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The farmbouse ala in sheltered wook,
Fis walla are IRI‘:II with warmith
cheer i
Its fires shine out with friendly look
To welcome all who enter bere.

rs have come and gone
mﬂlmn'?rl’;“lhlu hearthstone's raddy glow,
nﬂ“ludlm. fung lts Hght upon
hagiving guests of long agu.

!;a;r‘o:u the llst of sguires and dames ]
yesr to year how short i grew !
Read out the utdr familiar names
They heard here when thls bhoube
new.

Grandmother 1—aye, ahe went the firat;
Qramidfather -—by her side he resis;

The shade and sunlight, lnterspersed,
Have fallen long sbove thelr breasts,

Our aunts anfl uncles 7 —sundered whie,
Thelr graves lle east, thelr graves lle
wesnl ;
As veteran soldlers searred and tried,
They fought thelr Bght, they earned thelr
rest.

Our father 7—dear and genile heart!
A pature sweel, beloved by all:

How early turned his sieps apart
Teo pass from human ken wmd call!

Our mother®—brisk and kindly sonl!

How brave she bore fale's every frown,
Kor rested il sbe reached the goal

Where all must lay thelr burdena down!

Our brother *=—toward the setilog sun,
From us remaote, bhis homne 15 made,

And many a year s course hins run
Hloce here his boyish sporis were played

Put by the hook' My heart 4 sore
The night winds up the chinaey flee,
The fire=s within cleam as e fone,
Bot nooe are berve save yon and me!

But, slaer., you and | asain
Wil heap the hearth and spread
!ﬂ'l-Hi'll
And serve onr kinileed, now as then,
With all that heme awd bearts afford

T

The =seatiercd remnantd af our [ine,

We'll summaon "meath this roof onee more,
Apnd pledee, In rare allectlon’s wine,

The memory of Lho=e days of yore,

God Wess them all, - —the fond and true’
God keep them pll jwsd iy here aod there,
Until the d bevomes e New,
Forever, in 1lis Manslons Falr!
=—Youlh's ¢ wnpanion
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Jobs Warren's Thasksg ving.
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Johm Warren dropped his newspaper
oa the foor of the enr aul stared oul of
the window, Surongly boilt and hand
pomé, Be nas Jusl now wraring on liin
fare & ook of witer wearivess resalling
from a long trip in it Went, where he
hd el lusek ing alter sapie [(Hlercdals il
the Brm of which e was a Junior partner
Nine yrars l=iore, of aoger, b
Bad beft bis bemne in the conntry amd, (oo
]l'l'ﬂudl tis petorn, had, by ddint of bzl

im a Mo

Fl‘i]ilr'.l'r_ u-+1||-.-i] a humbile |-l e I 1 e
packing rooman of Braoe & iroiwn's wlle
aale dry gomls Furiuue [avared
himn, and this same t]!l.lllfj T s .
'"r[h-'r wills p\l-;a-“ll'.llﬂ.u-tl1 had ralad him
o the pomiilon b Bow ocvapied A grosp
of traveling wwnu were making ready to
ave the train It was a jocular et
apnd (hey had enlivened thelr (rip with
stories, poliths and (rade goasip, And now
the jolly (nevd hardware drnmmer said:

“Heys, where are you going (o be

(‘ ﬂrlu: day T

the Peahpuils of
Egrpt and ent my turkey in the country,”
il one,

“Tre™ sakl ancither. “1I'm going 10 be
I- m P | pl-"v gl ihe oldll 1able wiih m3
white-hairedd lHitle mother uniling al me
from behind the ®eor pot and my dear
old dad piling enough sn my place ta [evd
A regimenl.”

“Think nl theee hone made plee’™ aaibl
another, “thow (4t mmins of apple. pumg
kin. minee aml eranlsrrey May, mo Tes
tagrant tin-lev Lom oy thewm,

=“And.” i the bt anel shoe man, "'o
ght arvand the old fireplaoe
raw of iy apples reraling in front of
that rearing. great-heariesl g fire, Paga
gou conldny fence me Amay (rom home

|ll-|-||1

i watrh 2

that davy.”
And s sach ope, wmith 8 hoe pleture
Ia his henrt. hurried ant of the Far ansd

wp the long Bight of station saire away
to his Aestination, whily slowly lwhind
them came Johm Warren with a sorging
tumnalt of feelings in hic hreaat, and ae he
slowly monnted the la«t step & tear drop

nm hia brown heard and a andden res-
olathon RAlled hiz heart. 1ie almoat ahont
od: “1I'm going home. ten,”

Jobha WNuarried ta hia hotel, and faking |

@ very ashabby anit from his wardrobe paek- |

od it with same stt'wr things in a |lare=
alimbed inta (he alevper just aa the long
traim pualied aup for the enet.  Arriving
at A poini tweniyr miles west af hi=z ol
home. he went
changed hia clothing far 1he ald sait in
hin antchel

When the “leven forty™ pulled Inta
the tomn of M rwn  dara  hefore
Thankegiving the nemal erowd af lnngers
ohservedl a 1all, brown-bearded man,
whose clothes seemed the warss for wrar,
etep off the rear platform, and wirhowr
lecking st anvome sirike off toward the
tarm of Richard Warren. Muarch rarins
ity was centered on this event antil the
geedient lonking loafer present eaid

“That was John Warren, or 'l el my
hat! He's come home ta live om the obl
folks. It wouldn't be for long. though,
"sanse Sgmire (Cobb has given motice that
he’s goin’ to foreclose the mortgage he
han on the ald man’s place”

in an olsc-are hotel and

and

If they had followed the atranger for
e ——

“THURSDAY ALWAYS WAS MY JONAH DAY

~—{"hleuage Tribune,

e

half & mibe they mizhn live seen the
serong voung man shed heartfvlr tears as
e Jeunsdl against the obd oak 1ree by the
litthe gate and gize earnestly on  the
brown heuse at the edge of the woomds,
Crushing tlw snow with hasty stefm, e
wis soon at the wondpile ar the side of
the house, Flinglng down his satebel and
catching up the ax, he split an armful of
woodd unid opening the kitehen door gt bl
in @ voies tremplons with emotion, *Moth-
or. is this epough wood o get dioner
with*™

A ery of wonderful Joy and the mother

'H-l"ll[ on her -h-lllll'i'l'r hhl.‘ﬂ" hl-li-
Cather pacvd the foor shooting, “Prais
el ! Praise lawl ™ afien 1o
clasp hisn son's hamnd amd murmar, "M
oy, my bov.”  Then they drew up 1o
the Bre and John ssid: “Father, mother,
will you furgive me for my ANgrr Bile
years ago and my eruel sllence  Bver
sie " And bis mether =aid: “My by,
wot a day has passsl by thal we baven't
praved for your retorn, sl that
you are with s, we can Loke o oW e 1 de
ahie glaniwil at his shabby
ol il le purases

LI

wlin g lng

11 e

an life. mhil
visthing —" we will share

slsmn with you, iy dear, long los sl
awas Juhn helpe

An the atiermessii W
vl hils [Tathwre almwil Ve chores il hey
ST LR |-||Il.lll--ll TR wl hierum !l Il'lln' .."
ilemai biis Bvanainl irosilsdes Il bad tak

wii his satebel ap 1o his wld rowin sl was
washing bis hands lefore supjer when be
beard & light step on the porch and a
bright facvd yuung wosman Lt
ihe hitchen apd sewing hMin stood embar
raeerd auiil he, coming forwanl, sald:

“Fhis bs Anma Mewil, ben’t BT

“Why. John Warren, where have you
ke ot j-mr--ll all theee yrars ] (h, how
hajppy your moi her musl be s

And drupping bis hand. which she had
shaking wiith greatest enlhusinem,
s flew domn infh the eellar and threw
msth arma aronmd hi=s mether's neck, and
ihat @vanl lady rmbraced her, woeping atal
patting her ahoulder wmith  the empi)
vteaim plicher which she had taken there
ta KN

wa kel

Iwwm

Mre Warren insieatel that Anna shewld
atmy (o auljuger It sevwmes]l very moch
like bl 1ime s« when John 1wkl her hand
agilkr hi= afin sitdl 1hwey walked over U
romndd 1her Bl traveled s oflen yrars be
foui Jivad aa 1Py enilifel  ee father »
P Ll a John wyvid

“Anma. my pirenta (hink jwetl an yom
B that 1 hove macke a falluee of lile
Well. | haveni. | am junior member of

A VT TeRajecTeele fiern in the W cal, bt I
I ho=pr seryel A little while
poom=ar arel | want aoem o hl-"-'j,l- fred l.”"“

1 by

ihem 8 kimd anrpres

Then he munfalbs]l hie plan tn her and
et wnice rang with delight
M. John, bow lovely that will e

The mett morning. aflter the ald {amily
ftileks wae reasdl and s bearifell prayer
offered. John asked the lmn of his fath
cr's hores and drove stralght o SEquire

TR, X 1. F

astchel. andd thwen Nastrning (o the siatinn | ™7 TEF ¥O0 hare ont my (ather’'s farm

("ohh's affice and that worthy being in,
Joshn e il
“Mgnire, 1 rame tn s you ahomat that

With that b drew from hia pocket a
roll of bank notes and
the £ whirh wonbld release hie
frewm and misery Jahn
denvs At omer 1o the farm of Mr. Benti
snd el “Whos e _j'l:lil as Anna, kher
father, mather and brother came (a the
rate,

Thers wore hearty greetingz, and then
Anna, all ready for & long drive, sprang
in hwtde him. Hlow bright the mornineg
waa' How happr were ther an the helle
jingled and the sloigh moved over the
a ilderress of snow and through the derp
woennda Whart mreterirmpe bondlea ther
browgsht out of the stores jn town matil,
whey, st la=t they arrived at Anna'e
home, the sleigh was loaded with “enongh
o wstock A store,” as llarry Scott re
marked.

Thankagiving day Aawnad hright and
glorioms with son and seow, and early
in the morning Anna appeared and she

tapee 1'1‘1|'|r|l.i-|
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wwantsd 1o lielp get dipner.”  Soon Joan
Lromaht the horse and cotter around and
asked hiz mother to take n ride with him,
amdl tinally, afver much wrgiog from Anpa,
Me<, Warren putl on her shabby cloak and
Mol amil with a wartm soape=tohe al hi'r
fret was tocked into e sieigh  beside
Jubhin,  1le notleed the ook minl gave a
little louk of entreaty 1o Anna, wha only
saniled and said: "1 wish yon woukll call
Al fet her's before You cotne back.” Away
ey drove toward the mill and down iy
the river, thien stoppead at Farmer Scott’s.
S Mrs, Beotl was showing Mra. War-
rvis ber “new goill, just taken out of the
frames." amd the pleture of *ousin Wil
liam, who is on the board of trade,” and
thess 1w goea] old wouwea inlked over n
hisislrsil haralicss things which l""l.l“!“l'l“'
vil thele every day life. John tnally sug-
wiesleal thar I was tiin® ey Were golng
iIf be could belleve the clock of apputite,

Aupns met them ot the doar, her eyes
dancing as she sald: “1'nele Warren ™
a lmyoesi l’rulhl. Yo Lay ol yoar “II-H:I

mige] wil dhown A )l l.|.||:|'.-*

When Mr, Warreu had holshed the len-
derly thapklul grace, Julin s Fjcs a8 well
Aunn's were billed with Mr.
Warren (uried over lids plate and There
capevhel mortgage. Bluwly he
lifted . “What iba= this mesn, Jokn?"
The kind volw of the old man trembled
with emnsstion as be glauced Bret at the
morigage, (hen al the sun, And John's
wieei her, wh had been pering (hreigh her
glaswa= at something whiah woulda't pour
wl ol the cream plicher, lurosd (he ar
thle wpaide donn and n busch of bank
woire dropped upem |l tahie

Then the eld cvuple saw it all and soon
ibe three were clasping handa and ne bsbe
rould say & word unill John managed to
murmur
wmy repentancs.”

The dishes civaned and pat away,
Anua fook the mystified Mra Warren
mio the lille “apare room”™ and John
asked hin fatber to walk up (o his room,
amd there, aprend oul on ihe lenl, waa &
wpplenalil mew, warm snit of clothing and
slvurn and a for cap and a handsome greai
[R5 1"

The old man knelt down by the bed
and murmared, “1 thank Thew, Lord, lor
my son.” Then arising. clothed himsel(
i the Birst well-Btting sait be had ever
Joahn, ton, arrayed himveell in hie
Inwut, avad wxoon they walked doan imlo (e
pathwr. wiwre John saw 8 awert, maironly
motean atkl 4 pretly pounng woman, boih
aniling andd both baving evidemres of re
am LS Ta ™

Imring the weeh that followed John
i\;g’pt"r] [ h"rr'r-rl AR o smas ke 'ﬂlh"“l‘ll
worth and A& trwaty g e relieve his
mwraiher. Jle alen hiredl & carpenter to do
we e Fivsvheal W:r}ir*hl IH-I'I sl I mof fon
many plans for ihe foture comlort of his

C Irar=,
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(e day be and Harry Becott hanted
i hragah The wmoosoela, #nol -hﬂ, ?i?‘ﬁd el
londesd] with traphies of the day's dmnt,
rame to Mr. Warren's (hey [oumd
Nellia and Anna weated before 1he
“greal-hearted Bre.”™ What a merry anp
wr that wae, and how the ald peaple
langhed at the bright sallies of the young
folk !

Then ther romated apples  and  told
stories, and John felt that be had faith
fally carried ant the program of the tear.
slime M.

When he Jeft far the Weet he rarried
in hi« memary oot only the dear Taces of
hi< parenta, bmt the gentle voice of Anna
ae she anid :

“Yeou but ot antil Jurne, John."—Chi
ragon [Moa)

they
Jetimee

Thankaglivine Fable,

A may yomng {inkhier, sering how s
ancholy the Tarkeys were, propounde] A
ommandram -

"Whry are Tatkere the Dram Carpe of
e Fowl Ceeation? Give it ap? Be
canee ther all rarry Drometicks, Oa-c-h ™
Ils dewdged A Mow from the Patriarch of
the Flawk, who Overheard hm

“Hpare Me.” sl the toong Feallow, ae.
suming the defensire. "1 ean give you A
Pirrter nne Why da Tarkerz have Na
Fierenafter®”

The Patriarch blustered Arownd and
dragged hi= Wings, looking very Fieree
ile knew he onght to know, hat comldn’t
for the Life of 1lim remember. 8o be
tilowered at the Calprit and asked Ne
varely ;

“Well. Sir, why do Torkeys have Nno
Hereafter™

“Neramse they hare their Necks Twirled
in Thi="

“Toanh ™ sid the Patriarch, Contempin-
omgly, “That was aronnd on {“rotehea
when Adam wore Kilte. Now, here s
Something new that 1 Canght on the
Wing. We are All to be Dry Picked this
Year.™

“What ' Shrieked A giddy Blond with
a pink Trest. “Not on Your Lifel”

“Xao, Sifly, but as Soon ar= it & Over,
It ix the old Way of Turkey ['ndertaking
and The only War, In Phitadelphin,
where 1 Clipped inta the World, Dry
Picking waa the Corrert Thing. All the
old Tamilies held to It. That gives Tur
key Feathers the chance of their Lives
Turkey Thalls for Fans—I am told the
Aborigines quite Dote on Them."—Chi-
eago Record-Ferald.

Falih and Hope.
Mayme—If you don’t love him why are

“Father, mother, it's a part of*

from Ihltlpﬂi

Evea the old red éow bas goi some glnger
in her "lloui"

Asd Mether's slogin' at ber work the way
she used to do;

ll.rhud‘unll:ltﬂ'hnﬂhlﬁnnﬂ
thatch up on the dome——

And why? Why, it's Thanksgiviu' Day ; the
chilldren’s comin’ home,

They're comin’ home! They're comin’ home !
They're comin® back to-duy,

To make the old place llke It was nfore
they went A H "

And In'll leave bhis om store and Ned'l)
leave his stocks, .

And Johm'll = a-drawin’ plans for buildio
city biocks,

Apd Mary')l leave her New York
all its high-toned stufl,

And come down here apd say (t's Home and
plenty good .

And there'll be boys and girls arcund jest
like there vsed to bée—

house, with

er and f(or me. .

Thanksgivin' Day! Poke up the fires and
make the ovens hum ;

The turkeys, roastin’ in the pans, are spui-
t'rin’ “Have they come?’

The puddin's konockin® at the [id and bub-
Win® *Are they here?’

The miuce ples wave their flags of steam ;
the kettle leads a cheer, :

The rheumatiz la all forgot ; dyspepsy’s out
of sizht:

I'm goln’ to vat from soup fo nuls,
dance n reel to-night :

And “blind man's bu@™” I je=t my size, andl
“wigge conch” sujts me prime-

The children's eomin’ home to day ! Ll ool,
uld Father Time!

The Iittle feet that we shall bear trot up
nud donn the stalr

To us')l seem the very same that wsed (o
patter there i

The Nitle fodk< a-roonin’ “round and IaMn
o thwir play

Won't seem lwyn's boy and Mary's girl, but
shuply Dan amd Mav.

And we'll foerght that winler s ¢ome
fix smow and coldd,

Forght the next week's lanesoimeness, forght
we're ghitin' ald,

And jest v young as wien nr hemaks

weren't nheh s white as foaby-—

Thank il for s Thanksgivin® Lay The
chilldren’s enmin’ hope ! i

—dnsenh 1°. LJoculn, Ia the Raturnday Fven

l‘ﬂ,;.; s,

witlty all
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A Martyr ‘I-n_rni'riw:iple.

By Emily Huntiagion Miller.
WH
lle was mending his harness in the Ln-
maculate kilchen, & pece of burlap over
the kpees of his secood best pantaloons,
and anoiber under hin [eet 1o cich any
possible litter.  Rlia wile mat tfr the win
dow, re-enlorcing his yarn millcos with
a stoatl woollen paleb. Khe pushed up
her spertacies, dropped her hamds (o her
lap, amd was staring st him |8 amase-
nient as she sald:
“Ain't geing 1o Mary Fllen's 1o Thanks
giving! For the land's sake, [ather, you

LT
miw=1 & cYaay .

“| gwl srose snough to know Wy oOWD

]

mind, "Tenayrale; 1 teld Inaviel IF )
heerd of him “lectloneering lor “llastus
Ihurranee lor olectman, | wouldn't go

nigh his bouse, and | callate to do as )
sall You might as well save your breath
to eool your porridge., 1 ab’'d o'pose you
kpew by this time | ain’t ove to be argy
Bed out of my ‘pinlons”™

Ile went on pusching boles In the bit
of lenther, svery feature of his ald fare
radiating that mild obstinacy so mach
more Wbpeless than vigoreus resalve. Lo
did pot eapect a poply. For Gfty years
hia wife had sceepied his decisions with-
put conlroverny, and bhe was surprised
that she ahould have offered the gratlest

THE TWDO EET OUT TOGETHIA

e — = e — - e ——

plea against bhis oltimatom. Bat there
waa heroic Armeoess In her soul, In spite
of the guaver (n ber voice an she maid
quistly

“Then, Nathanksl, | must say It don't
‘pear to me joet mer Christian, panishing
ather folks becamse yom comldn’t have your
own way. Mary Ellen'll cry hermell aick.
The ceory first Thanksgiving in the new
honse I

“1 ain't ponishing anghbody, naless 1"
myeelf, and 1 can’t help what Mary Ellen
doea”

“And Joey—he's been lotting on It for
a month. He sta the world and all by
his gran'pa.”

“And [ sot by Jooy : you know | 4o, but
i shan’t o back on my word. That old
skpezicka ain't mo more ht for o'lectman
‘han & cat. Shows mighty poor jndgment.
my opinion, settin’ A man ap to ron the
Aeenirie’ that man't manage his awn buwi-
ness withont being sold ap by the <heriff.
1 muet =ay, I'm die"pointed in David. |
give him credit fof more sense™

“Rat now t'a done, your staying away
framm Thankagiving aln't going to belp
matters, g ] mea™

“Well, if women ain't the bheaters for
reamoning. | & poss pow yom can’t see
it's a matter of principle.™

“Na. 1 ran't, Nathanie),” asid his wifs,
deliberately putting away her work., I
hain't any ~all ta have principles abont
the slectmen, bot I've gnt a wsight of
principles ag'inst making other folks mis-
erable when there's no need, and [ feel
valled ta gn ta Mary Ellen'a to dinner.
There's pie in the but'ry, and doughnuts
and cheese, and some of that cold spare-
rib. | goesms yom can make oot for once.”

The old man got ap stiflty, and slowly
gtraightened hic back.

“(h, den't trouble about me, Mis® Mar-
tn,” he mid, sareastically: "] desmay | |
ean pick ap a dinner good as [ deserve.
I mever did lay much stress on showin’
your thankfalness by gorgin’.”

Rather tn her surprise her hnshand
acrcompanied her, as osaal, to the meeting
honse, and sat through the service with
Joey's little tow head snuggled nnder his
arm. But after rather ostentatiously
helping ber inte David's buggy be trodg- |
¢d away, deaf tn Mary Ellen’s plea and
Josy's Imperative “Grampaw! 1 want
my grampaw [”

“Huosh, Joey,” said his mother, “gran’
pa Il come presently. Neow, mother,
don't you fret. 1 know father, and he
ain’t going to stick it ont there alone just
becanse he's mad at Lavid He'll give
ap i ke thinks sobody cares.”

The conviction of belng a martyr for

To make 1t real Thanksglvin® Day for Moth- |

lectnt”

two doya
Sympatbetic Friend—Why !
cldent,
“Was e acchlent serlons?”
“Oh, qpte serlons, T oassare yoi.

“Why, that's toa had,

“They all took (lace yesterday.
burisl*”

“Oh, yes, Indesld,

“No, the eeuwlery Is quite wear
Clidengo "Frilmne.
ed the key in his door, brightensd ap the
fire, disearded his  uncomfortable vollar,
anid settled snugly into the feather-cush-
joned chair. How still the bouse was,
and how loud the clock ticked, apd what
a lonesome noise the teakettle made !

Ile had fallen asleep in his chair, and
started np. bewildered at the sound of
soft, muffled Blows upon the door. Hmall
mittened fists were beating upon R, agd
Joey's shirill voles dhermum el

“Urampaw, | wanl my grampaw I

e opened the door and eaught the
child in his srws, saying, esulfingly :

“(ran'pa’s boy! Jory's come o din-
ner with gran'pa.”

“No, me aln',” sald Joey, wriggling
to the floor; “me rather have dinuer 1o
my house, We dot jurkey, an’ plumn el
diuw' am’ candy, an' nats, and jols of
fings. An' mouniny sabd bring grampaw.
Pat on your hal, grampaw.”

“firan'pa don't wan) any dianer ; gramn’
pa don't (eed ——" llr got ne furt ber,
for ihe child burst Inte bowls ol griel.

“i want mine dipner ! Joey wanis to
po home,” be walled,

“1Ihere, there, Joey,” conved his grand
(ather: “gran'pa’ll pop ye some o]
gran'pa’ll (rtrh yu some aweel apples
Joey shall take gran'pa’s waleh.”  Hhat
bis blandishaenis not  only falled (o
snolhe, bat seemed sctually te lrrilate
the child to the unheard-ol ettont of de
Aaring be was & osughly “hrampaw™
and Joey didu’t love him “ ‘tall”™  After
which outbarsl be returned (o his monot
snous lament for bome and dianer, untll
in desperation hie grandiather yielded to
his demand.

“Well, then, rome on,” he sald, trying
fo ba severe: “yer As mat In yer way
am——" be walted an lnstant to pull wp
his cont collar, and added, with a chuchle,
“aa | be~

The iwo st out together, and from
ihe minnte the gate rlashed Ve hind 1lem
a romiartahle werenlly began ta el
aver (he gramiiniher,

With Joey's hand fast in b, and 1h
fat litide lega in their srarlet casings,
irying 1o heep rirp with his own, whh
Hannah and Mary Flien apd a Thanks
giving dinwner n prosspert, M eremed o
vory amall matter that his apcient enemy
hatd lwen chowen seleciman,

“{jrampam's good fow: grampaw’s all
plensant,” maid Joey appParingly.

“Yeu, granpa’s good mow.” asenied
the old gentleman, with a passing reflec
jiom on the proverbial howesty of children
and fonle

If there waa & shade of reservation In
his repentance, |t vanished when Mary
Ellen ran (o meet him with apen srme,
and promounced him a precious old dar)
ing etwesn vignrous kivees . when he saw
Iiannah's peacefnl face just inslde the
Aot - when Darvid secizger] hoth hia hands,
declaring It wanlda’t have been Thanks
giving withont father. and Joey tangled
him=eil abowi his legs, screaming like a
little ek sparrow:

“1 ftetched grampaw ™

The ghost of the shmazions palitician
faded into mothingne==, and thraagh love
and langhter and genial greeting the ob
senre text swrmed singing iteelf to one of
the old remembered mlodicse :

“Th frait of righteomenesa in #nwn in
peace of them that make peace—rthat
make peace - that — make —penes ["—
{"hristian Advoeates,

A Query.

Thankagiving sm a fopoun day
Throaghent dis mighty pation,

Hmnnmnpnhtnh-mtlltl

Would lak some Infohmatlon,

We should feel mos’ enraptured,
We hanker foh de pléce ob ta'kay
Bome other niggah captored?

Tha Aftermath.

Mra. Ferguson called her hushand ont
to the dining room.

“George,” she demanded, “whoe ars ail
those strangera you bave brought here to
dinner ¥

“The boya down at the office,” he said
“1'd like to know what this sort of per

“It meann, Lanra,” answered Mr. Fer-
goson, with a look of cast irem deter
mination on his face, “that thers it
going to be any of It Jeft to serve ap at
every meal for the next six days—not this
year, by jocks 1"

rhdﬂthv:z'd“ﬂl_ ing to homan na-
ture, bat the fs wonderfully helped
by an andience. Mr. Nathanlel Marthe
applanded himesil vigorously as he tars

]
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AMr. T. Gobbler, Jr.—1 womder wisere pajul i}

Haven't you heard?

Lot us go and pay our last respects

Why In it dat alwaps, when [

formance means [™ i

e hasn't been boine for

lle's had a sad ac

He had his head cut off, was bolled In

ofl, drawn and quarterad, cul nte stelps and ecaten ap”
When did these sad ovents occar’t™”

Would you like to see where he's been

Is It far?”
Couw, let us stroll over that way."—

T o m— - ——

et o T —
s i a———

to—nutw, lan't this where you pinch my
leg or give me a kick vonder the table?

“lun't it nice,” said one of the guesis,
“1o lnve n fmmily reunion like this ence
in & year®"

“Yeu," responded Uoele Allen Sparks,
gawing away cnergetically with his earv-
ing kuife, “but when they come like this,
v il tme, you can hardly call ht »
reunion. Thix one scvvmn (o be the Tather
of the one we had year before lust and
the gramdlather of the one we had lasi

year,”

adleciegh Mildade —1lad A horrible
dream Mo’ night, did ye? Wol wus 11

Kayiuld ¥Xtorey—1 drempt that the big
fessl the Malvation army prople guvy ue
yistidlay wuzs all a dream !

“What seems 1o b the trouble, Mra
Mighnus T ashed the doctor, warming
hin hamls at the radisior hefore feeling
ber  praillne,

“That's what | want yoa (o tell ma,
dectior,” said Alre. Highmus “1'e #libher
a ool | mught at the footimll game or
It's samething 've eatem tlat bhas die-
agrewd with me”™

Mre. Jeaner [oe (ndoge —[id you have
an enjorable time yesterday?

Mra Melldom- Holme ()b, dear no! We
were scared out of cur wita, Poor little
Fido wearly chobed o denih om & boas

W T

Am Imitermal MMBeuliy.
Little Arvihie Wicharde, at the close of
the Thankegiviog Jinner, st at the table

with his face enffased with tears.  Hie
mother was greaily irowbled. With »
awery amile amd wiih gentle intonatlion,
ahe put one arm aroand her little baby
by Ared axked

“What = it
wanis’

Hat “mamma’s little darfing™ continwed
fa rTv

Winmma made another offort ta find out
the tromhble

“Ioes mamma’s mhy bay want some
mare cale?’ she avked,

“"No'm.”™ said the child, while the team
ront inned ta Baw,

“Ihwes he want some more ple?™ she
farther inquired,

“Ko'm.”™ b forther replied.

“Well,” said the mother, makimg & Inst
offart ta reach his case, “toll mamma whail
mhy wanfa ™~

The ltths hay managed samehow e
=y betoween gobhe. "] wants some of thie

out 1've got in."—Lippinestt’s Magasine

mamma’'a litle darling

Thankagiving Fashlam Wailes,

The sahject of dressing o jost pow
mnch Arscyuseed.

Popnlar taste for the Thankagiving ses-
snn  inclines toward sage eoffects, some
what stoffed in the waist.

A correct cut at the present time do
penda apon the materjal, whether light ow
dark, but a litile of both, here and thers,
= & Aeat combination at this time of the
JeAar.

{(Conventional
popniar.

The wing ls not sn moch faveored ; but,
on the other hand, the whole bird i fre
quently sesn.

After Alaner toileta are wora with 8
loose belt —New York Times

idean In trimmings are

Mr. Tucker u;r_nmm Flarermids The

nao,

min Yy

T

ald

giria

Whnt a hazardens occups

muan.

moblles on my way to or from
— Puck.

“1 say. do you think that
I a man to be trusted?”
Yes: rather. Why, 1'd trust him with
my rfe!™ “Yes: but with anything z

m

gl

powder Cactory.”

I seldom meets any

value, 1| mean!"—Philadeiphis _In
quirer.
“Amd do you bhave to be |
the nioming 1" asked the lady
about (o eugnge a vew girl, 1
have to be, mum”™ replied the
canf, “unless you happens o
me " Boston Globe,

Mayme—I hate o
Loce—Why, 1| alvays {
you were one of {hes
anyway, | doa't want Jane Jomes
kiss wme after ahe's been eatlng
A lyelaml I"Main Dealer,

lady (after tendering a shilllng
fare)—And here are (wo bubs
have,
you kindly, lndy.
‘wppen to ‘ave a wisp of ‘ay for I
‘orse 1—Camsell’s Saturday Journad, |

The Augry Mother—You've gl
awlul nerve lopsk me lo give pou I
your ball when you nearly Billed &
of my children wilh
Well, ma'am, you've
and we've got only
Tribvune.

Her Daughter's
want to ask you, sir, for
- danghter's hand, sir,
I'm not disposfng of
but I'm willing te leten lo any
sition lavolving all of bév, alr
land News

Ilob-—But W you |ike the
low, Kate, why do you objest
danghter marrying him?
ahe'll marry Mm for all thatj et ]
want to give her & chancs to sy, y
they quarrel, (hat “Mother @hdn™t
me o marry youm, aagyway.”™
Transcript

“A public official must b
g about laying down e
anawere]  Fenator
“one of the great difenitien o
official oreasionally gete confused
stead of laying down the law e
In throwing down the e "
ington Riar

“Say, BNL" said the burgiar
pal, “this paper says we
package of bills amousnting te
“Aln't the depravity of the ridh
thing awful? replied BAL *F
to deceive that way, -
They wamn't ever recefipled <Pl

thewne

Mayme -

man,
1 suppose

my

you

i The
.
.‘i-.-'

-

roung

deiphia Ledger.
“What would you 4o~ the -
groom whispersd hoarsely, <, by 48
terribie accident, | should b Grew
his young wife pale and . O
don't. Tom.” she eried “FoW B
you? Yom kmow [ dow't look WHERNE
Dlack " —Chicage Inter Oeem = =
“AR" said the eandidate, “TNEN |
Farmer Whifletree's plaos, y
And rou have just celshrated
en wedding. | uonderstand 1"
wedding nothin’,” was 9
“I've just been émed fof
of breach of promise. Tou've
card Index miged "— Washingfon

¥

oy

“I've walked many milés o s ;_
sir,” becamse people told me Fou N
very kind to poor chape like ma® 58
deed 7 sald the genial
old man

L] m

wheu 1 first saw it for & full Mo }-?
1 couldn’t speak.—Brooklyn Life "

Jusper—Whenever a great wan.
Longhair writes a poem about B
Rasper—Well, I must commend"
consideration In not writing it L
the great wan dies,—HBoston ﬂf“,,,:‘

Howell-—-Rowell 1

"_"'."'1 .-“'-1 L

thinks he is the «°
ngninst a post for a few minetes B9~ G
huna the ldea that the post e S
stand without him.—Lippineott's B

azline,

“Where do you work, my good

d
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