e ——— g

o e

THE RED CLOUD CHIEF, FRIDAY, NOV.

%)

-

1895.

——ty

i —

It was very pro- =

voking thal seam- R b 4
stresies  and  such | FLRRE G Fie
people  would get |45 et
marricd ke the | [meaws s 2 ..

rest of the worlil”
Mre. Gresnough
sald, hadf in fun
and half in enrnest,
Her fal) sewing waa
et coming on,
and here wos 1 izgzie
Brown, who had ||
suited her =0 nice
Iy, going off to he
mavreied; and  she |
had  no  resouree
but to adyvertise for
another, and take
whomsoever ahe
eould get. No less
than ten  women
had boen there that
day, and not one
wonld answer,
“There
Number
you will
erbed,
rang.
Kitty
b ked

¢omea
Elever:
wee,”" she
fa the bell

Tudeed,
than

Greenongh

on with Interest,
It warg  her gowms, pather
her  mother's,  (hat woers  most
pressing,  She was Just sixteen, and
sinee last winter she had shot up sod-
denly. as glels at that age so often do,
and entgrown most of her clothes,

Mrs, Greenotngh was vlght It was
another  seamstress; and  Bridget
showed In a plain, sad-looking woman,

of aboutl forty, with an alr of Intense
respectabliiity.  Mrs  Greenongh  ex-
plained what she wanted done, and the
woman sald quietly that she was ac-
cnstomed to such work would  Mrs,
Greenough be so kind as to look at some
recommenidations? Whereupon  she
handed out severnl laay-llke nolow,
whose writers Indorsed the hearer, Mrs,
Margaret Graham, ns faithful and capa-
ble, used to trimmings of all garts, and
quick to catch an lden,

“Very well, Indesd!” Mra. Greenough
sald, as she finished rending them, 1
ask nothing better, Can yon be ready
to come ot once?"”

“Temorrow, 1If you wigh, madame™
was the answer, and then Mrs, Gralinm
wenl away.

Kitty CGreenough was an impulsive,
fmaginative girl; no subject was too
dn)l or too unpromising for her fancy
to touch it. SBhe made o story for her-
relt aboul every new person who eoiie
in her way, After Number Eleven had
gone down the stales, Kitty luughed.

“isn't she a soberaldes, mamma? |
don't belleve there'll be any frisk in
wy dresses at all If she ivims them,”

“There'll be frisk enough in them if
vorr wear them,” her mother answered,
smiling at the bright, sauey, winsome
face of her one tull daughter,

Kitty was ready to tdrn the conver-
sation,

“What do you think she I, mammao
wife or widow?" And then answering
her own question: I think she's mar-
ried, and her husband's siek, and she
Ras Lo take care of him. That solemn,
still way she has comes of much stay-
ing in a siek room. She's in the habit
of keeping quiet, don't von see? |
wish she were a little prettler; 1 think
he would get well gquicker.”

*There'd be no plain, qulet prople in
sour world if you made one' her
waother sald, smiling, “but you'd make

“THERE COMESNUMBER ELEVEN."
a wmistake to leave them out. You
would get tired even of the sun If it
shone all the time.”

The next day the new seamsiress
came, and a thoroughly good one she
preved; “hetter even than Lizzie" Mrs,
Greenough sald, and this wus high
praise. Bhe sewed steadily, and never
epened her lips except Lo usk gome ques-
twons abont her work. Even Kity,

who used to boast that she could make

a damb man talk, had not auvdacity
enough (o Intrude on the reserve o
which Mrs. Graham Intrenched herself,

“He's worse. thls morning.” whis-
pered oy Kitty to her mother; "and
she i::“d,o lnumlnu it think about
mbm and mind her gathers”™

Put, by the same token, “he” muat
have been worse every day, for during
the two weeks she sewed there, My
Grabam never spoke of anyihiug be-

the last night she sald:
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ten Mrs. Greeoenough had paid Yer,

" and sober,

was left, you see, In a room by myself, |
while mother was busy somewhere else,
and when she heard me scream, audl
came to me, ghe pulled me from nnder
the kettle, and saved the upper half of
me all right.”

“Oh, how dreadful!” Kitty ervied, with
the guick tears rushing to her sves, 't
must have almost kKilled your mother,”

“Yes that s what makes her so still |
She never langhs, but ghe
never frets, elther, and oh, how good
she s to me!"

Kitty glanced around the room which
seemed to her so bave 11 was spotless-
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eN AND Now

“Please glve moe your address, Mrs,
Graham, for I may want you again.”
“Heventeen Hudson street, ma'am; up
two  flights of stales, and if 'm not
there, Tom always Is”

“There, didn't 1 ol vou?!" Kitty
eried, exnltingly, after the woman had

gone,  “Didn’t 1 tell vou thiat he was
slek?  You see, now, Tom's  alwiys |
Lhere "

“Yeg, but Tom muy not be her has-
band, and 1 don't think he I8, He is
much more likely to be her child”

“Mre Greepough, Um astonlshed at
you, You say that to be contradictions.
Now, it Is not nlee 1o be contradictions;
hesldes, she woulidn't look =0 quiet and

Yl /d
Iy ¢lean, and Ton's ¢halr was soft and
comlortable—as. indeed, a chair ought
to b whileh must be sat In from morn-
Ing till night. Opposite (o it were @
few piletures on the wall —engravings
taken from books aml magazines, and
given, probably, o Mrs Graham by
some of her lady euztomers, Within

sad If Tom were only her boy.”
But weeks pagssidl on, and nothing
maore wia heard of Mes, Grahan, antil,

hand. Kitty was 1o have n new dress,
and Mrs, Greenongh, who had under-

“I AM TOM."
taken to foleh 1, found thut shae had
not e,
“hw, let me go for Mra Graham,
mamma’' erled Ky “Latke  can

drive me down 1o Huodson street, and
then 1 shall see Tom."”

Mrs. Greepongh laughed and
entedd, In o few minntes Luke
brougit to the door theone-horse coupe,
which had been the last yvear's Christ
mas gift of Papi Gresnough to his wife,
and in which Miss Kiuy was alwuys
glad to make an excuse for golng ont.

Arsived at 1T Hudson
tripped np two fllghts of  stairs,
tapped on a door, on  which
printed card with the name of
Graham

A volee, with a wonderful gquallty of
musienl sweetness (o i, answered

“PMease o come in, 1 dannm
the door"

If that were “he” he
singular voice for & man,
Y guess mamma was cight atter all”
thounght wiliful Kitty, “It's rather eur-
lous how often mamman 15 right, when
1 come to think of it.”

ghe opened the door, amd saw, not
Miw. Graham's husbhand, nor vet her
won, but o girl, whose face looked as if
ghe might be about Kitty's own age,

cone

and
was o
Mis,

open

had u very

shrunken—no larger, in facy, than those
of o mere child. The face was a preity,
winning face, not at all sad. Shory,
thick brown halr curled around i, nod
big. brown eyes, full of good humor, met
Kitty's curious glance.

“1 am Tom," the same musical volee
—which made Kitty think of u bird's
warble—sald, In a tone of explanation.
“1 can't get up to open the door bhecause,
don't you see, | can’t walk."

“Apd why -what Tom

Kitty struggled despervately with tho
question she had bhegun to usk, and
Tom kindly helped her out,

“Why am 1 Tom, do you mean, when
i'a a boy's name, or why can't | walk?

Thomuasina, afier his mother. and wa
can’t afford gach long names in this
house and I ean’t walk beeanse | pulled
a ketile of bolling water over on my-
self when 1 was slx yvears old. and the

yond ber work.

al lnst, Thanksgiving day was tear at |

had |

strect, she |

whose shoulders and walst told the
sime story: but whose Jower lmbs |
goomed  curiously  misshapen  and

easy rench was a lttle stand, on whieh
stood @ rose bush in a pot, and o basket
full of bright colored worsteds, while o
book or two lny beside them,
forgetting her evvand fn her sympathy |
| forgetting, too, that Loke and his jm-
| patient horge were walting below

“Not lately. Mother naed to take me
|uluwn into the street somethines ot Pye
'm-uwn too heavy for her now, and she
can't But I'mi ndt very dull, even
when she's gone,  You wonhldn't Biless |
how many things 1 see from my win-
dow: and then 1 make worsted mats
and thdles, and mother sells them; amly
then | sing.”

IKitty stepped 1o the window to
what range of vigion it ofered, and her

Ty

eye fell on Luke,  She recalled her
business.
"1 eame to sod JT 1 could get your

mother to sow two or thres dayve for me
this week.™

Tom was wlert and buslness-like at
once b
“Let me gee,” sho sald: “tosday sl

Tuesday,” and =he drew townrd her o
lHttle book, and looked It aver, “To-!
morrow s engnged, but ydu could hayve
Thursday, Friday and Sataeday, If vou
fwant #0 much. Please write vour name |
agalnst them.”

Kitty pulled off her pretty  gray |
glove and wrole her nnme and address
with the little toy pencil at the end of
her chatelaine: and then she turned (o
go, but it was Tom's turn to guestion,

“Please,” suld the sweet, fresh voles,
'which seemed so Hke the elear carol of

| asked,

Call seemedl to hep like a dream, an

| B0 iovely ovt-doors six weeks ago.”

[ ANt Know there was such a world!”

| ringing for one when they entered it

" painted red as the rose that

| SOME NEW RESPLENDENT 8TALS,

wilk o step since she was sIx yeart
old ™ .

And then Kitty told all the sad, ten
der lttle story. and got to crying over
t herself, and made her mother cry, too
before she was through.

Early on Thanksgiving Day, Kitty
et forth with Luke, In the coupe, whick
also contalned a huge basket filled with
dalnties—a turkey, a mince ple, and &
varlety of good things, There wer
algo a new dress, u comfortable jacket
and a neat hat,

“I have come to take you to ride’
sald Kitty, as she bounded into the
room where Tom sat, and affectionatel)
Klssed the crippled girl.

In o few minutes, arvayed In her nes
habiliments, Tom was ready for the
ride,

“How will T get down stalrs?” Ton

Luke wag called In, and thal mystery
wius solved,

Luke took her np as if she were *
baby and marehed down stalrs witl
her, while she heard Kitty say--but |

KHLS 8 volee Tike a voleo in o dream:
“I'm sorry there's nothing pretty U
see at this time of the year, It was

Through Beach stroet Lhey went, and
then through Boviston, and the com
mon wins beslde them, with 118 tre
boughs traced sgainst the Novembiet
sky. and the sun shone on Frog Pond
and the dome of the state house glit
iered goldenly, and there wers merry
people walking about esverywhere, with
thelt Thanksgiving faces on; and ot
litst Tom breathed o long, deep breath
which wos almost o sob. and eriml

“DIL you think there was nothing
prefy (o see today —this day? Whygl

The clocks had siruck twelve when
they left Hudson street; the bells were

nguiy
Kitiy ran lightiy up =tairs, followed
by Luke, with Tom In his arms,

Kitty threw open the door, and there
wias a table spread with ns good a
Thanksgiving dinner as the heart conld
desire, with Tom's chalr drawn np be-

slde i Lnke lot his Heght burden down
Kitty walted to hear neither thanks
nor exclamations. She saw  Tom's

brown eves as they rested on the table,
and that was enough. She bent for one
moment over the bright  face the
clhieeks which the out-door alr  had
had Just
opened in honor of the day-—and left
on the yonng, sweet, wistful lips a kisg,
and then went silently down the siuirs,
leaving Tom and Tom's mother to their
Thanksgiving,

Thanksgiving,
That fields have yielded ample store
OfF frolt amd wheat and corn,

“And yvou never go out " eried Kitty, >

That nights of restful blesded nede
Have followed each new morn:
the

THE BILL OF FARE.

HE American sib-
gtitute for Christ-
mas =ome travelers
callsl  Thanksgliv-
ing  in  far-back
times, when the
Pilgrim Fathers
and thelr children
get apart just one

day out of the
whole year upon
which they might

consctentionsly eat,

ronsclentious!y eat, drink and be merry
Our years are starved with many hol-
fdays In the present age, but as a =
tion we honor and celebrate most finan-
imously the day of thanksgiving and
praise, which of late years has been ap-
pointed by the president as o general
foast-day, to be held simulianeously
i all the states. Formerly, ench gov-
srnor decided on n day for lis state,

without regard for the gelection  of
other states,
There are families whao stlll, In re

membrance of thelr Puaritan ancestors,
sorve dishes that might be called his
torical, sand to still further recall our
conntey’s past, they serve the dinney
i that one day when the sun ia high
I the heavens, instead of walting, us

usuul, until long after the daylight is
ane |

The 'I'”'”::”".-'['L' niil iney Itahle dish |
hat no houvsekarper omits from her

- . F | i

SOUP-TURREN

meny on Thatksgiving day |s roast
turkey One Heed hardly glve adivec-
tlons for & cooking, for everyboldy

knows how if ls done. It was Amerien
which gave gie di=h to England origin-
ally, but Egzland hns taught us some
very nice @aivs of cooklng the “noble
bird.” Frgnm that conntry we have re-
celved the 1dea of neing forcement to
give Aavoring to the stafling; also of
garnishing the dish with  foreemeat
balls in sifficient numbers to allow of
one belng served with evary platefil
of turkey, These halls, which are near-
Iy akin to savsages, are cooked on the
pan with the turker. They are made of
two parts of raw lean beel, one part
of pork pr veal and one part of the fat
of uuilJn-L. and bonnd by mixing with |
one<foy th their bulk of bread erumbs,
choppe!l fine and molded into balls, As
the cgeking progresses, the fot tried out
frany he pork Is used to baste the tur-
key/ Here lot It be sald that frequent
bastng s one of the vital polnts of
sugesa in roasting.

puother traditional dainty dedicated
to the day Is chileken pie. Like every |
gher gool thing, It differs in kind
Foch housewife has her own way of
aking i, and the result I8 not the

That flowers have blassomed Oy
pathe
That thread our working days,
That tove has flled us with dedght,
We offer heartfelt projss

What shall we sayv of sorroe’s honrs,
OF hunger and denial,
OF teurs, anfl Toneliness, anl loss,
OF long and bitter trial
Oh, in the darkness have got we
Seen new, resplendent stars?
'- Have we not learned some song of fulth
| Within our prison bars?

Strewn thick along our way,

*Nul only for the Earth's rich gifts,
|
; Her looks of constant loveliness

| We thank our God to-day;
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LUKE TOOK HER U'P.
n bird, “would you mind telling me how
old you are? 1'm sixteon, myself.”
“And go am | sixteen,” sald Kity,

both, haven't yon?"

“Yes, indeed,” sald Kity,

“Oh, I've only a mother, but she §a
good as two. Must you go now? And 1
wouder If 1 shall ever see you again?”
[ “Yes, you will s8¢ me agaln,” an-
’a\u ered Kitty, eheerily, and then, moved
Lby a sudden impulse of her kind, frank
young heart, she bent over and touched

her Hps to the bright bonny face of the |

poor ghel who must #it prisoner there

'm Tom becanse my father called me | forever, and vet who kept this bright

i cheerfunlness all the time

"Oh, mamma, Uve had a lesson”

erled Kitty, bursting Into her mothor's |

|

“And you have a futher aml mothor

But for the spirit's subtle growth,
The higher, better part

The treasures guthersd in the soul
The harvest of the heart

.\l-ll'_\ F. Butts

Masting the Turkey,

Polly loved to wateh Bridget wiile
she covked the Thanksgiving dinner.
The Kitehen was full of sweet scents,
ginger amd nutmeg and elunamon, and
| the smell of the big turkey In the oven

uh!

Bridget mixed and wastod, and stipred
Land rasted again,
|  “lat me help

Polly
| “Walt a minute, darlint” sald bhusy
| Bridget, “and you shall baste the tur-
key."

Now you Httle folks who have helped
mamma cook Know (hat the way to
| Laste a turkey Is to take o long spoon
{and pour the Julce over the wides amd

breast. But Polly did not kipw this,
| She trotied up-stalrs and down again,

and stood patiently by the oven waiting
for Bridget to show he to baste
| the turkey.
|  “Now, then, I'm reads
at lost,

«Now, then” sald Poll
hor hatds 1o, show that she o
too, \
On the finger of one har sha

Bridger "

salid Hitle

|
sald Bridget,

wling up
Moready,

vore

rooin Mke u fresh wipd, "and Tom his | her little silver thimble, ap0 (n the

taught It to me; and he isn't he at all--

only wonder ls that I'm alive at all, 1| a%e's g girl, just my age, and she pan's | haatlug- thread,

| other she held & needle with 4 long

ane in every ease, unfortunately for
the partakers, To make & satisfactors

rold fashioned niv, take a pair of tender

c¢hlokens of the cmvent year, l'pon‘
loss festive ddays, more anclent fowls |
may be used, but traditlon demands the !
Logt for this occasion. Cut the chilekens |
up into convenient pleces, Then cut all
the lgan meat from two pounds ol |
breast of veal, Boll the bhones of the
veil with the neck and glzzard of the
chickens In three pints of water: the
water should be cold when the scraps
are put in, then left on the back of the
stove to simmer slowly until reduced
Lo one-half its gquantity, The veal, cut !
up into small birs, is lald ppon the bot-
tom of a deep baking dish;: the pleces of

| chivken. after being sKimmed, are lakd

ever the venl, Broken-up for ement |
balls and extremely thin slices of salt |
pork are put over the top. One cupful |
of soup stock, or cold water if there Is
*0 stock, I8 poured in. Put a strip ntl
thiinly-rolled pastry all around the edge
f the dish, sticking it on with cold
sater and turning the upper edge over
he rim. Cover the whole pie  with
thick, rich ple-erust, cutting out small

THE FATE OF THI

liamonds or clreles near the middle, to J
allow the escape of the gas geoerated |

in cooking. Bake very slowly for an
hour and three-quarters; then pat a
funnel In one of the openings of the
erust and pour In the lguor ohtainad
by bolling the giblets and tones.

Bven when the dinner by introduced
by raw oysters, according 10 modern
modes, in deferring to old customs they
should appear during the feast as a hot
dish.  Rigld revivilists insist on their
belag served In the shell; or as a neater
wiay of presenting them, stewed or
gteamed in butter for a few momenis
after being opened. Sometimes this i3
done with greal success vipon a chafing-
dish at the table, ‘The oysters, whicl
should be large. are laid in the bolling
butter, covered and left for five minntes
or until the edges curl, The light s
then extingilshed, a glass of wine, a
tenspoonful of lemon julce, pepper and
salt and a spoonful of horse-radish
added and well gtireed in, and then the
oysters can be lnid upon half slices
of buttered toast and served.

Cranberry sance = an inevitable acs
companiment of an orthodox Thanks-
giving ¢inner. Every cook says sha
eon make it, but 1 fimd few who do not
spoll it. To sueceml, first wash the
berrvies, then put them on the fire with
only a Wl cupful of water (o LWo eaps-
fils of bherrles: et them cook slowly,
erushing the berrles with a wooden
spoon after they grow temder. When
they are done, put In sugar until they
are pleasantly sweel,  As# goon as the
sugnr melts thoroughly, tuke them from
the fire, us cooking with the sugar in
them makes the berry-skins tough.

Minece, pumpXkin and apple pies all be-
long especially to Thanksgiving din-
ner, and there are persons who do not
think the day righterously spent unless
the memory of thelr ancestors 18 per-
petuated by finlshing the dinner with
the old-fushioned bread-cake, or “ris-
ing-cake” some call 1. “Barm-
cake” is oa sl olider name for the old
colony delieacy, In the White House,
Mra, Madison always offered the cake
to her gueats on Thuanksgiving, Her
recipe was 100 years old even then.
Prohably it was the evolution of the
precions seold<ecake of the  early Bot-
tlers. In those davs the sugar was raro
and preclous. and the ralsins worth
thelr welght o gold,

Ag handed down to the present gen=
eration, the rule for ralzed cake orders
that a gill of yeast be stirred into threa
gills of milk. Into (his ls slowly mixed
ten ounees of botter ereamed with ons
pound of sngar, n pound and a half ot
flonr and four eges. The correct meth-
od, I bhelleve, 15 to work hall of thess
ingredients into the milk and yeast and
leave the mixture to rigse all night.
In the morning, if the dongh Is properly

HE

| Hightened, work in the remainder, beat-

ing the batter very thoroughly. Ona
enpful of secded ralsins and half a eup-
ful of currants are then well floured and
atirred In. For fluvoring, our fore-
mothers used such spices as thelr slen-
dor resonrces allowed, Some of their
younger and maore flippant housekeeps
ers, It Ia to be feared, If records are to
e trusted, added a small wine-glass-
ful of New England rum buraed to give

R
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BUTTER-DISH.

it a resemblance to the brandy so fresly

nsed In the cookery of the mothere

solntry.

The Heritnge of Thanksgiving.
Our songs are sweelesl for the songe
they Lifeed,

Our pratses higher for their proalses
given;

And though the firelight show their
vieant places,

Heart cleaves to heart, in  bonds aof
song unriven,

So gt the feasts when some will miss

our faces,

Our notes from far-off days will meet
thelr own;

The past and the present in ons chorus
blending

To swell Thanksgiving hymns around
the Throne!

—George T. Packard.

7 GREEDY TURKEY,
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