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CHAPTER XIII. BT R _ It s e
It was evening. Io the lofty and richly | He did not ':‘ ST G US SXpIaNER wn hones sioaioms <y - mf
turnished lbrary of the marguis, the =il upon the ._l._-':l SIN 1 ' waBd Teslng | knowle fie s 5 b And ¥ , ‘.|
ver ll'lllP' burned with a soft. subdued Shest S 18 ;'rx\ll |I|-.\|\ durawu in a mo- . = v v ) e g
glow, blending their moonlight radianc “Lonis. T } "‘1‘_' St \r now \ 1
with the deeper and warmer tinge cast by | have -i'_., o i wounded pe: 1 I\ KK . : . . lar
a blazing wood fire upon the broad hearth | give me . e g " \_\ Rgts sAy § are dy " . : 1o
over the magnificent apartment, with its | tone that auiver s e By o | bow I - a908s ¢ all this
dark, massive, antique furniture, i8] drew near t & s SR . S0 | e nowle & : E ;
rond, high walls, lined with costly and | ploringly unon bix In ‘ . ity
substantial volumes, the crimson draper- | see that my Hhui ] 3 ' ’
es of its deep windows, and the polished . \] ; - S . Wi 1 .
viken floor that shone and reflocted back II‘ ok - \ ST | » ¥ that R , S :
the mellow warmth in rippling lines of | g, ety Nea e Loulsl belp | oo uter
..'.‘.I._ _ L I'h —_— . B | |
Beside a table of euriously earven oak . -
which is strewn with rare and ancient | ggq LY. IS S ._ ey el It
dumes and the writing €1 ; . Mg : . s . 5=
the marquis, and which oo 0| s " g
ter of the Hoor, sits Rose, S| & lean B Wi . T S Iq,
ing forward upon this table, her face hid MO I . . v A1
n in her folded arms—those fair, seulp- | wirt s .I P o e s (Quite s« and
tured arms whose snowy wh =3 I\\- : os \. Y S 2 | ”
glenms rarely through the veil of falling | me."” he s : ' £
tresses. Her graceful form is attired in | po y _II;\, \H . : .‘., ' A\l 1
a robe of shining fabric, its pearl-hued | | vid a\t » I..I ‘l. :_ aggm It wa | sei D)
folds sweeping the floor about her and | eh? and | - 1 hiy ,_l: L hir s !
shining, glittering softly in the mellow | gide her. “But. what nils vou iy To-duy 3 Ve n
ght shed all around her, She does not he added. wi ul.-‘.'l. nt . : she sa 1 n s vl fu I
move; she is silent—motionless; she hard- | jj i e bt ; and with her eves b -..- to t . Hoor l-
lv seems to breathe even, So quiet is “No—no' I am not {ll. sir: L am un- | in medit ;'._ Ml sud ;..| iy ra - . s
she, as she reclines thus, with her face happy,” ,,...l;-'n..‘_u [l..;;; liftin o .,',.."._ he asked: “Where wn-h t, monsieur?
meealed, that you might think her sleep- | 1jryl -I'n--. - '.m“.r. “ ; h,'.. “Too many questions .i: . laughed
lng. : . earnest face = the marquis—"too many questions I
But Rose is not sleeping., Her errand !  “Uphappy? vou are voung for that | must keep his whereabonts a matter of
hither Is of too painful a nature for that. | Rose, Some girlish whim it is, I'll war- | secrecy for a sl ne.”
Alone, in this swelling silence, she waits: | rant me—noth ng more, and y are mak “Ah, monsieur!” said Rose, gently, and
and listening for an approaching foot- | ine yourself extremely t‘-:a;-’ ible about | with a p y air of deprecation I
step, the Ih-mr passes in deep and sorrow- | 1 * " And he stroked her ,r.'-; | ‘.‘. 1 ‘Indeed, my dear child, it will do you
ful reverie. For Rose has a duty, too Iy, as he spoke these wor Ii..I-l an « n.‘..- no harm. Wait till to-mors w, {
ong deferred, to perform to-night, and | r.u.lu: tone ! morrow, aad 1 will tell you where he is;
its consequences may be ounly too bitter - whim. = ADAW I R nay, more—vyou shall see him You will
bitter to her, inasmuch as they affect “l have boen g 0 s | grant n hen
thers. 8She does not fear the g rm Bha could bs -. od |-.T further Willingly
ance of this duty because she shrinks for her tears e - N W S an easily te w 1 guessed
from fulfilling her trust—from keeping “Doing wrong, poor little mouse? and | at the ol t of your errand thither to-
her plighted word; but she pictures to | tp make a ...._._f,.,l..,-,'z' s11 '| the good
herself the Iiiisuppnillluu-:lt she may be| gld man, kindly, “Why, Rose, [ think, “Since Robin told you all about this™
about to inflict on others. ' then, that [ must grant absolution before- | she said, with a -‘.|"m and charming

A distant door unecloses, but so softly
in its easing of cloth that no sound fol-
lows, It is a gentleman who enters: he
pauses & moment; his glance takes in the | ©A h, monsieur, yon treat it lightly! You
heauty and subdued splendor of the scene | do not know how—how—-" '
hefore him; but it is accustomed to that. “l don't know, | suppose

hand, and refuse to listen to your story,
| 1 won't hear any tales against my little
girl."

biush, “you must have had little diMculty
in divining my purpose, when, at
questioning this morning, | acknowledged
that it was to say to you n»nll!l'”un‘ -
mediately connected with mysel? that I
desired to meet you here.”

you would

It rests upon lhl‘. center of the whole— | gay, how serious an affair it is—is that it, “Exactly, Rose,” sald the marquis,
upon the bowed figure of the young girl [ little Rose, eh?” gaily., “Well, my darling, we have made
yonder by the table, A shadow, a blend- “Yes, monsieur,” answered the young | our confessions—have we not? and they

ing at once of sorrow and perplexity,
rests upon his fine brow, Then closing
the door, he advances, and staunds beside
the table,
“Rose!" he calls, gently,

The young girl raised her head.

“Is it yon, Louis?" she nsked, with an

were not such terrible confessions, after
all. Robin, 1 honestly declare to you, 1
like, and am prond of. 1 have invited
him here to-morrow. But, Rose,” and he |
took her hand in his, “yon must not ex-
pect to behold the linen blouse and ser- |
in which were |

girl.
“Exactly.
to guess ¥’
“You ecould not guess! Monsieur, yon
must read this,” And she drew from her
pocket a letter, which she was about to
give him; but he put it away, smilingly,

Well, |

then, suppose [ try

viceable garments vou

nir of sadness. “I thought yonu were | with his hand. probably wont to see him. Robin is no|
away. | “You will not allow me to guess, Hose? | longer a gardener, and, therefore, ,\'--u'
“I have remained at home, Rose, 1| then I will not look at your letter, I am | must anticipate quite an alteration in his
"-"-|'|"! not go. [ wished to see you," harder than stone, my bird And now, | personal appearance.”
“You wished to see me, Lonis? We | Rose, don't interrupt me, for, as I told “How?'no longer a gardener, mon-
are in each other's presence every day.| you, | mean to guess; and ['ll wager a | sieur?' iterated Rose, in some surprise,

To-night—"

“Ay, to-night, Rose! To-night, '-HI’
would say, yon have an interview with
my unele, and eannot listen to me, [ |
knew of this interview; my uncle l--Hi
me: and, forgive me, dear Rose, but [

“No longer, my child; he was offered
an employment of an entirely
character, which he immedintely accept-
ed; it was much more congenial to his tal-
ents and capabilities, as well as to Ill‘i
He is fast rising in

a wedding dress shall it be, petite?” |

His good-natured, comical manner and
lively tone, together with a certain sig-
nificance which he threw into Inst
words caused her first to smile, and then
to blush, despite her sorrow and agita-

his

tustes and desires

your |
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CITY LIFE WAS DULL.
$H++++++++++++»l-+ﬂ+++

T T

Not ng ago 1 td an old gentle
man fromw a raral v ge to visit me. ™
sald the suburbanite and he found
New York du I mever realized be
fore how dull our place couid be™
the New York 1 ws explainsg why
the gentieman from the country found
the clty less lively than the life to
which bhe had been acoustomed To
ost persens, particalarly to « Ity resl

dents, the old wan's point of view will

T A DeEwW one

“When at home the old gentleman
Wias acvustomed to go after his mail”
sald the city man =0 after break
fast * morning be sald he would just
step routd to the postofice and ask
for the wmai We had to explain that
there was no postofice within two
mlles of us, and that we never visited
the ofMice we just waulted until the

postman catme round
When the old gentleman was balk
ol going to the postofice, bhe sald
it he ¥ must get shaved. Would
we t him to & | ber shop? Then
1 had to ts him I dikdn't know
barber shop within a e of the
HTTEE 1 shaved yveelf, and when 1
eded tl services of a barber 1

I 1 ne downtown
greatly surprised him, for at
! .- % visits to the barber, a cheer
i ghilsorly talkative fellow, are
n £ the pleasantest incldents of the
week It also set him thinking, and
we had to confess under cross-exami
nation that we hardly bought so much

ns a paper of pins in our part of the
patronize the little

it

v

shops

nevidasd

m

Lies §

things

needed, we had to make a journey nf,

We did not
of
we bonght
LWRY

twelve

the region

Everything we
in great shops ten

even

We had to wait for most

twenty-four
hours, and if an article was urgently

something like twenty miles to get it

]

n

“Tha
eXi

own v

only n

It

convenlences of our situation with the | eranberry sass as makes 'I'Ilnuhw‘nm‘,“l

house

t seemed to

joke

ellent

enr-by eclity

the

on

Cily

s about as far

of ARy size
% from the heart of New York
he thought

was plnin enough that
we had returned to something ke the (L. of a year when I've had nicer
conditions of the frontier,
“He was evidently comparing the in-

old gentleman
life
from

His
the
us our

WHEN THANKSGIVIN' COMES.

LT | to hav a vl iny

i t st 1 wala ¥ " way
Kelatives ¢ hers
Comin' now fr far a ca
Lot & turkey ne, | -l
Is 1l Iggest we' ve had yet
Always lots ‘ "'ve Tound
When Thanksglivin 0 o8 &
Pa. . |
Twl 1 s he i
Ma, ahe mes igt

Y ervolle

All exee n 1
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DON'T feel as if 1 should enjoy this

THANKSGIVING
P s e e R S e s 2
H'I‘hnuk\‘tﬂh' - Mrs. Joel Nis

bett, looking down into the basket of

glossy, red cheeked Spitsenbergs an 0 it

satd

wera & family wault and taking up an
apple as If it had been a skulll ‘e, 1
don't.”

“Then, Rarepta,” observed her huos
band. who had just thrown a bhuge 0
on the open fire, “yoir don’t disarn noth
in' to be thankful for! [t's as harnsome

as ever Happed, aud I don't

a turkey

pumpkine on that ar’ corn lot ™

“*Pain't turkey or pampkin or |

ples

condition of his farmer friends a few |sigbed Mrs. Nisbett.
had al-

miles from
ways been sorry for them; he
Looking round |

his

Just as sorry for us,

upon

village.

the dense shrubbery

He

wns

near the

house and the wall of woodiand only
few yards away,

kind

lovely
must be cold here in winter.” ™

It Wasn in Use in New England as

of shiver,

place in

‘No

he

doubt this
midsummer,

sald,

with n
s n
but It

ORIGIN OF WORD YANKEE.

any

different | north

in the
“and yet It is a rather carious fact that
men and women from that section of
the country do not ke the word when

"Yaunkee'

Early as 17138,
“When you come to think of it there
I8 no special reason, no good reason,
nt

rate,
should

why
feel

New

in the

the man from
offended
ferred to as 0 Yankee,”

South

wonld prevent it!” | tion. He waited an instant, and then | the world, Rose:” and the good marquis|
He spoke in a subdoed, but ngim!ml] went on: smiled, "“Ah, he will be a great man, |
voice, He seated himself beside her,| *“What—silence? then you consent, | some day! You wounld searcely recognize |1 Is applied to them
and leaned, also, forward on the table, | Rose?—well, a wedding dress it shall be, | him now, I'll warrant,
with his hands clasing hers. as he ut-| then. As I said, I will wager a wedding | rustic lover of yours is as great a gen- |

tered these imploring words. dress, lace, jewels and all.”

“You would prevent it, Louis!—why? *l shall want neither lace nor jewels, | The throne itself smiles npon him!"
Would you bid me neglect the tulfilment | monsieur,” said Rose, half sadly, “He sald s0,”" said Kose, musingly—
of a duty already too long delayed?” “IDo not interrupt me, my child! | “he said so—did he not? that he should

“Ah, Rose, you are about to seal your | Against—let me see—against a pair of | rise to homor and preferments nnd |
fate! Think once more, 1 beseech you; diamond buckles. You sce | mean to | wealth? Yet how little 1 imagined that
there is time. Break this ideal bondage: | make you pay well, Rose—that [ shall | it would be so soon!”

e silent, and forget the vowa that are | guess rightly.” | “Well, you see, | have won my dia-|
no longer binding. Do not bring this “I do not understand you, mopsieur,” | monds, Rose,” he said, langhingly. "You
great sorrow to my uncle, who loves you | gqid the young girl, wondering, perplexed | shall give them to me on your wedding
s0; do mot break up this happy house- | ond diverted at his manner, day. And now, my darling, let us join
hold, which ean be no more happy when “You don't? what a pity!™ There was | our friends. They will be walting for
vou have sacrificed yoursell—when you | piischief in his eves, that brought the | us”

have left the hearth that is only bright | snile to hers. “What a pity!"” he repeat- And Rose went with him, almost in a

of bewllderment, knowing that she

trothed., Very well; that is not at all to

| be wondered at, as young girls very

SOONeT It is deepened by the fact 1.‘i;lli

few edu- |

“for I knew that it must come,
or later, since yon adhere to the decision

tery

fr
IT® | the faventor cnjoyed a very

|
with your presence, to hide yourself in| .4 “Well, at all events, [ will com- | state ot ; "
obseurity ™ - ‘ mence, and probably, by the time .0 shall | had not said half she w ished fo say, yet In his history of the American Wuf,!
The tears were filling her sweet eyes l]“.\.- finished, you will comprehend my | unable to recall it, or to think anything | published in 1758, Dr. Willlam Gordon
a great cery was struggling for utterance | meaning more fully. In the first place, | but this sudden revelation of the mar suys: ‘It was a favorite cant
1 her breast; but she silenced it with a | then, there is a certain young girl—you | quis. = . g | Cambridge, Mnss, as early a
halt-despairing effort. She raised her | see | mention no names, Rose—a certain (To be continued.) and It meant excellent,
glance to his. young § rl, I say. who has a I-‘--r. You rs | goow] horse.' It Is suggested, too, that
“You are aware, then, Louis, of ths ‘.n.’-- listening, 1 presume, "-'."I_'|---"-' - A H';'r’! ‘_:“ “':-:?.l' achl '.1”]0- word probably  spread
e riew ¥ “1 ar lister {. Mmonsieur r A single brain ™ q L J 4
ohject of this Imterview » | ]," el R ; S | New England as the result of its use
“Ah, too well—too well!’ he answered; “Giood! This young girl, then, is be- | these extraordinary works Is a mys- |
|

yon once made. But again I ask you [ auently find themselves in this position cational advantages, Edison was a|

" s reveal this secret to my uncle.” | s""‘.” betrothed '.“ e 1‘-‘---r ".I'.:“h,. ”.il”I .-I poor boy, and at the age of twelve be
“It is not alone my promise to Robin | workman; we will say he is—a gardener. ’ : the Grand Trual

which I regard, Touis” Well, these two—the girl and her lover casie 4 newsboy on X -"\ . .:l
“You would say that you love him | cannot marry yet, becanse they are by road running luto Ih-.rn-l \.+-t even in

still, then¥" no means in suitable circumstances: for | these days the terrifie Intellectual ac
The tears fell from her eyes: a bloah | $2¢ 18 QU te as poor - he Ab, they | tivity of his character was made manli
stole to her fair cheek: her head was | must be content to wa & - fent At one tlme he had a small la
roned aside, He pansed, and reg . Mo woratory 1u the bagguge car, where he
“Ah, no—no! do not say it, RHose!” he 1f it : r"' s "'I' : S | irlad leal experiments. When he

cried, sorrowfully. | #1 I:-I ‘.uf with ,I sh-strea 2 S | s & Selegras - ; W i
“Louls—Louls, this it not kind—it is Ah o ot Sl il Ay . 11 of his lelsure time and m linars

not Jike you!” said the young g ri. tarn my - { have hee slven o I

Ing to him again. “You kmow I cam I'he good juis r A - A et
reak my promise. Do not add to the I a elling K L y

row | already fee | B §t see 3 I x | i T i ' ' olis
wele: 1 must acknowledge my betrotha o 0 ng § L d L vl g s A )
Robin.” g £ d el M
And render him unhappy, cut Helen | * g LS . 5 : f T § it

Montauban to the very heart, leave e s abhsence o , I.. ¥ - grea .

v ched—miserable! [Rose, sten o B > < int p sbor of a calling
T i y I g i
“Louis, be silent, I entreat al Lk . . 2 ’ Sl il

ered, withdrawing her hand from f it i : preng S oy i

vhile the erimson glow of cor shiess . . = - e . :

and timidity srTosed her at ) : spmigP gL S " . : o
have pity on me!” e i = _ ’ . ! . K . g
‘Rose, one Instant. Let me speak for | #0089 855 - . . - ere D 1 1t sletp w J

the last time. I love you; | would ask | # g o i T e ba Y i

you to be my witel Nay—do not start| 19 BEVOE O L desires. mo ase | portant experiments.—Frank Leslie’s

and turn away from me. Hear me to the """--I peasa e - > e st od | Popular Mouthly

nd. How ean 1 bear to see you : ; . od for D = ——

Rose, who should move among t . \Te you, A Legal Expecthtion,

est and the noblest of France, envied e kot 3 v\n Illinois attorney argued to the

nimired by all -whe should r from you all that ourt one After another of a series of

command the thousand luxuries s a e Sgpiocne i Sitien st A Saie ofF nrlicl

WHich JO% e bers Whe' Shews add ;‘ Nore r that finer mind, those qUICK | a1 to the cou to have any erit

cupy, finally, a position and enjoy ad . e s . .

- a8 s, that * ia - ' the urt fAnally sa

vantages suited to your beauty r . S oopenen i aad: Sh P : . ool

grace, your refinement, your intellect VRIEG ARG Feaes peeyn A~ Mr o you nk ere In Any

how can [ bear to see you the wife of | the coarse, gross e ultivat. | thing In these polints

n peasant? Ah, be merciful to me s - ok .._‘. oy | p .8 t v the attorney replied Vell

just to yourself; awake from this fara e i - " a = i .

trance; for you are dreaming Hose : AVE bR & - - v o af the hut | » now
He spoks with strasge *ners His TS & el o . : i fo
"-".t thrilled throngh her s B . o g - ,

ght hers, waiting for an answe . - -

:n“"!"'_““'f'--\'*( : e ’ " - : Henefits of bV accimation
i Der J feeling ’ L . = e . :
er her; she put her han

il was strange bewilderment » .

ot hin syes were fixed . ¥

he watched eagerly Buat . & p » a1 -

¢ deatl - K . ' ¥ ork -
white i -
the very s of ad
hen he = Africa’s Yield of Ivory
tn Af
rome alow £ B . . ling

seat, she anclasped his fr e f ¥ f . W

with despairing strength A\ | . . 2 ’ s B8

:--"_‘_\0' I love him;: [ = - 1T 2% (0
m
Louis stood with one har g ) . . fe.— Mat

himeeif by the table ;i e . sw A -

hard against his side, and his face &

fi

bl just

I8 rhanged now,

came upon the word,

fined as a ‘cltizen of New England or

tleman as there is in France this day.|carry a sting with it

after the war.
I was thinking more
!qmrtlv!llnr!)‘ of the etymology of the
word ‘Yankee,

Probably the
Why, child, this|time was when the use of the word
weant to |
‘Yankee trick.' | “but somehow 1 can't get reconciled to
instance, and ‘Yankee shrewdness' |the idea of his marryin’ a strange gal

when
SNys n writer
Orleans Times-Democrat,

the
re

Iméant something not exactly agreea

But all thet

I was turning over the ' 5oy o nice gal.”
pges of Skeats the other day when 1|
Yankee was de- | and ears in love wouldn't say anything.”

of the UnitedsStates," and, suggestive
is of Scandinavian origin

Iy,
usedl In Boston as early as 170646,

It was

word In

& 1713,

ne a Yankes

by the students at Cambridge
gradunlly become part of the common

speech at the country.

relnted to
meaning ‘a

waormnn

nn

the
amart hlow

nEl

I-:I.:ll'l' stroke.”
word In

l-]ir'}
yack,'
the point 1 had in mind was that there

Yankee sl

inrends J

vrved the

are” sald Marion Crnwford to a West
ern Mayor
You?™
1 was the guest of their literary
ul,. We had a delightful afternoon
with Aristopianes
| ndeed | thought that chap was
Yenil spoke up the Mayor
No: he aln't dead,” added the May-
oress be's that Hindu HEabu from
New York
Mark Twaln and a Poet,
A new story s golng the rounds
about Mark Twaln and a young poet,
How long does it take to gt Tame
A [l anke] the poet
I b ge thoug atl o a few min
tea oo
We t takes alw fonr ™ o
and ninetes v . i*ven
. 1 1y nys TWe four hours
yi fifty-five JuIte. g*t It pub
- I T . 1 Ll W het her
a T wilih ifa - New York
T mes
| nan who a8 AIWays (= ng W
s more work he doss than Lis as
sociates, should watchesd Roerew |
a0 anmew here

six hams

1t s eanier for some but

the

girl, an

1
le

Inw
sharp.

Incessant

We nlso have a hint of
yank," ‘a Jerk, to Jerk.,” a
%o ‘yanky’ means guick,

It seems to he

Latin
clever,

through

It has

‘Yankie,'
forward
"“and to ‘yanked,” which means

talker, a

Yank' Is from the Scandinavian

to talk fast, ‘yalke.’

ROnse nre

n blow

NN rrow

of Godd

But

ng offensive about the word in

oW Europeans speak of the
ean citizen, no matter what sec
the United States he halls from
Yankes and they wlk abount
rewidness’ making serious

n the trading righta of for
intries. ‘Yankee' Is a goxl word

syl wormmen to whom It Is

in Its

Not Dead, but a New Yorker,
How clever the Indies of your town

out of

.

hogg than
get coe trathful word out of svine wen

hers to get
L = tn

“What Is It. then? Bf it cold weath
er, 1 should ha' thought the last frost
would ha' done the business for you |
pretty fairly. Them artemisias by 1hv!
front door is scorched black, and the old
maple is losin’ its leaves as if they was
rainin’ down. FParson Jarvis le comdn’
all the way from Sloatesville to preach
to-morrow, and the quire's larned a bran'
new anthem just a-purpose, about bein'
thankful for harvest and all that sort of
thing. 1'm sure [ don't know what rlwi

you'd have
Mrs. Nishett only apswersd by n sigh
“1 wonder if "tain't possible St--|,vh--‘ll|
be hum to-night,” she sald after a pause
“He writ not He thought he'd drop
in arly to-morrow mornin’ If he caught
the train he expected. Only think, old
woman; it's five years since Stephe was
bum to Thanksgivin'!"
0ld Nisbett rubbed
with a chuckle, adding
“And 1 #'pose, If all accounts is true,
he's gettin’ to be a great man out in
that western country. It was kind of a
hand pull when he went off and left us,
but mayhe the boy was in the right.”
“Yen,” sald Mrs. Nisbett dolorously,

his horny hands, |

out there.'
Jowel seratchefl his head. This was a
ase of the subject that he wscarcely
felt competent to discuns,
“Maybe you'll like her. Stephen says

“Stephen rays! As if a man over head

“I wish he'd told us who she was'™

Mra. Nishett groaned again  Joel went
ont te the woodpile, the everyday shrine
whence he generally derived what little
of philosophic inspiration he had,

“Mrs, Nisbhoot!™

It was a soft little volee, and the old

lady's face relaxed lostinctively as it
sounded on her ears '
“Why, Lida Tremaine—"tain't yon!"

“It is. I've done everything that Aunt |
Constance wanted, and now 've just rlmi
over to see If you don't weed a bit of
belp.”

Khe stood in the doorway, a fair littie
apparition, all flushed and rosy with rl.n|
Noveniber wind, while her blus eyes
sparkled an if they were twin sapphires |
hidden away under her long, dark lashes, |
Bne was veither blond nor brunette, Im!l
a fresh cheeked girl, with not  brown
halr, skin like the leaf of a damask rove,
a straight, refined nose and lips as ripe |
as & redd erabiapple, thongh oy po means
a0 WOUr Generally she had a demure
sort of gravity lingering about her face
but when she did laugh a dimple came
ot npon her cheek and a row of pearly
teeth glimmersd instantaneonsly
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‘Itut you're going to keep Thanksgiv
Lida, throwing off her outer
dancing up to the looking

‘heea use

8o o
ing ried
wripp. nes and
A littie gale of wind

glnna |l
you invited Aunt Constance and me to
dinner and because jour son ls coming
home.™ |
“Yes, child, y=." sald Mr, Nishett,
subeiding once more into the mournful
key from which Lida's sudden appear- |
ance had momentarily aroused her

“Joel's got the turkey shut up in & roop,
and the bakin's done, and I'm just a-Ax
in" them applea, and .

Oh, eried Lida, who had Aat

tered 1o the window, “what glorious rl'ilj

oh,"

leaven apesnied aier with little drope of
goid! May | make some wreaths for the
wa Uh, pleasse say yes

Mra Nishett sald “yon it wonuld have
heen haml work to say ne” to Lida—
and the girl soon came in, her apron fall
nf he aspriges of the d maple fres,
whose shadowy boughs kept the window |
velled with ronl shadows through the

goarng summer dars and showersd f‘ﬂ-:
ing gobd upon the dead gram when tb'l
sutumfl fame
M Nishett
apon the gracefu
hearth rag

looked with rmr!nr_ml

tthe figure seated om |
when the shine of the |
bigh beaped logs low in her bright |
hair and made sparkies ln bher eyes, as |
the wreathe and tralls of antamn leaves
grew rapidly beneath her deft fAingers i

"Lida she sald softly, “Lida, my
dear™ lLida boked ap |

“§ saw your Aunt Constance yestenday |

the

itee!f

but there's somethin® reserved about her
and 1 didn't like to ask about you
whether vou had decided te go as A
governess or pot; because, my dear, Joe!
and 1 were talkin' last night, and we
bath thought what a comfort It would be
to huve you here."”

“To have me here?*

“We're old and we're alone, and some
how we've both took a fancy to you, my
child Bo when your Aunt Constance
goow back to the city, If you choose to
come here™

Mrs. Nisgbett paused abruptly and burst
into tears,

out

“We had a little girl once, my dear, |

and if she'd lived whe would ha' been
nigh about your age.”

Lida let the leaves drop down on the
floor as she sprang up snd threw both
arme round the old woman's neck

“h, Mrs Niwhwett,”" she whisperad
softly, “you are so very, very kind. He
Heve me, 1 appreciate 1t all, but—but
I hardly know how to tell yon."

Mra. Niabett listened intently. Lida

smilesl and ecrded a little and then whis- |

pered so low it was searcely audible.
“1 am going to be married.”

“Married!” ejnenlated Mrs, Nishett,
with all & woman's interest In this im-
portant piece of Information. “And who
to?

“Your son lives In lowa—in Parling
ton ¥

Y o
“Well, did he ever mention the name
of p

Lida  paused, her cheeks glowing
roses.  Old Nisbett had come in with an
armful of wood, bringing a gale with him
from the frosty outer world.

“I'Il tell you by and by,"” whispered
Lidn as she went back to her work.

“Joel'll go out again arter awhile,”
thought Mre, Nisbhett, “and then I'll hear
about Lida‘s bean.”

Rut Joel sat down bhefore the fire with
a complacent satisfaction which hoded
N for the gratifiention of hisn wife's curl-
osity, and finally aceompanied Lida home,
thus frosteating all hia wife's designa
and eutting off her chance of hearing
Lida's story

“Ivear me!" thought she, 1 don't be-
lieve the man was ever born who know:
ed when he wasn't wanted! How lone-
some It seemas when Lida's gone! What
does the girl want to get married for
when | eonld ha' took such a sight o
comfort with her? Oh, dear, dear! It
does seem as if the world w e all
askew !

The next day, in spite of the weather
prophet’'s prediction of snow, dawned

| elear and brilliant as the dying smile of

Indian summer. By 11 o'clock Mra. Nis-
bett was dressed In her hest cllk and
cap, with the turkey browning beantl-
fully in the oven and the eranberry tarts
doing eredit to themselves as well as to
their maker, the table set, the fire high
henped with erackling logs and the plates
dressed with coronals of avtumn Jeaves
Aunt Constanes, a tall, prim malden
lady of uncertain age, hefore
bedroom looking glass arranging her colf
fure. Lida, In a blne dresa with a late

THANKSGIVING DAY IS A

wtownd

the |

her
el

AUlnmn ross N hnir
hither and thither as light
helpful as half & doaen housebold fairies
merged luto one, while Mrs Nishett
wood regarding her with a loving eye,
marmuring ta herself:

"Well, well, It seoms like |t woa the
lord's will to deny us of just what we
most want, but If 1 had a daughter [
| could wish she was like Lida™
| An the oM kitchen clock mruck 1| Mrs,
| Niabett, looking from the window, gave

was iripping

footed and

a little cry.

“There he comes—thera comes Joel,
| and, as I Lve, there's the boy with him "
Lida ran into the bedroom.
| When she returned, Mre. Niabett was
| clasped in the arms of a tall, handsome
| man of four or five and twenty.
| "Lida.” said the proud matron, seriv
| ing to dissngage herself from the affec.
tlonate clasp, “this is my son Stephen,

and-——why, what's the matter?’

For Stephen had dropped her hands
| with an exclamation of surprise and
| amanement, and Lida stood there glowing
crimwson,

“Lida! Why, mother, this ia a sur
prise lndeed that you have prepared for

“I prepared!” echoed the astonished
old lady., “Well, that's a good un, when
1'm ten times as much surprised as you
be! lAds, what does this mean?’

“It moane,” anid Lida, with a demure
smile—she was beginning to recover her
seattered self-possession— "It means that
this is the gentleman | am to be married
to!"

“Stephen!” erisd Mra, Nisbett, “4a Lida
to be your wife?"

“She has given me her promise to that
effect, at least,” snid Stephen,
proudly down apon his lovely little
finncee, :

“Well, If it don't beat all how queer
things do happen!” waid M, Nisbett,
hor face eadiant. “And you've been liv-
In* neighbor to me these six weeks and
I never knowed It. Lida, why dida't
you tell me?"

“Bocause | never dreamed that Ste-
phen Risingham, my woestern
lover, was anything to Mrs, Nisbett,”
sald Lida, laughiong.

“T'here "tis, now!" ejacniated the farm-
er. “How was she to know that he was
Lonly my nephew, adopted when his par
| ents died, twenty good years ago? We've

always ealled him wmon, and he's always
boen & son to un.  But Lida dido't know,

Old woman, what do you say to Bte-
phen's wife?"

Mm, Nisbett elasped Lida to her
heart.
L1 do way.” she efsculnted, “thin Is the
thankfullest Thanksgivin® | ever lived to
wsee!"—New York Dally News,

| #ad Time for Them.
Of what are the turkeys thinking
Out yonder In the yard,
With their red -‘n sadly biin 1
Do you think thelr fate In hard
Are they on Iife reflecting
And to hear thelr Anal eall
Each moment how u{m‘tlu;‘l
No. turkeys don't think at all
S——p—

GOOD TIME

FOR EVERYONE TO CHEER UP.

It 1s a poor man, Indeed, who has nothing for which to be thankful.

Pitiably meager is the life that contal
and pralse creates n glow of joy or a

ns nothing which on this day of prayer
n Impulse of gratitude. Bhallow s the

sl that ean reflect no sunshine of blessings and is ever gloomy with wor-

ries and wrongs
But there |8 none such

presaimisti

shamed Into st least 8 whisper of thanks

The narrowest, the shallowest, the most darkly
among us all may sometimes be surprised into a smile and

They who ean find nothing elae

1o be glad about may at least be glad they are still alive and not yet passed
to that world of gloom and despair especially fitted to such temperaments.
The depth of possible human misery has never yet been reached. Per-

haps old Job came nearest to It, and
to Imagine that old Job, with all his
a lively figure at a modern Thanksg
words of thanks that his body was
bolls. Job would be positively jolly

even Job was no croaker, [t Is eany
bolls and other troubles, would still be
iving service. He would at least find
no larger and so could hold no more
in comparison with some of the living

grouches who exist only in their own little llls.

It is sald that man differs from
Able to laugh

the lower animals chiefly In his being

But the dog's wagging tall, that tells us he would ke to

lnugh If be could, proves him to be better in heart than the human grouch
whe seems to feel that he could not laugh If he would

Cheer up! You can't spite God
will go right on doing business just

by refusing to give him thanks. God
the same. HBut you spite yourself hy

shutting your eyea to the blessings within your reach and by your complain-
ing you make a nulsance of yourself te everyhody else,

Cheer np!
seed aprout

Une of the very lowest forms of conselousness—that of the
Instinetively seeks the light, somehow knowing that life ia there,

while deeper down s naught but gloom and death
Is any man to show less sense and less appreciation of the eterpal law

than does the seed sprout? Is he al

one, of all wonderful creation, to wil-

fully seek the gloom, to narrow his mind, to shut off his supply of energles,

to dam up the sources of his health
thousand cycles of evolution and into
all And eause to be glad and thankful

Thanksgiving day is a good thnme

and to force his life back through a
a mussel shedl of little woes? We can
if we look for It

to throw open the window of the soul

and look out and up, taking a long, deep draught of the pure air with which

the heavens are filled

the breath of hope and happiness

Everyhody has cause to be thankful- everybody but the turkey, and even
the turkey may be thankful that bis last days were passed o bounteous

plenty.
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