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Thanksgiving’'s Boys

#

"CJOUNTRY boy with cheek of fan”|

e ——— - ——————— A

s2) (So the old time poem ran),
You're the one to catch our turk;
Hope you find it easy work!

Hold him tight as

% —

you are able,

Lest he never reach our table!

C JITY kids who hold the bird

%% ) Never of his birthplace heard,
But they know how good he tastes,

How he makes expand their waists!

Fowl that joins us

folks, of all ranks,

For your toothsomeness we give thanks!

nble In all respects; from the fact that

we don't work on Sunday and ent the

big dinners which It has made the |
women folks almost tired to death wi
prepare.  Who s the person in this |
rooty who Is not pious? 1 do not care
to know him for the present.

We should be thankful that this |
world was especlally created for our
wwn  comfort, convenlence snd use;

that we have a perfect right to life,
Ihwerty and the pursult of happiness,
wo matter If these do confliet with
wotue other person’s wishes and happi
ness and rights,

| hope you will thank me for this
recoguition of your good qualities, your |
rights, your glory and trust, 1 shall be
pertitted to say of myself when I re
tire:

“Here lies an bonest young man.” -
Anthor Unknown,

Thanksgiving Among the Greeks.

The Greeka held the grandest feast |
of all the year In honor of Demeter, |
the goddess of the harvest, and lim;
Romnns, who borrowed most of thelr |
enstoms from the Greclans, also held a |
grand celebration in honor of the same |

CHARLES N. LURIE.

The King of Festivals.
The King ard high priest of all fest)
vials was the antumn thanksgliving

When the apples were all gathered

and the clder was all made and the
| yellow pumpkine were rolled in from
| many a hill In billows of gold and the

corn wns husked and the labors of the |

senson were done and the warm late
canme in
dreamy and calm aud still, with just
enongh frost to erlsp the ground of n

days of Indlan summer

morning, bnt with warm traces of be
pignnut. suuny hours at noon, there |
| eame over the community a sort of

geninl repose of spivit, a sense of some-
thing necomplished and of a new gold.
en mark made In advance, and the
dencon begnn to say to the minister of
& Sunday, 1 suppose It's about time

for the Thanksgiving proclamation.” = !

From Harriet Beecher Stowe's “0M

Time Folks,™

Qur First National Thanksgiving.

The Immediate occaslon of the first
thanksgliving was the s=urrender of
QGeneral Burgoyne to General Gates In
the Ml of 1777. Thursday, the 18th
of December, wns designnted, and In

goddess, whose name they changed | complinnee with the order of congress

to Ceres. They went in long proces- |
glons to the felds, where they engnged |
tn rustic sports and crowned all of
thelr household goda with flowers.
[toth of these fensts were held in Bep-
tenilwer,

the army at Valley Forge duly obzery
the army that hnd track
in blood. It was ordered

ol the ddnvy
el i way

"by the Continental congresa

POLLY'S THANKSGIVING

l PR—

'How a Little Girl Got a Holiday
All For Her Very Own.

| UCH u fonny little roly poly Pol
: Iy ns she with ber big
| chlun blue eyes, that were for

Wus,

| ever secing something to won-
1uls»r about, and ber round, red cheeks,
Itlml niways grew redder when nay-
nnd her eriokly,
woild stiny in

ihlu!_\ spuke (o her,

| Onxen balr, that oever

!pl';. w Buch a queer dumpling of a

| Polly
All the snme, she liked nice things (0
|eat ux well as any ove could, apd
when vuce upon n tUme somebody gave
weushes Just o senson for

ber the
|'l'll;l:.|-.l,|[i\|m,.: day she felt drendful
about It and erfid ns hard as she Kknew
how couldn’t nave any
turkey nor pudding sor wince ple for
| dlnper—nothing st all but oatmen!
'Hl'ln-l
| But erying didn't belp the measies n
| mlte, nx, of I'olly koew It
wouldo't.  Uut she coulde t have belp
ed crying If she wanted to, and she
didn't want to
“Most anyhody
wonder,” she sald
when the begun to go
away agnin, " not to bave n mile of any
Thanksgiving for disper—opot any ple
not any ernnb'ry sauce, not any-oh

Lercnume she

Couree,

d eried, | wouldn't
1 day or two after

measles had

de-ar!”
“Well, well,” sald [’'olly’s mother,
| laughing. "1 guess we'll have to have

' another Thanksgiving day right off.”

“Oh, enn wel" eried Polly. brighten
| Ing up

“Not unless the governor says =o'
answered her father, with a (winkle
“The governor Thanksgiving
days, Polyanthus.'

“Where does he Hye?™
with an earnestness that
Everybody lnughed

“At the capital,” sald Polly's Uncle
Ben Davis. *“Deo kpnow where
| that is?"
[ “I guess 1 do," sald Polly, and she
asked no more guestions

But what do you guess this funny
Polly d1d? By and by, when she felt
quite like bersellf nguin, she borrowed

makes

asked Polly
wns funny

yon

in her own little room and wrote n
letter that looked a little gueer, °ti
trne, but still made her wishes known

DeRe MuaTeR GUVNER wili yOu
PleAse Make AnoTHeR THANKSGIV
ING DAY be Caws [ haD THE MERESLKS
the LAst One Polly Fink!

Then she folded the letter and put
In an envelope and sealed It and tool
2 cents out of her bank for the post
age and ran away ns fast as she

| ran, °
Mr. Willey kept the postoffice, and

could

iIf he himself had been be a1
glnss boxes that day 1 doo't believe
| Polly's letter would ever have goue

out of Tinkerville. DBut Mr Willey's
| nlece wns there. She read the address
on the envelope Polly bapded in, and
her eses danced, it looked so funny

Mister GuvNER, at the CAPITLE

Oune or two questions brought out the
| whole story.

*“The governor shall have your let
ter, Polly.,” rogulsh Miss Molly said
a8 she stamped it and postmarked it

And so he did, for, not quite a week
Inter. n letter eame In the mall for
Polly—a great white letter wit!
ture In one corner that made [Polly's
| father open his eyves,

“Why, It's the state's arma!™ sald he
| “What under the sun"

But | think bhe suspected. Oh, how
| redd i'nl”_’. how hes
| small fingers trembled when she tore
open her letter! It was printed so that
she could read it herself, all but the
long words:

Dear Misa Polly

cheeks were and

Your letter recelved. |1

am very sorry vou were so {ll as not to be
able to ent any Thanksgiving dinner It
was qulte too bad I hereby appoint o
special Thanksgiving day for ¥y next
Thursdny. Dec 8—-which | trust mav be
kept with due form Your I[r I and
wellwisher ANDREW COLBURN
“0Oh, oh, oh!" sald Polly, hopping on
ane  foot “Will you, mother? Oh

ther, will you? 1 wrote to him my

aelf. Oh, I'm so glad!™

“Did yon ever™ eried Polly’'s moth
r. “"Why, Polly Plokham!” But o

father slapped hils koee and
nughed

Colburn! I'h

ns he wants a

‘Goodd for
vote for him ns long
“of And Molly shall have a =pecial
| Thanksgiving worth telling of, =0 she
shall!™

And so she did have, the very best

St |l-.l.-|r|l

iovernor

she ever remembered.— A, C.
in Yonth's Companion

Fasting and Feasting.

A fast and n feast Kept close com
pany In Puritan ealendara, A fast fre
auently preceded Thanksgiving day and
olnted for the day

| wns gometlmes non|

mececiding the feast clever plnn

which had s good hy gy
Fhongh In the mind of th "5"-'""
"ht emelled 1o he f klo
it en hiz own festival, Thanksgly
: me annnal, it assumed many
W the fentures of the ol English
Chrl-t It wans simply a v of
v renndon In Sovember tend of
Nevember. on which Paritnns ate tar
] § u pud g and i pkin

pencil and paper and shut hersell ngg

| feet in length, and above hangs a large
' {ron hood, which carries off any odor.

ple Instead of “superstitious meats,”
such as n baron of beef, boar's head
and plam pudding

Many funny storles are told of the
enrly Thanksgiving days, such as the
town of Colchenter calnly ignoring the
governor's appolnted day and obsery-
ing itx own festival n week later In or-
der to allow thme for the arrival, by
sloop from New York, of a hogshead of

mahi <« for ples. — From “Customs and
Fasl In O0ld New England.” by
Allev Morse Earle,

TRARKSGIVING AT
THE WHITE HOUSE

L ALL to the chlef!™ That par
teunlnr line of the yatriotie
bymn certainly applles at

this season to the national
bird—-the and not the eagle
From the sun kissed sands of the gulf
to the spow clad mountaln crests of
Alaska, from the burning deserts of
Arizoun to the bleak, storm washed
rocks of Maloe, the turkey ls king.
Milllons of Americans will pay him
tribute. On the plain dinner table of
the farmbouse, on the sliver laden
board of the ity banker, In the cabin,
fn the mines and ears whirllng along
thelr tracks of steel, bemeath the glow
of electr) and the sounds of
music floating from behind palms or
with the g¢lenm of the tallow dlp, the
soverelgn Is the same, proudly resting

turkey.

lights

DINING
WHITE HOUSR

IN THE STATE ROOM OF THE
in his bed of brown gravy, his portly
sides cracking with deliclonsness
Thanksgiving Is a great day at the
White The turkey Intended
for the president each year Is a mag

House,

nificent one, weighing about twenty
elght pounds. It reaches the White

dnys before the grent
dinner by already killed
When roasted it Is truly a s=ight to
make Lucullus’ mouth water with |
envy.

The turkey Is cooked In a kitchen
which is a model for cleanliness and
comfort. On one side of the room is
an lmmense range, at least twelve

ousg n oW
I fov

express,

two In number and
Above them Is n

The tables are
coverad with =lne

hanging rod full of hooks, from which
depend rows of shining sancepans ,.'[
nll slzes The floor Is covered with
Inolenm In a pretty desigu. apd the
whole place is lighted by electrieity
There are three cooks, but the num- |
ber of “help™ at the White [House is |
":"“" w e} { -.!.., r‘... 1 ,il‘\ {
i 1 v d i
h 1 .,i o 1
inky. 1|
1eils [ g Lh
ler's pantry, which adj « the dining
room and contains the presses full of |
china of all ndministrations and of ev- |
ery varlety of beantiful deslgn. There
are historie sets which have come

down from the earliest days, for near
vy every president’'s wife has added to
Of china uwsed by Lin
coln there are about 100 pleces left,
the figuring and coloring belng quaint
and the dish bordersd by a rippling de-

the collection

| #lgn Inside of which Is a broad band

of color. |

There are about the same number
of pleces left of a set which was
bought and used by the Grants
Roosevelt pald the sum of £22.000 for

a set of white nnd gold china, which

| numbered 3,000 pleces. One of the

prettiest sets s tuat purchased by
Mra. Benjamin Harrison. The edge I8
» mind of Dloe, and In the white
te appears an ex-

of the Amerl

The fish sets are all decorated with

painted pletures of all kinds of specl
mens of the finny tribe. and the china
used for game has pretty pictures of
wild fowl in the alr or standing ameng
the reeds. There Is even a plate
which once belonged In the Confad-
erate White House and one given to
Washington by the Roclety of the Cin-
cinnatl.  All of the sliver at the White
House 18 marked “The President's

House ™
Other than baving a monster turkey |
to grace his table. the president’s din- |

ner will be about the same as that of |

any other well to do American.—Wash-
ington Star.
When the Ancient Jews Gave Thanks. |
Three thousand years ago witnessed
the Jewish feast of tabernacles, with
its magnificent ritoals, melodions
choirs and pletaresque festivities. For
elght days the people ceased their
work to “eat. drink and be merry.”
During the time great throngs gather-
ed in and around Jerusalem for sev-
eral dayas, liviag in booths formed of
the branches of the olive, pine, myrtle
and palm and decorated with fruits
and flowers Grand public pageants
were held, nnd, In addition to these,
every household bhad its worship, its
sacrifices and its banquet

AN OLD THANKS-
" GIVING FAVORITE

By LYDIA MARIA CHILD.

VER the river and through the wood
To grandfather's house we go.
The horse knows the way
To carry the sleigh
Through the white and drifted snow

Over the river and through the wood—
Oh, how the wind does blow!
It stings the toes
And bites the nose
As over the ground we go

Over the river and through the wood
To have a first rate play.
Hear the bells ring,
“Ting-a-ling ding!™
Hurrah for Thanksgiving day!

—

THROUGH THE WHITE AND DRIFTED
sNOw."

Over the river and through the wood
Trot fast, my dapple gray!
Spring over the ground
Like & hunting hound,
For this is Thanksgiving day!

Over the river and through the wood
And stralght through the barnyard gate.
We seem to go
Extremely slow—
It is =0 hard to wait!

Over the river and through the wood—
Now grandmother's eap | spy!
Hurrah for the fun!
Is the pudding done?
Hurranh for the pumpkin pie!

- —— e

A THANKSGIVING
DAY “SERMON"

Y friend:. Thanksgiving day
comen, by statute, once n
year. To the bonest man it
comes as frequently as the

heart of gratitude will allow, which

|my mean every day, or once In seven
ldl,l.lllﬂl‘l. y

Now, I propose, my friends, to state
a few of the things for us to be thank-
ful for—when we are In the mool. of
course, for when we are not {aclined
who can make us give thanks for nny
thing? We should be thankful that
we know more than aaybody eise. for
are we not capable of talking and giv
ing lectures upon every subject ever
talked of ?

We should be thankful that we are
all good looking. Ain't we? Just look
around this audience and see If you
can “spot” the person who Is, in his
own estimation. not good looking. It
would be a curfous study, to be su.e
to find in what particular some people
are good looking, but It's nons of our
personal business if a man has carroty
bair, eyes like a new moon, nose like a
split pear, mouth like a pair of wamle
frons. chin llke a Dutch churn. neck
like a gander’'s and a body like a erow-
bar. Comparatively he is good looking
—that is, there are homeller men and
animals than he—so everybody 1s zood
looking and bas a right to put on airs.

We should be thankful that we are
more plous thar any one else. That
we are plous is evident from the man
per In which we treat poor crestures
who have most unfortunately Leen
driven io sin; from the fact that we
pay our preachers occasionally and al-
ways require them to be unexception

EAST INDIAN MAGIC.

The Clever Dry Sand Trick and the
Way It Is Performed.

A very clever trick often seen In In
dia 1s the following, which Is known ns
the “dry sand triek.”

The fakir brings forward a poil,
which be proceeds to fill with water
He then shows some ordinary sl
quite dry. To prove Its dryness he
takes upa handful and, Leswlng sharp
Iy upon it, scatters it in all direction:
He then takes 1) unother bandful il
drops it inte the water. We can all = -
it Iying in the bottom of the pall uilo -
the water. Next, showing his handa
empty. he places ope In the pail i
brings out a handful of the snuwld
Blowing upon it. It still scatters in nll
directions. showing it to be as dry as
ever. This is repeated several times
until all the sand Is agaln extracted

This clever trick is performed Iu the
following manper: Fine, clean sand is
selected, washed carefully in bot wa
ter several times and dried in the sun
Somie of this sand is then placed In n
frying pan with a lump of fresh lard
and is cooked until ail the lard Is burn-
ed away. The resuit is that every par-
ticle of sand is covered with a thin
conting of grease, so that when this
sand is dropped into the water it re-
mains dry.—Sclentific American.

Natural Results. .

“What a metallic tone that young
indy has in her volce!”

“Ob, that comes from her belng &

belle!” - Britimore American, .

Yes, Do.
O1d Time looks slow, but he ia aly.
He knows just how to get your goat
And If you want to see him fy
Just slgn a promissory note 1
—Cincinnat! Enquirer, «

=

for the great ocean’e

O, Lord, we Tt cur

for all that God In mercy sende,

for bealth and children, home and friende:
for comforte in the time of need,

for every hindly word or deed,

for bappy thoughts and bely talk,

for guidance in our daily walh,

In everytbing, give thanhe.

for beauty M this world of oure,

for virdant grass and lovely flowere,
for sorfge of birds, and bum of beee,
for the refreshing summer’s breeze,

for bill and plain, for etream and wood,

In everything give thanke.

for the eweet sleep which comes with night,
for the returning morning light,

for the bright eun which ebince on bigh,
for the otare glittering (n the shy—

for these, and everything we oee,

mighty flood—

bearts to thee;

In everytbing, give thanhe!

—=Cupper,




