THE RAFFLE AT CLANCY'S.

There's & raffle down at Clancy’s;
They are throwing for & “turk.”

By the way the dice box dances
Yoo can see it's hard at work.

Whew! the air is close and smoky!
There's & crowd about the beer;

Every stalwart thirsty bloky
Downs his pint without a fear,

“Twinty-wan" called Jerry Clancy,
And he pounded on the bar.

“Bhure,”” the game Is rather chancy.
Lucky divil that ye are!

*Come, O'Brien, tak’ the bir-r-d!"
hen sald Clancy with & wink;
"Whirra, boys, an' haven't ye hear-r-d
O'Brien ashk yes all to dhrink 7**

There wers twenty-seven husky men
Gathered there about the bar,

"Whisky here'' each shouted then.
Clancy answered: “Here yes are!

“Tin cints aich, ye lucky sinner!"
"Faix!' O’'Brien sald, “that’s nate!

'Tis a molghty coshtly dinner—
Eight years old, four pound in waight.
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“T“‘U"uﬂllt. tinkle-tinkle, tinkle-tin-
e,

The leading man, engaged In an at-
tempt to remove a black spot from his
dress cravat by means of an applica-
tion of white grease paint, paused and
listened.

“It's & mandolin,"” he sald. 9'That's a
new wrinkle. We've had all kinds of
flends In this company since we start-
¢ dout, everything from cigarettes to
bicycles Who's the muaician, I won.
der? Oh, I say, Jenks! Jenks! Who's
the band wagon?"’

There was & step in the narrow pas-
sageway that led to the dressing rooms,
and Jenks, the property man, appeared
in the doorway. "Bh!" he sald, "“not
80 loud. The old man 'll hear you."

The leading man started. “The old
P Yon Motriame 45 o whisper.

“Yes, “in & w 7

The leading man sat on his trunk.
"“That beats me,” he sald. “The An-
clent Mariner tinkling = mandolin.
Now I'm prepared to ses Father Time
playing sentimental ditties on & jews-

Jenks did not laugh, a fact which
helped to sober the other man. “Its
no surprise te me,'” sald the property
man, gravely, "I says to Mrs, Jenks
before I left the hotel, says I, ‘Mrs
Jenks, you know what night this s7
"Thanksgiving? she says. “Why, right,
saya I, 'and It'll be a hard night for
Merriam.’

“‘Poor old man,' mays Mrs. Jenks,
&-wipin' of a tear. ‘Poor old man, I
suppose he'll be a playin’ of his mando-
Iin again.' “That he will,' says L

“"He hasn't missed i, as near as |
can judge for thirty years, As sure as
Thanksglving night comes, just so sure
he gets out that old mandolln of his
and tinkles away. And It's always the
pame tune, God! But It does make
my mind go back. I'll never forget
the first time he played It. You seo,
me and Merriam have been together,
off and on, o long that [ know his
story ‘most as well as he does himself
Not that he ever talks about It. To
night, after the show, that Instrument
‘Il go back to the bottom of his trunk,
and It won't come out agaln untll this
time next year.’

The leading man was all ears

“Thirty yvears dveo | wos stage door-
Keeper ut the old Callfornia thewter
Now, the stage doorman ain't 8o un-
Important as some folks think, There's
mighty little goes on that he don’t
know something about, He gets the
flowers firkt, and he usually wees the
cards, He's & good friend to the actor
when the actor's & friend to him, and
he can do & favor now and then that's
worth the while.

Merriam was just beginning to climb
up the ladder In those days. He had
come Into the stock three years before
as ulility, but he was =& handsome
chap, with brains and ambition to back
his good looks, and it wasn't long be-
fore he got to playing leads, Bay,
when Merriam went on as Romeo at
the matinees you couldn't see three
rows in front of you for the bonnels.
Mrs., Jenks used to live In a regular
garden those days, for Merriam would
not have any of the flowers the allly
girls used to send him. When I'd offer
to bring them home to him he'd laugh,
and tell me he reckoned my wife cared
more for flowers than he did.

“But 1 often noticed that he came
Jato the theater with & big bunch of
violets or roses that he'd bought him-
self to glve to the little woman who
played opposite parts to him. 1 asked
him dnee why he didn’t give her the
flowers the girls sent him, instead of
spending money that way. ] ook a
kind of fatherly Interest In Merriam In
those daye Lord bless you, to ldok
at him now you'd think he was my
grandfather. He looks that old,

lying. The doctor
t down over her for & minute, shook
head and sald he was ton late.

“An understudy played Jullet that
night, and Merriam, as urual, was the
Romeo. The audience didn‘'t know the
real reason for the change, but in the
tomb scene I don't see how they could
help feeling it

“Those of us who saw It from the
wings will never forget it. The wo-
men were In hysterics and the stage
hands and filymen were nearly as bad.
1 don't know how Merriam ever lived
through It, but this I do know: He
was a different man from that night.
He seemd to lose al his ambition and
he withered up so that when I met
him at & rehearsal two years later 1
hardly knew him. He was bent much
s you see him now, and he was play-
ing character old men. Every year he
dropped down further until they
wouldn't trust him with anything bet-
ter than bits and servants. Yes, uir,
that old man has played Romeo with
the best of them."

The story was finished, but the man-
dolin still tinkled. The leading man's
face was drawn, and Jenks sat think-
ing. Perhaps the former was thinking
of his own high tide of prosperity, and
;1; what the future had In store for

m.

But sympathy and curiosity are
closely allied, and soon the two men
were tipltoeing through the pamsage-
way. They paused pefore the old act-
ors room. A ray of light filtered
through the crack in the thin pine
door. Merriam was and made
up for a comedy servant. His green
livery coat hung on & peg on the wall,
and the red wig with which he covered
his own white hair lay on the dressing
table before him. There, too, was the
faded portrait of a pure-faced girl ir
the dress of Jullet. The actor was benit
over his mandolin and the leading mana
nowscaught the tune for the first time
broken, but recognisabie.

“When other hearts and other lips

Their tales of love shall tell,

Then h;.rou'll remember, you'll remem-
et

Twang! There was the sound of a
broken string.

“First act! All up for the first act!"
The call boy came tumbling down the
passage and the listeners hurried up to
the stage. A few minutes later the
call boy came hurrying up, too, and he
found the stage manager fuming.

“Where's Merriam?” he cried. ‘1
can't hold the curtain all night for that
doddering old fool. Hurry him up,
will you?"

The boy disappeared and reappeared
almost Instantly.

“Mr. Merriam—" The tears choked
his volce and he got no further. The
stage manager made a rush for the
stalra, Ten minutes later he came up
dreased for the comedy servant, but the
man whose name was down on the
bills for the part lay In his dressing
roo clutching an old mandolin, with
his eyes fixed on a faded photograph.—
Adoliph Klauber,

-—— -
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With this season of mists and mel-
low froltleseness comes our Thanksgiv-
e dny and the festival of the famlly
History tells us that thig annual cele-
bratipn of the fireside joys grew out of
a moment of great peril and marked
deliverance therefrom, ‘This new con-
tinent gave our pligrim fathers but cold
welcome, for the Mayflower entered
Plymouth harbor mldst a driving snow-
storm. Wadlng ashore through treach-
erous surf men cleared awny the drifts
and erected rude log cabins,

But exposure told heavily uwpon the
ploneers, already exhausted by a voy-
age long and tempestuous. Bix of the
heroes died during December, elght in
January, seventeen In February, thir-
teen in March, and when the last snow
fell it lay like & moft, white blanket
upon the graves of half the immortal
company. If the first summer Was pro-
pitious, the second refused rain, while
autumn sent an early frost. When the
harvest had falled In the field the game
departed from the forests. What was
worse, the Indians now became un-
friendly.

Because winter and starvation threat-
ened the remnant of the intrepid band,
Governor Bradford appointed a day of
fasting and prayer. But ere the ap-
pointed day arrived the colonists wak-
ened one morning to fAind that during
the night & good ship from home had
dropped anchor In the harbor, bringing
letters, food and medicins for the sick,
seeds and roots for a new sowlng—
bringing also old friends and new colo-
nists, WNever waa dellverance more
dramatic. So the day appointed for
fasting was changed to a day of feast-
ing and thankegiving.

fince that first far-off event 279
autumns have passed over our favored
land. Other Thanksgivings, perhaps,
have heen unique by reason of nationnl
perll and striking gellverances there-

“Well, I gren how things was Kuln:;’

with him and Nellle Moore, and cvery-
body clss ft, s, When she wWas
pn the stage he stood In the wings, nnd
his  oyen [ollowed every move she
mude,

& man eare for you ke that, and cer-
talnly Nellle seemed to ke 1L She
came to me one afternoon—the Thanks-
giving I'm telling you about and xaid
that she was too tired Lo go home uftor
the matinee. She asked me If 1'd run
across the way and order dinper for
her. Then shie whispered In my enr
that she wanted it served for two, and
asked If I eouldn't fix a bunch Yght on
the stnge, so she and Merriam could
have o cosy Thanksgiving dinner all
alone,

“Of course 1 done it for her, and
while they was eatin’ 1 went over to
my boardin’ house. There was Lo be
a change of bill that night, so I came
back early so as L0 get my props in
shape, as 1 had them to attend to as
well as looking after the door. When
I came back Into the theater 1 heard
Nellle Moore playing & mandolin. Bhe
was always fond of music and carried
the Instrument around with her.

» 'Now, you try,' she sald. ‘There's
an alr I want you to fearn and remem-

b!'!'&ll right,’ said Merriam, and he
took the mandolin from her. Bhe
showed him where to place his fingers,
and kept humming the tune until he

play It with only one or Lwo
m Then she wenl o her dreasing

room ready, and Merriam sat
there ‘t‘l’lt:.ltlnlng until the half hour
*""ﬂ::h:‘mt there was a
of hand-shaking, snd the word want
around that there was to be & weddin
at

I remember one of the women |
saying that it was worth while 1o hiave |

l

!

from. But perhaps no other one sum-
mer had ineluded dangers 8o many and
o great, or deliverance and gih
striking For filling storehouses
barns the sun has been kindly, (oo
clouds propitious, and the soll full of
divine ardor. Fach month of advanc-
ing summer has lent new  wealth to
meadow and vineyard, pasture and or-
chard,

Surprised with unexpucted treasures,
¢ven now the threshera surround the
fat wheat stacks and must borrow
from winter some days  In which to
Leat out thelr unwonted harvesis, In
the great states where corn s ralsed
nlresdy the bins and barns are filled,
yvet muny yellow shocks still walt the
coming of the huskers, Vineyards and

1nd

aver our
days

giving ocours

THE TURKEY'S FATE.
They trampled on the vie*lm and
They tore him with their cluws,
They swooped upon him in a hand,
They pecked him without pauss.
They sialked scross his aching form.
They made him roll and shrick,
They swooped upon him |1 a swartr,
And ripped with claw aud beak
He rolled and tumbled all sbout—
At laat he gave a scream,
That In a Jiffy put to rout
‘That horrid turkey dream!

A CURIOUS CUSTOM,

The opening ceremony of the festivi-
ties connected with Thanksglving day
In New York used to be making drunk
the turkey that was to be the mosi
important feature of the hollday feast,
When the bird that was to occupy the
place of henor on the table had been

selected, |t was taken 1o one corner of

the farmyard and a cup of brandy
was placed before it. The turkey would
drink this eagerly and would then give
& first-class exhibition of being on a
“tear” of the funniest sort. He would
staggeringly strut up and down, his
wings trafling on the ground. At one
time he would seem to look extremely
wise and then would appear to be over-
come with the hilarious aspect of his
condition.

All the members of the family and
the relatives and friends who had
come to spend Thanksgiving with it
would gather in the yard and enjoy the
sight. Finally when the poor fellow
was exhausted and overcome with
drowainess he was killed.

The good housewives Imagined that
it the favoer of-the turkey 50
per cent to kill it when it was drunk.
Familles that would not allow a drop
of liquor to be brought Into thelr
houses at any other time except as
medicine, would not think It wrong to
make thelr Thanksgiving turkey drunk.
Perhaps It was thought that the bird
would feel less worried over its fate If
the headsman’'s hatchet was put to
it when it was in & state of blissfw
ignorance.

A WORD FOR THE MOTHER.

Thanksgiving brings together the
scattered members of the family.
"Mother's turkey” and “Mother's chick-
en pie'' reached out from the kitchen
of the old homestead in Maine to the
shores of California, and from the
green hills of Vermont to the sandy
areas of Florida, and bid the wander-
ers come home to Thanksgiving.

The smell of “mother’s doughnuta”
come acrosa the continent, and lure
back the prodigals to the old rooftree,

Grandfather and grandmother, & 1it-
tle grayer and a little more slow of
step, perhape, than last year, brighten
up at the thought of Thanksgiving.
They will see the children—always “the
children'’ to them, though they may be
gray-headed—and the little folks, and
the baby, who, since the laat Thanks-
giving, has taken up the burden which
we call life.

The kitchen In filled with spley odors]

and the smell of sweets, Everybody is
willing to help now—even the ordinary
lny boys are ready to crack nuts and
sample the mince ples, to see |f they
are sweet enough and spley enough.
The mother of the family is full of
care and bustie. Oh, dear, If there was

only something now that one eould
cook., If someone would only Invent
an entirely new specimen of ple! A
Kind that nobody had ever heard of!
If there was some different method of

frosting cake! If one could find some
new  reclpe for pudding in the cook
book!

THINGS TO BE THANKFUL FOR

That we are allve and kicking—e@-
peclally the latter,

That we are 8 humble, healthy eltl-
ren, and not a dead hero,

That we owe legs than we can pay.

That Christmas Is coming, and with
It another turkey—If we are in luck.

That the billous attack from which
we generally suffer on the firat of the
month I8 yet some days removed.

That we have never abused the trust
of our fellow man—particularly that of
the grocer and butcher.

That we have never written poetry
for some other unfortunate to edit

That we are a cheerful glver—of a
fine assortment of good advice,

That we don't belleve all we hear,
and don't say all we belleve.

That If we have a cross Lo bear we
don’'t go forth into the market place
and Invite all men to gaze on |t.

That we never lend anything on any
occaslon—except the light of our coun-
tenance.

That we can live within our means,
though sometimes we feel rather mean
in doing so.

That we admire all womankind
with Individunl exceptions,

That “Vox Popull,” "0ld Subseriber”
und "Constant Header' still make Iify
pleasant for us.

FOR THE ELDERLY PBOPLE.

Thanksgiving day 18 a  festival for
wlderly people. The movement on thiat
day 18 toward the home where 1l
father and mother, the grandfather and
grandmother live. It matters not If v
have made a home for ourselves, and
If it be ever go happy, It Is to the home

of boyhood or glrlhood that we turn on

this day, It Is to the old folk we muse
go to reinte the sarrow and happlneds
of the year, to st ngnin ot the bountl-

ful bonrd, share ngaln in the hospitality
and warmth of the family hearth and
recefve again the blessings  of those

who watched go carcfully and luvingly
eurly days, It wis In those
that we first  learned to glve
thinks for the benefits of a kind provl-
dence und the splrit then Instilied in
us turns our thoughts ever homeward
when the great annunl feast of Thanks-
Christimns, with its

orchards ve not been less frultful. | jjehrer current of happiness, is for tie
How rich the crisp apples, pears and | opiidren.  but  Thanksglving, with Its
penches. Sweet julces have filled grape | geeper thoughts, 18 for the old peopic,
vlusters to the paint of bursting. Au- | gnd {t Is with them that we wish to
tumn has also plumped the nuts and | goeng it

thelr ripe kernels. How ruddy the i mgm

wholesome roots and vegetables, THE ABSENT ONES.

PREPARE TO CELEBRATE.

When they've counted all the ballots
When the votes ure gathered In;
When the razors, guns and mallets
That are ralsing such a din;
Publie time no mare are wasting—
When the turkey comes In stale,
We will give the bird a basting
And prepare to celebrate.

Fashions have been changing lately;
Innovations still Increase;

And the gobbler, large and stately,
Now supplants the dove of peace,

When Thanksgiving (imes are hasting,
One and all in spite of fate,

Join and give the bird & basting
And prepare to celebrate.

"Mamma sald we were going to have
s Thankagiving dinner like mother
used to cook.”

“Well, when you get home, tell moth.
er that 1 have an Important engage-
ment at the club.”

it was the day
“Alas!” moaned bler s he faced
m.&a,"l mﬂhu:t-utd
the Armenlans have turned the

againet Turkey, but it seeme

1

Thanksgiving.

ul.
cu

Fieni,
Ne o perpeimel

There will be vacant chalrs. There

ere always faces 1o be missed on this
Thanksgiving day,
were
there will be more whose light will not
shineé at you across the Thanksgiving
table,
est of our young men have been Inid to
sleep under palmetto trecn of the Phil-

which
bright and smiling.

last yoar
This year

Muany of the bravest and bright-

Ippines, but let us hope that the sacri-
fice of thelr hopeful young lives Is not
in vain, Let us hope that in the mys-
terious marching on of events the go-

ing out of the one we so dearly loved
may have helped on the Grand Inevita-
ble—and that the hand of Destiny han
written that one dear name where God
and the angels can read It, and decree

it biegsed.

CULTIVATE GOOD CHEER.
Gratitude Cheerfulness, Unseifiah-

ness—all those good spirita which inev-
itably bring peace and joy In
train—come not without Invitation, and
must be warmly entreated to stay with

their
that we are s0 dil i to
itivate which c;::
mm nogiect these
presonce might makq
thanksgiving.
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THANKS FROM THE HEART.

God, I think Thee for the strength
with which | make my fight;

I had been conquered, aye and crushed
baut for Thy might.

1 am not wholly overcome,
bless thy name;

I stood and walted for the strength and
lo, It came.

I bow and

God, I thank Thee that while tests of
truth found me untrue,
I have been faithful to my duty In a

few,

That though my fallures sicken me, I
realise my blame,

And have enough sincerity to suffer
shame.

God, I thank Thee for my fallures, ter-
rible their truth,

But they taught me self-control al-
though they took my youth.

I thank Thee that 1 still can struggle,
still believe and try,

And that my faith in human nature
did not die.

God, 1 thank Thee that the confllct
did not make me cold;

That my pulses lesp as quickly as of
old

That my sympathies ntill lead me, and
though worldly wise,

That I still can look about me with
kind eyes,

God, I thank Thee through my tears,
I still can see the stars;

There is of music In my soul a few
sweet bars.

With gratitude which has survived the
sordid grind and strife,

Oh, God, I thank Thee for the love
which glorifilesa my life!

MINNIE M. LAING.

Q‘..’OOC.OO’O”’Q?

One Thanksgiving.
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We had never spent “a Thanksgiv-
Ing"” In the country. And In town the
Pilgrims’ holy day was degenerated In-
to an 'Arry and 'Arriet "blowout.”

It was declded In family council to
hie us in & body to & country box
among the hills, where we had enjoyed
four idyllic summers, and there keep
the hoary old festa as Yankee pre-
Raphaelite aquaraelles tell us it should
be observed.

Snow fell two days before the Im-
portant Thursday. Al the better! It
would have been all the best had the
storm held off until we were actually
housed and could read “Snow-Bound'
over blazing logs answering roar for
roar, the "grand old harper” smitling
and twanging the oaks and hickorles
of the grove.

We took the 9 o'clock train from the
eity, It was crowded, mainly with
one sort and condition of men. Each
of thern was presumably going to the
old homestead—gray, yellow or white
backed by the invariable red barn—
“for Thanksglving." Some chewed or-
ange peel to tone down thelr breaths
to the decorous prejudice of the old
folks at home, others inhaled bad ci-
gars in the “smoker,” and brought the

>
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evil Incense Intu cur car At lenst
two-thirds mungied peanuta and
One

strewed the fMoor with the shells,
and all talked loud and laughed bols-
terously. A red-hot stove at each end
of the car blew the reek of whisky,
tobacco, orange peel and roasted pea-
nuts into a nuisance,

It was an accommodation traln, halt-
ing at every "turn-out’” to set down
trippers moved by fillal plety or farm-
bouse romance and poelry to maintain
the traditions of the day. At the end
of the fifteenth mile we came to a dead
standstill. A coal train had been
wrecked and must be cleared away
before we could go on. We were
gtranded In the exact center of am un-
comely expanse of fleld covered with
sodden snow and criss-crossed by
blackish stone fences. Now & farm-
stead was visible for over & mile on all
sides of us; half & dozen mean huts
knotted into a sort of settlement about
some rallway coal sheds and twenty
disreputable loafers lounged from them
to inspect the wreck and our train. The
one sort and condition of men affiliated
right speedily with these, and wherean
paterfamilias made divers abortive ex-
cursions In various directions In quest
of & draught of milk and sllces of bread
for his hungry children and a reason-
ably clean spot whers materfamilias
might retire for awhlie from the grow-
ing strife of tongues dashing Against
the becalmed train, it was but too evi-
dent that the mountain dew and Jersey
lightning were to be had for good fel-
lowship and for money. All babbled,
more or less tipsily, of the day we were
celebrating, drinking to It with every
imuginable form of expletive, and some
that, until that unhappy hour were
quite unlmaginable by materfamilias
and her terrified younglings, The av-
erage American’s one Idea of a hollday
is license, and the one ldeir Increased
and previadled as the hours dragged by

We wire halted at 10230, At 3 the
ralls were free and the celebrants of
the honorable annlversary tumbled tu-
multuously into their gents the one 1den
uppermost,

All over the brpod and teeming land
turkeyvs had offered thelr brown breasts
recking with richness, (o the carvers
Made: craunberries had bled by the
mithon; pumpkin ples and plum pud-
dinge had surfeited the teng of thou-
gands  of sensible  people who had
stayed at home and feasted conven-
tonally, Since our early Lreakfast we
hud  eaten just  one water cracker

aplece; and we were lame w ith long sit-
ting, sleckened in body by foul alr and
in soul by foul language,

What was left of spirit and soul re-
vived with each mile left behind us,
Materfamillas  told storles to the con-
fiding Innocents of the «lelgh drive
they would have from the station, the
Ainner and firee and fun awalting us at
bame. We hud managed to get off a
telegram to our caretaking gardiner at
11 o'clock, ordering him to send to
every traln until we came and to keep
the dinner hot.

Al €30 we alighted at the shabby lit-
tle statlon nearest our (dyllic cottags.
No slelgh was in walting; not a lving
crenture wan in sight, and the station
wan locked. A bitter wind moaned up
and down the valléy, and the unsym-
pathetie sun was hardly o yard above
the hills. Paterfaumilias shouldered
the two-year-old baby and led the for-
lorn processlon  ‘‘across lots” of un-
broken and stiffening snow. By the alr
line we hud projected for ourselves the
walk was a mile long. We wore weét
up to the knees with snow water and
exhaunted to faintnens when we reach-
ed the gardener's lodge at the entrance
to our grounds.

It was shut fast; no AnNEWer whaa
vouchsafed to our knocking: no faint
biue wstreak arose from the chimney,
The children had behaved heroleally
up to this Instant, When the father
snnounced darkly that the viliains had
never got his diapatch and had taken
themselves off upon a Thanksgiving of
thelr own, baby began to sob, and silent
tears glazed the purpled chesks of ‘he
eldest girla.

“This is the tasse| upon the o
the climax!” said the mother
calmness. "“"We will go (o the howse
and break our way in. Bince mtarve

| lias, & devout

4
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we must we will starve In our beds,
under plenty of blankeis,”

Bhe ook & child by cach hand, pater-
famillas reshouldersd the weeping
baby and we pulled sur feet out of the
congesling snow. A plantation of ever-
greens hid the turn In the path at
which we had our first glimpse of the
rottage. A weak cry frum the children.
an astonished snort from the paterfam-
#jnculation friom the
mother, broke into the gusty alr. For
royal banners of smoke, tinted by the
glowing west, streamed from every
chimney, edch window was stained by
scariet fire-gleams from within; Frank,
our faithful watcrhdog, bounded from
the porch with & bay of welcome, and
at the joyous yelp the front door was
flung wide open.

Our telegram had arrived in good
season; the sleigh had gones to meet us
by the road, and, being a little behind
time, had missed us, who came across
lots. While our trusty retalners mad?
breathless explanations the odor of
roast turkey was borne to us upon the
flood of warm alr pouring through hall
and doorway. IMnner would be on the
table by the time we could get our-
seives Into dry clothes.

Never dld another dinner taste go
good; never was wood fire more jolly
than that in which the children roastsd
chestnuts, and beside which paterfam-
{lias smoked the cigar of content and
materfamilias dreamed and moralized,
To the home nook, “curtsined and
closed and warm,”’ came the shout of
the wind-god, & very paean of rejole-
ing for mishaps overpast and for the
abundant compensations that crowned
the outgoing of our one eventful
Thanksgiving day —Marion Herland.

PUMPKIN PIBE,

The greatness and supremacy of the
pumpkin are universally acknowledged,
and the fact that It s sometimes called
“punkin’’ does not detract from its fair
fame. A golden seed, a golden blos-
som, » golden frult, and, finally, &
golden ple, that lifts one to the realms
of fairy gold, it is not wonderful that
it should gild our passing thoughts at
this particular season and fill our
spirits with livellest anitcipations of
the glories of Thanksgiving. Whether
the pumpkin ple be made at home by
hand, or n & factory by machinery, the
effect peems to be the same, You can-
not taste the wheels In the factory-
made pies because the pumplkin ple is
& wheel (tself whose magnificence
dwarfs the other wheels Into insignifi-
cance. Furthermore, it is pumpkin ple,
and when you say that you have no
room for hostlle argument. The
pumpkin ple, whether square, round or
oblong, is warranted to adjust itself to
any stomach, and that most gracefully
exerting all its powers of elasticity that
the ple may be comfortably located, to
assimilate with the turkey, until the
spirit |s suffused with dreamnms of peace
and resignation, and the diner feels so
kindly toward everybody and every-
thing that he refuses to doubt the ac-
curacy of lce-scales and gas meters,
while the fact that the plumber is re-
garded as & moral monsirogity strikes
him as an empty fantasy.

THEY GO TOGETHER.

It 1s balieved by many thinking peo-
ple that Thanksgiving was Invented to
glve the turkey a distinction and &
prestige and to give us a
through which to offer our gratitude
while experlencing perennlal thrills of
pleasure., The sclection of the turkey
for the star part was happy, because
every one likes turkey, be 1t hot, cold
or canned. Unlike weal, corned beef
and fishballs, the turkey is & concrete
symphony that causes every soul to
ripple in song. Old and young are allke
victims 1o its peerless quality.

The young eat it with thelr first
teeth, the middle-aged attack it with
their second, and the old mastlcate It
with their third or store teeth, and It
Is even toothsome to the toothless, The
cranberry's chlef distinction 1is that
which it enjoys Iin belng the tail-end
of the Thanksgiving tcket. The cran-
berry sauce la sometimes strained, but
not In its relations with the turkey.
They go together so harmoniously that
several poets say that the cranberry's
Incamated smile is Intensified by the
turkey's flush of pride.

The turkey is a bird among birds, a
dish among dishes, a dream among
dreams.

THE ORDER OF THE DAY.

Now the festive rural dweller
Descende Into his cellar
To begin a very pleasant

Task, task, task.
While his mouth he opena wider
A# he engulfa the sparkiing cider,
In his effort to empty the

Cask, cask, cask.

And the college footbal player

Prides himself he {8 4 stayver

To smother hls opponent, whom he'li
Maoim, maim, malm,

He smlles—how he will mangle him,

Smother, kick and strangle him,

Till he's tnken on a streteher from the
Game, game, gime.

Now we tnke relaxation

From work-day life's vexation,

Walting gleefully till the dinner bell Is
Heard, heurd, heard.

For, even where we're boarding

Mrs, Hashceroft ls affording

Up a turkey that simply is a
Bird, bird, bird!

'"TWAS BUT A DREAM,

1 saw the well-filled bln of corn,'twould
Iast me all the season.

With nuts and bugs and grasshoppers,
enough for more than reason,

I gave a gobble, gobble, as Joud as 1
could seream,
Then | awoke and saw

"twas but & dream.

the axe—alas

Mr. Gobbler—What on earth are we
to do, wife? All our supply of antl-fat
has been used up for Thanksgiving
day, and there’'s Christmas and New
Year's day still on the calendar,

“No," ‘exclaimed the mother turkey.
1 would prefer my children not to as-
soviate with those Incubator chicks,”

“Hecnuse they are 8o heedless and
don't know how to feather thelr own
nest?’ Inquired the duck.

“No, It lsn't that so much I have
brooded over,” replled the turkey,
“but there's something so artificial
about them."

However, when the Incubator chicks
heard this they thought of the funeral
baked meuts of Thanksgiving and re-
marked significantly, "Death levels all
ranks. "

MEMORIES.

Memorien of Past Thanksgiving days
will come to those gathersd around
tables today, and as the old psople tell
of the wonderful events of days now
fong gone by, many & youth will sigh
as he thinks they are not half so
now. Let him bide his timae, for in
ture dayn he will make the
be glories which he will
so it will Tun on generation

a%

medium |

“It's a lovely evening for ridi |
think they've come around by the >
said Laura. % .h“

Nine o'clock came. Mrs, Blalr walked
about uneasily; the boys camped drwn
to walt, refusing to go to bed snatil
Mary had disciosed to them a pr _aised
mecret.

'I.:;: o'c;zck.

“This begins to look serious,’” said
Mrs. Blair,

“Perhaps she went at once to her
room,” suggested Duncan.

“No; 1 looked before dark,” said
Clauy.

All pretense was thrown away; they
were openly anxious and went In &
body to search the house.

“I'll go and see if anything has besn’
heard of Dick,” sald Duncan, whea
they gathered again In the parior.

He rushed away and they waited =i~
lently. In about tw minutes he
came back accom an exoited
yOUng man.

“I brought Miss
6:30," the other satd,”

“Imposaible!” exclai

“l1 swear I did!” he voho-
mently, “I left the horsd standing and
walked to the door with her.”

They looked at each other blankly;
then sald Mras. Blair solemaly, “Not &
soul in this piace has seen her since
she left with you at 3.”

All efforts were useless, and as the
crowd of searchers gathered towsand
evening of the next day there ware
many open expressions of opinion that
there had been foul play.

“It s unaccountable, unaccounts.
ble!" muttered Mr. Blair, walking the

"Just one person can explain it, agd
that's Dick Roberts,"” sald Duncen
flercely.

over again. I brought Miss Stanten
;ﬁ:‘;y home last evening,” Dick re-

“You were seen about T dri on
the Harris road with & woman,” -
can went on., “The person could net
say whthe it was Miss S8tanton or met.
Explain that!"*

Dick was silent.

“Roberts,” said Mr. Blalr, steraly, “if
you can say anything in explanation
you had better do It."”

“Mr. Blair—Laura!" Dick cried sull-
denly. “Dwoes it seem to you possible
that I could have harmed Mary? I
love her. I asked her to be my wife.
I was to walt for an answer until she
had returned,to her home. Do yom
think I would harm her under such
circumstances?"

“That's your story,"” Duncan sneered
in jealous fury. "It remains to be
proved."

“He'll have a chance to prove it if
he ecan,” sald 'Squire Woods, “Here
comes the officer to arrest him."

But at this instant wild shrieks were
heard, and Cissy flew In screaming:
“Papa! Dick! Comea—come, Mary!
and she turned back, followed by the
crowd,

Down the hall she darted, through
the back entry Into the old wing where
there was a large room with a closet
the length of one side. Into this Clasy
dlved. "“She 1s here! She is here! I
| heard her!"

fushing her, Mr. Blalr listened a
montent, then exclaimed: “It'a true!
She is here somewhere.”

He struck a match, disclosing a small
| door, against which Dick flung him-
gelf furicusly, bursting it in.

In & moment he dashed out into the
air with Mary lylng llmp in his arms.

Half an hour later she had recovered
sufMciently to tell her story,

“I found that little dark place a few
days ago. 1 was making a secret of it
to tehse the boys because they never
had found It, and they play in those
old rooms 80 much. When Dick left
me last night I went there, intending
to show [t to them. They were not
there, but I thought I heard them com-
Ing, and I called and then ran to the
little closet and pushed the door to,
and somehow it fastened so I could not
open |t

“I called for help, and my volce
sounded so muffied I grew frightened,
fearing no one would ever hear me, It
seemed to be mealed up almom air-fight
and but for the ratholes I belleye I
should have smothered.”

A woman came pushing her way in.

“Dick Roberts was with me |ast
night!" she cried. "My son came home
80 crazed with drink that I could do
nothing with him, and I had to go for
help, T met Dick and he went home
with me and stayed until Frank had
gone to sleep I came ag son as I
heard, for I asked Dick to say nothing
about my trouble last evening. [ am
very glad that Miss Stanton has been
found. [ think you might have known
Dick Roberts better,” and she departed
as quickly as she came

“Oh, Dick, did they think ="
began.

“T don't blame them,” Dick broke in.
“It looked hard fur me."” =

“But to think that any one would
suppose  that you would—" She
stopped and held out her hands. Dick
| took them cloge and klssed the bruiges
tenderly; he saw his answer in her
eyes.—N,. O, Times-Democrat,

Mary

COUNTING BEES

| A shrewd old farmer once outdid a
Jeweler In some transaction and the
Jeweler complained of the way In which
he had been treated, sayvs Tit-Bits.

“Well, I'll tell you what I'll do wi
ve," gald the farmer. “I'll gell ye all my
live stock at five-bob a head, and T'Il
let ye come and count them yerael'.”

The bargaln was struck, The day was
appointed to count and hand over the
stock, The grasping jeweler and his
asslgtants In due time arrived at the
farm. They totaled up horses, cattle,
sheep, plga and the rest,

The Jeweler then asked when he could
reanave the stock.

“Blde n wee—bide a wes,” sald the
keen old farmer; “ye haven't seen them
all yet.”

He then led the party close up to &
dozen bechlves, overturned one of the
hives with his foot, and, amid the yells
of the flying party the farmer was
heard shouting: "Count now, ye rase
cals—count, count, count!"

NO TIME FOR BILIOUSNESS,

Don't talk asbout dyspepala on
Thanksgiving day. Don't allow the
yellow-visaged ghost of billousness to
sit at the feast. Forget your liver for
the time being. Time enough for that

tomorrow, or next week. You have
got all the rest of your lifetime to talk
about your stomach. Keep silent about
it on Thankagiving day.

generation.

THE FUNNY BONE,

That which 18 popularly known ss
the * "bone,” just at the paint of
the n I'CIHL a ) ot
oll, but that e near tha wury
knock, the NOWI
semsation I the arms

N |
Vpd b7 |

“I have told you all I know over and




