THANKSGIVING AT HOME.

O, 1% parly 10 Lhe mornin’ that o feller must
b tlaln,’
Tuanksglvin' Day, ke Christman thoe, it
cumen But wonst u year.
The birds are stuffed an' roastin' with an
odor appetisin’,
The pumpkin ples are bakin® an’ the clder
owln' freer, !
There's plies an’ plles o' cookles, an' there's
doughntits till you're dizey, ¥
There's mounds ap' monods of Jelly, an
there's hisenits browned an® Heht,
All the mornin' In the kitehen mother's boen
most awful busy,
0, you bet I'in mighty thankful that 1own
s appetite,

Two lonely, solemn turkeys, sols survivors
aof the lock,
Are n-struttin’ fuugd the yard with a kind
o' anxlous alr,

in quite & shiwk,
An' they're searchin’ fer their late lsment-
ol cronles everywhere,
With

roadin'  tulls and feathers fluffed
their quest they keep pursiln’;
They don’t suspect thelr fate will be the
olhers' gloomy lot.
They notice how wo're fussin® an’ thiy won-
der what we're doin’,

0, you bet I'm mighty thankful that a tur.
key [ am nob

The folks they keep arrlvin' brimmin' o'er
with fun an' laughter,
Bluff unecles shake my hand untll the bones
beglu to crack.
Girl eousins ahyly kins me—jes' exactly what
I'm after—~
An' with promptitude q‘ulte Hghtuing-llke
I gayly kisw ‘em buck,
But ons of them, the falrest mald of all my
fulr relatlons,
To steal my heart by witehin® arts some-
how sle does contrive,
While In her eyes I read a tale beyond my

expactations,
0, you bet I'm mighty thankful—ntighty

nkful—1'm alive.

A COWARD'S
THANKSGIVING.

He was not & bad man at heart. But
the very qualities which moved some peo-
ple to call him a “jolly good fellow" were
identical with those which made other
people conslder him a bad citizen, and,
with the usual emphasis of people who
take the downward view, a very bad
citizen:

When his wife dled he seemed to awake
with a sudden shock to the issues of life
and the fact of death. [le had loved her
with «!l that marvelous depth of tender-
noas, 1hat inconsistent fervor which some-
times underlies the weakost natures,

In the newness of his grief he foreswore
his old ways and habita. He knew him-
self to be weak, He fiuneled the way to
atrength of resistance lny along the rond
of weif-exile to strange scenes and up-
fumiline fuees-~that rond well worn by the
restloss feet of those who fly from the
battle within to wage an nnequal struggle
with the allies without,

He left his little son, made doubly dear
to him by the sense of loss, with his wife's
cousin, gave to her what money he could
spare for the child’s support, promised to
sond more at regular intervals, and de-

pirted westward,
- L] -

More than a year later ho roused him-
gell s if the finger of fate had touched
him. e remembered, with an anguished
rogret, that he had failed again; that for
mouthy he bad deifted from place to
plnee, bie Limself senzeely knew where or
how. He remembered that his promised
romittanicos for the boy had censed. T
sw hinisell broken in strength, in health,
in spivite Lo felt suwddenly overpowered
with the conselousness of his own weak-
ok, and, ns n drowning man's arms
peach wildiy out toward any illusion of
haolp, Wi thought went out towarl his
ehild.

It seemed to him that the love of his
boy conld save hine  The miracle of sal-
vatlon beetme 1o him possible, wherein a
litle olidld, strotg i love and innocenes
aud farlh, should HfE the fainting, falling
mnnhoed of the mun,

A passlonnte yenrming selzod him o

falil ne

hear pgin the Heping words which eame
ty hiw wenkeped moegiory like distint
| i Ao, Nd then he rewein
bored (he diny whes Hest the ohild was
lhd in bis wems; he pomenbersd the
theill, the wonder, the first pride of fath-
erhood,
fuie landsenpe 18 seen between bines of

The sort o' sudden abwence of thelr friends |

beilliants, The partieles stung his face
like eifin nrrows.  His featiures were
tense and rigid. s eyes were hot and
dry and his hend ached with a dull, in-
sistent, maddening pain.  He passed the
valored glohes of a drag store and siopped.
Red, violet, nnd green the shufts of light
pierced the dark. The people about him
goomed shadows, the sonnd of their volees
longoes away, Dimly he remembered o
prescription for an opinte he had used for
headaches like that. Fumbling in his
pockets he found the paper and entercd
the store,

“Muke twice the number of powders,”
he sald to the clerk. *1 don't want to
bother getting the stuff so often.”

The clerk hesitated.

“Nousense," sald the man. “P'm per
foctly tnmilinr with the use of it. Give
me one of them now with n glass of
water,"”

Then he went Into the street again with
the packot of powders in his pocket, and
alrendy the mere taking of the drug had
somewhat soothed him. He felt hushed;
his mind seemed to clear and lift iteelf
Into u enrious, impersonal attitnde.  As
he walked he found himeelf quite willing
to contemplate ealmly the sodden pain at
his héart, the utter hopeleasness and wepe-

THANKSGIVING SONNET.

To I;m? ’glwn thanks! From every hill and |
nln

Thegrlulml’uuhmm provrn the dying year— |

Tl ghist of Howery saminer hovers near

An If regreetfol for her shoetoned relgn.

The hacveat of thi year revoliea tgaln— |
The wite of Wee Is ln the nlm.n.rlu-rv |
For tlhtm' to whow health holds hor chalies |

clinr,

And henling eomes from breath of ripened |
. gradn.

Now a'ep the Iy decorated land |
The grauarlos nre Ailed from base to hrim; |

The froat-awond strews the leaves on every

B ad
In combat with the sunbeams’ raplers dim;
And board thropghout earih’s  scenes  of
enuty gm;ﬁ |
The grateful tollers chant thele haryest |
hymn.

bills he knew was there. He remembored |
approximately the amount. Brmilnrli:i
pust the pleading child at his feet, he
went abruptly into the rostaurant. Affer
n brief interview wity (ke manager he re- |
turned to the door. |

“Who wants n Thanksgiving dinner?"
he asked. Two or three voices sald “Me!"
explosively, but for the rest an inereda-
lous stare alope responded, until one boy
sald, slowly and repronchfully: “Al-h,
g'way! You're givin' us goff!"

J

sain (o Wls hoart the itk form, to |
foel soout Wis neek the elinging nrms; |:||

Thon, in brokw glimpses, as o ! leseness of hia life, With a mocking per-

-y [ '.*!c-be-ﬁ——_i—_\-" e

e

tutoes, and plenty of liread and butter, |
atld—ah, picklea—" |

“Ab-h, plekles!” pepeated the children,

Al ple—aball Bt be minee ple or apple
e ye saked,

This ouestion requirad pondering, and
n youilliful Alexander onr the tordian |
kuot by saying: “La's have bofe.” |

“Hoere, here,” saiid the man to a4 boy |
who serambled for the sear at his right
haml,  “When there's only ove lady in
the company the seat of lonor shaukd be-
long to her'™

The man tonched her L reassnringly |
and turned to his left, where sat the little
wewshoy, Long and stondily he lookesd
into the child's face,

“Ie, too, had blue eyes,” he murmyred,
with o eateh of the hreath ns for a brief
instant his own oyelids closed and he bit
his lip.

At lnst, when each ehiid had eaten two
pleces of pie, even to the Inst erumb, the
man ~ose to his feet, olntehing at his ¢hair
for support. e broshed lils hind across
his eyes, Steange lghte daueed before
lim, crimson and gold: the air was popu-
fous with unknown shapes, weaving in
slow mnzes; soft melodios sang in lils enrs |
ns from Infinite dlstupces, thrilling, uncer-

| latence the many resolves he hud made

iy, there e 1o him memories i swift | to Blnself the ¢fforts o change, the evers
sifecension, of the growth, the incldeuis | sueeveding fuilure surged up before him,
of the child's few yeurs, nud his Hp corled in contempinons scorh
S mast o to him' whispered the man | Of hlmsal Neover did a man hold himself
with & gasp, o he lifted his head from | np to t werciless wernfing, more ine
Y his hands,  His face was fushed, tears | tolergat jodgment,
stnd In Lie wyes,  His resalntion w ax | In his abstraction he nearly fell upon a
earriod out with feverish haste, und he | groap of wretehedd children of the street
turned his fuce to the Kust who stood clugtered abont & restanrant
. ¥ - ’ | window,
Flis wife's rolative ha litle exonse for | And such n window!
him. Sbe had long considered  him n |T||'.\' globes flooded it.
hopeless vagnbond.  So when b appeared | bollday greens, In the venter, ot o plit-

L L]
The light of mel-

It was decked with |

|

suldenly, ax from the possible, nud, o per sprigged with parsiez, reposed brown |

her aplndon, butter, dead, she was not pre- | and crisp, o roasted pig, with the redidest
el 1o rieeeive blo with espeelnl cordinl- aples in QLS mwouth, On each side o
{ty. Dhe story wia soen told,  The boy | f
had died months before.  He slopt by his | in state. Lobsters, in their scarlet conts,
wothor.  No one had koown where to ails ' brown quadl with heads tucked under
dross e fatlior, who wns supposed to | their wings to swell ont the pitital little

aovessories of the culinary art lent colur
puggestivepess to the tablenu.

consiatont with her estiate of his char | The wan stopped. A oy fellow, nbout
acter,  She hnd no means of knowing [ as Inrge as his own boy would have been,
thnt bis facnltios were stunned,
wins astouished begond measpre whew, in
n mechanionl way, he instsied npon giving
lhee woney fo exponse of ¢pring for
g b

i hat quite all? be Kept anking, aml
then, abroptly ot quickly, he

Vaoodihy, I'm golng back."

feally not moch sueprissd b the apathy
with witieh the father tistened. It waos | g

God's metey his own never wounld be, 1ift-

shrill little volce:
il bury
Manksgivin' dinner!

“14 this Thanksgiving?" asked the man
with & dull surprise,

it

salid: |

Fio knew thar his hope was dead; he| “Sure! sald the boy. “Deon't 5 sce dat
folt the cerminty of fali now that nothing | lay-out in de winder?”
eemuinsd to him to leap opon, But b The man looked at the windaw. Hae
1 it of nther things. had not naticed it before. He stared at

the echildren. He put his band in his

A sleety mist fllsd the alr, sparkling in
tronsers pocket and felt the small roll of

the street lights ke a mazy shower of

wir, fat turkes, dressad for the oven, lay |

have foreotten be hod o son.  She was | hronsts, wod divers other resounrees l.lhi;

| it, without too many frills.
2 He paused and |

| tricities. |
But she | but ragged and dirty and shivering, as by |
el A vewspaper up to him and piped in o |

“Huy a paper, mister, to help me git n |

}

For nngswer the man opened the -hmr“
and the ehildren, without more ndo, clnm-
sily shuffted past hin. Al save one, ni
gitl with nn aceordion slung from her
shonlder and the binck locks of Il'-ll)’

siraving from under the red kerchief on
hor head, She poused with a look of in-
qulry.

“Does de girl come? askod n» boy.
“Bhe's a purty good feller—for a girl.”

“Yos, vome along,” said the man, with
an dffectation of cheerfulness. “In a
tinie Hke this female suffrage goos.”

They were led by p grinning waiter to
# private dining-room where o long tible
stood shrouded ag with new-fallep snow:
and whi e the children were taken to wash |
their ounds and faces, the wman, whose
hend turobbed afresh ng he eame in from
the outer air, took in & ginss of brandy
two of the powders from the package in
1'Ii\- [h»-'kl'l.

“Bring vs a real old Thanksgiving din-
ner,” Lie said to the waiter, “and pleaty of
Some sonp |

and—some turkey
looked arelly at the ehildron, who caught
the spirit of his glance and shouted: *Yes,
you!"

“Yes,

sHe-

some turkey with cranberry

"

The tiny newsboy hogged himself and |

murmired: "Cramb'ry sauce!™

“Anl some scalloped oysiers,” contin-
wed the man, stopping after the mention
of each delieacy to witteh the children,
who ehivered with eagerness and puneto-
wted each panse with approving nods and
murinuting echoes, “and some sweet po

tnin,
of an invisible sen,

“Children,” his own voiee sounded re-
mote and disseversd from his, “good-
night, Have you had a good dinner?"

The vociferous assent recalled his stray-
ing fancles. Ile saw his wuests multi-
pliedl as in / room walled with mirrors,

Being of unceremonions babit, they
stood uot upon the order of their going
and soon were gone, As the little news- |
boy slid down from his chair the man laid |
a hand on the child's tangled head and
gared i his face with a look of yearning
tenderuess, The boy looked startled and
hurtied away.

“Tt wis n great suceess,"” said the man
to the waiter as he laid a bill on the ecash-
jer's tray. He uttered his words with hes-
itating precision.

“It =~ is — the — oniy—good—thing—I—
ever—Aid—in—my—life,” and then bhe

Haughed alond,

The walter smiled complaisantiy; the tip |
wos large enough to cover many ecen- |

Nearly an hour later he cautiously open-

|ed the door and peepe! in.
“Did you ring, sir?" he nsked dil‘l"mul-i and home-brewed sle. But it was prob-

feally., There was no response, and he
went swiftly to the averted chair. On the |
table the ecigars were untonehed: one |
| elass of brandy had been taken from the
bottle; several sma.. white puper wrap-
pors lax on the cloth beside the emptied
| glass. In the chair, with his hands still
holding the paper and his head nxnin_q:l
the high leather back,

tu be recalled.

| UGntehes the gy and agile whiskered rat]

ilinllwrm] upon the board, serene and gay.

With Jur we s thee 1xing on thy back,

¢ Stql‘llmlhul,f (e
[~ Il!'l'l.\l-’i' lI :
3 ""‘Il?--‘ff’ L

ODE TO A GOBBLER

Al ball! wil hell! Ob, rare and antique hird
That Intely op the venerable tree,
Hollead In w0 ball of sleep, the chill winds
v

L
fig 1n mournful fults thine olegy!
ofe thie sun will gid they red cravat,
Or ripple on thy wing:

Por time hath onnght thew, even ns the eat

And now thy pralse we slng,

Upon Thanksgiving Doy,

Thy rr!m--l--, Iush dransticks sticking In
the wir;
Thy winks [n sweet peace folded, and, alack,
Thie Incense of thy stuffing, pangent, rare,
Fitling our sauld with Hegvonl melody.
The while with fork and knife
Thy dirk ment and thy white meat fondly we
suffuse with geavy In our revelry,
Al then, with plogsnre tife, *
Fach dainty morse! neatly thek sway
Upon Thanksgliviog Duy,

Thon'rt nobler than the canvasback or gooke, .

The lontly shinnghal of the ortalan,
O3 any other minsieel that s lnose
From Tuscaloosa to Oppe Mary Ann.
Compated with thee the woodeock Is n mere
Dielusion—all in nll;
The upland plover ne'er ean be thy peer,
Heslide thee o the I'Yl(‘llrl' apdl neer
Th pratele ben b small;
Pron art the bird of feecdom, ADyway.
Upon Thenksgiving Day,

THANKSGIVING DAY IN EUROPE.

Haked Beans, Glace, anil “Honnkin
Vie a "Americaine”

A fow yeurs ago one of the diplomatie
vorps in Faris pomplimented gome Amer-
lean vixitors by giving n Thanksgiving
dinmer. 1o made some elnborate re-
sonrches regarding onr national customs
s applied to the day and with help of his
chef offered among other things hinkesl
bopns, well thinned with custard and
frozen, The crowniog glory of the feast
was o pumpkin pie.  Lis erust wias shing-
Iy puff paste fully an inch thick. The
pumpkin wnos merely a filmy glaze upon
the paste, with o taffy-like vonsistency
that wade it eling to the eater's reeth.

The chof wust have impurted the secret
to the najional e, at least in part, to
others of his ertft, for a little later a
well-known restauratenr announced on
a little placard at his establishment:
“Rounkin Ple a la Amerienine™

1u Berlin the traveler will find, if he is
there in November, an addition to the
ment of some places of refreshment. The
addition is a flourishing anpouncement to
Ameticans that lodian puddings, bean
puddings, pumpkin tarts, and other deliva-
cios, which the walter will affably say
are for the American “Danksgiving,” but
which onlg resemble the originnls they
finitate as the mist resombles the rain,

Forelgn restnurants prifde themselves
wpon catering to American customers’
tastes, but their translations uve striking
ind worked out Inborionsly from the die-
tionary. One Berlin hotel proudly put
upon the menu, *False hair stewed Amer-
iean fashion.” It requires some penetra-
tion to discover that a dish of smothered
beof known to us as mdek rabbit is
weant,

A Russian of wealth and position hav-
ing gathered accurate knowledge of In-
dinn corn and the ways it ehould be sery-
ed some years ago, invited gome English
and American friends to dinner and, after
a little preliminary boast of the success
his girdner had made in cultivating the
vopetable, prosented his guests with tiny
fmmature cobs an inch and a half long,
Hoiled till tender and served like aspara-
gus tips with a rich cream dressing, An
Ameriean present fonnd it difficult to
maintnin o cireumspect gravity when the
hostess asked him if it was true that in
Americn this corn was always enten with
the fingers, for in view of the dripping
enrs she was daintily lifting, one ut a
tite, npon her fork, he had to nssure her
that she was enting it in the only proper
manner,

The Crowning of the ¥Year,

This is the festival which the Pilgrim
fathers inaugurated, which New England
has anuually celebrated for two centuries,
und which the pation has adopted _and
sunetioned ag a day of public thanksgiv-
ing to God. It exalts the home and
strengthens its sacred and fender ties
It brightens the shadows which have
gathered over it. 1t dignifies prosperity.
It prompts men to reach out helpful
hands to thelr less fortunate neighbors,
1t reminds us afresh from ‘whence every
good gift comes. If it seemed good to
our fathers in the midst of the hardships
of this new world to give public thanks
to God for blessings, how much more
reason have we to follow their exnmple?
Abuudance of food and clothing, happy

homes, a free country at peace with all§

nations aund extending its influen~=
throughont the world, with marvelonsly
multiplied appliances for use and pleas-
ure which surpass the wildest dreams
of those who first were moved to set
apart a day of public thanksgiving and

! praise, are ours, VWhat shall render un-
| to the Lord for all His benefits toward

me? I will take the cup of salvation, and
call upon the name of the Lord,

Tickletooth Pudding.

“Piekletooth pudding” was the name of
the Thanksgiving pudding of old coloninl
days. It was only & nwmory of the grent
progenitor of that name which the pil-
grims had left at home in old England.
There were no ten pounds of solid frait,
no twenty luscious eggs, tich beefl suet,
nor was it dampened with choles hrandy

ably more easily digested.

Every Day.

Every day is n day of thanksgiving for
Ther do not wait until the
crops have hoen gathered before retarning

Chris:ians.

thanks, for they are thankful for every

day’s Messing., Sl 1t s a8 commendable
t1 sat the map—but | custam for a nation to oficially recognize
g spirit had gone too far on & long quest | wan's dependence, and ‘o sk Its people

to unite in & common thanksgiving,




