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How it Came,to P)ass e..dMd jj]
13y Eben E.,Rexford

T WMS the day beforer Thanksgiving.I n the kitchen of the Hunter farrn
house, great preparations were being

ma.de for to,nomrw's feast. Bows of
puiupkin pies were ranged &long the pan-
try ahelves, end pies of cranberry were
there alse. 'And th fragrane of dough-
nuts waé In the air, mngled with odors
of fruit cake.9

That mmde John Henry's iouth water,
every time he got a enuR of it. Re had
taken &.stand by the kitchen table when
the. conooctang.of cakes and pies began,
and that position hW had eteadfastly
maintained all day, iu spite of many per-
emVto>r orders snd plaintive appeals
froe n u mother te take himaeif 07f

"I wish Thanksgivind orne once a
week," h. said, after having cleaned off
the. hMt bit of froatinç from -the kuif e
h. had begged the' prvileg of liecing.
,«Yftàere's anythinf I 1 k., iW.cake, su
-pie, &W' turkey, an -ý

Saling through the beauty
«And 'anything that'à catabie," said

bis mother. "I neyer saw sneh a boy for
eating. Youn neyer know when you get
enougli."

"That's cause vittels keep tastin'
good," explained John Henry. 11 wish
my stummick was bigger, se I could hold
more It's 'cause I can't get enough, to
once, that I wish Thanksgivin'd corne
evry week."

"Well, I don't wish se," said bis mother,
as she dropped into the rocking-chair.
"What I'm 'most thankful for Thanks-
givin' is, that it cornes only once a year."

've often thouglit that maybe you'd
be happier in a home of your own, Mar-
garet, than withi relatives, but 1 don't
know's you wQuld, corne to tliink it over.
You don't 'have the responsibility a mar-
ried weman ha.s. You're indepeiident, and
that'a a good deal te be thankful for,'specially at Thanksgivin' time."

"What'a independent, ma ?" asked John
Henry. "Is it bein' an old maid?"

"John Hflenry Humter, start straiglit for
the wood shed, and don't you dare show
your face in this kitchen tili I tell you
you can corne in," said îis niother, in a
tone that convinced hini she meant'busi-
ness.

"I hope you won't muind hini, Mar-
garet," said _Mrs. Iinuiter,1wMien the door
elosed upon John HInry. .. You kaiow
how it is with objîdren, thiey)roa lwavs
saying the very things they' have n10
business to. Thvee coughi to trv a
saint'à patience,'lacly Johin Henirv."

"Oh, I don't 'nil' mibui ng called an 0old
inaid," Ianghied limiter,. -'uc
cause I arn ote, youi kiiw. I was thirty-
four Iast rnoutl."

"Thirty-fouri! I1l aretMagar, t
don't seem possýible \ ýon d'iCt Iook a
day eider, seecms to nîu.thail yolu did
ten years ago. 1 wias- teIIing, Jolin. vrs-
terday, flot au heur l.îue Uucaille,

thet I thought you got handsomner every
year. But just look at me I Sometimes
1 think 1 look old enough to b. John's
motberï but he just aIa ndssdmays I
look aul right to Mmn, soI don't mind it
if my hair doms begin to show gray
streaks lu it. I ope Yeu won't think,
f rom what John Henry ad, that John
and I ever tiiought of much a thing as
calliug you an old muaid, wheni we've
spoken cf you. I don't see 'w'here the
boy got the idea."

"Don't worry about it,» remponded
Margaret "As you Bay, it Gaves me a
great mauy wo'rries and troubles, no
doubt. The one uupleasant feature of it
is. the possibiiity that mre day I may
corne te realize that I amrn l the wav,
and that John and you, and Hugli andhi
wife,,may feel that it wonld b. a good
dei better for al ooncerned if I haZ*-a
home cf uMy Own.»

"Now, Margaret Hunter, don't you evor

1let me hear yeu talk like t4at again!»
cried her sster-in-lew, indignantly. "You
lcnow you'll always be welcome to a
home with us, or with Ilngh's folks.
We're always glad te have you corne, and
you'd be welcome te stay forever, if yen
wanted to. I've heard John eay, time
and again, that as long as he had a roof
over his head yen were welcome te the
shelter of it, and I know Hugh and bis
wife feel ju&t as we de about it."

"I didn't say wiat I did becanse I
thought you ever entertained sncb an
idea," responded Margaret, "but I thin!z
it's natural to feel as if it would be bet-
ter, ail around, if we had homes cf otur
own. You'd feci that way, if yeu were
in my place, I'm quite sure."

"Yes, I presume I would," admitted
Mrs. Ilunter. "But maybe you'II bai-e a
home of your ewn, some day, after al
TJiere's ne telling what may. happen, yen
know. I-I suppose Mr. Blair is coming
over with Hugh's folks to-morrow, isn't
he ?"

gar, et, edenig a ite. It swold Mar
"Oh es, einsuppose se" ans wed Mar

seem like Thanksgiving without bini.
Lct's see-ho-w mamîy years is it since he
began to attend our Thanksgiving din-
ners ?"

-Six,I1 guess," an swered Mrs. Ilunter...John ad at the tme that he reckoned
tlaere'd be another place to go to Thanks-
givings. before long, but I've about miade
up ny imd. that-Mr. Blair hasn't made
up his mmnd about it," and Mrs. HEunter
lauglhed tili her fat sides shook. "Yoli
don't mmiiid my laughing about it, I hope?
I can't hlCp it, -wlen I get to thinking
abo(ut it. The Idea of a mian's being ifl
lov'e, year after year, and not saviii g o!
1 wonder -youi don't get eut of 'patience
with Iirn,'Aai-garet."

"I'n not supposed te -know what bis in-
tentionis arýe," responlded Margaret, bamid
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