THANKSGIVING ON THE FARM.,

Ef there's wun thing more'n tbther,
An rome folks of'n wny,

As makes a chap feel kinder good,
Et Is Thanksgivin' dny!

Fer even of he's had hard lurk
An' things ha'n't bin jes' right

There's lots o' folks hax had it, to,
From mornln’ until night,

An' w'en we kinder reckuns up
Our {!h‘ﬂlllrl'ﬂ with oor parin

An' take the hull year thro' an' thro'
We surely can't compluing

We've hud good health, enuff ter eul,
An' cloes enall ter wenr,

An' montly there's n turkey fat
Wiend Thavksgivin' draws nenr,

An' then, thank God, the reat Is pald,
The hoswes they've got hay,

The enttle ha'v't got no dikcase,
There's no old miores to pay;

Thin mornin' my old gnl an' e
Jew' tuk n look aroun’,

The same nn we've dun ev'ry yonr
'Fore snow Inys on the groun’;

Hew 1, “There's Mister Gobbler there
A-struttin’ roun' so goy,

But mebbe he'll forglt ter strnt
"Rout nex” Thanksglvin' day."

Wgonlhi It made me feol as proud
Ay miillonadre,

AR Bess an' me walked roun’
An' tuk the mornin’ alr:

1 knew her old hieart jes’ felt glond
Fer thinkln' ‘Lout onr Jim

Acomin® with his new mode
Ter sing Thanksglvin' hymn

An' ko, altha' we ha'n't got rieh,
We'll thank the Lord nn Ay,

Fer wlhint we hev, Almlghty i,
We glve thee thanks this day

. Wakefield Smith, In Duffalo

the farm

wife

Norwa

A AT AT FNINSNS NSNS NP y
(A A AL A A AT A A AT A A A A A

& NUNT GATHERWOOD'S BOK

“What are all those things, Auntie?
aeked Vivian, coming suddenly into Aunt

Catherwood's room.  Aunt Cathierwoodl
waos in the eloset, Near the door wns
o heap of east«off garmenis,

“Oh, they're old elothes 'm sending

to your Unele Catherwood's sister who
liver out West," wak the muflled reply.
“She's very poor, so I always semd hor
o box once a year abonl Thanksgiving "

Vivian looked agnin at the pile of gar
mirils, She was o tall, solden<hinired
girl of fifteen, with a swoeet,
foce, though n Pitle pale

clinriing
and thin just

now, Aunt Cathorwond wos lier fatl
er's sister, and Vivian had eome to visit
her for n few weoks, She had had a
dangerous lness in the summer, and

the old family physicinn having ordered
for her n change of climnte and o change
of scene, she had left home, friends aml
schioolmates, and a lonely time she lind
of it.

Vivian 4id not eare muoch for Aunt
Catherwood, She was #0 different from
what she thought her dear father's sister
ought to be, still, somehow, she felt sorry
for her.

Aunnt Catherwood was rleh. bot she
had no children, She loved to
money and was very eloge about spend
ing it. Bhe gave little, if anything, to
churitios, and was o stern and exacting
mistress to her gervants  The big house
might be handsome enongh, but to Vivian
it was lnexpressibly gloomy.

“Are there any ehildren?' asked Viv

save

Inn Interestedly, still gazing at  the
clotlies,

“Yes, two, 1 boelieve there's a girl
about your age. Gladys is her noame
Rhe writes to vonr Uncle Catherwoml
ocensionally: always after | sead o box,
I must say, however, that her letters
are not over nnd above grateful, Al

to think of the trouble 1 go to, ton, They
expect everything aud never have an
thing to give themselves"

Vivian Jooked at the varled nssort-
moent agaln, A frayed dreess skirt, some
what soiled, lay ot the bottom of the
heap. There were some old stockings
and shoes, a black woolen drese that was
moth-eaten, a worn jacket, and two or
three old bonnets, There wasn't really
n good article among them, and Vivian
waxed lndignant as took stock of
them,

..'IQ

ke

here, 1 believe that's all,” announe-
ed Aunt Catherwood, emerging from the
cloget with n wrinkled and faded (dress
ing sncque in her hands. “What a nui-
sance poor relatives are.  If they'd save
thelr mouney they wonldu't  need  any
help,"

Vivian felt very sorry for these poor

relations of Uncle Catherwood's, Vivian
did not kaow anything about poverty,
for her father. ton, was a rich man,

and she had everything she wanted, bt
ghie could form something of an opinlon.
It must he Illlll]t'.‘lh!llll to be obliged to
wenr clothes like those before her, and
there wasno't a thing there that was snit-
.,I_l[l'. or conld be made to do fopr {:I:|li_\"\

“We'll pack them i that hox stand-
Ing in the hall,” sald Aunt Catherwood
briskly. "1 told James to bring it up
this moruing. Tonight 'l gend {4 ofy,"

Two hours Inter Aunt Catherwond de-
parted in her carriage for her round of
engagements,  8Bhe looked very stately
and imposing in her silk nnd laces, with
her white, jeweled hands and fashion
ably dressed hair. Vivian watched ot
the window until the ecarringe was out
of sight, then she turned away., “*Now
i my chanee,” she whispered merrily,
“My, I'm so glad she had to g away.”

Her foee lighted up and she nodded
In a pleased fashion to herself. The big
house was as lonely as ever, but some-
how Vivian did not mind it. The box
kept her company, Bhe smiled happily
as she vanished into her room,

Bhe was gone quite a while, When
ghe came out her arms were lnden, Rhe
gat down by the box, depositing her bur-
den carefully on the floor. The first
thing she took up was a gray dress made
in the prevailing fashion. A beautiful
dress It was, soft and rich and fine, wit!
a pink velver eollar and enfls

“I'm glad I ean sond this,” she mur
mured, “1 don't really need it and moth
er won't care when I tell her. Bhe al
ways said it was so becoming, and I
hope it will be to Gladys, Then here's
these shoes. 1 can spare them, and this
ribhon. I've heaps of ribhons. Girls
have to have plenty, I'm going to put
in a white petticont, too, and these hand-
kerchiefs, nud perhaps she won't care
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—Cincinnntl Post,

for jt, but I'm going to send this fan,
Mayhe some time she'll want to go to n

party. Girls do go to parties i they
are pooar, and then it come in good.
Oh, ves, I must not forget a pale of
gloves and some bhoot lacings, Now |

must put these carefully at the very bot-
tom where Aunt Catherwood won't
them, Oh, I do hope Gladys will be
pleased,™

With a bright face and nimble fingers,
she finished her labor of love, then erept

T

happily away.

Annt Catherwood viewed the box ns
she came home from the last tea, Vivian
had followed her upstairs

“The box makes qulite n  showing,
doesn’t it, Vivian¥' she askeld. *1 did
not think it was near o fulll T gness
after nll, 1T won't put in the gingham,
I've given them enouvgh, 1 hope they'll
bhe properly grateful; after all my tron-

bile, ”H‘}' ought to he,
L] L] L L] » - .

“When is the party, Glalys?"

TPhe 2Tth, and oh, mother, 1T do want
to go so, DBeth s my best friend. |1
ean't tell her why 1 must stay away,
nnd yet ' have to. <ot there gome
wiy that you eould manage, mother?”

Maother sliook her head, A
i Impossible now, dear,” she
“later, 1 might get one pe

winter coming on, there's 0 many things

AR} 'lT'I'-'-
ansEwered :

rhaps, hat with

we must have, Rent to pav, awl coal
and groeeries we ean't do withont, Aunt
Catherwond’s hox comes this  month,
l'(‘l‘:l | pPps— ar

“Oh, mother, there's never anyithing
in that," eried Gladys, rebelllonsly,
“Don't you remember last yesr wlen
times were so hard and you were sick,

nll she sent was some worn=ont tlannels,
nn old opera cape and two or three straw

gy

hats?

“Aunt Catherwood’s box has eome,”
announced Ben a day or two later. Ben
wns a yeir and a half yonager thoan
Gladys and looked a good deal lik
“The man’s just bringing it in now,” "he
ndded,

Pen went for the hatehet When he

eame hack he glaneed at Gladys, Gladys
was standing lnoking at the box,

“If you have tears to shed, prepare to
shed them now,” he sald solemuly, as
he pried open a board Though ouly a
oy, Ben had a keeo sense of huamor
which mueh poverty and many disap
pointments could not whollg sntvloe

The lid was off and the first article
Ben drew from the box was the old
dressing saceque.  Gladys groaned and
mother looked svmpathetic, Next came

the woolen dress, and in gquiek sucees-
sion the other articles, Gladys turntéd
awany. She wasn't going to witness any
more unpacking, It was too bitterly dis-
appointing. Suddenly she heard an ex-
clamation from mother and Ben.

“Glndys, come here!” ealled
excitedly.

Gladys went back, There stood moth-
er with a dress in her hands. A beauti-
ful geay dress with a pink velver collar
and euffs, evidently intended for her.
Giladys stood still, transfixed with as
tonishment,

“0Oh, mother," she eried, “do you think
that's really meant for me?”

mother

“It must be,” sald mother smiling
bappily, "and look here, dear, at the
shoes, handkerchlefs, gloves, rihbons,
fan, white skirt, ail intended for the
gande little malden, Why, you'll be rich,
Gladys, with all these treasures, and
just you were neading them, too, so

mupeh, Y 1 feel rebuked, 1 might have

known God would have provided for
ns*

“Well, you are a Ilucky girl” said
Ben emphatically, I wonder what got
into Aunt Catherwood's stingy soul. The

grace of God, 1 guess. You can go to
that party after all, Gladys."
. - - . - . -

“I had such n nlee letter today from
Gludys,” remarked Uncle Catherwood
that evening. *“8he thauked us for the
box you sent them, aml especinlly for a
dress that eame in it. A beautiful dress

ned loving I,I!»--.-
“GLADYS"™

wyself your grateful

Aunt Catherwood flushed more than
ever, and looked uncomfortable, With
ull her closeness she was naot dislion-
orable, nor would she take honor whoere
it was not due., In her amazement and
doubt, she looked across nl Vivian,

Vivian's faee was scarlet, Like n
flash, a light broke in upon her. Vivian
had a dress of the kind desceribed, and
shie had not worn it 1l'!'3"-‘

“YVivian.,"” demanded Aunt Cuather
wood, *1 believe you seut Gladys your
gray dresg”

Unele Catherwood had laid aslde the

letter and was regarding Lier, too, Vivian
blnshel a rosier red than ever, but
did por flinch

“Yes," she replied bravely,
it, Aunt Catherwouol,

she

*1 did rend
I slipped it in the

box the afternocon youn went out ] =]
felt sorry for Gladys, and I sent her
sonieg of my things. 1 lave so many,
and—1 thought she'd be pleased.”
Uncle Catherwood suddenly took off
his glasses. There was n mist upon
then, Aunt Catherwood, too, Jooked

nioved.,

“Vivian," said Uncle Catherwood, a
trifle huskily, “yon're 0 good girl, and 1
—1 shan't forget it, S yon sent Gladys
the things, Al yoa? Well, I'm obliged
to you, child, Parted with some of yeur

own finery, did you, for a girl you'd
never seen, and pever  mentioped jr%
That's the right spirit.  Well, well, not

many wonll have done it, and God bless
son, my dear.”

Aunt Cntherwood sat silent. In her
mind's eye she saw that heap of worn-
out, shabby garments, and her
seltishness was lald bare,

“1 might have sent them something

UWik

better,” she thought remorsefully, “I'll
do better next year, and yes, 1 won't
walt till uext year, elther, 1'll send

shie ealled it,  Did you send such a nice
one, Anna?’

Aunt Catherwood looked up.  8he and
Vivian were sitting acrosg from Uncle
Catherwoml over a cheerful, open five.

A dress? Yes," she answerad, flusl- !
jng a little, **bat it wasn't exactly
beantiful It was one of mine 1 did not
care for”

Unele Catherwood looked  puzzled
“Here's her lotter,” he went on, adjust-
ing hiz ginsses, *“*Let me read it to you
There's n mistake somewhere,"

“Dear Unole and Aunt Cath.orwood.™
l"': il

“1 write to thank you for the box which
arrived safely, I ecan never be gratelnd
vroteh for the beaotiful gray dress it con
tolped, which I so muech needod. It fitted
perfectiy and 1T wore It to the party of my
dearest friends If 1t kad oot been for the
present of thit dress, I vonldu’t have gone
I ean't suy enovgh to expresg my thanks
I couldn't begln to wrelte them, but 1 do
witnt vou to know how happy you have
mnde me The shoes fitted, too, and I wore
wlso the white skirt and ribbons gl ear
Hed the fan, With everytblug [ ueeded, |
had a lovaly time. It was so nlee not 1o
he shabiby, but to know that | was as well
dressed s aonyene,  Mother ndds ber thanks
to mine I wish T conld do somethlng o
return for you, but as 1 ean't, 1'l Just slgu

r4

them a
HIII or

box, a noble one, with nothing
worn-out in it, and Gladys shall
come in for her share, too, As sure ns
my name is Anna Josephine Cather-
wood,” and she did.—The Ram’s Horn.

THANKSGIVING FAVORS.

Some Pretty Trifles that Enhance the
Festive Table,

Observance of national holidays is not
considered complete in these days of in-
without the introduction of
decarntions or favors particularly agree-
thile the

ventiveness

ti occasion.  Thanksgiving he-
ing a festival time, offers o specinl op-
portunity for the favor designs. Aml
the shops teem with novelties snggestive
of the day and its time-honored mauney
of wlhiservance.
This heine the Il season asg well
Thanksgiviog tlme the hero of the
gpridiron and his famous leather spliere
cprve also ag models of favors and dece-
arntive andjonets and 1 ?omenienioes
ire found side by side with the distinet-
Iy Thank=giving sonvenirs and share
poputarity with the latter.
Most of the soavenirs are Inexpensive,
hut the hostess who fecls jnelined to

spend a goosd round sum oon oa certain

Centi

riece

on uf

vors can fiml plenty of excnse for sa Jdo-

small fa

ar o

ing in this seasqn’s collection, For in-
stance, she might select the foothall
centerpiece pletured ahove with a mass

aof chrysanthemums rising from the een
ter. The Howers are realistically fash-
loned from erecpe paper and all the hues
of the natural blossom are reproduced,
Then there is the candy box, with its top
of chrysanthemum petals, colored In the

varivus college tints and appropriately
1I'Tfl‘rl'-|. Oor t'.:(' fll-|TI'1|: ill. [I'ilT]l"l‘ hine
anid the box on which is monnted n
papler mache collegian, togged in full
regalin and grasping a football, Useful
for candy or ices are the realistie re
ceptacles in the shape of a plum pud
iding, turkey or squash, which do not

rank anmong the high priced souvenirs,

A place eard simulating a
is an apt saggestion. And so,
dinuer favor in football form,

W l-iilnlili'
Lthe

too,

An Up-to-Date Turkey.
Willie—This is un up-to-date turkey,
.
Papr—In what way, Willie?
Willie—Why, it has drumless drum-
sticks,—New York Times.
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Anonymity seems to be becoming
the fashion in literature. The Mne-
milinn Co. has recently Issued four
anonymous novels, ench of which has

-~

i more than usual pretensions to liter-

ary merit, They are “The Ilouse of
Cards,” “At the Sign of the Fox,"”
"Sturmsee” and “Mrs. Darrell,” !

Gustave KKobhe, g0 well known !Il"*\
writer upon mugical subjects in the
leading magazines and reviews, lhns
been estecmed as a2 musieal  eritle
for nearly a quarter of n century. Iis
most recent work Is “Loves of the
Great Con posers.,” He is the anthor
of n numler of books, among which
“The Ring of the Nibelung,” “Wag-

ner's Life and Works,"” "Plays for
Amateurs,” “Opern Ringers,” and
“Rignorn: A Child of the Opera

fIouse,” nre the most imporiant,

It is sanid that last year no less than
7,000 visitors were recorded as having
been at Abbotsford, Sir Walter Scott's
estate, though people of fine tasts In
thelr time “had little enongh to say In
{ts praise. Dr. John Brown cal'ed it
“ugly Abbotsford;” Ruskin described
It p8 “the most incongruous pile gen-
telmanly modernism ever designed;”
Dean Stanley sald it was “a place to
vislt once, but never aganln.” DRut it
Is not for tYe place, per se, ther visl-
tors o, but for its association? with
Its former owner.

Dr. Felix Adler, author of a nam-
bher of books of serious lmport, bears
an international reputation as a Jew
who has fitted himself to contempor-
ary clrenmstance, He has left the
cloge-hound falth of hils fathers and
has acquired and promulgates the hest
philogophy of his time—a philosophy
which ineludes some of the groater
Joetrines of Christ, but which so fav
records with the scientifie spirit as to
preclude mirpcles and mysteries, Ile
s widely recognized as one of the
great character-makers of the coun-
try. Dr. Adler Is professor of political
and social ethles at Columbia Univer-
sity, and editor of the Interna~onal
Journal of Ethics.

Hon. J. M, Longley makes this very
true obgervation in the Canadian Mag-
nzine: “Fifty years ago the maga-
zine contnined articles on philosophl-
cal and religions subjects, Scarcely
any venture to deal with such toples
now, and a glance at their contents
will show that the articles now sougint
by the people are either short Btorl::l.!
historieal euriosities or descriptions .
material  progress taking place all
aver the world, inclnding fresh Inven-
tions and sclentific discoverles.” 1s is
only necessary to note the great num-
ber of perlodicals whose sole purpose
to amuse and entertain which are
bought and read and thrown away, to
recognize that  Mr, Longley might
have sald much more and still Lave
kept within the lmit of truth.

s

V.EW OF THE GRAND CANYON,

How o Painter First Showed Ita Glories
to His Bride,

“An artlst who loved the wilderness
brovught his bride to the head of the
Pright Angel trall. It was night when
they ¢ame to thelr Journey's end, and
the man persuaded the woman unot to
look upon the Grand ecanyon until
morning. When the sun was high he
blindfolded her and led her out of the
log bhotel that stood upon the brink of
the preciplee to a polnt of rock that
overhangs the abyss,

For two days and nights they had
been clding through the desert, flnt and
gray, with blne mountains flicking In
and out of the horizon, with a few Jar-
ring crevasses and buttes and bluffs
to emphasgize the tranquillity of the
The desert, with its somber
serenity, had charmed her soul and left
It in o fine repose, As she stood blind-
folded she could think of nothing but
the great level stretches of sand and
gnge and eactus. The man had told
the woman little of the canyon, and
when le took the bandnge from her
eves he held her very tightly as she
looked out across the miles and miles
f tumnlt of form and riot of color
that geemed to swirl thousands of feet
selow her and around her.

As from the clouds she looked down
nto an illimitable, red-tinged, ash-
rolored hell, abandoned and turned to
itone, eons and eons ago. She stared
imazed at the awfn! thing for a long
ninute, and then, as the tears of in-
sxplicable emotion dimmed her eyes,
the turned and cried vehemently at her
artist husband:

“If you ever try to paint that "l
leave you!"-—MeClure's Magazine,

LA B LA

Wanted That Kind,
“There are some spectacles,”
clared the lecturing arctic
“that one can never forget!”
“Excuse me, mister,” ecalled ‘the
volee of Farmer Foddershucks from
the audlence, “but would ye mind

de-
explorer,

givin me th' address of th' firim that
makes ‘em? 1'm allers a-forgittin'
‘mine."—Cleveland Leader,

A flirt always finds plenty of

chances,




