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By Brawese Tawwewn Qe )

SHOULD think people
would know enough to
stay at bome on Thanks
gliving! Any one of
sense would know fam-
illes like to be alone one
day In thé year."
beth threw down the let-
ter she had been reading.

“Why, Ellzabeth, what's this all
about? asked her husband.

“1 suppese you won't thiok It is any-
thing, but It just spolls our day to
gether. We weren't going to have
any one here tomorrow except the
family, and now Gertrude Allison has
written that she will be out in the
afternoon.”

“Elizabeth, you ain't going back
on your old school friends that way,
are you? She won't be here for din-
ner, so 1 domn't see why you should

object to her coming for a little while, |

even If it {s Thanksgiving."

"0, Tom; 1 didn't think you would
lose sll your sentiment so soon. You
geem to have forgotten altogether
that this Is our first Thanksgiving In
our pew home™ And Ellzabeth pet-
Hshly wiped away a few tears.

“Here comes Don. Perhaps he can
Fuggest & way out of your troubles”
gald her husband with evident relfef.

“Hello, sis, what's the matter? You
iook as black as a thunder cloud. 1
see, had a quarrel with Tom, and the
first year, too. You ought to be
ashamed of yourself, Mr. Leonard."

“Don't be silly, Don,” hie sister
pouted. “I suppose you will disagree
with me just as Tom did. Here's a
letter from Gertrude saying she will
be here on Thanksgiving.”

“Well, glster mine, may I ask the
cause of your displeasure?™

“The cause! That's just like a man.
Can't you see, either, that we want Lo
bg nlone on that day?

! “Poor Betsy! Shall 1 telegraph,
‘Only the family wanted. Othera will
please stay at home and—1r""

“Do stop your nonsense, Don. 1
suppose I am foollsh, but I thought
we'd have such a good time together."”
Elizabeth sighed.

About an hour before dinner time
the telephone rang and was anawered
by Ellzabeth.

“Hello! Who s 1t? O, Gertrude!
Well, well, old girl, are you actually
there? Glad? 1 guess I am. Just
walt untll 1 get you at arms' length.
Coming out to dinner? Oh, that's
lovely. And stay all night, can’t you?
Good! You needn't think I'll let you
B0 tomorrow. You've got to give me
a week at least, Won't wa have a

" it .

good time talking over old timea?
But you must stay. Don't be a min-
ute late. Goodby.”

“Oh, for bLeaven's sake, what'll 1
do?™ asked Elizabeth, as she hung up
the recelver with a nervous bang and
faced her husband.

“Where am | golng to put her, I'd
like to know. There's nothing to do
but make Don give up his room and
£0 to the hotel. And, ob—I'll have to
clean that room at once! It's the
worst looking place | ever saw.”

Half an hour later as Don mounted
the stalrs he was surprised to find his
special sanctum undergoing an un-
usual process.

“Impossible!™ he exclalmed,

“Don’t you dare to come In here!™
his sister commanded

“Certalnly not if you don't wish."

*Go down and tell Nora to put on an
extra plate. GCertrude 18 coming to

Games for Thanksgiving

Here are two Thanksgiving games
that have come down to us from the
old dars, but they are just as full of
fun as ever, and may be played by
both young and old.

The first 18 "hot cockles.” Any
number of persons may take part in
It—the more the merrier. Let one of
the party put a plllow on a sofa or
chalr and kneel In front of it, with
bis face buried In the plllow so that
he cannot see.

While thus kneallng he puts one
of his hands on his back, palm up
ward, and each member of the party
comes up in turn, and slaps his hand,
not too hard, but just hard enough
to make It Interesting. Then the
kneeler has to guess who It Is that
Is slapping, and when he guesses cor-
rectly the slapper takes hils place, and
50 the game goes on.

The other game, says the People’s
Home Journal, 18 called “the pass-
port.” Beat the company In the form
of & hellow square, leaving one per
som out. The party may oceupy chairs
in the middle of the room, or around

dinper,” Ellzabeth added In a tone
that left no room for commenta. And
Don obeyed, speechlass for once

Dinner was ready, but there was no
eign of Gertrude.

“Laet's sit down and eat,” suggested
Don

“Yes, very lkely!" his sister re-
torted, appealing to the lttle family
gathering.

The bell vang. “There she 1s now,
eie,” sald Don. “Go and give her a
sister's welcome.”

*1 can't understand IL” sald Eliza-
beth, as she returned In s few min-

Ellza- |

utes with an open letter in hes hand.

“Can’t understand what?™ she was
asked
| “Why, here’'s a special dellvery from
| Gertrude saying she will not be In the
| city until tomorrow. What does It
mean? She just telephoned me an
hour ago that she would be here to
dinner.”

Don threw up both hands
laughed.

“Ha! Ha! Detsy, Betsy! I'll bet on
Betsy every time!™ He threw him-
self on the lounge and smothered his
face in the pillows.

“Stop rolling round that way and
tell me what the matter {s!” Elizabeth
commanded,

“You're a great girl!
women are all alike.”

“Tell me this Instant
mean.”

Don rose from the couch, and drop-
ping upen one knee before the offend-
ed mistress of the house he said:

But then

what you

~

“8ister, mine, forgive me if you can,
but 1 couldn't resist the temptation.”

“Get up! Get up, | say! Do you
mean to tell me that you played that
trick on me?

“Hetny, you made such a fuss about
Gertrude's coming that 1 thought I'd
like to see how you would act If the
lady herself should happen to an-
nounce such a mad possibility, so 1
went to the corner telephone—and
found out!”

“Donald Warner, you are a mean
thing—the meanest thing on earth!"
His sister dropped into a chair and
covered her face with her bands,

“"Poor dear, It was a shame—a
base trick!" Don admitted contritely
ns be patted her head and deferred to
the faces of the smiling group. “But
just think, slstér, my room Is cleaned.”
be whispered for Ler ear alone.

Gallant? '

“Now, Mr. Blunt,” says one of tha
ladies of uncertaln age but positive
looks, "I know just what you are think-
fng of as you sit here bhetween us.
You are thinking ‘How happy could I
be with either were (other dear
charmer away.! Truly, now, aren't
you?"

“Honestly, 1 am not," declares the
brutal man.

Loet Its Charme.

“Hello," we say to our friesd,
“Aren't you living in Blinkville aay
more?”

“No. 1 led the reform movement
there and put the lid on.”

*“Ah, made you unpopular?®

“No. Mgade the town to slow to ap
peal to me.”

Just 8o,
“Every man has his pripe,”
marked the moralizer,
“Perhaps he has,” refoined the de-
moralizer, “but it isn't every man who
has his market"”

re-

Written Statement.
His Sister-~And did she say she
loved you in 8o many words?
Her Brother—That's what.
words fllled twenty-seven pages.

Her

a tahble, but they must be arranged in
the form of a squere.

Then give them a sheet and direct
them to hold it up In such a way that
it will be close under thelr chins and
be stretched out as a lével hetween
them: In the middle of the sheet put
a fluffy white feather, to represent
the “passport”—a snowflake—and the
players around the sheet, who repre
sent the winds, begin to blow ft about
In every direction.

One  player stands outside the
square and trles to cateh the feather,
either on one of the players or In
front of one of them. He takes ad-
vantage of the laughter of the player,
who cannot blow the feather away,
and having thus caught it, It becomes
his “passport” to the player's place,
who then, In his turn, tries his hand
at feather catching.

If the feather Is blown off the sheet
It much be placed back In the middle

His Favorite,
“I hear the champlon prize fighter Ia
a great lover of dogs. What Is his
favorita?”
* "Naturally, 1t s & pug.”

SCIENCE IN FENCE POSTS FINNS ARE ALL SINGERS

New England Farmer Haa Bright
ldea About Cutting Tops of
Posts,

“I had to take a little rallway jour
ney up intoe New England the other
day,” sald the man who pnee lived In
the country, “and ae usual | wanted
to stop the train along the road and
get out and find somebody that could

answer a few gquestions

“I always want to do that, but of
course | never can, so there are many
things sbout which 1 am forced to
keep on wonderlng This time it's
about fence posts. | saw something
new to me in that line, and It struck
meé that st least one farmer was ap
plying a bit of sclence to his job,

“The fence posts were nothing un-
common Looked as if they might

“d['hnu been ocut and set & good while

ago around just an ordinary hillsids
pasture fifleen or twenty miles the
other side of New Haven. They wers
pretty gray and weather worn and
that made the contrast to thelir fresh-
ly sawed tops the more consplouous,

“Thess tops bad been so recently
cut that they were still quite bright
and yellow, And to my surprise | no
tioed that Instead of being cut

straight across the post, making a-

flat top, they had been sawed at an
angle, so that the top of each post
was llke one slde of & roof.

“Now that's senaible, lsn't I1t?7 A
fiat topped post doesn't shed water.
Molsture just stays there and slowly
seana down Intn the wood until the

When Few of Them Get Together
They Burst Into 8ong As by
Bpontaneous Combustion,

Bometimes, when a brass band
plays “My Country "Tis of Thee,” or
On an excursion steamer after it geis
dark and he is pretty well satisfied
no one will recognize him, the Amer
lcan will Indulge in what he thinks is
singing, but the average citizen would
blush himself to death if ssked to
burst Into song In cold blood In a
public place. >

It Is no uncommon thing to see &
whole tableful of diners in the mag-
nificent hotel at Helsingfors, the cap
ital of Finland, suddenly put down
knives and glasses and burst into a
perfectly balanced four part song
They doubtless are happy in thelr
singing, but certainly they sound in-
fnitely sad, the songs belng almost
invariably the moaning folk songs of
the saddest of all lands—the most
perfect music of melancholy.

Practically every person in Finland,
from the greatest moble to the most
bumble peasant, from the woman of
fashion to she who labors in the
fields, belongs to a great singing so
clety, for such the entire nation ia.
It 5 no uncommon thing for 6000
treined eingers to gather to serenade
some loved or admired public man,
and once In Helsingfors 10,000 volces,
thoroughly organized into four parts,
jolned In singlng the natlonal anthem
88 a farewell to an exiled patriot

| approval!

ALL PLAY WITH SNAKES

WHIFFEN FAMILY KEEPS WHOLE
ROOMFUL OF REPTILES.

Everybody, From Father Down to the
Baby, Seems to Enjoy Society of,
the Wigglers—Washerwoman Is
the One Who Gets Scared.

New Rochelle, N. Y.—Most parents
are content to see their children have
the usual quota of toys for amusement,
and a dog and cat for companions, hut
the four Whiffen youngsters—Edwin,
elght years old, Dva six, Helen four,
and Robert two—ehildren of Edwin
Whiffen of New Rochelle—find their
kreatest delight in playing with snekes.
In the “snake room" on the third floor
of their home at 39 Blrch street are
80 reptilea. The collection embraces
two dozen garter snakes, one green,
two king, one black racer and two
milk. But in the good snake season
the children have had as many as 200
at & time,

There are Rex, the king snake;
Black Joe, & racer, and Matilda ang
Genevieve of the garter tribe. Dally
there s & vislt to the snake chambar
and a half hour of playing, the chll-
dren, of course, suggesting the games
and the makes shaking their heads in
Dally after dinper Rex or
Regina s brought down to the dining
room and curls himself before the
grate fire.

Black Joe Is so thoroughly domesti-
cated that when whistled for he comes

Tha city of Tleaborg I8 near the

whole thing gets rotten. This farmer | arctlc cirgle, and far from a railway,

waa clever enough to cut his posts so |

they would shed water and last—I
don't know, maybe twice aa long.
“But mayba it wasn't the farmer
who bad the happy thought Maybe
you can buy sclentifically sawed fence
posts st the lumber yards now, Or
maybe some city man who doesn't
oare & hang for rural tradition has
bought ths place and has gone around
and sawed off the tops of all the old
posts.
maybe one of these women you
bout In who are making a Uv-
$249.80 profit In the first year,
pes of increasing it to at least
the second, out of some old
prodden, squeezed out, used up
rellc of two centuries of New Eng-
land farming ls responsible -for those
watoershed poata, I wonder.”

i
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Coloring Woods.

The use of colored woods In the
construction of furniture has long
been known, the material belng stained
after the neceasary seasoning procesa
Within the last few years, however, a
muthod of Austrian origin has been
employed whereby the wood Is colored
when in a green state.

By means of heavy pressure In a
closed vessal the sap Is driven out of

|the wood and Is replaced by the col-

oring fluld, which may consist of a
solution of the more permanent anlline
dyes. The best kinds of wood for
treatment are found to be birch, beach,

his lunch
club In Washington, and when
he lunches he misses no bets, over
looks no food. He has a fine appetite
—a remarkable appetita, considering
all the unpleasant and terrifying
things he knows ahout foodstuffs. One
afternoon he finished his meal, walked

5
g
g

tell you the truth,” he sald whimsical
ly. “I don't know whether I've just had
lunch or not" He thought deeply for
several moments. “Just to make gure,”

Not What He Thought
Bilapkler (who bas just come
Pittsburg)—VYes, [ saw your friend
Doolittle, but 1 should never have

abd there may be heard n chorus of |
2,000 school children with perfectly
blended volces, Every village hns its |
church cholr, conelsting of fifty or a
hundred males, who sing nothing but
Lutheran hymns. Even the compa
ndes of Finnish guards of the Rusalan
army actomatically organise them-
selves Into choruses gnd eing their
pational songs, deapite the oppos!- |
thon of the Russlan officers.

When a few Finns get together they
burst Into song as by BpODtaneous |
oombustion. If alone, they sing In-
dividually., The farmer sings ns he |
plowe, the housewlife as she cooknh{
If a Fion is doing nothing else, he
just sings

A White Chamole.

For the last two years glimpees of a
parfectly white chamols, 8 very rarae
animal, were obtained at long and Ir-
regular intervals in the mountains |
above the Welstanen valley, In the |
Canton of St. Gall, and the authorities
fssued orders to kill It In order not
to lose the rare animal

Every effort on the part of the|
chamola hunters, both pm!mdounﬂ
and amateur, was unsuccessful on ao- |
ecount of the shyness of the white
chamois, which, however, succumbed
to the hunter's bullet the other day. It ‘
$s a perfect specimen, and the body |
will be stuffed and placed In the mo-
ssum ot St Gall

The hunt was difficult and long, for
egainst the snow the white chamols

It was at a dlnner in
England where John Bumns, the labor
laader, was present.

Mr. Burns was talking about some
hygone custom of government

“That Ig as obsolete,” he sald, “as
the Copstitution of the United States.
Am | not right, Mr. Lowell?"

“]l am reminded,” returned the bther, |
“of o remark which [ overheard at a
tennie tourpament. Two old ladles
were watching the game. One of them
‘How much easler it would be

the way!'

to his maater, colls on the boy's shoul-
Jor aud eats from Lis band. He even
ias been trained to perform a real ser-
pentine dance.

Baby Robert’'s favorite diversion is
to creep quietly up to Rex as the snake
lles snoozing on the parlor rug and
push him with one foot. Rex never
resents that.

Mra. Whiffen does not love to see
the housebold pets crawling over the
furniture, but as the children enjoy
thelr soclety she makes no objection.
The one person afrald i€ the laundress.
She Insists on shaking out the famlily
garments before shg consigns them to
the tub. One day s00n after she began
to work for the Whiffens she started
to #soap what she took to be a stock-
log. It wiggled under her hand and
she nearly fainted. She has been care-
ful since.

rdwin often takes a couple of his
pets to school In a satchel and the
teachers and many of the puplls hava
become amccustomed to handling them.

Whiffen, who Is an Instructor in pub-
e school No. 48, Manhattan, twice a
7ear brings down a few of the pets
and gives his pupils a leature on
snakes. He and Edwin, Jr., are the
famlly snake collectors. They find
thelr prizes in woods and flelds sround
New Hochelle.

SHOOTS SISTER AS IN SHOW

As “Good Indian” He Fired Bullet In-
to Girl's Head as a “Bad Indian"
—Lass May Recover.

Chicago.—Two Chicago children—
twins—watched a moving pleture In
which a “good Indian” shot and killed
a'“bad Indlan” A few hours later
the children tried to duplicate the act
In the plcture at their home. Fifteen
minutes later an ambulance took Net-
te Johnstone, 18 years oid, to the hos-
pital with a bullet in her head. Wil-
liam Johnstone, ber brother, had shot
her in play.

The children had been spending the
‘Aay with thelr grandmother, who took
them to the pleture show., When the
children returned hom William pro-
posed they play Indlans, and Nettle
thought that was a fine idea

The children were In the midst of
thelr exciting game, In which William
was the “good Indian" and Nettie the
“bad Indlan.” Willlam had found an
old rifle in a closet and was armed
with this weapon, which he did not
know was loaded, when his sister
marched down the room. William
took alm and shot

There was a loud report, and Nettile
shrieked and fell, bleeding from a
wound In her head. It was found that
the wound was a serlous one, but not
necessarlly fatal, and it s beMeved
the girl may recover.

Rabblt on an Englne Pliot,

Bangor, Pa.—A Bangor clergyman,
who was scouring the flelds for game
near North Bangor, sAw a rabbit
perched on the pllot of a freight lo.
comotive, but as he was drawing near
to shoot, Leater Marsh, fireman on the
engine, threw a lump of coal and
killed the rabbit.

The rallroad men recalled that
hounds were running near the railroad
at Portland, and thought the rabbit
jumped on the pllot there, and rode
with them to North Bangor, five miles

Woman Lives 18 Years as Monk,

Bt. Petersburg, Russla.—At the
Bolovetzki monastery, known through-
out Russia for the extreme plety and
austerity of its brotherbood, a woman
has just been arrested, who for 18
years has passed as a monk, She had
conformed to all the rigorous rules
and regulations of the Institution, and
was regarded as one of the most ex-
smplary of ita members




