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{{HEN winter clothes the
3 aarth Iin white,
When coldest winds are
al blowing,
When shortest day bringe
longest night, .
When lcy streams are flowing—
Then in the shelter of the home
We know the joy of living,
And In the checrful fireside glow
Find cause for true thanksgiving,

When spring returns with sweetest breath,
When birds are gayly singing,

When life prevalls where once was death,
Rellef and gladness bringlng—

Then in the lealing of the trees,
In verdure new and tender,

We see the work of Providence,
And hearty praise we render.

When summer's dreamy days are ours,
And In the vales and mountains

We view the beauty of the flowers,
The gleaming of the fountalns—

Then from the glory of the hills,
From splendors wide abounding,

From all things warm and bright and faly
A call of praiso 18 sounding.

But chiefly when the autumn comes,
With all its welght of treasure,

And rieh reward of carc and toll
Bestows In fullest rieasure—

A myrind orchards, ticlds, and vines
Froclaim to all the living: -

“A loving God supplles your necd:
Oh, pralse Him with thanksgiving!*™

Joanna PPorter, in Harper's Bagar.

MARTHAGATES
THANKSaIvIAG

ES,” smaid Mrs. Gates, de-

cidedly, “I'm goln' to do

ey”

_ Her husband looked at
ber trunsfixed with horror. “Lut listen
Lo reason, Marthy.” he said, pleadingly.
“You mean all right enough, but it's
a turrible resky cxperimegt. You'll
'pilu the bull dey for them aft) us too.”

“Jest walt nnd see, ‘Ith jn b,

"A nive Thaoksgivin® we'll hew!™
“roancd Farmwer Gaten,  “IUs jost reo-
dikerlus the way yo're goin’toact, 101
Ko and tell Jaue about it, und sop her
cunin'.”

“Now nce here, *ijah Gaten,” sald his
wife, turning arovind upon him quickly,
“I there's any recdikerlusness albout
this hall business, | reckon il al) bw
owin’ to you. Nere's Jane amd) Johin
Foberts hain't apoke to cach otlier for
fiMevn year—own brofler amd sintoer,
too—all on account of nothin', ns Yo
might sny. Bhe's livin' on the old form
el) alone with old Johu, growin' erank-
ler an’ bitterer ev'ry day, Aa fur him,
ke’s grot a pretty little wife an' baby, an®
Yet U'll bet his heart keeps n hankerin®
efler the sister that was nlw uz a mot her
to him. An’lsay it's a shame, an’ 1'm
Jeat a goin’ to bring ‘em togetlor! ™

He shook his head., "1t ean't Is* dlone,
lel:ih_jrf' he said. “If you Liring ‘em
tagriher in this house i1l make it on-
pleasant for er'ry one, lesides, it']l be
A queer Thanksgivin® for poor Tom aml
Huey, fur ne've alwnz had sech good
Jolly times on this day. We'll all be
like chunka o ice,”

Tom and Eusy were as blue as their
father over their mother's decision,
“lota of fun we'll have,” complaine
Tom. "1 don‘t see what mother ecan
find in Aunt Jane, a regular stenight-
laced old mail. ler very looks would
tarn sweet milk sour.”

"1 kno'v [ shall laaogh at her.,” said
Susy. “Ido just love toJosomething 2
little bit iniproper, just to sce how
shocked she looks, She thinks 1I'm the
boldest, worst-mannered girl she ever
met, I know she does, And she thinks
Tom's the sulkiest,”

"Busy,” said Tom, scornfully, “T do
wish you'd be a littie more particular
about your grammar. One wonld sup-
pose | was the sulkiest girl she ever
met. Don't underrate my dignity any
more than necessary., It'll be crushed
enough when Aunt Jane fomes, She
fsn’t our aunt, cither-—only our secomd
consin, thank goodness'”

“Oh, mother,” tauntingly eried Susy,
“here’s Tom talking about losing his
dignity becanse my grammar made him
out agirl. My gooducss! 1 reckon there
isn’t any such thing as dignity unless
it's connected with b-o-y, boy.”

“Now do stop your quarrcling,” ex-
claimed Mrs. Gates. “It's very strange
that yey two ean’t talk without saying
somethin' hateful to ench other. |
don’t see why yon can't behave and
treat each other politely as you do other
people’s brothers and sisters.”

\ “But Busy is so unladylike,” grum-
led Tom.

"And Tom issodignified,” sarcastical-
1y reterted Sasy, ‘that even his own sis-
ter can’t touch him with a ten-foot
pole!™

“Besides,” said Mra. Gates, severely,
“Aunt Janc's had enough to make her
atern and unloving. She wasa pretty
girl when her mother died and left John,
only three years old. She was goin' to
be married, but gave that and every-
thing all up, to make n home for her
father and John. Then her father got
sick with old-fashioned consumption,
and for ionhg., weary years she took
care of him and managed the farm, and

took care of John, till her health give _

out an’ her nerves got all unstrung.
!Then she grew awful fretty, an’ ev'ry-
thing bothered her. An’ John, he never
snderstood hgw Hwas. An’after their
father died they had a fow words, which
led 10 bigger ones, and John enlled her
a mean, hatefulold maid, that the warld
would be better off if she was ont of ¢,

i "~ _and she retorted that that was all the

thanks she got for givin’ wp ev'rythin®

for Mm, Bo théy parted. She give

B | Jokin kalf of wha't the plbcs was

m another in mmﬁajt:’

B,
K.

she's most broke her heart over it, an’
it's a shame.”

“But how in the world, Marthy,” said
Mr. Gates, “kin you reconcile tweo peo-
ple if they won't be reconciled 2"

“That's jest what I'm goin’ to try to
find out, father,” said his wife, “I reely
don’t know nothin’ about it, but it does
seem to me as if they two couldn’t be in
the same house together, an' atna
Thankegivin® dioner, too, without
thinkin’ of the past an’ kinder meltin®,
An’ there's the baby, too! I s'pose it
will be kinder embarrassin’ at first, but
if we use tact, an’ be reel keerful—"

The unsuspecting brother and sister
both accepted their cousin’s urgent in-
vitation to spend Thanksgivin'with her
family. Poor 'Bijah’s heart misgave
him more and more as the time passed
on. He didn't have the heart to speak
his discouraging thoughts to his
troubled wife, and he felt that it would
not be loyal to her to appear to blame
her to Tom and Susy, so he made a fre-
quent confidant of old Sorrel, the horse,
to whom he would shake his head and
say: “I never looked for'ard with dread
to Thanksgivin' day before, Sorrel, an’
I hope I never willng'in.”

On Thanksgiving eve,’Bijah Gates and
his wife were at the depot to meet their
guests. The train from the east came
in und deposited John and his pretty
young wife, and his wonderful baby.
Then the train puffed away westward.,
'Bijah placed the threo newecomers on
the back scat, then they waited a few
minutes before starting, ostensibly for

the purpose of talking. Then the train |

from the west slid in.,

Now Mrs. Gates’ heart pave a great
Jump, and 'Bijuh became very nervous
and uneasy. What would Jane Bay
when they brought her to the carringe,
and she saw who were there ?

Mrs. Gatesa slipped away to meet Jane.
“Thank heaven, it's too dark for her to
see!  Now if the train'll only start be-
fore she finds it out! Then she ean't

do pothin®, but come with us to-night;

anyway, 'cause there isn't another train

till to-morrow morning.”
This train also puffed off, Mrs. Gates

began to feel a little shaky, as she es-
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fierco wind arose, and when John and
his wife went to bed their panes wero
covered with a thick frost in spite of the
fire in the little stove, which on this
night proved inadequate to keep the
large room warm,

John, too, was considerably annoyed
at Martha Gates’ deception. He wulﬂ'j
have done anything to spare his w
the unpleasantness of this ill-advised
Thanksgiving gathering.

“I hope ma's satisfied now,” said Tom,
sulkily,as he and his sister were getting
ready to go to their rooms.

“She probably is,” tittered Susy,

“I think it’s so silly for a girl to be
glggling all the time,” said Tom.

“And I think it’s just delightful to
have o dear brother find so much fault
all the time,"” said Susy.

And even far into the night Mrs. Gates
lay wakeful and restless beside her
sleeping husband. Her strong, resolute
spirit was completely humbled. “Oh,
dear Lord,” she whispered, “I megnt it
all for the best! Ain't there no way to
bring ‘em together? Oh, makean way!"
At last a feeling of sweet peace stole
over her troubled senses and she slept.

8he awoke very suddenly, Some one
was moving about in the kitehen. Bhe
could hear the stove covers rattling and
other sounds, then startled voices. She
Jit a lamp, half dressed herself and en-
tered the kitchen. There were John
and his wife, also half dressed, trying to
give the baby o warm drink.

Everything was confusion for a little
while. The only thing definitely known
and understood was that the baby was
dangerously ill,

Then 'Bijah was aroused and started
off posthaste for the doctor. In ths
meantime the baby grew less and less
able to breathe.

The young mother was crying pit

|cously us she held the baby to her

breast. John walked about the kitehen

| In a perfectly frenzied condition and

Martha looked on helplessly.

Buddenly a gaunt, stiff form appeared
in the doorway. It wasJane.

“Dou’t any of you people know any-
thing?" she excliimed, vigorously.
“That child's got the membraneous

= E“

“"THAT CHILD NAS @OT THNE MEMBERANOUS CROUP.™

corted Jane to the carringe. Whai
woukll Jane and Jahn do?

“Wall, Jane,” said Mr, Gaten, heartily;
“glad ye've come. Step right in on the
front seat with Marthy and me.” Then.
with a fast-beating henrt, to let her
know who was in the back seat, he
ealled out: “"Now, John, I'Nl take caro
of Jane, an’ leave you to take care of
yous wife an’ haby.”

They felt Jane suddenly start and
then grow rigid, and then felt more anel
maore sure, 0s the miserable time passed
on, that she could never forgive them
for their good-intentioned deception.
Sheg would not speak one word on the
way howme, but sat upright and motion-
lesa. The others talked to “keep up
appearances,” but a strange wall of jiee
seemer to have frozen up between each
one there.,

Tom and Busy met them at the door,
filled with mingled humor and appre-
hension. They were too young and in-
expericneed and thonghtless to feel
the tragedy in the scene before them.
Th=ir bright, Inquisitive, laughing faces
filled the loncly, middle-aged woman's
heart with new bitterness. Then, when
they entered the warm room, everybody
erowded around the baby and John's
pretty young wife. They tried to in-
celude Aunt Jane in the brightness, but
she kept herself persistentinaloof. She
wouldn’t even take off her hat and cloak,
nor wait to warm her hands, but mareh-
ing stranight up to Mrs. Gates, said;
“Martha, please tell me which room I'm
to have.” Bhe added, sternly: *“I'll
never, mnever forgive you, Martha
Gates!™

Poor Mra. Gates showed her the room
and left her. Then she went into the
kitchen. 'Bijah was therealone, “Oh,
Marthy, Marthy,” he said, "I wonldn’t
have had this happen for the world.”

“S8he's a-goin’ off on the six o'clock
train fn the mornin',” half sobbed his
wife, “an’ she won't eat no supper nor
breakfast, an’ she says she'll never for-
give me. Oh, "Bijah, I did it ail for t)e
best! Burely, God'll help us cut. He

alwuz did before when we did the best ;

wea eould.”
It was only about #ix o'clock in the
evening when they reached homs from
the train. The day had been very mild
5 S
y.
sunshine. Hr
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warm

eroup. Give him to me thlaminute, )
raved a baby'a life oner before the doo
tor eame, and I reckon I can do it again,
Martha, T want steam. Bet the ketiles
on boiling and give me steam.”

How she did fly around! She made a
little bed rome way and raised over it a
blanket tent. Then under cover of the
blanket she slipped the apout of the tea
kettle, meanwhile ordering them to
place the baby in the bed. Very moon
the little tent was filled with warD,
moist air, and & hot poultice was
placed on the child’a throat. TWhen the
docior came the little one was breathing
easily. Jane told him what had been
the condition of the child and ju=t what
she had done and he said, very emphat-
ieally and respectfully: “Madam, you
have undoubtedly saved the child's life
I should have eome too lnte.”

Ife remalned a short time, then lefi,
and there was a deep silence amid the
little company. The pretty young
mother went up to the stern, lonely olé
maird, put her arms around her neck and
sobbed on her breast. “Jane,” she eaid,
“dear sister Jane!"”

And John? .John was erying like s
big baby, and Martha's e yes shone, and
Martha’s lips said: “Oh, Lord, 1 thank
thee!™—Rodney Blake, in American Ag-
riculturist,

Why Fappicns Was Thankfal

. “Well, Cynicuos, Thanksgiving day
is almost upon us,” gaid Happicua,

“Yes. T've employed a detective,”
maid Cynicus,

“Whnat for?”

“He’s looking abont to find what °
ean be thankfal for,”

“Pooh! You are alive, aren’t you ™

“Yes; but—ah—do you think the pro-
longation of misery is a good thing 7

“For misery—yes. As for me, T am
thankfnl—very thankfal that you are
spared.”

“Why, pray ?”

“Because you are an obfect lesson to
me. 1 am thankful because I'm mot

like you ™
And Cynicus had really nothing te

say.—Harper's 1

Romothing to Me Thankrel Pon,
It you have siothing else t6 bes thank:
fal for on | '
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The singing children of the woods have

The hermit thrush’s golden chime is still,

The happy haunters of the grass aredead:

The world 1s hushed with gumb Novem-

ber's chill,

But in the spaclous farmhouses, lo! the

glare
Of the hdspitable hearth, and on the
board

The rich abundance of Thanksgiving fare,
Thlhraur-lnn: savings of the housewife's
oard

A hlrvaat-iwm though all the flelds are

Here f‘ltl the graybeard sire, and at his
sldea o

The youngest of his line, a prattliing

child;
And there the husband by the noew-made

bride;
And next the low-browed Illy maiden

mild,
The scldier son, stern-featured, ecagle-eyed.

Prom far they come by many parted waye
To meet once more bencath the anclent

rool,
Dear ever with the love of childh ood'sdays;
And here aguin life's severed warp and

wool
Are jolned, and time's swift wing a mo-
ment ataya,

And memory makes the old man young

again,
He tells the oft-told tale, the outworn

jent.
Outdoor the snow falls fast on hill and

plain,
The distant church-clock tolls the hour

of reast,
And thanks are offered Heaven — not in

valn.
—Charles L. Iildreth, In Demorest's Mag-
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THA-H KSGIVING.

That fNelda have ylclded ample store

Of frult and wheat and corn,

That nighta of restful bleasedneas

Have followed each new morn;

That Cowers have blossomed by the
raths

That thread our working doys,

That lovo has Hlled us with delight,

We offer hoartfolt pralsoa

What shall we say of sorrow’s hours,
OF hunger and denial,

Lo tearw, nnd loneliness, and lona,

Of long and bitter trial?

Oh, In the darknesa have not we

Fecn now, reaplendent stars?

lHave we not learned some song of fallth
Within sur prison bars?

Not only for the earth's rich gifts,
Hirewn thick along aur way,
Her looks of constant lovellnemn,
We thank our (od to-day
Iut for the spirit's subitle growth,
The higher, better part,
Tha treasurens gathered in the soul—
The harvest of the heart,

~Mary F. Dulls, In Youlh's Companion.
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TS DEEN the
longest, drear-
lest year of my
life, by all
odhda," eaid Miss

Mehetable lrown, dashing a stray tear
from her faded biue eyea, as she medi-
tatively lifted a huge brown potato
fromn the shining basin which she held
on her lap and proceeded to pare it,

“What with Lindy'sdying and John's
going away to college right here in my
own house; the Green's, that I'd lived
beside nigh onto forty years, takin’ it
into their heads that they must move
into the ecity and be somebody, and
Ruth marryin’ as ahe did and goin’ off
Af A missionary to Feejie or lottentot;
Bamantha Ingols, that I've knowed ever
gince she was Samantha Merrymather,
and wore pink ealico pinafores to dees-
triet school, gettin’ the western fever
and settin’ off with only a week's notice
to take up a claim and fight Indians
wny out in Okelhama, or some guch
place. Though why she couldn't be
content on the neatest little forty
acres in all Blair eounty, that poor
Bilas gsiaved mso hard for and left her
when he died o typhus, fs, as I told
Eleanor Winner, when we was talkin’
it over at the mite society, the day it
mei at jyour house, Mis' Williama, a
mystery to me, and allus will be. For
my part I never was one o' them rovin’
kind, and there ain't a citizen in all
Brownsville that has stuck any closer
thanMethetabelBrown for the past sixty
odd years, if 1 can’t vote and do say it
as shouldn’t,

“The Drowns never was of that nn-
stable disposition. There waa my
great grandfather, Ebenezer Brown:
he settled on that eighty just south of
the meetin’ house when there wasn't a
white man nearer than fifteen milea,
He come in stay and he stayed. When
he died my grandfather took the same
place and I've hetird him say he never
went beyond the county line but ones
in thirty years, and that was in fookin’
after some stray eattle. Them thers
was my father, Jacob Brown, no one
can #ay he was any hand to be sky-
larkin’ over the counfry. He was one

peaceabile, home-lovin’ men, and
A fit when §he was gub-
the

duy, you eus a
ot lenst be thasiclul that yousrs het ¢ |

 never gotv to bed ‘till

and I like to never cl . Iy

sleep a wink the whole ; '

come home mnext day with a nervous

headache that lasted her until Sunday
mornin’, and she wouldn't have goue out
then only it was communlon. But,
poor girl, she's sleepin’ quiet enough .

out

under the snow this winter,” and Miss

Mehetabel drew a long sigh and hrushed

aside another tear. .
“As I was sayin’, Mis* Willlams, what
with all these changes, to say nothin'
of the belfry blowin’ off the meetin'
kouse and makin’' it look so sort o'

squatty, this has ben the longest,

dreariest year of all my life, To be

sure I ain’t got anything to complain of
80 for as creature comforts is con-
cerned,” glancing approvingly around
the tidy kitchen, and through the open
door at the spotless dimity curtains of
the best room. “But I don't seem to
have no livin’ soul to take an interest
in, and nobody to take an interest in me,
exceptin’ llover and the parrot, and they
are both like to die of old age most any
day.

“I ain't got no heart to eat nor work,
It used to be so cozy like when Lindy
and me was here together, she settin’
on omne side of the table and me the
other. I always poured the tea and sho
dished the sauce. Lindy was good
company—sort o’ cheerful like, even

after she took that hackin’'cough that J
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I'll take her, sud she mhah’hise
nothin’ as far as this Tf :
""If.h'm B hord e
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not have 'em all over here. %
and you and Mr. mﬁm iw oo R
hardly go 'round. ¢ th S GOBRN'S. &
matter. I can ent off one o' them Bivie. &
p’l‘tﬂjm..“tu" _m. Irkeyn o r.'-:,.- i1y
to do, with plenty of mines ples sull’ "’
fat, sleek turkeys as ever wea put'on o |
platter. Wo could talk 1% over them, =
sort o’ qulet, while the children played, 8
I8 wouldn’t be so lomesome as to Jogk '
forward to settin’ down all by mywslly
I feel more cheery s ot i n
‘u quaroar o)/ N &F
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dear how I have run on!

twelve this minute, and these

ouly half cooked, and you ' R

starvin’ for your dinner," - AVt
Thanksgiving morning dawned els e

and cold without, but within the sxing:

home of Miss Mehetabel Brown there: '
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“wiTH NOPODY O GARE FOR ‘M "

proved the death ¢ her, na I'ﬂﬂp'

said it would If it lasteMong enough.

“We was only two old malds, Lindy
and me, but we was happy and comfort-
able. What with the weekly prayer-
meetlin’ rollin’ round so often; the mite
society and the quarterly meetin’ com-
in" off ones in three months, and the
presidin® elder stoppin' with us on ac-
connt of the preacher always ha In’
to have se many children and bein’
sca’‘cs o' spare beds, we hadn't mueh
time to be lonesome,

“Dut it's all changed now Lindy's
gone, [ turn mort o' sick and faint
when I think of Thanksgivin' comin’
on, and I settin® here and eatin’ turkey
and eranberry sauece all by myself,” and
Miss Mehetabel, under pretense of
rinsing her potatoes, walked to the sfnk
and dried her fast-filling eyes on the
snowy towel, ™

“Mr. Witlinms and I have thounght
and talked it all over, Mehetabel,” safd
the little pastor’s wife, who had sat hail
smiling, half sweeping, but &t the samn
time busily stitehing away on a child’s
apron during Misa Mehctabel's lengthy
discourse. “VWe both think you ought
not 1o live here alone as yoti have been
doing, when there are hundreds of
destitute children who meed just eucl
love and earead youn areable togive. A
child would be a great blessing In your
lonely home. Have you ever thought
of this, Mehetabel 7 "

“Strange! But do you mow 1 was
thinkin’ about that very thing onmly
yesterday, As 1 was goin’ down to ths
grocery store to buy n pound of tea, I
went pass Mis” Ellis’ old home and (here

was four o’ them children hangin' on | front door. In wallkad the 1

the rickety gate, with nobody to care
for 'em, atil their poor mother off dolx*

washin’ or scrubbin’, or aaything bho

ean tarn hﬂh.ndh—mmm-'h

ns she is, too. _
“There wasn't a bétter bromght

girl in thhwhﬂaﬂmﬂ-htihnliﬂ:t

dy Wailters. Thsat was her

fore whe was married. She

away to high school one term,
the hldh:'hlh! to hoe

| dainty preserves and Jellien

Miss Mehetabel had taken from thé - *
upper burcan drawer in the spare S

room that very morning sundry
tidies and mata, together with a
highly-colored and embroidered
shams that never saw the

ing wpon state cecasions,

& huge beaded pi

Ly Miss Mehetabel's G K
o genulne Indian princess, : whialy
now rested primly upon the ol
loned dresser, showed that tha 3
lnhﬂfbfuillﬂlﬂf”“z 5
usual intereat. W

In tho snug pantry all was fn res

ness. There were rows of mi
pumpkin ples, tender and 49¢

“set on,” while from the | o Tl
bright little range in the kitahet B o,
ceeded savory odors wondrously ;;' A

*'.-;’i“ i

tocted by & neat white K 7%
hesitated in makin
x
g
- i
A
.'_' _"
FUEA
& Fx
only cothes once & year at best, and s
& one as this but ones or twice In & O
timme.” | R T
There was & sudden knodk of the

his family, followed by

brer little flock, made as

their seanty means.
All was excitement

iy * e




