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nizhed table that was apread In the cen-

night be-
fore Thanks-
giving! And how
It anows!"

Matthew  Teor-
ranee allpped
the little cabin
window back over s channeled
grooves, Tha prospect of turbld green-
ish waves below, and white, fast-falling

“Thore Is forgiveness tor all within
the Jimits of infinite loval!"

Matthew Torrance resumed his walk
and sald no more; and through the tem-
pest and darkness of the November
night the little 1I'alling Leal plodded on

|townrds the beacon lights that starred

wildernesses of snow obesuring the at- |

moaphere above was scarcely so enliv-
ening as the cheery coal fire within, and
the inmp swinging =softly from the low,
arched roof.

The Falllng Leaf—she wns only a 1it-
tle salllng veasal, bound to the bleak
ghores of Malue from a Siciilan port—
was within a day's satl of home, and
hfer two presengers, long exiled from
the rocky coast of thelr nativity, woere
palone together, trying to realize that
their journay’s end was so noar,

Matihew Torrance walked up and
down the warm cabin with folded arms
and downcast eyes, whose lambent fire
conlrasted sirangely with the streaks of
sliver fo his luxuriant blaek bhalr. Sad-
denly ho paunged, and turned abruptly
to the old man who sat directly under-
neath the eircle of light thrown by the
swinging lamp.

“What nre you reading, Mr, Hayes?”

The old gentlom~n looked up with a
tranduil smile,

*“The book I read oftenest, Mr. Tor-
rance--the book that answers to every
want and mood of my nature,”

“Oh, the Bible. Can—can you find the
parable of the Prodigal Bon?"

"r“.!l

“It scomg as If I should liko to hear
that to-night.”

Samue! Hayes turned

ble story,
rance drow a deep, long sigh,

to the place |
and softly read aloud the sweet old Bi- |
As his volee diod away Tor- |

the far-off, rock-bound const of Malne.
And when the lurld light of dawn flut-
terea 'ts wullen banners athwart the
enst they jan merrlly into port, with
snow-covared rigglng and bulwarks
rldged with royal ermine.

Matthew Torrance was home agnin
after twenty long years of exlle and
solitnde,

“It's a perilous businees,” sald Mat-
thew to himseelf, “but I can't endure it
any longer. I nm changed In every re-
spect; my own mother wonld sacrcely
know me now; and I must hreathe in
tha alr of homo once more or I shall
die!" )

Matthew plodded up the hill where
the hnzel copses grew, and the dead
leaves rustled softly In the hollows un-
der the road, Hall-way up the hill a 1lt-
tle church nestied among the low-grow-
ing pines and spruces, with white-
gleaming =stones sloping down the de-
scent  behind.,  Matthew  Torrance
turned away his head with a shudder,

“He lloa burled there,” he murmured,
with n face that was paler than ashes;
“he, tho fair-haired brother Paul, that
wia almoast li%e & portion of myeslf, the
brother that I murdered. Oh, God! the
yenrs of angulsh and remorse that 1
bhave endured might almost have atoned
for it, and yet—yel—why did T roturn
lo re-open the old wounds? Shall I turn
back even now? It is not yot too late,”

He stood a moment Irresolute,

“No—1 will go on—I will take one
peep into the old window where the
cihnamon rossa grew—the window of
tthe keeping-room—and then I will go

“l spppose that parnble la meant to | forth onco more Into my exile and soli-

MNktate God's putience aid long sul-
fering 7"

“Undoubtedly."

“Ah! but that prodigsl son only
sponi his substance and wasted his life
foolishly. He waa not beyoud the pale
of forgiveness."

buade, Alas! 1L s a bard pundshmenlt to
endure for one net of hoodless passion
—& bard, hard punishment—and yot I
must bear L to the Litter end.”
“8hall T light the ecandins,
Kbenezer ™
“"What for, ehl14?

Uncle

Isn't & sight plens.

The' old minister pushed his spec- | ADICT to §it here by the blaze of these
tacies up on his forehoad hickory logs? What do you say,
‘ mother 1"

“What do you meant"

Matthew Torrance stopped In front of
the table.

“[ had a friend once—a near and dear
friend, who--well, ho bad his faults, 1
wonkt. deny that. He was a wild, pas-
slonate fellow, but there were good
polnts about him, too, He had a twin
brother, and one day, in a sudden gust
of rage—there was plerty of provoea-
tion, for both loved the same girl, and
she was a heartless coquette—ho ralsed
his hand against this brother, and—*

ﬁ“’ell."

“And murdered him! killed him!
Btruck him down as Caln struck Abel.
Then he fled the country, and has never
béen heard of since, But, If T know my
friend’s nature, he has repented it long
and bitferly since—repented It with an
Angulsh of despalr that is past deserip-
tiog!" Now tell mo, Mr. Hayes, I8 there
mercy and forgiveness for such as he?’

" “Though your sins be as scarlat they
shall be white as snow! though they
be red like erlmson, they shall be white
&8 wWooll' ™ softly repeated the o!d cler-
E¥Yman,

“¥es," repliod Matthow; “but such a
sin! My God! Cain bore the accursod
mark of murder to his grave!™

NOT TO BE TREATED LIGHTLY

Mrs, Torrance started.

“I—I don't know: what was It you
asked me, Ebenezer? 1 was thinking
about something else.”

Bhe was a mild-faced matron, with
Iarge hazel eyes, once bright as jewels,
but now dim with many tears—a ma-
tron whose sllver halr lay in shining
bands over a furrowed brow, and Eben-
exer, a bowed down old man, s'tiing
opposrite In his easy-chalr, had some-
thing of the same trouble in his face,

But Clara Willis, kneellng on the rug
botween (hem, with her \liright face
turned to the fire, was lovely enough
to vedeam the darker shadows, Blue-
eyed, with hair of reddish brown, 1it up
with golden gleams, cheeks velvet ped

and dimpled, and lipa like cut coral,

| yon never would have belleved (hat

Clara had passed her thirty-sixth sour
Thore are some faces to which eapriel-
ous Nature has granted the boon of
perennial youth, and Clara's was ono of
those,

“Well, just as you please, unele,” gald
Clara, straightening the folds of the
ruflled white apron that she wore. “Bup.
per i all ready."

She Jocked around with & glance of

housewifely pride at the dalntily gor-

The Pride of the Farm—"How now, Mousleur Reynard! Are you taking

ehickens, when your preference for turkey is so well known? I consider that

& personal glight™

=

ter of the agartment. It was a very
old-fashloned room, wiih n home-mada
earpet, and  éurtilns  (rimmed with
knotted fringe, while the window soats
were full of thrifty geraniums. and
petunine, A ifall vlook in the cornar
tUelhed monotonously, and the Lrass can-
Qlesticks glonmed from the maniel ns
brightly as if they had been fashloned
out of gola.

“A guarier past five,” said Ebencser
Torranoe, sdfusting Wig Iron spectacles
to glance at tha clock. “I dom't seo
What keops that boy so, Clara, T ‘mosi
wish you could hive made up your
mind to marry  him, and then we
shoulda’t ha' had Lim chasing down to
Squire Doan's after Margaret hall the
time. There, ehifld, yon neodn't turn so
pale—I"m not ia enrnost.”

Mra. Torrunce put out lier motherly
hand (o smooth Clara's golden bhair, as
the falr woman shrank as from a blow,
“"Clarn, Clara, It wasn't your fault.”
“"But it was my fault, Aunt Mirlam—-
It was my fault. Do I not know where
your thoughts have been ali s day,
whén other mothera have their bhappy
familles gathered around tham? O,
Aunt Miriam, If [ could ouly have died
instead!”

At this moment, while the firelight
was filling the homely room with such
a glow and fulness of ruddy life, Mat
thew Torrance was slowly tolling up
the road, In the ¢hill gloam of Lhe fast
darkeoing nilght. As he paused a mo-
ment te rest agnlnst the gnaried trunk
of n deformed willow, where he had
many and many a time played as a boy,
a tall, eiraight figure passed him, strid-
Ing swiftly along and whistling na old-
faghloned alr. As It passed, Matthew
ahronk back as if a sword had plerced
hils henrt,

“Ho usod to whistle that tune, T have
pot henrd It In twenty years before.”
8o Matthew tnilod on.

There It was, the old familiar lght in

Ing to listén. ““What nolss Is that out-
glde?”

“Only the wind amopg the bushes;
how nervous yonu are geillng, puss.”

“No—but, Paul, do, pleass, look; 1
thought I heard same one's volca,”

Paul Torrance burst Into a merry
Isugh, half derisive, half fond, and
strude to the door.

“Of courao there's no one here: I told
you so, Clara, but—htold on, though!
Hallo, you! whsat are you dolog under
our windows?"

He made a step foarward, but stopped
euddenly, holding his hand to his
treast an If & ball bad plorced 18

“Maother, it's Malthew! [ts onf Mat-
thow!"

And the two brotkers, separited by
long years and racking doubts, were
In each othor's arme belore Clara conld
rench the door.

In after years, Matthew Torrance
nevor could have tnld how he ronched
the wide, chesry fire-place, not how he
found his mother eohbing on his broast,
and his father clasping both hle hands,

while Clara—{aolish little Clara, hld
away behind the blg geranlams, and
orted as It her heart would break. He

only felt that he was at home once
mare-—{ree, nafe, happy.

“Paul!™ he stammered, “come here
and let me feok at you--let me feel your
hands. Oh, my brother! I thought 1
had murdered you!"

Pnul burst into a laugh.

“You didn't hit quite hard enough,
old boy; my skull was thicker than you
thought for. Oh, Mat! why have you
hidden yourself away from us ail these
yeara?"

And Paul's laugh becafne a sob.

“But we won't be fools!"” sald Paul,
resolutely, *“Clara, come here, Yyou
little goosa! Don't be afraid to take
her hand, Mat! She loved you best,
and she hag bean walting patiently for
you twenty yeara'

“DAT 'POSSUM SMELL POW'FUL GOOD."
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L old familiar window, gleaming out
ke a star,

Torrance hesitated,

“Am I right in pressing on? Who
known Lot one covoted ;;I:mn' oy
uring shiarper pain than years of sllence
and doubt? Who Knows but thot the
chairs are emptly, the hearthstone gur-
ronnded by other faeee and forms?
Were it not best to leave the old home-
gtead shrouded in merc)*ul npeeriainty ?
No: 1 have dared too muach (o pause
now,"

He softly lifted the lateh of the gar-
den gate and passed up thoe narrow
path,

Yes; there wns nis father, old and
silver-hatred, but Uving stil: and' his
mother sat opposité, with the bhall-fig-
ishied etorking on the gleaming needles,
just it had been twenty years sgo, and
the black silk holiday dress fastened
ut the thront with the little gold pin,
fashioned like & sea shell, that he re-
membered 8o well, And Clara, as beau-
titul as ever, with a I‘i]l*‘l’l('d. mature
loveliness, how royally the fire wrned
hor heavy coronals of hair to colls of
gold, &8s <he bont to light the tall can-
dles in the polished brasga candlestloks,
Like a sleeping giant the old love rose
gp once more in hig beart as he looked
on the face of the girl whose syren-like
charms had maddened him to the one
despernte net of hla life. And—Jather
of all mercies! was be dreaming, or was
the great horror of his darkest anticl-
pations overwhelming him—madness?

Fven as he looked, a tall figure passed
from ar obscure part of the room into
the tull glow of fire and eandles, stand-
fug with one hand on the old lady's
shouldor,

“Paul! Paul!™

The worda strove to shape them-
pelves, but the parehed tongue refused
to give them utternnce. Matthew Tor-
rance struggled like a man under the
dreadful spell of nightmare.

“Hush!" sald Clara, suddenly paus-

“Paol!” faltered Clara, reproachfully.

*Well, what's the wmatter? If you'l
anly vxpedite motters & little, we c¢an
have two weddings ot once, for 1I'm to
be married to Maggie Dean next month,
old Mat”

The twenty years of Lrial were over,
and Matthew Torrauce kept Thankegiv-
Ing under his own roof-tree, with a
heart that needed no proclamation to
stimulate Its intensity of gratitnde.

THANKSGIVING PICTURE,

What if the gold of the corn lands
15 faded to sombre gray?
And what {f the down of the thistle
Is ripened and scattered away?
Thore's gold in the gathered harvest;
There's homely and heartsome cheer;
And s0 we will be full joyous—
The day of thapksglving is hore.

A sigh for the vanlshed splendor
Of the avtymn's purple and red—

For the golden-rod that s whitened,
For the gentian bloom that is dead;

Then turn o the hearthstone cheery;
Behold, "tis the time of year

To count our blessings and morcies—
The day of thanksgiving 1s here.

Bare and browa in the shadows,
The weadowland meets the gazge,
Where the bold, blithe bee went seeks
Ing
Its sweets In the summer days,
The honey is stored In plenty
S0 what if the winter is near?
The time | pot ene lor replning—
The day of thanksgiving s here.

The frult has matured o ita season,
The sunshine has ripeced the seed,
Then sing to the Lord of the harvest
A song of thanksgiving indsed.
The morn and the noon have passed by
us;
"Tis the sweet afternoon of the year;
Se let not your tributs be lacklag—
The day of thankagiving is here,

An Expetsive Dinner.

A trio were sitting on the postofiice
guard rail one night teiling stories, |
Une of them related this: I know of
a fellow who had spenta very qulet
Tife in the conntry anid had never been
to the eity. Coming inton little money |
he saddenly developed a desire to be o
sporl and inunedintely departed for the
city. Tt wons his habit after arriving
o louwnge nronnd the corpers in the
central part of the city, and he bpatore
ally beard tho gilded youth tnlking
ahout the amount of money the-)'l
rpent,

“‘Say, I had a grent dinner last
night,” he heard one say, ‘nnd it cost
e E300°

“Many other romuarks like this he
heard, nnd the rostie sport doeclded o]
get inio the swim too  He made up his |

mind st ohce to get an expensive din: | P pacommend Tlood's Sarsaparills to all
ner, Lol reslizing that the most of the | aMicted with blood or skin diseases, My
money spent oy the honsters ho had | higod was out of order, and I sulfered for
overheard hud been for wine. Walle | years from psorinsis, I tried several

it g into a swell restaurant, he called | panedies without beneflt, After tuking

the waiter over.  '‘Say, look here.' said |

s -

It is L

ho, *i want an expensive dinner like
the Lest of the Lloods. Hring me 820
worth of hisin and epgs.” "

Horseradish - growing has  been
brought'to the point where best enltis
vated will sell at prices nearly donble

ferent in quality. New Jersey sup-
pités. o lurge part of the ewstern de-
mand, Lest selling in New York at 87
Lo §8 per 100 s This is for cultivated
horserndish of one yenr's growth and
grown Ly experts. The finest geade
seils in Itoston at 810 per 100 1bs, when
washed, and §5 wowashed, with infe
rior and dirty stuff Jacking in strength
and attractiveness all the way down to
§2.00 and 3. Av New llaven limited
sule at Horseradish should be
washed before shipping.
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{JMPERIAL

i GARANUM
‘§Always WINS HOSTS of
l FRIENDS wherever its
‘#Superior Merits become
‘tknown, Itis the Safest
$FO0D for Convalescents!

Sold by DRUGAOISTS EVERYWHERE 1 E
John Carle & Sons, New York.
| A e g e e R T s R T g

The Greatevt Medical Discovery
of the Age.

KENNEDY’'S

MEDICAL DiSCOVERY.

DONALD KENNEDY, CF ROXBURY, MASS.,

Has discovered in one of our common

asture weeds o n.‘n.t.'d_\' thiat cures every
| Ei!ld of Humor, from the worst Scrofuia
down Lo a common Pimple,

l He has tried it in over eleven hundred
cases, and never failed exvept in two cises
(boil thunder humor)., He las now in his

| possession over two hundred vertincates

| of its value, all within twenty miles of
Boston.  Send pastal card for | )

K

A Benefit is alwavs expeérienced from
| the Girst bottle, and a parfect cure Is war-
PRI Waledl Lhd g i .‘al.’,.v > Wikl
| When the lungs are wffected it causes

shooting  pains, ke nsedics  passing

through them

the =ume with tha Liver
. :

'Hood’s Sarsaparilla

for two months T was restored to my for-

| mer good hualth and feel like ditlerent

those realived for the root when indif-|

arson,  As a blood purifier I think
1ood's Bursaparilla has no equal,”
Chas, i.. COUKELREAS, Irving, Illinois,

v, Fret8 . ot hurmonfously with
Hood's Filis Ituod’s Sarsaparilin, 55a,

00 OTOCOTOR
A few
Doses of

D' obb's

¥ 5 - :Ea
Hi ﬁ—é’» ills
will relieve

Pains In your Back, Sides,
Muscles, Joints, Head, ete.
and ail Kidney Troubles;
Rhenmatism, Gout, An-
aemin, and other Blood
Troubles, ¢aused by sick
= kidneys.

g A few boxeswill
cure,

All droggista, or mailsd
posipaid fur fde. por bos.
Write for pamphlet,

HOBB'S MEDICINE €O,
Chicage San Francruco,

fofrfolofringededr it dodo e b S tndedog
WRITHE

W, i, Barrett, president of the Atlan-
tle, Jlowa, and Nehpaska City, Nebrns-
ka, Buasiness Colleges and Shorthand
Schoois, for an expiauntion of tho best
and most unlguo course in husinoss
training now in use, Nob taught in
othor schools. Unr fare pold,

ek R E L S iR ikl

Zachary T, Lindsey,

Whole- RIIDNER ANAN
salo RMUL‘LHUHUS

Donlers send for Catalogyues, Omaba, Neb.

being Stopped,and shasys diappers i Patenis. Trade-ivarks,

M

wiek alter uking It Read the label. | tamsmiumilon and  Advie o Patetaliflity of
I the stomach i3 foul or bilious it will L";“;"""-' s B G L L s gl UL :.1';‘.‘:.'(5?
! 1¢} ) 1 o h 5 b wabe s o w swemal e el e e
| eouse squetmish feelings &t Hrst ) i
L e s at, of i W, N. U, OMAHA, 48, 1805,
the best you oy pet, and énough of § - ) sl _ !
1 ¥ vertisera s
Doses, one tablespoontul in water at bede When “”““-:"’. ad : .’ ers mention
L 18 DT,
| tune.  Sold by all Bruggists. s puge
-~ e —
. Rp—
Don't baceo
|
) on't Tobace

Spit and Smoke

Away!

CHICACO.

o) L
GCASCARETS

Your Life /%

Go buy and try & box to-doy. It
oosts only &1.
will guarantes n cure or
funded. Bookiet, written punarantoo ofcure
and sample free. Addross nearest ofilce,

THE STERLING REMEDY CO.,

candy cathartie cure coustipstion.
easy, soMd by drugpistd everywbere,

melkesn
the nervea
strong, and
bringa beock )
tho foslings of
youth te the pro-
meaturely old man.
It regtoras lost wigar,
You meaey gain ten
pounds in ton daya.

GUARANTEED
TOGACCO HABIT CURE.

Your own druggist
monay Ioe-

NEW YORK.
—

Purely wopetableo, smonth and
gunranisod to eure, Qaly o

MONTREAL, CAN,

EMmuLsion,
the appetite and hel

comfort and good-nature,

the food for aTE such.

How many pale folk
there are! People who
have the will, but no power
to bring out their vitality;
people who swing like
a pendulum between
strength and weakness—
so that one day's work
causes six days' sickness!
People who have no life

for resisting disease—thin people, nerveless, delicate !

The food for all such men, women, or children is Scorr's
The hypophosphites combined with the oil
will tone up the system, give the blood new life, imlprove
digestion.
be a fattening and reddening, which brings with it strength,

The sign of new life will

Be suve you get Scotf s Emulzion when youw wand it and wol a cheap andstitute.

Scott & Bowne, New York. All Druggists,

§oc. and $1.




