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Dwellers in the City

and Country Gather for
the Feast of Thanksgiving.
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garden, in whitely-lighted restaurants and the dining-rooms of
the city, do the celebrants of the Harvest Festival give a thought
to the reason lying far back of their merry-making?

Do even the holiday-makers, come together in the broad farmhouse
dining-rooms East and West, North and South throughout this American
continent remember why they have cause for joy and so cast retrospec-
tive eyes to the hour of the first seed-planting of the year?

' For Harvest Festival belongs to mo nation and no country and no
time. It is the world’s and eternal as the instinet of mankind to give
thanks for the good things which Mother Earth nurtures and brings te
rich fruition for her children.

Ever and ever so long ago the day flamed with the picturesqueness
of pagan rites. Thmwmtnnfthf-uuhthun,-hﬂcn-,th
goddess of corn and the harvest, was considered a mighty
of endless propitistion. From the twelfth to the nine
ancients feasted
their “Cerelalia,” and !
to send plenty. But in August, when their patro
will by turning her horn of plenty upside down over théir heads,
the second festival, merrier and
folk live close

GATHERED round the garmerings of field and forest, barnyard and
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