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[t’s time to be thankful, whether you realize it or not.
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bank account.

Some merchants are such deep thinkers that they don’t

;|‘I\'1'I'Ii~:‘j thev are afraid

thinking.

customers will interupt their

Many a voung miss believes that the end of a perfect day
is a perfect date,on a perfect night, with the right amount

of moonlight.
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I'houghts turn back to pre-
vious Thanksglvings,

Let ns turn our thoughts back far
ther thun our own experliences. Back
Indeed to the tirst Thanksgiving In
Awerica and there watch the prep-
aration of this first feast, so different
from our own, It will give us a close
feellng of kinship with thesa prede-
cessors of ours, these early American
homemakers, And It will bring a
deeper appreciation of the day, Helen
Robertson writes, In the Detroit Free
Press

First Thanksgiving Feast.

The picture of that first Thanksgly-
Ing feast celebrated In Plymouth on
the thirteenth day of December, 1621,
Is a striking one. Imngine the block-
house standing out stark and alone in
the great wilderness. Its rough walls,
erude furniture and huge fireplaces—
the Thanksgiving table of long narrow
boards, perhaps not more than three
feet wide, supported at elther end by
trestles,

If this first Thanksgiving feast was
served In dishes, they were made of
square blocks of wood about ten to
twelve Inches square and three to four
Inches deep, hollowed down Into a sort
of bowl. Nor was there one of these

tlon lugs

trenchers, for 80 they were called, for
each person. Usually two children or
A man and wife ate from one trench
er. Forks were almost unknown, in
fact the fork was Introduced by
Covernor Winthrop In

There were sy

first

Boston t(welve

years later ons, how

ever, and drinking cups and “noggins”
which were a sort of mug with a han
dle, I'ese were passed from hand to

hand and lp to lip around the board
No Holiday for Women

The fArst Thanksgiving ecelebration
lasted sieveral days rather than fust
one. It was a time of recreation and
guimes—for the men at least. One ean

not Imagine four women and the few
young girls having much time for rec

reation when they must prepare the
food for 121 men, 1 of whom were
Indians with an unbounded eapacity
for gorging. And this for several
days!

. DPoubtiess the dear and grest tur

|
keys were rousted In the ovpen, the

remainder of the feast belng cooked
In huge pota and Kettles eof copper
hanging from the “lug pole”™ In the

center of the Nreplace which occupled
the greater part of one side of the
|

room.

After this first Thanksgiving,
rilllllwl‘vl,
yenr,

many
celebrated In
wonder at

several being

one We of today

their courage to hold Thanksgiviag
feusts when there seems to have been
so little to be thankful for

In the mind of the Puritan, Christ-
mas and its celebration was nothing
short of ldolatry. This was the day
to be spent In religlous service. But
Thanksgiving was the day of fawmlly
reunion and feasting

Eighteenth Century Thanka

The next Thanksgiving celebrations
of which we read are those which re
quired days and even weeks of prep-
arntlon. We read the description of
one table, which surely must have
gronned under Its weight of dellclous-
NeRA,

*“On
blg roast

one end of the table was the
turkey and on the other a
goose and two pigeon pastries. There
was abundance of vegetebles” Be
sldes these there were huge chines of
roast pork and venison,

And still the same letter bemoans
the fuet that they were unable to have
roast beef because of the scarcity due
to the war! The letter finishes with
this paragraph:

“Our mince ples were good, though
we had to use dried cherries Instead
of ralsing and venison Instead of beef,
The pumpkin ples, apple tarts, and big
Indian puddings lacked for nothing
mave nppetite by the time we got
around to them.” Do yon wonder?
Setting Day Aside.

The celebration of a certain day |
for Thanksglving was not universal
until 1884 when President Lineoln s
sued A proclamation appointing the
fourth Thursday Im November with
A view of having a day ket there
after annually withoot nterruption,
The President’s assassinntion the next
year almost caused a suspension of
his own rule untll President Johnson
appointed the last Thursday in Novem-
ber,

Noevertheless It I8 “vye oyster
stewed,” “turkle” ecorn and pumpkin

which were served In the Pligrim daye
that still play the leading roles Iln our
anksgiving menus of today. And
just as in those early vears, [t 1s stil)

A day of family gatherings and feast
ing. So while the Thanksgiving cele
brations conform with the dictates of
our day there still remain shades and

shadows of the past which earich It
and make it the happier,

 antly.
“I'm very well—that I1s, I'm not well
at all. [I've jJust had typhold fever,
Phillp  stammered Then, thinking

and stared
If he wer

the man stopped short
ahead of him, wondering
suddenly losing his senses

On the edge of the pool, Just be
yond the waterfall, was a girl, her
face turned her white feet
and ankles gleaming through the clear
witer of the had
soft, short, close-fitting white Enarment
and her bare arms were ralsed above
her head, half-covered with the masses
of shining halr that fell about her like
a golden cloud,

PPhilip  had
stopped abruptly,

from him

brook She on o

been  whistling He
The girl shook her |

He

Philip Had Been Whistling. i
Stopped Abruptly. |
[

| halr, dropped her arms, and torned
around. Then after one startled sec

ond, In which Philip saw that her eyes
were as blue as the shining sky which |
dappled the woods with ita light, she
smiled with entire friend!liness,

“How do you do?' she asked pleas

what an asinine thing that was to say, |
he went on, renlizing all the time that |
he was not becoming less asinine,
“That's why ['m here—trylng to get
better, you know.”™

“1 see” suld the girl,
serene pleasantness

with the same |
“I'm sorry. Did |

you walk all the way from wherever
you came?”

Phillp laughed. *“No, | motored. |
left Boston early this morning, but

I got mso tired and so dirty and s¢ hot
that [—*"

“Left your motor by the side of the
road, and followed the brook to take a

swim. And now I'm here first, spoll
ing It alk. What a pity! 'l go—*
“Oh, please don't! 1 don’t think

you're spolling anvthing particularly,”
Phillp stammered aguin ‘In fact you
you rather add the place—and
1 thought It was the p place |
had ever seen
The girl put up her handa and ha

fto
reftlesy

HNnvway

Ean drying wr r [ "
you mit down? she nskin) You must
be pretty tired’
tlon, feeling It t ¢ NN nAEre " v
and, utterly atl a ‘R LRR t to =
or do next, walted * X
the next "W A\t T 18 she
tinued to dry el r alle e hi
burst out Is e nplt run a “n
i...-, n= . \ | . e \'.\..
brooks? er s ¢ il A pers
at ! Perhaps you're a dryad—or s
aymiph—or something |lke that?

"1 wish | wers she sald and the !

keast sbadow of 4 outent seemed to |

| belore

| wWas =i

"echoed Phillp,

Dimne

“Lady Rlanche farm!

“What a pretty

“Yes—there's quite a pretty story
ahour It, too. Would you like to
hear 1t?"

“Yery much.”

“All right—my hair's dry now. TI'l)

| go and dress and yvou can have your
swim, ['ve got some lunch with me-
where my clothes are—enough for
two, 1 guess. ['l come hack

She slipped off the boulder, waded
to the shore, and waved her hand

Then, a
she vanished among the trees

lttle, white gracefnl Agure,
It was more than half an hour later
he heard her He
had bathed and dressed hurriedly, and
tting, greatly refreshed and tre

returning,

mendously hungry, but growing ex
| tremely anxious to have her return
At last she ealled:

“Hoo-00-00."

“Hoo-00 he answerad,

“What's your name?"

*Phillp Starr."

“Well, Mr. Philip Starr, 18 It all
right for me to come?"

"“Yes, ['ve been ready ages Do
hurry."

She reappeared, still all In white
She did not, he noticed qu ckly, look
very different now than when in the
white bathing suit—of course he had
by this time realized that this was
what the slip had been. She stopped

on the bank, a forgotten difficulty sud

denly occurring to her
“We're on opposlte sides, We'll have
to walk up a litle way ere's a
| shallow place where | ean get across
on the stones.™
| “1 guess you've run away hefore
| You seem to know the lay of the land
pretty well.”
“Oh, yes. Cousin Jane thinks moth

er has let Panl and me both grow up

awful shirkers Only he Just loafs
and 1 run™
“1 see. Well, I'm surely glad you
ran this time. Is P'aul your brother?'
“Yes. He's twenty-—~the same age
a8 my cousin Mury Fhoey're sort of
half engnged He's fond of her. but

not nearly a8 fond of her as she Is of

him He Hkes to have a good tlme
with other girls, too, ani. for all Mary
CAD see, there Isn't another boy 1o the

world except  Paul He's perfectly

sure of her, and It makes him careless
I shouldn't ke to be engaged that
wiy."”

“on't worry, you won't be How

old are you?

“Seventeen It's & nice age™

“It certalnly Is Are you golng to
be seventeen we ™

“Almost a vear.'

Philip Starr Id not remember
when he had imnghed so often He
leapt acress the stepping stones, and
took the hox of h fro n h

*1 meant to come over on your side

“Of & rss Rut | meant help §

| acrnsa’
*“1 i ' ght f that
Wy ! had sald | y AbF I
I've been ng of It > m .:1
Hes It's & very pleasant o t
idwe ’
e 0 n him witl ¢ same
ellg Y s 1 express 18 W
\:||' t I rst i' - Ve 1 t
faded agaln & A8 q Kly Nhe
nl h 12 and he sw g b
lHghtly across, so easily that she 1
h 1y e ¢ she was Ve

"\.'.\\. she s .!__ sitting fown and
eaning aguinst a tree o Sy "
Mary has given me to eat Vi I
Are letiuce sa viches, and = Tl
eges. and sngared doughnuts and
two big pleces of angel cake Aren‘t
you i iy '

For some minutes they ate 'n satls

fled sllence .:'I‘\u you miond If | smoke.”
Fhillp asked, wheno the st dellcious

felt able to laugh, Please go on about |

the little French countess. Did she |
fall In love with him, too?"
“Oh, yes! Head over heels! At |

Just like a story "
happen.”

“Yes, | suppose 80" sald the present
Blanche, a trifle hurriedly, “—once In
a great while, and ever so long ago, of

first sight, too!

“Such things do

course S0 they were marrled, al-
though her famlly wasn't very en-
thusiastie about her golng across the

to an unknown willderness—but
as all the rest of them were gulllotined
pot long after, she was better off than
they were, anyway, Of course Col-
onel Moses brought her to Hamstead |

sen

to live. She had a fortune In her own
right, and a wonderful trousseauy—
great boxes and chests of linen and
lace and clothes and silver and jewels
and books, and she had furniture
sent, too, from the chatean, And my
great-great-grandfather bullt her a

blg brick house—the handsomest one
anywhere around here—and—"

“It's a lovely story., What happened
next?”

“The rest of It Isn't so lovely, It's
The other farmers' wives

didn't care for Lady
think they were a little
Jenlous of her because she was so
much richer and more beautiful than
they were, and she couldn't talk Eng-
Ush well enough to make them un-
derstand that she wasn't haughty and
cold, ng they thought, but just as gen-
tle and lonely and anxlous to be friend-
ly as she could be, And—for a long
time, didn’t have any echildren.
That was considered almost a disgrace,

rather sad
In Hamstead
Blanche. 1

she

In those days, It mseems! Almaest
everyone had sixteen or seventeen !
Lady Blanche's hushband was deends
fully disappointed ; of course she wos,
ton, but he didn't seem to thirk of
that He—he held it up ns & pe
proach to her. And she grew mese
and more lonely and sad—"

“What -was the end of wee Wy &
Philip asked, gently

“When she had been mossbod plvwind
five years, she had twins—a bog ned &
girl. She wasn't strong, ke mesd oF
the ploneer women., She died

“Moses Manning never get eswy B"
Blanche went on, after a lwag |-

“He didn't marry a seeend dame, e
wiy most of the settlens did, whos
their wives died—some of om dhere
or four times! And e meser oalbed
his place anything bwt Lady Placale
farm, after that—i's pesver hron sl
anvthing eise, ever simew Wiem e
twins, Moses and Blancle gees wey
he bullt them each & housk on s )
place, and as the hop Saeded be e &

lawyer, he bailt a W

tiw vl esnemied

ed with the big belch tessn, Sep hisn
Fhey both moeseld—dee ool dnen  off
ther P —reed ol  age  feem

Mes, and lodver end Lindy Biveneiers $os-
tune, of Tu  leraus e
Yheewn

T,
Bever gene sud of shee Suaed |y
1 Fawd oid | M i ema—the Mg
hrick

sue—nud Ceowdn Joae Mg

whe's sevor mowricd e anether, and
Cousio Seth and his children In the
third 0r rse the fortune's beand
divided up so many times that it !sn't
very large any more, but it's enough
to make ns comfortable, and give us
A guod education, If we want It Paul
ind In’t "specially, and Mary, who
es b ks, had to glve up gFoing to
boarding school when she was a)
nost  re y for i because her
her died, and there wasn't aAnvone
else to k er father and the
tle boys All the other familles In
Hamstead have kept on feeling that
the Mannings are a little nt from
the rest of the We wlish T!'.a;
wouldn't—all except mother~| think

she rather llkes It-—but they do! And

 there's always cue Blanche ln sach

— —

THANKSGIVING:
A Parable

HE frail boats of these Pigeims

had heen delivered frem the vasd
and tumulituous masses of the daed
sea. Under the frowning bastlements
of the black forest they lifted thew
roof trees amd muscled their wadke
with eak, laid open the new seil and
east the shining grain, forgedul im
laber and hope of their great lomel-
ness.

AND now their strong, small cabins

stood, seamed with snow, in the
utter whiteness of the clearing. The
lue smoke of their sturdy chimneys
drifted warmly against the black wall
of the wilderness and their hearths
were ruddy with deep embers,

HE harvest was bountiful. The

dark barns were musty with maize
and bulging pumpkins glowed in the
ligint of the candle. The walls of the
exbins were festooned with dry herbs
amd at each door hung the frozen car-
eass of a wild beast.

"ME dark ocean thundered with

winter sterms. The vast wilder-
moss frownmed., Death lurked in the
farest and the clearing. Men had died
feom am wounds and acrows. Children
kad pesished of stacvation and disease
and yeung wives had died in meshes
howd. Ower cash deor hung the weap-
ons of hunt aad woeface. Life woe
g and keseis wioh Qulpssman vy
O AR,

BW ene wene @Ye newilace el M
precious fise, goaain ia the bin amd
e steipped saceass by the deer. Thiw
wos sheie hame; only deash sould diss
pwssess fireme. Theie noady and theis
eacts wene Wioke s and net euom
drath sendd dispesseyy thean Mese ¢
man gkt speals aa e pirased aath
pray o he pleased Me sowid not avh
for mase, hawimg haswa the weangs of
spproasion samd Nee teosens of Niw wolpn
wa amd a swange land.

D se a doy v 2t @die by
i XA Phardesgioinng % Gold Sor N
great gesdaess, for She bwan of e
for rosksee and fioe amd foad ased fiw
privilege of the thandkliel heacs Oa
that day, betwweea the starmy seu and
the awful wildesmoss; ®hese people

sang and feasted an the smpail bvunty
of the first harvest
—Hubert Kelley, in the Hamsuw Civg
Star,
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