With a friend, he left home early In
the morning, followed the Vancouver road
to what is now the Holladay avenue of
stately residences; took the canyons to
the dense underbrush of Upper Albina,
and found geese, snipe and ducks every
foot of the way. Albina was not a town
then; Russell street had not been laid
out, and "Lord" Russell had not ventured
Into and lost a
fortune.

All through the underbrush, the pioneer
said, he and his friend stirred up wild
fowl, and they could, easily have filled
their sacks, In a single acre, had they
wanted to. But they were bound for Col- -

umbla Slough, and thither they went
through the dense jungle. At the slough
ducks were as thick as blades of grass,
and within an hour the two men "bagged
all they could comfortably carry.

Balls nnd Parties.
Hunting, as far as young men were

appears to have died out In the
70s, and to have been succeeded by ttaw
evening dance. At any rate, men who were
then young say they would not hunt be-

cause an all-da- y walk with a gun on the
shoulder was not conducive to the en-

joyment of the waltz and so Instead of
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looking up bird grounds, they began to
seek partners.

The ball had a speedy growth in avor.
It was well advertised in the papers a
month before Thanksgiving, and if In the
smaller towns some sort of a service had
not been arranged, editors called atten-
tion to the fact and poignantly lamented
the absence of the social instinct. In tho
outlying districts few Thanksgivings went
by without a dance to violin accompani-
ment. Every home had its violinist, and
as every violinist had a weakness for the
waltz, there was no lack of musicians at
a Thanksgiving party. Occasionally a
flute-play- joined the fiddler. The musi-
cians worked on tho plan.
Each took his turn at the fiddle or flute,
whllo the others went

An amusing story is told about these
old-ti- celebrations. It was a trick of
the amateurs to give fast time very often,
and to call the dancers to account. This
trick was repeated twice one night, and
had such a effect on a
well-kno- pioneer that ho determined
on revenge. When his turn at the fiddle
came, he squared things by playing so
slowly that, for a full hour, a lot of weary,
angry dancers for none of them dared
to quit dragged their feet over the floor.

The dance ended at last, and the
pioneer, highly elated with the success of
his scheme, sought a partner, only to find
that his revenge had gone a little too far.
Every girl was too tired to dance!

Indian
Since Governor Whiteaker8 first procla-

mation, no Thanksgiving has passed with
out devotional exercises of some sort.
Indians have been present at many ser-
vices, and yet the spirit of holiday devo-tiq- n

seems never to have been received by
them. True, the Indian does not readily
adopt the custo'ms of the whites, but close
association, one would think, should in-
still the praise-givin- g fervor In some at
least.

But it has not, or if it has, the records
fail to show it. Even the mixed race, out-
side of the schools, Jias not observed the
day. To them it is Just what it used to
be to the Indians of Eastern New York
and New England only a white man's
holiday. JOSEPH L. BIDED.

FROM HEAD 10 FOOT.

The over-dress- man, be he fop or mere
bounder, is never comfortable, and lacks
always the repose of a man really d.

It is not merely that his clothes
are unsklllfully cut and forced to an un-

natural fit. but It is also the Inward na-
ture of the man thrt shows. For as a
gentleman. In the ;ompletest sense, is
serenely sure of hlnclf and his clothes,
so the bounder, whe 13 not a gentleman,
is pitifully and egotistic
and must needs be forever worrying lest
his tie bo acrook, or someone be observ-
ing him with critical disfavor. Your
honest gentleman, undisturbedly aware of
any defects his person may possess, has
met them to the best of his tailor's abil-

ity, and straightway has forgotten them.
The bounder, in his Ineffable conceit,
thinks everyone conscious of his defects,
and so crams his person into falsely stif-

fened clothes of erronlous combination,
his feet Into boots that are too tight, and
Is generally stiff and uncomfortable In
appearance.

A curloua expression, often heard
means nothing else

than "over-dressed- To be fashionable
is to be dressed rightly; you cannot be
"ultra-right- ." You can easily, however,
be the victim of wrong combination. Thus
It arrives that you may wear the most
fashionable hat. the most fashionable
necktie, the latest collar, the newest cut
In clothes and correct boots, and yet bo
but

Why? Because there Is a law of en-

semble which I referred to, when. I spoke
of the Improper use of the double collar
In evening dress or with a frock coat.
Similarly, the Incongruity of brown boots
with some other garments Is too well
recognized to require mention.

People of taste don't over-dres- s. What
I argue against Is the error, sometimes
committed, of assuming that modishness,
as such, can by any possibility lead to
over-dres- s, ft cannot. Correctness of
dress, whether It be Inherent, acquired, or
even, as when a man leaves it to his
tailor, purchased, constitutes fashion. It
is exaggeration; it is departure from
mode, in the direction of excess, that
causes over-dres- s. For, after all, dress-
ing, like any other art. Is the expression
of a temperament; and. just as a gentle-
man Is unmistakably, even In rags, so the
fop will continue to be d, even
In sackcloth, or in the costume of the
coster.

One maxim need alone be set down for
our guidance away from this error, or
rather the whole matter may be summed
up In a single sentence of admonition:
Dress correctly and use taste according
to the mode. Having so dressed, dismiss
the subject from your mind. So you shall
never overdo It. A and
conceited man will easily contrive to look
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con-

cerned,

d, even when his clothes have
really not sinned, but only his exagge-
rated watchfulness of them.

Material, to be eligible for neckwear,
must be able to gracefully. A silk
of good quality that will hang well
knot well. A small tie or may, very
permissibly, be cf a brighter tint than an
Ascot or a d. A small epot
of color helps the appearance of a black
coat wonderfully. Vvery man who pro-
fesses to know anything about dress
should know how to tie a bow, a sailor's
knot or an Ascot. There are too many
men who will not bother to learn how to
tie Ayte neckwear.

SSAUBRUMMEL, JR.

BUFFALO GETTING READY

PREPARATIONS FOR THE BIG
EXPOSITION.

Work on the Principal Structural
and Landscape "Features Shovra

Commendable Progress.

BUFFALO, N. Y., Nov. 19. A pleasing
first impression is sure to be obtained
by the visitor to the Ex-
position in this city next Summer, no
matter by which way he enters the Expo-
sition grounds. The situation of the
grounds and the manner in which they
have been laid out render possible the at-

tainment of this result. There be lit-

tle opportunity for anyone to come into
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the grounds by the back way, so to
speak. If the visitor entenk from the
south, where the principal entrance Is sit-

uated, he passes through a fine boule-

vard called Lincoln Parkway, into the
most beautiful portion of Delaware Park.
The pathway takes him by tho noble Al-

bright Art Gallery and the stately New
York building, both of marble In
classic style, and leads him over the Im-
posing triumphal bridge, which will be
the formal approach to the grand trans-
verse court, about which will be grouped
the principal buildings.

On the other hand, If he enters the
grounds from the north, he finds the
scene equally imposing, though altogether
different in aspect. It Is on the north
side of the grounds that the Exposition
station for the steam and electric rail-
ways will be situated, and, therefore, a
large of the visitors will enter
the grounds from this point. The views
which I send you herewith, show somo
of the features of the Exposition which
will greet the gaze of the visitor upon
passing within the gates, and from these
photographs, Illustrating the progress of
the work in this portion of the grounds,
an Idea can be obtained of the imposing
character the scene will when
everything Is ready for the reception of
visitors next Summer.

Tlie Propylaea.
On emerging from the railway station,

the visitor will see before him a beauti-
ful colonnade, terminating at either end
in an impressive, archway. This is
propylaea, which forms one of the most
ornamental features of the grounds and

LEFT IS AT TO STADIUM

is said to be the most artistic structure
ever built a similar purpose. It pro-
vides formal entrances and, at the same
time, screens from view the railroad sta-
tion.

The entrances are connected by a col-
onnade which has a graceful curve to the
north, or away from the Exposition build-
ings. This colonnade is 500 feet long,
and the gateways are broad arches, 54 feet
high and 36 feet wide. Two high, open
towers surmount them on either side, and
upon the 20 tall Ionic columns that form
the colonnade is a pergola, over which
growing vines will spread their fresh

I green foliage during the Exposition sea--1

son. Statuary will be placed between the
columns against a background of color.
Tho architectural work upon the propy-lae- a

is very elaborate, and its massive
size and rich ornamentation make It a
feature sure to win the admiration ot the
visitor.

To the right, on entering through tho
propylaea, one sees a building of a pro-
nounced Spanish Renaissance type of
archltecure. Two beautiful towers, hav-
ing elaborate ornamentation, suggesting
the fantastic ideas of this architectural
type, adorn this structure. Its whole
architecture is of a gay and fanciful
description, harmonizing with the pur-
pose of the building, which is intended to
usher the tourist into the midst of the
manifold attractions and marvels of the
great an Midway.

Looking to the left, one sees another
building similar In architectural style. In
fact, a companion to It, which constitutes
the entrance to the Stadium, where the
athletic contests, horse and cattle show
and similar features of tho Exposition
are to be carried out.

Directly in front, one now sees the steel
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of the electric tower. Strain-
ing one's eyes to watch the work In'
progress, upon this great structure and
looking up to the dazzling height where

are now busy in hoisting and
placing the steel beams of the massive

one Is with the
of this piece of

The tower has now reached a height of
over 250 feet, and its total height is to
be 375 feet. When it is its
steel framework covered with staff, and
the staff itself tinted in the most deli
cate hues, It will be an object of great '
beauty, as well as and
at night, when It is illuminated from
both without and within by thousands up-
on thousands of electric lamps, it should
present a spectacle of marvelous splen-
dor. At the present time the work
of is going rapidly forward,
or rather upward, and affords a scene of

interest to every observant
and visitor.

The tower, with its symbolic
Its fountains and cascades and its daz-
zling figure of the Goddess of Light upon
its topmost pinnacle, Is designed to ex-

press the power of the two elements the
force of and that

of water, as In the
'power of Niagara Falls.

The Sunken Gardens.
I have assumed In giving this

that the visitor is still standing In
one of the great arches of the
but in crossing the plaza which extends
from this point to the tower, and on eith-
er side to the Midway and Stadium

one comes to the Sunken Gar-

dens, in the center of the plaza, gay with
plants and flowers that is to say, one
must Imagine that they will be thus gay
next Summer. Just now, one sees the ex-

cavations made for this garden and, in
the center, a beautiful a pho
tograph of which this ar-- i

tide. Concerts will be in progress here
f

bands of America and Europe,
The plaza will nfford space for the

thousands of visitors who will be con-
stantly passing through from this point
IU llie UlllUi JJUl nulla Ul 111C

grounds. It Is about 500 feet In diameter
and has an area of 174,971 square feet.
From It one passes readily to the Electric
City and and

at the right, or to the Agricul
tural ana ana liDerai atis

to the left. Indeed, it Is but
a short distance from this point to all
the buildings of the, principal
group, so that the visitor will
a minimum of weariness In reaching the
various points upon the
grounds, where he will most often have

, occasion to gb.
EDWARD HALE BRUSH.

Kansas Prairie Oysters."
"Did you ever eat a prairie oyster?"

asked a drummer who had Just returned
from Kansas, of a Record
reporter. "The prairie oyster Is the sub-

stitute which the Kansans have for 'the
real thing. To make It you break a raw
egg in a cocktail glass, taking care to
keep the egg whole, for if the yolk gets
mixed with, the white the oyster is
messy and untidy. Then you add a
little vinegar, salt and pepper. Care
must be taken about the as
too much vinegar or too much salt spoils
all.

"You toss down-th- e prairie oyster quick-
ly. You swallow it whole, as you do
with the real kind. As a matter of fact,
it is a palatable and much to
be preferred to tho Kansas oysters that
come thousand of miles In cans. It is

how many eggs in the
form a man can eat. I have

polished o'ff a dozen in an evening, and
there are Kansans who can enjoy 30 or
40, one right after another."

Headache Front Eye Strain.
In an article In the Medical News, Dr.

Casey Wood defines ocular Tieadache as
those aches and pains in and about the
head that directly or indirectly result
from organic disease in, or from impaired
function of, any part of the visual ap-
paratus. He says that 40 per cent of all
headaches are caused by eye strain, and
that 80 per cent of all frontal headaches
are produced In this way.

A severe headache after a shopping ex-
cursion, or a ride in a train or street-
car with its views, ie an
almost sure sign of eye strain.

is probably the most frequent cause
of headache from eye strain.
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AND HIS BOY JOE

THANKSGIVING DAY BRINGS GOOD
CHEER TO A VALLEY HOME.

Feaat That Was AUo-fre- to Spoil, la
Joy That Followed a Wounded.

Soldier Lad's Re'rora.

Silas Allen was laboriously plowing up
the last of his corn stubble. Cora was
Silas Allen's hobby. Tho early part of
his life had been spent in the Middle
States, and now the little patch which
he planted so carefully every Spring, on
his farm in the Willamette Valley, was
a tribute though I don't suppose he knew
It to the days of his boyhood and in
regretful remembrance of great fields of

waving corn. The patch usually amount-
ed to very little, but this year it had ex-

ceeded his fondest hopes; it had grown
until the tassels of silk reached far above
his head, and all Summer, If, at odd
times, Silas was wanted for anything,
one only had to look down In the corn.
There he was sure to be found, walking
back and forth between the rows of
glossy leaves, now stopping to straighten
a bending stock, or crush an interfering
clod.

"Talk about your music!" he was often
heard to say. "There's no Fourth of
July band as I ever heard as yet, as
can equal the wind In the corn leaves."

Thanksgiving1 Day.
iritt was Thanksgiving day, but that
hardly occurred to Silas, except as a re-

minder that he was very late with his
work. Everything had gone wrong with
the work all Summer, and, as Silas tolled
weaniy aiong, me unwelcome rrutn Kept
ever recurring to him that he was grow-
ing old. The thought of advancing age
had never troubled him until lately, for
there had always been Joe to depend on
Joo who had gone away to the Philip-
pines.

How, at every turn, he missed the
strong arms and broad shoulders! and no
hour passed, In which he was not re-
minded, in some way, of the Ingenuity
of -- his vigorous young son. He was a
chip off the old .block, teo, and' the bent
shoulders, for a moment, made an effort
to carry themselves proudly, as the old
man recalled the day when Joe, after a
prolonged trip to tho village, had come
home, wlt,h his face all aglow and said
to him:

"I've enlisted for the war. I've always
been so proud to tell folks that you' once
fought for your country; now I want to
E0- - II a aI1 "Sht, Isn't it, father?" And
Mum u. uinu ot xne same emotion tnat
had stirred his heart that memorable
day when, with the Twenty-fourt- h Regi- -
ment, Iowa Volunteers, at VIcksburg, hiscompany had dashed into the fiercest of
the fight and rescued the colors, Silas
clasped Joe's hand and replied: "Ye3;
it's all right, but I am sorry for your
mttlinv w V....""""" " ""

xJoe's Departure.
Then came the hurried preparation, and

then Joe looklnir sn handsome and man.
ly, with the little .flag his mother had
pinned on his coat, was gone.

How many tlme3 then, after a hard
day's work, had Silas Invented some ex-

cuse to drive down to the vllage, where
he had sought for news of the war!
And could he ever forget the terrible day,
when, at the village, they had read Joe's
name among the slain, and he had to
come home and tell Joe's mother? Even
now. Just atr the memory, his old eyes
grew dimmer than ever.

And then, after what seemad a long
time; while the little home wa3 darkened
and the only sound to be heard was hl3
wife's moans then came a letter, saying
that the first report was false, i but that
Joseph Allen, very seriously wounded,
was in the hospital at Cavlte. There
was great rejoicing then, and Mrs. Allen
busied herself trying to think of some-
thing to send to the invalid. Many and
extravagant were the plans she made,
while Silas went every day for the mall
mall, alas! that did not come.

For awhile they tried to be hopeful and
told each other that "No news was good
news." But, as the slow-foot- days
dragged on, bringing no tidings, dark-
ness again settled over the home, and
Silas, as he worked down In the corn,
was thinking it all over and realizing that
the uncertainty wa3 much harder to bear
than even the first dreadful news. It was
Thanksgiving day, too, and other fami-
lies were rejoicing, with the children all
at home.

Dinner Preparations.
In the house Mrs. Allen was busily pre-

paring dinner. The kitchen, as clean as
hands could make it, was filled with
many savory odors. May, the
daughter, was putting the finishing
touches to the order of the small sitting-roo-

giving a straightening touch to
the pictures, and whisking away imagin-
ary specks of dust. As May returned to
the kitchen to hang up the duster, she
saw that her mother's cheeks were wet.
In a moment her arm was around the
mother's shoulders.

"What's the matter, mamma, dear?
You are crying," said May.

"I am thinking of my poor boy," sobbed
Mrs. Allen, as she sank. Into a chair.
"He may be dead; he may be starving,
while here at home we're feasting."

May dropped down by her mother's obalr j

and, drawing the weary head., in whoso
wavy masses of hair tho gray was fast
appearing, to her shoulders, comforted
the sorrowful woman.

Gradually the sobbing lessened, and.
Anally, Mrs. Allen, holding up the eager
young face, kissed It, as she remarked;

"Mother Is comforted, dear. Now set
the table, and then ring the bell tor
your father; I know he must bo nearly
starved."

The snowy cloth, was soon spread and
the best dishes set out In honor of theday. May picked the blossoms from her
geranium and put them on the table to
fill up the vacancy caused by the missing
plate. Mrs. Allen tried to hum a tune,
but her selection was an unfortunate one.
and its early suppression was all that
prevented another flood of tears. May
took down the bell and, going out on the
back steps, jingled lr merrily, the sun
gilding the braids of her hair and rest-
ing lovingly on her swee thoughtful
face.

Sllaa Responds.
Sllar Allen responded readily to the

summons and was soon at the pump, per-
forming his ablutions:

"Seems to me it didn't take you as
long to come to dinner today as It usual-
ly does, Silas. Did you smell the tur-
key?" asked Mrs. Allen. In a poor at
tempt at gayety. "Now put your coat
right on!" she continued. "You'll be aura
to set down In a Vlraft and have another
time with your shoulder."

Silas dutifully donned bis coat and
stood before the small square of looking,
glass that hung by the door, to arrango
his thin locks. From the glass, his eyes
wandered to the yard, where the chlck-en- ts

were clucking gratefully over an ex-

tra supply of wheat; then on to the lane,
where they rested, wonderlngly, on a
solitary figure that limped painfully
along.

"By gum! mother, If here ain't a
tramp!" he exclaimed. "I'm sure of It,
from his walk. I guess he's struck the
right place for a Thanksglvin' feed this
time. Never was but one of them fel-
lers turned away from my house hungry
yet, and I was sorry for that as soon as
'twas done. Yes, in he comes!" concluded
Silas, as the shambling figure turned In at
the side gate.

Mrs. Allen, all Intent on the gravy
which sputtered and bubbled beneath her
spoon, and May, noisily mashing the po-

tatoes, did not look up, not even when
the tramp stepped upon the porch, and
Silas, with a ga.sp of amazement, fell
back Into the shadow ot the door.

The tramp's eyes hungrily devoured the
simple, home-lik- e scene; then he turned
toward Silas and took one step Into
the room.

Joe's Return.
"Father!" The word thrilled through

the room like an electric shock, and Silas,
In a voice all choked, answered:

"Yes, my boy; but I guess your mother
comes first here." Then a gravy spoon
fell to the floor, leaving a greasy trail
over the shining hearth, and Mrs. Allen
rushed "into the arms of the tramp.

There was a great deal to be said and
Mrs. Allen had to know all about the
wound, and Silas must hoar something
of the walL that he scaled while the bul-
lets fell like hall, so, as Joe sat with his
sister on his knee, holding his mother's
hand, his father, who had suddenly de-

veloped a weakness of the eyes which ne-

cessitated the constant use of his hand-
kerchief, sitting very near,lhe turkey,
in the oven, was forgotten, as was also
the gravy, which boiled down to a black
crisp. Finally, as the soldier began tell-
ing of dlnnerless days and supperless
nights, the mother was reminded. May
moved the flowers to the center of the
table and, with happy tears, laid the oth-
er plate, and dinner was soon served.

Mrs. Allen sat looking doubtfully down
at the generous portion which rested on
her plate.

"When I was getting dinner, Joe," Bhe

said, with a smile that glistened through
tears, "I thought I just couldn't eat,
'cause you wasn't here. Now you have
come, my boy well, I don't believe I
can eat anything, anyway."

J. B. S.

A THANKSGIVING ODF

Every heart Is now rejoicing
With the year's abundant store

Whloh the Father of all merolea
Glveth to us o'er and o'er. t

Glad we are that nineteen hundred
Brlngeth blessings richer far

Than our land before hath oeunted,
And which naught can ever mar.

Yes, we learn the lesson duly.
As our country's past we scan.

That a wiser hand than ours
Guides the destiny of man. '

Not the seen, but unseen forces.
Shapes the every-da- y events.

That, at length, we know as history,-Whic-

full many a heart laments.

For they cannot see the lining
Which the thlekest cloud obscures ;

They forget God's brightest sunshine
Thro' the darkest night endures.

If the sun sets In the gloaming.
Reassuring, it will rise.

Then let all "Join In Thanksgiving,
Knowing there true wisdom lies.

As we praise the good increases.
As when ChrUt the fishes blessed.

Using His n power.
When around the people pressed.

Just so surely will provision
Still be made for every need;

When man cultivates his power,
He can alt the people. Iead, CV,.

Nor would any know gaunt Hunger
On this glad Thanksgiving day.

If tho power In each Invested
He would rightfully display.

Each has equal chance In molding
Circumstances to his mind; -

Each may prove himself a master.
Peer to any of his kind.

If he will assert his manhood''
And work out his highest good,

Then will all mankind be happy.
Nor will any lack for food.

Let each Join Creation's chorus
In one grand Thanksgiving psalm,

Then thro our fair earth prevail will
Never more the storm, but calm. '

That will usher In the morning
Of a fairer, happier day.

When a now race of Immortals
Once again on earth mar stay.

As ot old on Mount Parnassus,
In the days when earth was young1.

When the songs ot glad Thanksgiving
By the gods themselves were sung. r

Frances Etmlna CoX
Portland, Nov. 22, 1000.
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Lowell's) Attittxde Toward Women.
In reply to assertions made about James

Russell Lowell's attitude toward women
William Dean Howells. in a recent paper,
says:

"Ho loved chiefly the companionship off

books and of men who loved books; but
for women generally he had an amusing
diffidence; he revered them and honored
them, but he would rather not have had
them about. This is oversaying it, of
course, but the truth is in what I say.
There was never a more devoted husband,
and he was content to let his devotion
to the sex end with that. He especially
could not abide difference of opinion in
women: he valued their taste, their wit,
their humor, but he would have none of
their reason.

"I was by one day when he was arguing
a point with one of nls nieces, and after
it had gone on for some time, and the
impartial witness must have owned that
she 'was getting-th- e better of him, he
closed the controversy by giving her a
great kiss, with the words, You are a
very good girl, my dear,' and practically
putting her out of the room.

"As to women of the flirtatious type, he
did not dislike them; no man, perhaps,
does, but he feared them, and he said that
with them there was but one way, and
that was' to run."


