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child's broken windmill and carve quaint faces from wal-

nut shells. He made beautiful crosses of silvery gray

lichens, and pressed mosses and rosy weeds from the sea-

shore. The same tender hands were ready to pick up a

fallen baby, or carry the water bucket for some weary

mother.

Everybody learned to love the good Brother Valen-

tine. The children clung to his long, gray skirts, and the

babies crept out on the streets to receive his pat on their

shining hair. Even the cats and dogs rubbed against

him, and the little birds fluttered near him unafraid.

St. Valentine grew old, loving and beloved, never

dreaming that he had fo^nd his great thing. When the

simple monk died the whole countryside mourned, and

hundreds came to look for tho last time on the quiet face

in the lade cofSn.

A great duke walked bare-headed after that coflBn,

and one of the most noted brothers of the church spoke

the last words of blessing to the weeping people.

After his death, it was remembered how sweet had

been his little gifts, and the villagers said :
" Let us, too,

give gifts to our friends on the good Valentine's birth-

day." So ever since has the pretty custom been carried

out, and on St. Valentine's day we send our friends little

tokens of remembrance to say we love them.

THE FIRST THANKSGIVING

It is nearly three hundred years since the first Thanksgiv-

ing Day. Though we have even more to be grateful for,

I think that there are not many of us who feel quite so

thankful as the little handful of people who set apart the

first Thanksgiving Day.


