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L A Thanksgiving
Worth Vil

By JENNIE FOWLER-WILLING
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ber cliubby e il 4 KA
~ asleep.  “Now's gy ooy |
3 When tney wese comidbz Dome T
4 the “baryiug cronpd” ml Me "
: turped down Il streer shiv Koew
= that weerh] e thie fast of bim ol e d
- slep o s spree
; Soietbing pulivd w0 hard ot g
; heartstrings they  seeined  remdy o
‘ snap.  Ile was ~uch a =pieodid tellow
! when they were married!  She shook
as if in an agne HL wottering 1o keep
up her courage. 1 wmnst snve my boy !
Bhe radsed ber bagzgard face and bit
2 back a stitling sob. 0 Gol, 've done
k. my very best for Melville, but Pve fall

ed—falled—rfailed:
over lo thee!”

Bhe peered around the room in the
dim light. Her wedding preseuts made
A cogy nest of it aut first. but they hod
all gone to the pawnshop,

“Mnae Maude alwars hod the knoek
: o fixin® things up.” her old farmer fa
f ther had said. '“Took after her pmoth
; er. Muake a nicer bouguet out of n

bunch o mavweed an’ o wullein stalk
than anybody else could with pluies an’

3 llies.”
| Bhe smiled bitterly over the dear lit
tle fattery while she pucked her old
suit ense, even thanking God that her
fatber and mother were safe in his
heaven. “They'll keep poor baby from
belng afraid of the newness—aml |
=N must gnve my boy!™
5 8he took from its Liding place the
: $£200 that had beeu pnid for the obd
farm things That wonld take her and
little Mellie to Agzie Duneny, down o
Texas, and she'd trust God for the
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DRAGGING THE RIVER FON THE MISSING
< BUDIEX
k
E._- rest. Judpe Tremaine's folks would

take care of Melville as long as be last
ed. Another grent sol!
In those awful hours alone with ber

. dying baby she bad wrought out her
1 plan. A swing of Mellie's old hat be
N fore the locomotive when the express

slowed for the Lridge, tossing It into
the water with Ler oid shawl, a ¢lam-
ber up the steps of the last car and a
settling into a seat by the door.

It never entered the heads of the
train crew that the dozing woman
with the sleeping little boy in her lap
bad stopped the train

After dragging the river for the miss-
o ing bodie=s the “fricnd<" gave them

up. Poor Mae Maude! The loss of ber
baby had driven ber crazy, and she
bod drowned Lerself and her boy
Bhe brought up at the bome of Agnes
Duncan, the dear. dumpy little help-
meet of 8 large sized home missionary
whose heart, everybody said. was “as
big ax all outdoors ™
Their bmndbox of a manse was
+packed to the eaves with babies aund
. Bappiness. The small Iady bad a few
. WEE ihtie investments. the jnterest on
4 she kiew would come in handy
she “threw herselfl away™ on big
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~hpa] e Cvivee Ler el ove ™ A ‘
' wl ool provicdensoas, <biee tinge il
| feell Snnror Tanee staa] wils st 2al !
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Ji abbatiy ¥Mes Aehes oritisomal |
boe Al i < of her i with the ter !
' rit “pabitio ey of tedling the Sumday '
bl fonllis sthonit the e they were |

Pt v iV, T ol iy & lesane b, wWith
1t h for vines, tooe
perintemdent o livinge room, and wonld
ey gl ot And those who leadnt
any waien folks of their own to bring
to help et the bWz dinner sl supper
mlehr hirdne someluswdy else’s, nnd Mr
Ininean wis over on Forty Mile run or
he'd give Bt oout, buat they'd all come
Just the same and have a mighty good
thme  putting  up  the new  Sunday
school Indye's legn-to

When Mae Mande elimbed up on the
[ rear car of the express, after throw
Inz her old shawl aml ber hoy’s hat
Into the rver that bleak November
nizht of the baby's funeral, she was
sure she coukl pever liugh ngain. But
when Mrs Agnes told Jnek the next
day nbont her anoouncement of the
“hiee’” Mae Maude had to put the frills
on the story. Jack Dunecan canght lils
wee, plump wife in bis arms, with a
haby or two thrown in for gond meas
ure, thelr squeals of merriment ae
eompanyving his full throated American
Inngh, their heels kicking his broad
chest gleofnlly, whille the second edi-
tion of Melville Tremaine squeezed bis
mother's neck., shonting millly: “We
don’t have to preach, momsy and me
We'm goin® to farm it

Then all joined. big and Iittle, in the
choris of fanghter, and there came
near belneg a riot of hogs andd Kisses

AMae Maude, with the help of the
second ceneration of Duncans and her
correspandence with the “back to the
anil” wise men of Washington., made
the manse ten ncre lot bud and blos-
o nx the rose. Many o good hint did
she pive the settlers nnd their wives
that mwade her word on “farming It”
take the plnee of their “rale of thumh”
taet sl s,

Ivin Wetherell, 8 thoroughgoing
young ranchman, with his eve on the
legilntiire, noticmd her peat, it ap
pearanee while she ook notes in the
“lhevture ear” and the fre
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|
I queney of his visits ot 1he niinse.
! (e day he quizzed Mrs. Agnes ahout
| ber friend’s widowhood, quite shock
I ing lier Ly asking her if it were “sod
Or gErass

Mive Moande heerd only the word

| widow.” ot it <ent the “creeps” up

and down ber splae After that Dan
Wt sl et o= well have reled to
win one of Grenfel’s Labrador peaks.
She Kept  tab the home fulks
through the Danenns. even to the mys-
terious disappearance of Melville Tre
mulue after her Every
body himed wiven him up for dend; but.
wonin fashion, held stubbornly
the hope that <he wonld see him sgain
own —the fellow that
be wis when she tirst knew him. Hav-
Ing Leen through the ordeal herselt
and knowing how they alwnys thought
slong the same lines when he was him-
well, shie looked Tor him to come to her
permanently redeetned

<000 own
=he

her very nohile

Gne evening # day or two- hefore
Thanksgiving John Duncan eame home
from a two weeks" trip  He was silent
I und  uhsentminded, though the small |
| house wne falrly tipsy with merriment, |

Lunes” ususl expedient ol putting the

biaby In his arms was a tlat failore, [t

eame near breaking the child's nec'k.:

for he et it down on the flour, its long |

wiadded nbeout Its useless feet,
and when it was tombling over vn its
sl he took It. this way and
that. as he would bhave done o bag of
grain to make it stand on end

Mrs  Apnes sprang fo the rescue.

“For merey's sake, Jnek!™

He come to the surface long ennugh o

to heg the haby's pardon and stop with

g biz, LiMshy kise jtx j<<pe of protest-
Ir ing notes. “Come. Aggy. let's ge and
| take a waulk.”

He drew her hand Into the bend of
| his elbow, leaving the buby and the
Thank=riving box that haidl jost ar-
rived from the home church. rthe con-
tents of which the jagior Duncans
were almost perishing to explore

Just fairly beyoud earshot he broke
out with, “Lost my trall yesterday, Ag-
gie. and you can’t guess whom | ran
across.”

“No, Jack. Who?" certain that the
mystery of his abstraction was about
to unravel Itself.

“Melville Tremaine "

“No, Jnck. He's dead.”

“Not *hs a long shot! The liveliest
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“HERE'S MY THANKSGIVING DINNER.”

®
Fhoto by American Press Association,
ed all wight with him! Told me the | ONCE A FAST. NOT A FEAST. | the settling of Massachusetts
whaole < ary?™” ' Thanksgiving  day  received

“Ja b Dunean, what are you saying?
Dido’t e drink bimself to death*”

“Tried to nfter Mae Maude left, but
the Sulvartion Argny folks down there
In the city wot hold of im ™

O, Jdackie’  Amd deesn’t he drink
now " !
“Teetotal to the Lackhone!  When
the poor cowboys ot near the last

diteh thex'll fight for a chanee to get to
bim When the Lopd makes 8 man
over the job can't be mproved. spe-
clully such a one as Mell Tremuine”

“Did yon Inform him about Mae
Maude?”
“It was mighty close work to get

aronnd that, for she’s nppermaost in his
thonghts, but 1 safd to myr=elf, "Aggzie
and 'Y trent all hamls 1o one big sur-
prise” He'd never given her up  He
gald: ‘I know her conscience. She’d
pever gn to God without a good
atralght summons—drowning the boy
tno!  From something suld onee,
che's somewhere in the <outhwest, ['ll
find her yet. My business is to make
myself worthy of her love.” My heart
acrhed to tell him the whole story, but
I thought he eould wait & day or two
longer and we'd have one pool, old
surprize down here where things don't
often happen  He promised to come to
onur Thankxgiving dinner. He's well
fixed on his runch.™

Little Mrs Agrie was laughing and
erving and hiding her face In hisshirt
front  Then  her  honsekeeperliness
came to her help. “There’ll be a lot o
things In the Thanksgiving box. and
Mae Mande has been fattening one of

whe

fhe turkeys!" Then eame a relapse
and another outburst: Oh, Joackle,
Jackie! Buot won't we have a Thanks. |
giving worth while?" |
Be Thankful Anyway. l

The renl, woriginal  and  gennine |

Thanks<giving dinner must hoast a tur-
key and cranberry snuce If it is to be
strictly orthodox in regard to the |
menu. Next to that In importance Is '_
the mince or pumpkin ple

Yet If none of these things ir forth-
coming it is well to be thankful any-

way. In the words of that rare old
Penneylvania philosopher. BRenjamin
Franklin:

“We will thank God that we have
bread and butter to eat, and if we
have no butter we will thank Ged
for the bread”™
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Thanksgiving Was Not Fatal to Tur-
keys In Early Days.

Turket did not figure In the original
Thanksglving feast. Lut 17 beenme 8
feature of that historic meal so long
ago that the reason is lost In oblivion,

On the originnl Thanksgiving day the
pligrim fathers fasted and gave verbal
thanks that they had been saved from
the perils of the <esn and permitted to
find a home in the new land. Giving
up every sort of oceupation and spend-
ing the time [n Bible reading and In
prayer, the rolonists regarded It as an
annual oceasion of much solemnlty.

It was not untll thirteen years after

that
official
cognizance, although It was generally
observed by churchgoing and—after a
few years of stern fasting—a better
dinner than was served on week days.
Thus by degrees the festure of the
great day became the dinner that aec-
companied it

A Candy Cornucopia.
A cornucopia formed of nougat or
white candy makes nn effective table
decoration at Thaoksgiving and has

! the added advantage that the children

can break It up and eat It afterward.
It mny be filled with candled oranges
and grapes, marrons glaces and other

nuts.

WONDER what | can bave dons
To merit all this trouble—
Shut up where | can have no fun
And bent until m doublel .

This morning all the folks rushed out
And chased me over fences

And here and there and round about
Until | lost my senses,

-

NSTEAD, she grabbed me by a foot
wumu&dn
And in this prisen | was put

Without an explanation.

The farmer’s sharp
The children talk of “dressing.”

Oh, my, | wish | knew the facts]
Thess rumors are depressingl

Looks murky,
Just now | rather be
A chicken than a turkey.
'(u--.ﬂ-""..' =k "k - c—
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ADE'S THANKSGIVING
FAITH.

Here la n story apropons  of
Thank<ziving for which George
Ade. the hnmwerist, is directly re-
spoasible

“Ihe only time | ever belleved
in the transmigmtion of souls
wis ome frosty November after-
noot o iy Dndinna farm.” he
suld 1o some friends not long ago.
1 day or two before
Thankszivine,  The trees were
bare.  The flelils were risset
brown color  Toward over
those risset flelds strutied 0 very
plurnp, lirse, vory young
turkey

“Then it wns that an ardent
belief in the doctrine of metemp-
sveliosis szl e

““You." 1 o=uald oo
bird-—voun are now o tnrkey
you  will die tmorrow, Itut
vliver up Your transmi-
gration will be into the hiddy of o
bamnrist not upknown to fame.” ™
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THE HORN -OF PLENTY AS A
SYMBOL OF THANKSGIVING.

The cormucapla, or horn of froitful-
ness nod abundanee, nlways used by
the Greeks and Homans a8 the symbol
of pleuty, Is nn apt expression of the
gepthiment that prevails on Thanksgiv-
Ing day  Fillal with frults and flow-
ers, It makes ane of the most charming
of centerpleces for the Thanksglving
dinner tabile. The cgntents should be
arranged so that the cornucopia s over-
flowing, the frult< nnd lowers muning
out of the horn uwl over the table.

A cornucopln may be made of wire
coversd with silk, or agaln with linen,
or It might e ‘mude of enrdbonrd on
which viones or putumn leaves are
sewl  The leaves of the golanx, which
do not fade, conld be used, although
ane <hould prefer the beautiful black-
berry vine. whivh at this senson Is ad-
wiavs at its bhest in color. The leaves
of the vine shon!d e made to run up
toward the mouth of the horn and
trodl about its edzes, suggesting o horn
befnge wound abont with them. Flow-
ors, shouhd fall nbwant the brim so
that Gdelity 1o the origioal den might

e prreservisd
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A Thanksgiving Prayer.
ooy thitne to rewd on Thanks-
whviage doy, I one feels that the
triants i teibulations of the
viear ontwelzh the l'n:lll;t’llﬂﬂ-
Tiotis, the prayver of Robert
Lonts Stevenson, the poet, writ-
ten during s lnst lllness In Sa-
nion It Lrmithes the very es-
sence of the Thanksgiving spirit,
Mere It is

u

“{We thanh thee for this place n
which we dwell; for the love that unites
us; for the peace accorded us this day;
for the hope with which we expect the
tomeorrow ; for the health, the worh, the
food and the bright shies that mahe
our lives delightful ; for cur friends fn
all parts of the carth.”

Goose and Turkey Rivals.

The goose may soon repluce the clas-
gle bird which now forms the apex of
most Thanksgiving feasts if the ad-
vice of some food experts is followed.
According to them, the turkey is Im-
manture bLefore Christmas, being put
through a system of forcing to get to
the proper welght and fatness. Wl_)lle
its fesh Is all right as far as bealth
goes, its flavor Is not at its best until
Christmnas. when It really becomes the
king of fowls. (n the other hand, the
flesh of the gouse has reached its per-
fection at Thanksgiving time.

Pride Goes Before a Fall.

“Stop!™

The word was hissed by a goose just
as a gobbler with ull sails set strutied
by. But the proud bird, intent on ad-
miring bis own plumage, ignored the
command

“Humph.,” sniffed the envious an-
gerine. “He's all puffed up because he
heard the farmer say Thaoksgiving
would be his day to enter soclety.”
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EE WHAT THANKSGIVING MEANS
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To the smail boy—
Turkey and cranberry sauce.™
To the debutante—

The first dance of the season.
To the farmer and Gorist— .
Big business. o
To the wanderer— - L
Home. y

To the mother— .
The family will all be there,

To the father—
. -+ More earving to do. W
To the colleginn— hr 2
Football,
To the tired shopgirli— -
* A holiday.

To the chef—
2 Extrs work. _ '
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