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But why do I keep Thanksgiving,
Did 1 hear you aright, my dear?

Why? When I'm all alone in life,
Not a chick nor a child to be near,

John's folks all away in the west,
Lucy across the sea,

And not a soul In the dear old home
Save a little bound girl and me?

1t does look lonesome, | grant it;
Yet strange as the thing may sound,
I'm geldom in want of company
The whole of the merry year round—
There's spring when the lllac blos-
BOMS,
And the apple trees blush to bloom,
There's summer when great moths fit
and glance
Through the twilight's star-1it gloom.

Then comes the beautiful autumn,
When every fragrant brier,
Flinging its garlands on feuce and
wall,
Is bright as a living fire;
And then the white, still winter time,
When the snow lles warm on ihe
wheat,
And | think of the days that
passed away,
When my life was young and sweet,

bave

I'm a very happy woman
Today, though my halr Is white,
For some of my troubles 1've overlived,
And some 1 keep out of sight,
' a busy old woman, you see,
dear,
As I travel along life's road,
I'm always trying as best | can
To lighten my nelghbor's load.

That child? You should think she'd
fry me?
Does she earn her bread and salt?
You've noticed she's sometimes [ndo-
lent,
And indolence Ils a fault;
Of course it s, but the orphan girl
Is growing as fast as she can,
And to make her work from dawn to
dark
Was never s part of my plan,

I like to see the dimples
Flash out on the little face,

That was wan enough, and still enough
When ofirst she came to the place,

1 think she’'ll do, when she's older;
A kitten)ls not a cat;

Ayd now that I look at the thing, my

dear,

I hope she’'ll never be that,

Um tbankful that life is peaceful;
1 should just be sick of strife,
If, for instance, 1 had to live along’
Like poor Job Slocum's wife;
I'm .[_hankt‘ll I didn't say “yes,” my
degr—

my

What saved me 1 do not see—
When Job, with a sprig in his button-
hole,
Nuce came a-colrting me,

I'm thankthl I'm neither poor nor rich,
Glod that I'm not in debt;
That I owe no money I cannot pay,
And o0 have no call to fret,
1T'm thankful 8o many love me,
And that I've so many to love,
Though my dearest and nearest are all
ut home,
In the beautiful land above.

1 shall always keep Thanksgiving
In the good-old fashioned way, *
And think of the reasons for gratitude
In December, and June, and May,
In August, November, and April,
And the months that come between:
For God is good, and my heart is light,
Ard I'd not change place with &
quecn,
~—Margaret E. Sangster,

THANKSGIVING STORY

T was Thanksgiv-
Ing evening In our
camp on the Flam-
bleaux river,in the
northern part of
the Badger state,
After a dinner such
a8 can only be got-
ten up in camp, we

bad  seated our-
eelves about the
fire and were in-

dulging In storles, Fioally one of our
number, a young man, remarked that
the day was always one of thanksglv-
Ing to him, and {n explanation of this
remark, related the following story

“I had been out three days with a
party of Chieago people, and on the
day In question Wwe were camped
about thirteen miles away from even
a game warden, and | can say we had
phenomenally good luck. It was the

season for deer, and we had al- |

ready killed two fne bueks.  The day
had been n busy one in camp, In mak-
ing preparations to move down stream,
perhaps ten miles or more. My (n-
tention had been to mave in that direc-
tion early in the afternoon in & light
canoe, Just to get on (o the lay of the

land. Heavy, leaden clouds had hung |

low all day and everything acted like
one of those late electrical storms (hat
often pass \hrough the norihwest as
& gentle reminder that we had one last
chance of bidding goesd-by 1o Indlan
summer. Had the weather not clearsd
1wl Bt have changed my mind aboul
makiug the move | did wake Leavs
ing lnstructions that we would all start
ta the sarly hours of merning, | went
dows 10 the shore and stepped \nto my
wanow. | had with me my waual sup-
and olber invidenials
woan shone vl s vlearly aver the

Ahat | did not mind the
of i that waraed me |
Waa Becessary (o lake
e aud conssgusally

;

neglected doing it, but I had with me &
couple of good revolvers,

*I pushed the canoe from shore, and
in a few minutes was gliding over the
rippling waters of the Flambleaux,with
no care of what the journey might
bring. For over half an hour I kept
my course down the river. The moon
had shone brightly until then, and was
only occasionally hidden by a few dark
clouds. A cold wind came up from the
northeast and then I had some fears of
the storm that had threatened all day.
The clouds came thick and fast and
with them rain, at first only a few
drops, but finally an lcy raln which was
driven by the terrible force of the
wind, With the storm came lightning
and I roon gaw it would be folly to go
further. || endeavored to turn my
eanoe toward shore, but the storm had
changed into a young tempest, and to
stay long on the waters in that craft
meant death, 1 drifted on at a fearful
rate, and 1 also notlced that the cur-
rent of the river seemed swifter than
I had noticed it before.

“While thus engaged a new sound
fell upon my ears., It was a dull, deep
roar, and every moment it seemed Lo
increase, The water flowed more
swiftly, and the roaring ahead of me
became deafening. 1 knew too well
what it was. My boat dashed madly
forward, and 1 was entering raplds.
How large they were | did not know,
for the country was comparatively new

I HUNG ON WITH BOTH HANDS,

to me. 1 dropped my paddle into the
bottom of the boat and hung on with
both hands. How I ever got through
allve 1 don't know for as | viewed the
rapids the next morning they were the
worst | had ever seen on medium sized
rivers. The foam dashed over me,
and my canoe grazed scores of rocks.
Then | heard the roaring far behind,
and I found myself in tolerably smooth
water, but [ didn’t care about running
any more chances that night, and took
to the northeast bank, which was on
my left. My cance grated on the sand
and with a feeling of safety 1 stepped
my foot on shore,

“Ag 1 did so the woods for rods
around seemed to tremble, | knew
what it was. The river at this point
widened Into a lake, over the left side
of which was a floating island, that Ig,
a projection of the mainland over the
lake, The roots of the trees were
closely woven together and a good
quantity of #oll was packed in between,
I had heard many storfes concerning
these islanda, but hardly eredited them,

“]1 gathered a good quantity of wood
together and started a fire, and sltting
down on the wet ground tried to make
myself as comfortable as possible,
Overcome by the exhaustion I had ex-
perlenced [ lay down and was soon
asleep. How long | slept is hard to
say, but It must have been about an
haour

“1 was awakened, and gazing about,
darkness, yes, the darkness of an
Egyptian night, met my eyes. A nolse,
at first very faint, disturbed the gilence,
It was like that of a crying child, but
1 had heard it before; it was the whin-
ing of a lynx. 1 drew one of my re-
volvers and lald very quiet. The nolse
grew louder and I heard the flend
creeping upon me. My nerves gave
way to my first impulse and 1 fired in

[ AN AWFUL CRASH POLLOWED
the direction of the sound A B
ment later aud there Wwas o
| spring and the beast b
shoulders
“Over aud over we rolisd. | fell the
ground tremble, and an  awlul crash
followed.  The lyux loossned his hold
pevhaps from  fear,  and | olutehed
wildly aboul me My hands cume In
cotilavt with & ruasl | grabbed 1t and
awung backward and forward fer, o
sewiiod Lo e abh alv The walvra hw
aeath me seemed to boil and then all
was tiill & stiliness (hatl was more ter-
| vible than death. | heard & patioring
in the water bessalh me and remes
| bared the lyms Wik & supernatural
elurt | swung mpeell upsard and, by
ciutehing my Moot on  Ihe oals  and
sloass prutruding from the dde of Lhe
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well, I was soon on earth again. I
crawled a rod or so away, and then
walted for daylight.

“As the first gray light of morning
lit the eastern sky [ turned my head
toward what might have been my
grave. It was a circular hole, about ten
feet In diameter, 1 could see the wat-
er about fifteen feet below. 1 thought
of the lynx and the terrible but just
fate he had met, and then creeping to
shore 1 got into my canoe, and casting
one look behind me on that treacher-
ous shore, I turned my back on It for-
ever, and turned my face toward camp.

“This is my experience of a Thanks-
giving day that makes the day one of
thanks to me—thankful for my Iife.”

THANKSGIVING EVE.

Hand in hand through the
slreets,

As the chill November twillght fell
Two childish figures walk up and
down-—

bootbhlack
Nell,

With wistful eyes
shops,

Where dazzling the lights from the

windows shine
On golden products from
field,

And luzclouz frults from every clime

village

The Teddle and sister

they peer in the

farm and

“Oh, Teddle,” sald Nell, “let's play to
nlght
These things are ours, and let's sup
pose .
We can choose whatever we want i
eat,

It might ecome true, perhaps-—who
knows?"”*
Two Httle pinched faces pregs the
pane,

And plan for tomorrow's’ feast

A LITTLE BLACK DOG.

LITTLE biack dog,
running frantically

around the old
stone mansion,
il paused suddenly

4 pricked up his ears
and listened. Then
jcame a volce,

“Here Beautiful!
Here 1 am! Here
—at the cellar win-
dow! Oh, you dar-
l'ng dog!”

Four small feet pranced and skipped
about, while a shaggy little wisp of a
tail wiggled and frisked and endeav-
ored to say: “I simply can’t tell you
how overjoyed | am to find you, I've
looked everywhere for you. 1 really
belleve [ could almost turn myself
wrong slde out from sheer happiness at
seeing you again.”

“Come cloge, Beautiful! But don’t
you dare to bark a word, ‘causa lke's
not that dreadful, dreadful woman will
come and take you away from me.”

At this Beautiful plumped his nose
through the small opening at the win-
dow, sniffing violently, and then glving
voles to a loud and sympathetic whine,
Just then two hands, coming from ott
the darkness of the cellar, closed round
his soft, warm body. It was a hard,
tight and uncomfortable squeeze, and
such tugging and pulling you never
saw In all ycur days, ‘That the feat
was accomplished at all was probably
due to the fact that Beautiful's dally
breakfast, dinner and supper rolled in-
to one meal would not have made a re-
spectable between-meal bite,

Beautiful, it must be explained, was,

Of dainties their lips will never touch
Forgetting thelr hunger awhile, at
least,

The pavement was cold for the shoe-
less feet,
Ted's jacket was thin;
and sald,
“let's go to o place and choose some
clothes."”
“Agreed!" rald Nell, and away they
sped
To a furrler's shop, ablaze with light,
In whose fancled warmth they place
their hands,
And play thelr scanty garments are
changed
For softest fur, from far-off lands.

he shivered

“A grand Thanksgiving we'll have!”
eried Nell,
“These make-belleve things seem al-
most true;
I've most forgot how hungry | was,
And, Teddle, I'm almost warm, aren’t
you?"
Oh, happy hearts, they rejolce today,
In all the bounty the season brings,
Have pity on those who vainly strive
To be warmed and fed by imagin-

ings!
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The old wife gat In the chimney place
Talking of days gone by

To the small granddaughter close al
her knee,

Eager and bright of eye,

“And only think,” she finighed, “dear,
That sad Thanksgiving morn

All that the Pilgrims had to eat
Was, each one, five grains of corm.”

Out from his corner grandfather
Put in a quavering word:
“You're wrong, Priscllla Ann, you'n
wWIOng,
"Twas six, I've always heard."
“Pshaw, father, you've forgotten o
No, chlld, 'twas only five.”

“Prigeilla Ann, 1 say "twas slx,
As sure as you're alive!™

“Twa'n't six!"” " "Twas, tool” "“Why

father!” *“"Well,
1 ain't s0 old, I guess,
But what 1 know ‘twas six!" *“Ob
land,

What silly foollshness'”™

“Priscilla Ann!" “Yeos, father!" “Six!”
The small granddaughter stared,

Then, crying, ran away. “There, now,
You've got the poor lamb seared!™

*1 haint!’ “You have!" Here was
begun
A very pretty quarrel,
But that thelr danghter came nghaste

To hear and polnt & moral,

“Why, father! mother! gquarrveling,
And on Thanksgiving Day!

And all about w grain of eorn;
That's foollsh, don't you say ™

The old tolks looked abashed. “ "Twas
six' |
“Twas fve! "Why, mo, ‘twm |
four!

And then it really looked as though
Twould all begin anee more

P grandma. guipiug dowa her wrath

quivk !

Sald, "Well, they hadn't many
Put, sakes alive! if they hadn't five,
I'me thankful they had auy
Viurence B Pralt.

We pevdd all the social agents ther

are fo LR ue out of the dally reuting |

of Wie, moale s one of thess Maaturs
Pareuts wha fa'l o vultivale where ey

Ilke his small mistress,a charity board-
er at Miss Jane Smithson's Select
School for Young Ladles. Buffering
similar injuries, there was between the
two u bond of deep sympathy.

Once Inside, Beautiful was glven a
tender hug of welcome, Then, holding
him e¢logely In her arms, Lura sat down
upon a pile of old ecarpets and pro-
ceeded to open up her heart, The dog,
uccustomed to those little secret nes-
slons, showed his deep Interest by
looking up lovingly into his mistress’
face and endeavoring vainly to bestow
kiswex thereon,

“She says 1 am very, very bad,
Beautiful,” Lura explalned in soft whis-
pers.  “She has sald that an awful
many lots of times, and I'm getting
kind’er ‘frald, I am, But honest and
truly, you know, I couldn’t help It
Honest 1 eouldn't, 1 broke a plate, I
just told her that the plate was all
soap-sudsy, and that it slipped right
out of my hand quicker'n I could catch
it.,  Oh, Beautiful, you ought to seen
her. Bhe got so ma-a-d, She said
she'd teach me to break dishes and
then talk back to her, and then she hit
me-—hard, just dreadfully bard, Beau-
tiful”—here the dog's blg, friendly eyes
looked tenderly Into hers—"and then
she put me down here.”

A rat ran squeaking across the floor.
Beautiful gprung up, stuck up one ear,
and growled savagely., Lura caught
hold of him and drew him back Into
her lap.

“That's Just as nice as can be of you,
Beautiful, to say you'll keep 'em
away, but I hadn't finished talking to
vou, and you know it's not a bit p'lite
to interrupt. Why, I used to be as
frald as anything of rats, but now
when I'm "fraid I just think what my
dear daddy sald to me. He said: ‘Lit-
tle daughter, it pretty nearly breaks
father's heart te. go and leave hig girl,
but she must be a brave and plucky
lttle woman, and he'll come bagk and
never, never go away from her again.’

“Heautiful,” she sald, slowly, “he's
a dreadfully, dreadfully long time a-
comin' back to his girl.”

And then the flood came. It began
by a single tear hurrying down a sor-
rowful little face and descending upon
the dog's satiny black coat. He, feei-
ing that his little mistress was in deejp
distress, shared her sorrow by whining

niteously and burrowing his nose in the l

soit little hollow of her neck. For
some time they sat thus, the girl sob-
bing and erying as [f the burdened
heart had reached the limit of endur-
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“AHE HAD NEVER ROWED 50
HARD BEFORR"
ance and could no longer Lear up wn-
! der s load of worries
Suddenly Beautitul stralghtened up,
then as
| sumed an air of deflant guardianship.

growled wysteriously, and

Lirs undersiood.  The “dreadful wom:
AN was voming

The vellar door apencd with a bang
and & fave peored down inte the dark:

ent the musleal gitta of their ol | neas, while & shrill volve plped

dren deprive them and through theom
Athe coming generations of that morsl

and intelieotual agency whivh s thelr |

due F Ruyle

Some meu make o Bl st hiding
thelr Hght under & bushal, when a pinl

" L

“Pult them down there - and dan i bhe
ol day about "

At that, & little ald man, from whose
A awung & basket Biled with  live,
squirming lebsters, shulled palnfully
| dawn the sialn

U the Allanii cuast |hese

called, sre familiar cRaracters in svery

- -

lahater
Wenainie Soull Answer (he purpose Just | wen, e the peddiors ol abell Bab are

was & weekly caller at Miss Smithson's
Select School, was a special friend of
Lura's.

Feeling the humliliation of a prisoner
unjustly sentenced, Lura crept back in-
to the deeper shadows. And then it
was that a most unusual and unlooked
for thing happened.

With a grow] and a bound, Beautiful
broke away, dashed up the stalrway,
and flew stralght at
clutching his teeth firmly in her apron.
I* was a most undiplomatic perform-
ance and one quite worthy of the falth-
ful little friend,

Of course Miss Smithson screamed
at the top of her volee and fought wild-
ly, but Beautiful continued the attack
with undaunted valor—until Lura and
the lobster merchant took a hand,
Then he was forced to desist,

“The vicious beast!” gasped Miss
Jane 8mithson, as soon as she was free
to survey her torn, disheveled gar-
ments,  “I have sald time and again
that I would not have him around.'
Then, turning to the old erippled ven-
der who was looking dazed and won-
dering, she sald: “I'll gladly pay you
it you will take that despicable little
animal where | shall never sce him
again."”

Lura stood palsied and speechless.
As In a hideous dream, she silently

. “SHE BEGAN TO S0B.”

watehed her one dear companion being
taken from her, Suddenly she gath-
ered courage, elincbed her small flsis
and eried out:
“How dare you!
daddy gave Beautiful to me!
hate you, I hate you!"”
“That will do, my lady,” Miss Smith-
son replied, tartly, “Back you go in-
to the cellar; 1 am unaware of baving
yei given you permission (o come
out.”

The door fell to with a bang, Lura’s
Lrown curls barely escaping. A few
hot tears of anger eame, then Lura
rushed to the cellar window, the one

How dare you! My
Oh, 1

through which,  but 1 short
time nKo, she had weleomed
her  dear Beautiful, She bad

now but one thought and ambition—to
eyeape and to rescue the plucky little
defender of her rights and privileges,
ki was hard work pulling off the rough
boards and the poor fingers |led more
than once before the task was finished.
Bhe heaped up the old carpets, nnd
breaking through a curtain of spider-
webs, scrambled out,

With flushed cheeks and flying curls
sl ran across the lawn and down the
stueet to the shore, Miss Smithson's
Select School graced a little village on
lLong Island S8ound. Her anxlous eyes
hastily and eagerly scanned the groups
of small fishing craft that dotted the
calm waters of this pleturesque arm cf
the great Atlantie,

At last! She saw them! There
they were, the old, bent lobster-man
pulling at his oars, and Beautiful—her
own dear Beautiful-—-sitting up as big
as you please on the geat of the stern
a8 dignified as the captain of an
ocean liner,
“Beautiful;"
f funr”

But It was no nse; they were toe far
away.

Now If Lura had been like most girls
of 12 or thereabouts she would have
gathered up a corner of her pinafore
and erfed It soaking wet, but you see
that wasn't her way. Reverses cre-
ated energy, not despalr, with her, IL
was scarcely a moment before her small
feet were swiftly carrying her down
the long streteh of sand te the boat-
house Then she Jumped into a dory,
slipped the oars In the locks, and be-
fore you could say “Jaek Robinson™
she was In hurried, breathless pursint
of her dear Heautiful,

Like the majority of ehildren brought
up In towns close to the ocean, Luara
kunew how to handie a boat. Now and
then she adroitly rounded the bow of
an anchored vessel or aped past a fsh-
erman who, with his long rake, was
busily digging oysters from out thelr
sandy ocean bed.  She had never in all
her life rowed sa hard before, and she
did not cease her sirongest offorts for
‘UMI seemed hours to her Her heart
| gave a great bound when, after awhile,
! she discovered that she had not only
| gained in the race, but that the labster

man had stopped to rest.  How  she

worked, (Nghting the waves that were
nuw running Lriskly aud splashing in

s white foam against the sidea of the

dary.  Hhe brsesd her feel more Arime

Iy and pulled with all her might and

main.  Then  ob, gladeess she heara
L n sound that brought & theill of jJoy o

her heart and caused & big lump o

bounee wp nte her threal I

Heaut iful' He bhad sevi and rovagaiesd
L her and was barking his  happiness
aeross the walel

Thete Was & splash Was It possl
Ble? Yeu yes, b had plungsd from
the boat and was awimining o her
Iwar. layal dog

Cume. Beautilul' Cuome, Neauiifyl'
she walled, the tvais of Rappinces mak-

“Beawtl-

she erled,

i

Migs Smithson,

town and village, and this one, who : ing such & mist that she could scarecly

| see the black head bobblsg among the
waves. Rowing with all ber sirength,
| she pulled bravely toward him.
There was now but a few yards be-

tween them. She could hardly walt
{unt® sghe once more had her sBaggy
Beautiful close to her heart. Had he
not been the one friend and consolation
during a whole miserable year of trou-
ble?

He had almost reached the boat when
a low, heavy whistle sounded ominous-
ly near, Lura turned, There, coming
directly toward them, was an ocean
steamer,

“Hurry, Beautiful, hurry,” she
sereamed.  “We're in the steamship
channel! Oh, hurry, hurry!"

She dragged him into the boat, wet,
dripping, panting. She clutched the
oars and pulled for her life—their lHves,
Beautiful’s and hers,

The great steamer whistled again, It
was bearing directly down upon them,
I'ke a monstrous swimming mountain.
Beautiful, seenting danger, crouched to
the bottom of the dory and whined dis-
mally. Lura could hear the steady
thump of the propeller, then volces
shouted excited warnings, Her strength
wias fast being exhansted, and her
poor, blistered hands gave up the race
Just as the towering hull of the vessel
swept past a few yards distant,

The pllot saluted the little heroine
with several sharp whistles, and the
passengers, crowded together at the
rafls, cheered lustily. Ope man, more
excited than the others, rushed fran-
tically across the deck and ealled to
the captain to lower a boat,

But Lura was quite unaware of all
this tribute to her pluck and bravery.
For as soon as danger was passed she
collapsed completely, and putting her
hands to her face, began to sob eon-
vulglvely, The oars slipped from their
locks and the dory tumbled about as it
struek the steamer's wwells, but she
did not heed, She falled even to notlee
that the steamer had slowed down, and
that a small boat was being swiftly pro-
pelled toward her,

But when a pair of famillar arms
closed about her and the dearest volee
In the world murmured, “My little
daughter,” she realized the first great
happiness of her life, and each could
only sob, “Daddy, daddy,” while Beau-
tiful, falithful and devoted, showed him
love and gratitude by fondly burrow-
Ing his nose between her poor swollen
little fingers.—Helen Follett,

To Detect Changes of Kpeed,

Engines used In electric lighting are
required to run with great regularity.
An interesting device for detecting,
with extreme accuracy, any change of
speed fn such an engine is employed In
an Ellzabethport factory. Two metal
plates are plerced with corresponding
slits and placed one in front of the
other so that, when the slits are in
lne, the spokes of the fly-wheel of the
engine can be seen pasging them. One
of the plates g caused to osclllate, by
meang of an electro-magnet, at such
a rate that the two slits are in line
every time a spoke Is passing, If there
are slx spokes In the wheel, and the
wheel turng 400 times In 2 minute, the
movable slit must oscillate 2,400 times
fn & minute, If the speed of the en-
gine i perfectly regular, a spoke will
alwuye be geen directly in line with the
slits; §f the speed varles the spoke
wil appear ahead or behind its proper
place, according as the rate of the
wheel's revolution Is Increased or di-
minished,

Drisles In the South,

A southern man says the dalsy was
never known In the south until after
the war. Now every part of it that
was visited by the Union aymy is cov-
ered with daisies, “Sherman brought
them to us,” he said, “and the march
to the sea can be folllowed In the sum-
mer time by keeplng where the daley

grows, The seed seems to have heen
transported in the hay that was
brought along fo feed the horses.

This I8 the only explanation that has
ever been made of 11"

FPleaty of Teachers In Belgium.
There are 10800 teachers in
diminutive kingdom of Belgium,

the

HOW THEY ARE USED.

The lower grade of molasses, whieh
I8 unsalable, Is used as a fuel, Lt s
#piinkled over the sugar cane from
which the julee Is extracted, and when
put in the fire burns with a strong
heat, One hundred thousand tons were
used lust year.

Waste pleces of cork, when carefully
clepned and powdered. are used as an
abwcrbent called suberin, Hurnt cork
Is an artlst’'s pigment; linoleun made
of linseed oll sad pressed cork, is a
floor covering and when embossed and
decornted Is Lincrustia Walton,

Slag, the refuse from smelting warks
whikh accumulates at the rate of mil-
llong of tons & year, instead of form-
Ing mountains of waste nears the fur-
naces as it used to do, has entered into
the coustruction of roads and has been
made into brieks, paving stone. tiles
and rallway slespers,

The tree rosts which have bolhered
farmers snd those who have clearsd
away land have turned out mines of
wealth, Logwood roots yield an excel
len: dye, and those fortunate enough
tn bave wasle land covered with log-
| Wossl slnimps are making money. Hools
of walnut treen are of value when eut
and sawed and  turaed  lata vomt by
Mo e veuewnrs

Beoken glass and the waste
Hlass furnaces are  heaped  Jugether
| and melied down, diesssd and et

Inia beautitul slabs, rming an artif-
| ehal marble af decurative design.  De-
Colgna i reliel can be oblained whils
luo waterial in st warm and seh

T

Byery yoar a couple of thawrand tane
Gillerind in e

of broken glass are
, Miweta ol landes




