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WALLACE IS STUNNED BY REVELATIONS MADE TO HIM
BY HIS COMMANDING OFFICER

Synopsis.—Lieut. Mark

battle of Santiago.

Wallace,
While wandering alone in the jungle he comes

U. S A is wounded at the

across a dead man in a hut outside of which a little girl is plaving.
When he is rescued he takes the girl to the hospital and announces

his intention of adopting her.

CHAPTER |—Continued.

MR

“What are you going to do about
" s . * -~ |
her?” inquired the major, standing htL-f

side the eamp bed and looking down

at \Wallace uneasily.

Doil some canned cow and see if it |

will dissolve the cellulose out of an |

arnry biscuit.”
“It shall be done. I guess that'll stay

her till morning. But seriously, Wal-

lace?”

“I suppose I'll have to assume the
responsibility for her. I'll take her
down to the base with me tomorrow

e — —— o —

charge of one of the stewardesses on |

some liner.”

“I've got a better scheme,’
ma jor.
My wife will go crazyv over her.
a little girl. She's got her ideal type
in mind, and that’s it.
round for one like that
chance eame along.”

“Well, youd better go on
round, Majer,” said Wallace, irritably.

“See here, my boy, yvou den’t really
want that kid, do you?”

“I do. Tl think over your proposi-
tion, Major, of course, but my sister
would give her a home and—"

“I.ct me send her to my wife.
can ciaim her after the war, if you
rant to. Suppose vou got Killed ; we'd
neithier of us have her. If vou don’t

let me take her I'll make you pay for

it

“Tiow?”

“I'll order her a hath, under the
sanitary code. And vou’ll have to give
it. And scraped beef—our beef!”

I was to leok
if ever the

once in our regiment !
looking

You

_ _ 1 a leakage.
“Gret out, Major, and give me a'

chance to yell when my wound hurts. |

Listen! T tell you what I'm ready to
do. TI'll let the regiment adopt her,
wilhh myself as godfather.”

) CHAPTER Il
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He stopped, astonished at the way
the Major toek his suggestien. How-

|
i

| |
'
]

l

ard began to stutter, paced the inside
of thie tent for some moments, mutter-

ing to himse!f, and then swung round

upon his heel, facing the lieutenant.

“Good God, no, Wallace!
put that infernal idea into your head?”
he exploded. “See here, now! You're
not well enough to talk this thing over
tonight. Some day I'll tell you why
your proposal is impossible.”

“That's all very well, Major.

I don't *

. 'a girl, named Hilda Morsheim.
Whatever | &

- Wallace,

know what you mean, but if vou don’t |

like my proposition you know what | millions :

vou can do. I'm quite well enough to
I'sten to what's worrying yvou.
out !”

“I haven't time, Wallace. There's
these stragglers to be sorted out. Not
that much can be done tonight, I sup-
sometime I'll teil vou—"

swung round on his hecol

pose,

He and

Dig it and allowed to disappear.

- was a foolish move, but we felt the

C1ry forever.

made for the entrance, stopped and re-
- antil the damuing documents woere laid

turned.

“1 suppose I'd better tell you now.”
he exclaimed. *“I had thought it might
be as well not to tell you ever.

father was—that man in the tent?”
“What do you mean, Major?

“ilampton!”
grimly.

Lieutenant Wallace sat bolt upright .
» the bed and stared at the other in |

nmazement.
“The man who sold our mobilization

plans to Spain?’ he whispered, con-

setous of a sudden terror for the child.

The major nodded. “It's
since we worked togzether in the war
office,” he answered, “and, frankly, 1
didn’t know the face.

the bullet had done? One of thoso
d d dum-dums. But—you didn't
se¢ this, did yvou?”

He took a purse from his pocket,
opened it snd shook out three gold
pieces into his hand. “That was on a
belt about the body,” he said. *“And
there were some papers—not the ones

we wanted, but enough to identify

nim. It was Hampton all right.”

He went to the tent door and looked
out. “Here, Johnson!” he called.

The negro servant appeared almos’
instantaneously within the openine
and stood to attention.

“Conld you use three gold pieces,

Johnson?”’ inquired Major Howard.

“Well, suh, I don’t know as I'd ob- |

»ct,” replied the negro, grinning.

“It's part of a sum that was paid
o an American soldier for betraying

is country.”
“Oh, Lord, no, Major!” answered
ohnson.
“Then do what yvou think best with
ese,” |
The negro looked at the gold coins
his hand, stepped outside the tent
id swung his arm.
the jungle grass far beyond the en-
mpment. Major Howard shied the
rse after them and went back to
iere Wallace still sat upright on the
1. He neoticed, with a certain zrim-
ss of spirit, that one of the lieuten-
t's hands rested on the child’s fair
ir.
“*Well, Wallace?” he asked.
“It's damnable.”
“We can't exactly make hi-
e regimental pet, can we?”
Waliace was silent, and the Iajor
t down on the edge of the | | be-
le him.

child

You |
don’t happen to know who this child's |

Some |
settier caught by a bullet, 1 suppose.” !
said Major Howard,

years

You wouldn't |
have, would you, after the work that |

The pieces fell .

L Sugzested
" said the
“Let me have her, Wallace.
You

know she’s always talking of adopting  Major.

- stirred

“I had orders to watch for him.” he
said.  “He was to have been hanged
ds  soon as we captared Santiago.
That’s why he was making for the
Jungle. He was detected and allowed
to escape with his life, but he had
been working as a Spanish agent since
he was drummed out of Amerieca. His
career ended at the luckiest moment
tor him. TIle seems to have had the
one redeeming quality of affection for
the child, theugh if he had had a par-
ticle of unselfishness in him he would
have left her behind him. 1 SUppPoOse
she was the only thing he had in his

and ship her home to my people in | Wretched life.”

"Of  course there's no palliation,”
Wallace. “But the man
may have been born good and—gone
downhill.”

“He was born rotten,” answered the
"“l" sold his country to pay
his gambling debts. Cub:a v
imagine.

tell you, Wallace!”

He hesitated s while: Wallace hasl
net moved; but the child at Lis side
and breathed heavily.
Hiajor's fists clenched,

vears of hell
crime, Wallaece.”

Mark Wallace ‘ooked up. “I'm

the case, Major,” he said.

The

: . . s il [t's j”-“r what we ouzht to do, because
“I'm trying to be just to the dead,” |

not |

silre that I know all the faets about | :
- Major.

| of the Seventieth.

s about |
the only place that would hoid him. 1|
And to think that swine was |
Sorry 1 had to !

; plaved
| that I'd suffer for it to the last dayv of
cmy life,

- ficoe.

' he said. “But I feeil that a thousand |
wouldi’t atone for that |

“The facts are that it was no sudden |

act of fear or temptation, but calculit-
o). cold-blooded  deliberation. We
knew at the war oftfice that there was

mobilization division, where Kellerman
and I were working. Even
under suspicion for a time. Then it
other,

“Wallace, those months
woist time I've ever spent.

were
Hampton

' was my best friend, and Kellerman's,

too. We spied on him—had to.
"Well, you know what happened,
more or less, There was a woman go-

between, as there generally is—a fine- |
- looking young woman, little more than
{ine |

of  those French-German Alsatians.

confessed. The

Wis

she
Hamapton

her, and

ngninst

DI'OVell.,
“There wasn't any trial.

many years; he had cost his country

he ought to have
But he was quietly ecashiered
Mavbe it

hanged,

shame pretty badly and wanted to for- |
- will

get it. Hamipton was let go, on the
understanding that he leave the coun-
Oh, yes, he assumed the
innocent air quite dramatically. Some
of the war oflice people believed in him

before thiem.,

went afterward. That's why we

01l

Stared at the Other in Amazement.

had orders to hang him as soon as
Santiago was taken. He did the kind-
est thing he could have done to him-

| self when he got in the way of that

sniper’s bullet.

“I'll tell you who the child’s mother
was, Wallace, because I was unfortu-
nate enough to know her.
of a Baltimore

family—fine people,

and, of course, with a tradition like |
that, she believed in the scoundrel ab- |
The |

solutely. “She came to me twice
first time was before the informal trial
held by the department. She beggod
me to believe he was innocent and the
victim of a trap. I wouldn’t even 1i -
ten. You know, when a man hos o
run down his friend he has to Lirion

his heart. |
ST Jame to me again, alter Hamp-

’

ton 's broken.
, : :

-
F

the |

Wwe Wore
gave vou
- Book.,

narrowed down to Hampton and an- :
- man s memory.,

Lellerman got some hold on |
CaASe |

absolutely |

J

|

- Know we've adopted the child.
 I'm

- suspected somehiow,

The feliow |
- could have been shut up for a good |

bheen |

- - " 1

“And he was still somehow in touch |
with things, Wallace, and the leakages |
- man?”

5'.".{‘

SR

false 1o i) 'H‘:-ll friend and

I've never forgotien that in-
terview, and yvou ean how |t
made me mad to hang Hawmpton when

SUCSS

- we learned that he was still keeping
' up the game from his exile in Cuba.
- He must have got quite a number of

confidential papers out of the war of-
That's about all.”

“It’s enough.” said Wallace. “The

- girl married him, then?”

“No much we learned. And also that
she died later. You see. we've hoeon

- @ ]f!‘ﬂm the olid mess list,” Wallace con-

l

| his

- Wallace,” he sai. L

: had lor, ].:”‘ AS VO S
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tinued,

The maior
mmustache
came to his decisg

“"Well, T'Il tal«

& &
rilline a
LUCIN Y,

i\' '1!

| o reason why this little anim:al shouald

- suffer

j Tll:if
' T'll agree, Wallace, if yvou'll let mo

pretiy close on the feliow's track the

last couple of years—ever since the
war d  probability, in
Most officers in the

hecaime
of the

fact,
reciment |

are since that time, but I guess they |

il knew something, and kept it quiet,
like yvou.”

Wallace nodded. “I faney there's a | |

good deal of feeling,” he said.

|

“Quite a good deal,” said the major, |

drvly,
me that this makes it
tle ditlicult to adopt
cially?”

his child

"And I guess vou'll agree with
let’s say, a lit- |
ofii- |

“You mean the remembrance wonld |

he too bitter?”

“I mean that that position is the

qualified from holding, by reason

- birth.”

isn't

“Ntill”
the

urged Wallace, *it

I!lilllt],

Cone and only position that she is dis- |
of |

in |
The meother was decent. |

Why should that baby be tarnished |

with her father’s treachory ?”

“It’'s written in the Good Book—'

- began the major.

somethine else

“And there's Ay
counls of fire, too, Major. which came

(as a sort of revision of the old law.

|

ahout |

it's the oaly way to adiust the mat- |

ter.”
"Adjust it? Adjust what?”
the Major, with sudden passion.

":lith'l

“The whole of that hellish business,
The nian was once an oflicer
He's dead and his
criines have died with him. We want
to forget that such a thing could have

- happened, and the only way is to leave

- il
It had been traced to the _
Cout

o God's judoment and to east
all bitterness {from our
You quoted Seripture to me—well, 1
the answer from the same
Let death bring oblivion to the
He's left us the child,
I have the

Ntart here. Start fresh.

right to the kid, but what vou have |

told me makes me feel strongly that
there’'s a DProvidence in this affair.
and I'll lend her to yvou—mark that
word, Major!—on that condition or
none.”

Major Howard puiled at his mus-
tache In agitation. “You don’t really
mean it, Wallace?” he asked.

“I do. If you want me to let vou
take her till a

“It means
cuard.”

"It means forgetting him and letting
the Judze judge.”

“It goes against every instinet. I'd
bring her up away from the regimental
life. Desides. thoere are the others.”

“Who else knows?”

“Well, of course, IIIEEHH]:\' clse knows
who the dead man was. The colonel
have 1o But he needn't
He's
going South after the war. However,
afraid Kellerman knows., He ree-
wis left of the face, or
I could tell from

the war’'s over

fergiving that  black-

'*‘ 1'-
I\l.;"‘lli

ognized what

Lhis manner.”
"I don’t see any overwhelming dif-
ficuity in that. You ean trust Keller-

Tie major noedded, and it oceurred

hearts. |

The mother
aecent, and there may be somoethine

i'lt‘:i HI‘ H

for his sins,
\‘I' ”I'illl-:‘-; i‘h‘littil.tii

tal

- \1':3;‘

{11
thoe

charge of her till
\\'t"fl enter hor

and settle a fietitions narentazo

the
t‘IIllt”i.

(v er
(1) 11NN

hools

on her afterward, and mav =he never |

Know her father's history. DBy the time
she's old enonsh to underst:indd d mas
cot’s duaties, flirt with the lieutenants

and plead for the drunks, mavbe we'll |

1t onrselves,

Take

forcotten

my bhoy.

have
nicht,
wountd,
cuit and a couple of eal

of

care

s of naphtha

- "
e

(zo0t]- |

- 1 ‘l
YOI1Yy |
L]

I'll send in that milk and his- |

- : iy

— = i —— il

2
OWSE
o @

Mrs. Tetl

Wils |

soap, and a poreelain tub with silver |
Ctrimmings, for vou to make a start on |

LB

her in the morning.
He glanced at the
tookx Mark's hand and
ont of the tent.
<tood still for a few IHioment s,
“Tho scoundrel !”
tered.
At that instant his alert ear heard

sleeping
went

(]l ——] e mut-

what the sentiry, posted some distance |

"'.’I_:_'_;q; N =y
’, | ?/ ,

The Major Cou'd No: Distinguish How
the Intruder Was Dressed.

away, had failed to ecatch—the rustling
movinz ficure in the dense
jungle grass at the edge of the ecamp.

The major remained perfeetly mo-
except for his right hand,
which was swiftly withdrawing his re-
volver from its ense, Suddenly he was
transtormed into action. He leaped
between the two last tents of the line

O ~olne

tioniess,

10 see a man confront him for an in-

stant. In the light of the quarter-
moon the major could not distinguish
how the intruder was dresseod,

evident, however., that he had

rowling outside the tent which held |
] &

Waliace and the child.
“Halt!”
sentry together, and, as the man drop-
ped into the grass, the rifle and revol-
ver rang out simultaneously.
The sentry, shouting to the guard,
came running up.

- searched the spot, but they found neo

to Wallace that he would rather trust |
any ot the oflicers than Kellerman. He
had conceived a prejudice against him |

which he could not have explained.
"And Hampton's name was erased

FLASH LIGHTS

ing as to When to Begin
an HHumination.

various ohservers testify to the fact |
1s eoften mentioned as a possible addi-

hat myriads of glow worms Very oce-

IS

very beautiful effect. 1t
by that this phenom-
accidental, although in this

light some cases would seem inered-

thoueht

13

~Onne

ihle.
John V. Puarcell of

. ecords that in the town of Co-

Ctabato, island of Mindanao, . 1. a few

the
hundred
; ning

VEUrSs 20 there were two trees ahonut
SiZze of
yvards apart, and OV e-

were  filled

CVery
with

fireflies

these

casionally indulee in synehrogous flash- |
Cing with

bhody,

“One of those
muttered Major Howard
revolver in

thieves !V >

reniaced his

115 (CiASe,

he

And he hurried away to look after his |

110N,

Saveral years elapee and then
Wallace, now a céptain in the
army, visits Eleanor at a yeung
iadies’ boarding school. El!eanor,
nocw a young lady, gives her
guardian a ghock, but a pleasant
one, as he takes leave of her. |j
Don’t miss the next instaliment. ;

l

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

IN  UNISON 'TWO EX-PREMIERS IN CABINET

Fireflies Seem to Have an Understznd. | Situation in British Politics That Haz |

f

Never Before Occurred Is Among
the Possibilities.

Herbert H. Asquith, former premier,

tion to the present cabinet. The Man-

- chester Guardian points out that if this

happens Lloyd George will have two
toriwer prime ministers among his sub-

ordinntes, There Is no former instance
L Of
Washington, |

this state of things in modern hLis-
tory, and it is a long time now since an
centained in a

Inelish covernmnent

secondary place even one former pre-

dapple trees and IH-I‘hH}H a

' which tlashed in unison, first one tree

She was a
Miss Rennie, Miss Marjorie Rennie. |

lighting up and then the other. There
must have been several thousand in-
Ssects in each tree, vet the svinchronism
wWas perfect that

<) rarely or never

did a single firefly flash at the WIrome |

time,

“To the best of my recollection the
iMumination period lasted about two
or three seconds and the dark Deriods
perhaps twice that long. I can posi-

tively vouch for the accuraey ot

the |

foregoing, for it seemed so strange andd |
ty-three, and at that age to be prime

produced so beautiful an effect thot T

thought it one of the most remarkable
things in the PPhilippines, and it made |

2 deep impression on me.”

A Nap on a 40-Mile Wind.

It was not so long ago that a ten-
mile breeze would upset all flving
plans for a day at
exhibition field.

- short

3 ILUI'I'E*'H:}“ O [«:!'t*]l the machines Hll:

the ground.

As far as the ability tg

- make good weather of it is concerned |
the airman eof todlay ean langh at a .

gale and fairly take a nap sitting on
a <O-mile win'l—3\Wgllam A. Bishop,
v. O, 8. 0. 4. C, In Saturday Eve-

She: te:d me 1 had piag Post.

| CLi

any airdrome or: orie¢ premiership of the age of ¢

Now nothing short of

Inier,
1 hie elassienl case oceurred about the

middle of last century, and is furnish- |
e by the game of see-saw which was |
played by Lord John Russell and Lord |

'almerston, In the government of

CIS4G-02 Lord John Russell was prime |
minister and Lord Palmerston foreign

(!

secretary, and in the government
I500-60 their two positions were ex-

':ll‘ti_\' reversed,

It was Lord John Russell’'s excep-
tional fate to be prime minster from
the age of fifty-four till that of sixty,
to He in and out of subordinate office.

linder Lord Aberdeen and then under
Lord Palimmerston, from sixty to seven- |

minister again.

Ii Lloyd George gets Mr. Asquith as
well as Mr. Balfour he will have all the
fiving former premiers except one, the
exception belng Lord Rosebery, whose
period  of office—15 months—was <o
as to compare with the mete-
V-
ning.

Rice in United States.

There are five varieties 37 riee
crown in the Unlted States. The so
1 Japanese varieties are planted
exclusively in  California @

alinost

"kind Known as ‘he Wateribune being

! the one principal .y grown,

It was |
heen

shouted the major and the |

The major and he |

d Cuban snesl- |

i'h“". |
quickly |
Under the sky he

JHE old Tetlow place stood
L| off to the east of Layton. It
had once been surrounded by
wide acres, but gradually
the growing town had en-
croached on {ts borders;
' and, bit by bit, the property had been
. Swallowed up, until at last the low-
- browed, rambling farmhouse was el-
. bowed by smarter town residences,
and could boast only a narrow door-
yard in front, and a cramped orchard
in the rear.

“The mills had spoiled Layton,” old
Mrs. Tetlow used to say, with a dreary
shake of the head, as she watched
these changes.

The Tetlow farm had been a pros-
perous one In its day, and its owners
had lived on it in quiet respectability
for many generations. But they were
all scattered and gone now—these Tet-
lows—save for the one lonely old wom-
an, who gazed out of the small-paned |
windows. |

People said Mrs. Tetlow was grow-
Ing forgetful. Perhaps she was—for-
. getful of the present.

It was a dreary November day. The
clouds hung low and a few scattering
snowflakes were beginning to fall.

“Real Thanksgiving weather,” mur-

mured Mrs. Tetlow, as she looked out
' of her front window.
' “Yes, it's real Thanksgiving weath-
- er,” repeated the old lady, drawing
~her small shoulder shawl closer about
~her. “It’s time to be making the mince-
' meat.”

“Mother always did that the first
thing,” she went on, by and by, “and
today is Friday. Next week will bring
. the last Thursday in the month. The
proclamation’ll be read next Sabbath.”

. The knitting needles lay idle in Mrs. ;
good to have company once more,” she

' Tetlow’s lap, as she rocked slowly
- back and forth.

“Grandma Spencer’s folks always
- came by Wednesday night,” she said,
. after a reflective pause, “and brother
' Peter and his wife and boys would
- get here as early as 9 Thanksgiving
- morning. The rest didn't come till |
nearly noon. I wonder where Peter’s |

- boy is now. I wish the West weren’t
80 far off. I wonder if the boy's done '
well.”

Mrs. T'etlow stopped rocking and sat
. up straight in her chair.
. “Wouldn't I like to get ready for an-
. other such Thanksgiving party,” she
- exclaimed, a red spot burning in ei-
. ther cheek. “I believe I will.”

She arose, her slight figure trem-

' bling as she rolled up her knitting
- work and thrust the needles into it.
“Let me see,” she went on musingly,
- how many must I provide for? There's
- Peter and Mary and the three boys,
and Jane and Henrietta and Uncle
Bolon. Nannie and her husband and
the little folks, bless 'em! and Grand-
- ma Spencer’s folks and Joe and Letty.
It'll be a long tableful, but I'll be
ready for them.”

Monday saw active preparations go-
Ing on in the old kitchen.

The last thing each night before go-l'
Ing to her bed the old lady took her |

ing there were more toothsome goodies |

to behaold.

When the traveling butcher stopped
Wednesday for his usual small order,
Mrs. Tetlow followed him out to his

his collection.
wide.

woman nodded gravely. I

That morning the windows in the |
upper chamber were thrown open to
the wind and sunshine, and sweeping |
and dusting and airing of bed linen
were in order,

“Grandma Spencer’s folks always
come by Wednesday night.” she said,
- “and the rooms haven't been used for
some time. They feel a little damp,
so I'll have them opeu all day.”

Toward night Mrs. Tetlow put on
. her second best gown and sat down
' near the window to watch.

When her guests arrived, the near-
est neighbor might not have known,

Grateful for Victory in War.
This is indeed a sad world to which
Thanksgiving day comes this vear, a
- world full of death and destruction,

. woe and hatred, and my greatest and
deepest thankfulness this yvear is that

Almighty God made it possible for me
te believe In an outcome of it all which
shall be for the ultimate welfare of all
people. My hymn of pralse iIs for the
taith that is in me. Otherwise, amidst
the play of titanic forces which use
~ men merely as pawnson a8 world chess-

mmwwm
Faster Flying.

“It would be easy for any English
eirplane manufacturer to produce a
machine which could make Dbetter
than 250 miles an hour,” declared
Capt. W. G. Ashton, one of the lead-
ing experts on air mechanism, the oth-
er day.

“This coald be accomplished,” he
explained, “by merely altering the
curvature, or caliber, of the planes.
But this would mean a minimum land-
' ing speed of 150 miles an hour, and
there is the great difficulty. The ma-

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc2929 scm3541-0039.jpg

cart and selected the largest turkey in | she exclaimed impulsively.
The man’s eyes opened [}*ou
| day.”
“Expecting company, ma’am?” he carriage, and Mrs. Tetlow returned to
asked as he wgighed it, and the old her rocking-chair by the window.

c0 gloomily 7" asked a guest.
the time I dropped into various estab- | pel him to clean out his sh

R

but a lamp was lighted in the dim
best room that evening, and at nine
o'clock the old woman took a bed-
room candle in either hand and toiled
up the creaking stair. On the littie
stand beside each bed she placed a
brass candlestick, and, having turned
back the sheets, went out again, mur-
muring a soft “good-night.”

Mrs. Tetlow arose at dawn, and be-
fore it was time to prepare breakfast
she had dressed her turkey and set it
aside, ready for the oven.

About nine o'clock she began
her table,

Having smoothed out every wrinkle
In the cloth, she gathered all her ge-
ranium blossoms and put them in the
center of the table In a glass bowl.
Then the silver, which had all been
polished the day before, was brought
forth from its ecanton flannel wrap-
pings, and Great-grandma Tetlow’s
blue china was lifted down from the
shelves of the china closet.

“How good It IS to see all these
things out again!” exclaimed the old
lady, surveying the result of her labor
with pardonable pride: “and it's right

to lay

added with a little sigh; “I've eaten
alone so long.”

“I've nothing to do now,” she said,
“but to sit at the front window and
watch for the folks to come. I'l] be
able to see them far up the meadow
road.”

A few minutes later she was star-
tled by hearing a knock at the front
door, and, quite trembling with the
shock, she arose to open it.

“Good morning, Mrs. Tetlow.” It
was Mrs. Clifford, the young doctor’s
wife, who spoke. “Good morning, Mrs,
Tetlow. Isn’t this a beautiful Thanks-
giving day? Madam Clifford is out in
the carriage and she wants to take
you home to have dinner with us.
Please say you'll come; and let me
get your bonnet and shawl for you.”

Mrs. Tetlow looked down into the
bright young face, with a dreamy hap-
Piness In her own, as she slowly shook
her head.

“You're real good,” she said, “and
please tell Madam Clifford I'm just as
much obliged to her, but I can’t come
today. I'm—I'm looking for company.”

There was a ring of tremulous pride
in the old voice that went to the
heart of the young woman. She look-
ed up into the wrinkled old face and
noted the strange glow of content

wavering candle and inspected her |[and far-off happiness in the old eyes.
pantry shelves, and with every even- | Mrs. Clifford remembered it afterward

with a sense of awe.
As she turned to go now she saw,

through the open door, a corner of the

long table, all ready for_dinner.
“I'm so glad for you, Mrs. Tetlow !”

“I hope
will have a pleasant Thanksgiving
Then she hurried back to her

“They're real late,” she murmured
to herself now and then, and a new,
strange weariness and numbness crept
over her as she sat and waited, her
dim vision still wandering far up the
meadow road.

Suddenly she started forward with
outstretched arms. “Peter!” she cried,
“Mary!” and then sank back feebly in
her chair. “I'm right glad to see you
all,” she faltered, “but I seem to be a
little tired. Just lay off your things
and draw up near the fire. It is grow-
ing chilly.” She drew her shawl clos-
er about her, with a little shiver as

she spoke.

board, I would see ncthing but doom
and despair. Unless we believe that

wrong is going to triumph over right
in this world, unless we believe that
injustice is going to tviumph over
righteousness, unless we belleve that
rod is mocked, unless we believe that
the wheat of the kingdom is going to
produce a harvest of tares, unless we
believe that Calvary was a vain sac
rifice, and that God is going to be de-
feated in his good purposes, we can
thank God this day for the mighty
feith which sees the Invisible and

“Johnny, just put another stick Ima
the stove; that’s a good boy.” She
closed her eyes a moment, murmuring
softly to herself, “I musn’'t give ouf
20W ; its nearly dinner time. I'll just
rest till the others come.”

But soon she leaned forward agaim,
a joyous smile on her lips.

“Nannie!” she exclaimed, “and the
blessed baby! I didn’t see you com®
in. Sit here, child; I'll hold the little
one while you rest,” and she begam
to croon softly as she rocked. “It §8
cold,” she murmured again, “real coldg
but then it's Thanksgiving weather.™

Several moments slipped by, while
the old clock alone broke the stilineasy
then Mrs. Tetlow raised her head. *X
smell lavender,” she said. “Aunt Hem
rietta! I knew you had come. X
smelled the lavender.”

“Grandma Spencer’s in the best
room,” she added. “She came at sum-
down last evening and she seems reak
smart. What, Joe, you here, too! Did
you come in the back way? Unecle
Solon and pa are in the barn, arem’®
they?”

An anxious look suddenly clouded
the sunshine In her eyes. “Nannie™
she whispered, “will you just take &
look at things in the kitchen. I seemn
to be a little tired, but there’s nothing e
to do. TI'll come soon.”

Her gaze wandered up the “meadow
road” again, the joyous look returning,
“They’re coming!” she cried at length,
“They’re coming; I can see the sleigh™
Then she turned, as though some ong
had touched her elbow, and started
back wonderingly.

“My little Mary!” she faltered, with
dimming eyes, “my little Mary, with
her old rag baby! I thought—oh, fath-
er, John, here is our little Mary!™

With a beautiful gesture she clasped
the child of her youth to her heart
and when she raised her eyes again i
was to murmur, “Mother, father, Let-
ty, Eben—what a grand Thanksgiv-
Ing! I didn’t count on seeing you all—
why, the room is full—full—but &
have enough—" :
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The sun had gone down when De.
Clifford drove by the old Tetlow place,
on his way to see some patient.

“So the old lady is entertaining,” he
sald to himself, remembering his
wife’s story, and then, glancing at the
house, he drew his horse up suddenly.
“No lights!” he exclaimed, and an in-
tultive Implse made him stop. “I can
seem to go by,” he sald, “I must just
run in and see if all is well with the
old lady.” |

He hurried up the path and lifted
the heavy knocker, but no one an-
swered. Then the doctor opened the
door and walked in.

“Mrs. Tetlow,” he called, but the
loud tick of the clock alone responded.
Finally a sleepy cat emefrged from the
kitchen and rubbed against his leg.

Dr. Clifford struck a match and
lighted a lamp that stood on the halt
table. Then he passed into the sit-
tingroom. The fire in the alr-tight
stove had gone out and the room had
srown cold. Through a half-open doop
he could see dimly a long table, lai@
for many guests, but no plate had been
disturbed.

The doctor raised the lamp above
his head and turned toward the fromg
window. In the high-backed rocker a
slender, motionless figure leaned hael
among the cushions, but the old house
was wrapped In peaceful stillness:
for, with a wonderful smile upon hep
white lips, Mrs. Tetlow kad gone forth
with her Thanksgiving guests.

trusts its God In war's dar¥ hour—
Exchange.

Life’s Object.

The Image of Christ that is form.
ing within us—that is life’s ome
charge. Let every project stand aside
for that. “Till Christ be formed™ mne
Iman’s work is finished, no

crowned, no life has fulfilled its end.
I= the Infinite task begun? When, how,
#re we to be different? Time cannog

ckange men. Christ can. Wherefore,

put on Christ.
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chine would be unquestionably flyable, | kett, but showed no promise of

but its successful landing would re-
quire an airdrome five or six miles
long, to say nothing of extraordinary
skill on the part of the pilot.”

The Matter.
“What makes nearly all of your busi-
ness men look so despondent and talk
“To pass

iishments this forenoon, and the pro-

prietors of practically all of them told !r_ivll and decent to his
-me business had not only gone to tun-
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coming back. None of them had
a cent this year, and all were

tarily expecting to be closed by
sheriif. What is the matter? Is
a blight on the town?”

“They are afrald so,” replied
landlord of the Petunia tavern.
one of 'em suspected you had

| open up a rival establishment

his windows, advertise, and b.
| Kansas City Star.




