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A DEAD PAST

By MRS, LOVETT CAMERON
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CHAPTER VI . —Continued.:

The next week passed away aloly,
each day seemed to be donble its vwn
length., Kitten nelther ate] nor slept,
nor spoke. She lived In a sort of dull
dream, and did what she was told, Brian
Desmond went and came, backward and
forward, from town to cottage. The
funeral was to be In London, the great
naturalist was to be buried ln Wesafuln-
ster Abbey. The vation wished It to be
#0, and Kitten, when sbe was asked,
made no abjection,

She never even esxpressed a wish to
go up to London te gaze once again
upon the dead face of her ather. Hrian
marveled at this, for to most women
“Inst looks,” “last duys” a “last fare
well” are things which have a morbid
fascination; but Kitten was above and
beyond all this. Her father's face as
ehe had last seen It in Jife, full of eager
thought and bright with the intellect
of his great mind, was a sufMcient men-
ory to her. She did not wish to efface
that pleasant Image in her mind by any
more painful vislon of him.

*“If 1 could get him back,” she sald to
Brian, *1 would walk barefoot from bere
all the way wp to Londen to see him;
but what is the good of my golug to see
what would not be my Daddy at all, but
only a sad shadow of what 1 have lost!"”

Bo ahe stayed at home by herwelfl all
day, In the cottage with [ts white drawn
Blinds, while the c¢horisters were sing
lug wsolemu reguiems in Westminster
Abbey over the dead man whose funeral
hundreds of great men came from wiles
away to attend.

Outaide, the July sun came hotly down
In the cottage garden, the bees mur
mured drowsily as they buried thew-
selves in the brown bosoms of the sune
flowers. The dog lay stretched asleep
in the sun on the stonme ateps, the cat,
curled up on the kitchen window wsiil
purred contentedly to herwell; there
were gomamer thieads spun across the
lawn and the flutter of winged creatures
through the bushes and among the trees
Kitten peeped out from thehind the
blinds, the deathlike stillness of the
house oppressed her; presently she stole
out in her new crape luto the gardea,
hreathing more freely and naturally whoen
she was under heaven's own blue once
more, Her hoavy, mable skirtn hrushed
behind her ncrows the grass as she walk-
ed—she had nothing on her headd, the
sunshine came down upon her yellow
halr and lit up the small, ehildish face
that looked all the younger amd wurter
for the deep black of her garmoents
Kexiah saw her go with a groan. “She
might have walted for an hour,” sald the
old woman to herself, with Indiguation,
“then the ceremouny would have been
over and 1 could have drawn up the
blinds mil over the house. It's hardly
decent for her to go out now, and there
she gom with her new crape n-sweepiug
all meross the grass and gravel, with
never n thought in ker to pick it up oat
of the dust! Bot sne alwars was an ex-
travagant lass, with oo thought to take
eare of her things"

CHAFPTER IX.

Desmond was beginning to be eonsid.
erably exercised in his miod, The prob-
lem concerning the fate of his ward
peemed more lusolpble than ever, 1t was
now pearly a fortnight since Professor
Laybourne's funeral, and he had bewn
ahle to come to no conclusion whatever,
an yet. about his danghter. He had gone
dbwn a great many times to the White
Cottage, staying there, generally. not
longer than twenty-four hours and thea
returning to London to look after her
temporal luterest. Everythiog was now
fairly in order. Kitten was not left &
pauper; when all came to be settled It
was found that her fortune amounted to
about nine thousand pounds, which was
Jeft In trust to herself until ahe was
twenty-one, or until she married, when
it reverted entirely to herself,

In these days, when he came down to
the cottage, Le was very pre-occupled
and very sllent. There was a hush In
the empty rooms, & perpetual gloom In
the unlittered chamber where so Intely
the npaturalist’s books apd papers and
instruments wers strewn about, And
Kitten herself was allent, She moved
aboiit the house lke a Httle white wraith,
with dark circies sbout her blue eyes
and a piteous droop of the rosy, childink
mouth, But, littls by lttle, as the days
wore on, her youth began to reawsert it
welf.

It was on the oceanlon of one of his
brief, although frequent visits, that soon
after his arfiral ot the White Cottage
b letter was brought to him. He spened
it and with some surprise read these
waords;:

“Dear Bir—As an old friend of the
late Mr. Laybourue's, I venture to write
to you to ask you to come and eall upon
me, in order that we may consult a little
concerning the future of his daughter,
in whom 1 take a sincere Interest. As
& woman of u certaln age and of some
esperionce In lfe. I trust you will not
think | am presumptucus in this offering
to glve you my counsel—ihe poor chijd's
condition seems to me nt present to be
somewhat melancholy. Perhaps if wa
were to talk it over together wa might
be able to arrive nt some concluslon con-
eerning her, Wil you come and wés me
at Frierly Hall at 11 o'clock to-morrow
morning? Perhaps It would be as well
not to mention to your ward that | have
written to you. Yours fulthfully,

SMARGARET GRANTLEY."

A man wlo s driven to hls wit's end
by perploxity will, like a drownlug one,
eateh ‘st any straw that ls likely to
ald kim o his peed. Brinn wrote briefly
back by the messenger that he would
walt opon Miss Grautley st the appolut-
od

Frierly Hall, as ke approached It In
the morning wsunshioe, looked bright
enough to please any man's taste—the
venerable  red-brick  bullding  slept
warmly In the golden lght, a belt of
thick wood formed a dark, dreamy bock-
ground to Its polnted galles and qualat-
iwisted chimoeys,

“You will :l.:u :;;d :;‘. tohml;ooi,
theo P Miss a r face
& little bent forward aud ber qulet bands

croamed upon her handeome brocaded
gown,  There In a kindly smile upon her
lipy  Brisn thinks she ls a sweet, moth:
erly woman, moved by a real Interest for
Kitten's welfare.

“No; 1 do not think T ean do that,
Miss Grantley. 1 do not think my poor
friend, her father, would have wished
It; besides, Kitten Is both tod old and
too young for a fashionable boardlug
school,  Bhe would be guhappy, and it
would spoll her; she s o young and
freah, and original"

“What ean they see in that Ignoeant,
ili-brought up ehild T thought Margaret

impatiently, but alopd she murmured:
“No doubt—no doubt! But then, since
you say the relative you wrute to Is un-
able to glve her & home, what do you
proposa to dot" '

“1 bave no plans, 1 am golug wbhroad.
I wuppose 1 shall take her with me.”

“Alone! My dear Mr. Desmond, for
give me for saying It, bat It Is Impossis
ble that you ean travel abmad with Miss
Laybourne—not by herseif."

“Would she want a mald, do you |
mean "

YA mald—=that would go for nothing,
A atald middisaged governess or com:
panlon, perbaps*

“Good  heavens!™  exclalmed  Brian,
“what & terrible suggention! You eould
not expect me to teavel with a governess,
Miss Grantley," |

"You eannot travel with that girl |
alone, Me, Dismond,” persisted Margar
et firmly; “she s too young and too
pretiy.”

“l mever thought of that;" be leaned
back in his chair and looked bLoth per
plexed and aunoyed.

Margaret looked down at her lap and
smoothed out the folds of her brocade
with thin white fingers, a little smile
stole Into her quiet, even-colored face,

“There 18 one ldea, but perhaps It has
not occurred to you; pechaps | ought not
to mention "

"Nay, pray do; 1 shall be thankful ln-
deed for any suggestion.”

For half a minute or wo she wan silent,
still looking down at the wmilk ahe was
smoothing out: her fingers shook a little
top and her heart beat, Margaret Grant-
ley was actunly nervons,

“Why doo't yeou wmarry Kittea l.-p-'
hourne ¥

He waas silent for very amazement. He
conld only sit still and stare at her for
a fow mometts; he was  absolutely
aprechless. Then he got up and slowly
paced once up and down the room,

*I hope you are not angry with me,
Mr., Desmond ¥ sald Miss Grantley
Iu!l!j.

"Angry! my Jdear Mise Grantley—oh,
na, certalnly not—bnt—but 1 confess
such an ldea has never occurred tu e
before—and—aml It ias taken my breath
away,” and he laaghed a little.

“There would be pothing wonderful o
i, you kanow* continued, encour
pged becsase he did not seets to be an
noyed; “she is vory young, but then you
would have the pleasure of forming and
training her. and she is pretty, and the
daughter of your old friend, snd she has
& little money, and altogether—ah, no, It
wonld not be unsultable at all™

“1 think.” sald Desmond, slowly, “that
if you will fargive me, I will go away
now. [ think I should like to think It
over n little by myself, You have bhesn
very kind and very stralghtforward with
we, Mies Grantley, and I am deeply
grateful to yos" And then he took his
leave of her.

“He will do 1L" sald Margaret to her
sell, as wha watched®hls tall figure walk
quickly away down the limetres ave
nue. “He bad never thought of it be
fore, but sow he will do it, and 1 ahall
get rid of that danger for Roy'!™

As to Brian, e was walking away to
ward the White Cottage with a very
storm of confusion at his heart

“Why not? why oot?" he mald over
and aver again to himaself, and be re-
called the golden sommer week of his
first visit 1o the Cottage, where he had
wandered loverlike with her through
the felds, when he bad told  himwaelf
that If be choose he coulil wake the love
light in the grave child eyes. 1 could
make her love me!™ he maid to himself
pow, with & certaln exultation,

And then ncross the waste of years
thut lay between, thers eatme back the
falnt echo of words which long ago he
himaelf hud spoken, “1 will aever mar-
ry.,” he bad sald ones, and onece more
there came buck ta him the glow of an-
swaring Joy I those dark passionate eyes
thut he hnd ooree luved 5o well,

He dashed away the mismory with a
frown. “All that s over, why should
I condemn myuell to eternal solieituide
for the suke of u past that bas faded?
And all these years—alx whole years—
and never a line! Heaven anly knows I
she Is even allve. Ope can love but ance
like that in n lifetlme, but why shoald
I pot make the best of what in left o
me? Oh, my Rosamood!—unever mine!"
he sighed, but the sigh ended In & smile,
for ho esught wight of Kitten looking
out for him by the garden gats,

mlye

CHAPTER X.

The days slipped away, and still Des-
mond azld nething to his ward, DPechaps
he dreaded and deferred the moment
which wan to comit Blm forever to a
course of action from which his heart
recoiled, Purhaps he only walted with
the falnt andforlors hope that something
would happen to decide hin fate for him.
And then woe day, Kitten herself, wigh
ber own ubcousclogy words, cast the die
of her own future,

e found ber In her favorite seat, be-
twoun the guarlel wrmw of the cheery
tree. The small black-robied figure auat
colled up Just sbove the level of bis head.
Her bat had fullon 1o the ground, her
favorite poet was upon her kuwe, her
guld-crowned head was drooped, her
small white hsnods clasped upon the
edge of the open page she studied. Bhe
wan lotegsely still—a sort of warm sl-
lence, the soundless calmm of an August
afternoon surrounded her,  An  lusect
hummed swiftly by, a leal stirred upon
the trme sbove her, or & distant bird ut-

tered | Maint and tremulous mote, but
Kittes berself was e absclotely motion-

"leun an though she hind no Jife In her

He oamie up qoite close ta hat and spoke
her name,

“Iitten!" heo was certnln that she had
boen guite unaware of his near prosonce,
i Yol she did wot start nor move, Only
hor wyes fashed ap suddenly from hoer
ok, nid fAxed thenwelves gravely wpon
haw face.  “Steange salf-contolned ebifld?
he sald to himself, “"who conld fathom
her nature, or nnderstand the hidden
worklngs of her mind!" “Kitten, your
eyes remind me of those of the Holy
Child ln Raphaels pleture at Dremdos,”
he sall, speakiog his thoughts aloud;
“they are loscrutable, full of steange
dreams and forebodings. What sre you
thinkiug sbount?"

"1 wan thinking about Happiness,” she
noswered gravely,

“Happiness! Happiness!™ he repeated,
“who can tell what It consists In?7  Your
dear poet could not tell,” he sald, tap
ping the edge of bher book lightly with
his Auger.

"N whe sald reflectively. e did

not know, peither did Solomon, oer any |

other wise man or oll. 1 have heard
my Daddy say that not one of the sages
or philosaphers could define in."

“And yet Kittea Laybourne thinks she
wil ltry and solve the mwystery,” he sakl
lightly.

"l don't think you really
ktiow." ahe wsaid repromchfully,
her face a little away from him

Do 1 not? Try me then—1 promise
net te laugh At you, ahd what s wore,
If your notions of limppinesa are to be
aratified by mortal wan, | will endeavor
to supply the coversd article "

Wil you? Wil you  eeally 1
eried eagerly, and s bright color leaped
up all over her falr, siall face. “Ah!
and you ean—you only cab—now that
my deur Daddy is gone it s yon only
vul::: can prevent me from Delog anhap-
ny.

"My dear lHitle giel, what s it that |
ean do for you? Why did yor not tell
min before? You knew that it is wy daty
ar well an my pleasure 10 make you
hapoy.”

He was tonehead by her slple sager
ness—touched and remorseful, too, In
that In some way he must have falled
alrendy In his trust towsred her

“Why do you go away then? she an
awered  him quickly, lifting her puee,
ETaYe eyes up to his. “Are you not my
gnardinn, as If you were my father? Am
I not your ward—jyour child? Does &
father leave bis child? Aud you go
away so often, so wften; and when you
are gond It is like death! Biay with me
alwars, slways; let me be with you,
and then | shall have happloess, 1 kuow
of no othet to wish for™

A momeat of two of intense sllence

vare to
turolng

He looka away from her face over the
lush groen of the gardes—a bee, heavy
Inden, boomed okslly Dby the falnt o1y

of 8 ehilk) far away 10 the village broke

the atillness. Years afterward he conbd
bhear these sounds again, amd the wild
storm that raged at bis owp heart And

then n spoke, & litle wisteadily amd un

certulnly

“"Come down from that tree, Kitten:
how can | taik to you up there? Here,
put your little foor into wmy hand, so,

and give me that hatetul book and juwmp
down."

She obeyed him, springing Hehily
the ground as he told her, and as ahe

did »o, the passion of the man's nature
Mashed into life within him—bhe canght
the light fAgure In his geme; the soft

gkl of ber hair Iny upon his arm: her
ewert face restedd agulnst bls breast, amd
be held her close upot his heart. The
sweet rapture of her presence filled him
with n mad sense of Joy wmd delight; he
bent his fnce to press bils lips upoay hers,
but with & sudden effort put her away
frots bim agulo—in serr manlioess be
cattl] et abuse her swert lnpocence and
childish puarity.

“Child,” lhe sald, *there s but one
way In which you ean be always with
mwe. The waorld s eold and hard and
eruel, apd In oo other manner will |t
sgres to lemve un In psace togethos—my
Ritten. my fairy, swee. enfld-woman, you
must be my awn-—my wife. 1do you un
deratand me, Kitten "

(To be continued.)

Square,

“Do you remember that five I bor
rowed inst year, old man?”

“1 certalnly do. Golng to pay t?

“No, I want you to give me a re-
celpt 1o show that we're square.”

“But we're not square”

“Beg purdon, old man, but we must
be. Didu't you tell Smith that It was
worth that much to fAnd out the kind
of # mun [ am?'—Detroit Tribune,

Nutural Thought,

“This milk Is warm, mnminn,' said
the city boy, tasting milk In the coun
try for the first thue,

“Yes, my son,"” r('p“"Tl the parent;
“1 suppose It s Just fresh frow the
cow,"”

“0p, | thought they'd made a misinke
and put bot water Instead of cold o
1" =Yonkers Btatesioan.

Those Russian Namos,

“I'hey have changed one of those
very promluent Russian ariny corpm
commanders agnin' .

“What's the new man's name ¥

“Go. "long—1 haven't mastered the
name of Lis predecessor yel"—Cleve.
land Plain Diealer,

At the Beanhore,

“Belng from the West, Mra. Briese,
you have never bifore heard the boom-
Ing of the breakers, [ suppose?”

“No, but belng from the West, |
binve heard the breaking of the booin-
ers—many A thue and oft!"—Cleve-
lnnd Lender,

Expecience Uncoveted,

“Do you khow the sensation of be-
ing kicked by n mule?’

“No 1 don't—and please den't try
to show me what It 8"—Cleveland
Lender,
! No Moowm for lhmla'l.—

White—Why do you think Smith
looks upon marriage aw n fullyre?

Gray—1 heard him say not long ago
that bhe would never go to the peyl-
teutiary for bigamy.

T Mim Last Hope,
Kulcker—8o Heupekt Is golug to

sue for Lreach of promise?
Bocker—Yes; Mra, H,
ot Lo marry bim.—New York Sua,

she |

Alipg & hane wheu all

the

Thanksgivin'
WAves ary down

e

And mll the frilt's been ploled and all the |

hills are turnin' Bpuwny,
There's somvthin’ In the wlp 1hat seomn toe
stir your hlood = Wy
That makes you glad yuu're in
il thet ywire part ol 1
The song the wiod goes slugln' 1o the eyt
greven’'s snbilime,

he wurid

There's gloger In & man siong  about
Thanksgivin' tlme
There's sometlily® wanderful about the lre

e thin and white

Acroan the parrow Jitle rut that dried up
In the night;

s crien cromaed In a hundred wars wifh
Mireaks aid velps and loes

Al sparklva outl ke dlarioads when the
aun apunks up and shilies

And when you lireak |t with your beel you
eouldin't hardly 1old

Ita rattle from the Nogle of & itle sllver
bell

Nine

Alsbg abunt Thankegivl I oseeine

n'
sirrlinw, ae though

The aky wmas yoarer te ue (han It =as »
while age

And when it'e fear It 1o the
tinp, fresh gi7

Tou'd alwost vink 1 b rvngh sleves
sngrwliers 10 mese I imii

On, whots 1t whilakin® strong sold free, W's
nothin’ but & Sl

Te mel get out uwd sifr. along Wiowl

1 b

Thankeglsla' tlme P

It's alimost Ve & wilencle 1o som the Al
slivvw Ay

Te wateh the wllllon Mile shvals Sodid
dartin’ feoon the aky

Te bear themt torniice agalust tha raten
e waleh the wild things tamed

o tomhitu’ doswn fa wmelt as though Lhey

Kl of felt msbanned
And wWhenh dotibess cones aind Ints e wiivd
g murmnring
Ite Hike 1B awert old tullaliles sur mathers
need b6 wling
Thankagivin' thine there's
in the ulr
make yom hriak and sleng
f “elmy yuve halr
for the siwrma pou kuow
vk

u!.,f;!
momieihin
That sevins t
that ki o

Yoa feel nll ready
rou'll hase Lo me

You're mot afrald of anythiog thet's walkino
r wn feel,

And liw Al |1 any wWay,
iy .

“,r]'.-.-q‘ amdd Lynwn &l
Thanksgivlu thue

=B K Kiser, In Chlvagn Nevord Llemid

EDIE'S MISSION.

“Rusle, to-morcow’s Thanksgiving, ™

Lower over ler sewing deouped the
golden head, and o tear trombied on ber
eyriash o she anewerwl:

“You, darling.”

“Areo't we going to have Thanksgiv
Ing?" continued the child, "a Jttle bit
of & Thanksgiving, Nusie? How mean
Uncle Ralph 1o to let you  work a0
whep—""

“Huah, Edle! you mnst not talk thus
Uncie Halph is very kind in letting us
have this cottage rent free, otherwise my
needle would not support as"

But litle Kdle could not bhelp thinking
of the great grim houss tipat the hill
and the great geim man whe utterly g
nored bis poor relation. She thought
a0 loug anld o Intently shout it that st
Inwt a daring resolution entered har carly
head,

“I'I go and mee him and tell him all
about it, so I will! 1'm not afrald of
Lit if be is hig and grim and eross*

And withawl pausing 1o consider the
donotful undertaking, sway she went in
the direction of the stately manslon dark
and gloomy which was the home of the
tisanthraple ancle, who from belag one
of the pleasnntest of young lellawa, In
brgonae days, had changed t1hus aailly
Rupooe subd for two ressoas—bhersase his
betrothml, beantiful Nellle Clyde, had
desarted Wl for her  German  maske
teachur, aod because his potted, Idolized
young siater had fallen in love with a
pour clerk and married him,

“1 will never furgive you, never,” he
had sald o her, sternly, “not bhecauss
your husbhaund i poor, but becsuse he s
ahiftlens."
| And she had gone, proudly, with beave
trust In bor yuung hoshond—alas, but to
find her brother's words prophetie, Phe
knowledge broke her heart, knd abhe Ml
and was soon fullowed by her drunken
bBusband, leaving their two deughtors lg
bitier puverty

Edle rang the befl of the great house
with such viclence that it brooght e
footman in gront haste o the door,

“I have vaiwe Lo wee ny Unele Balph, ™
phe wuid, bresthiossly, '] wapiose ho's
Ity ble wtiandy ¥ O you weshin't slicw Hiw
the way; | Kuow 18" sud she eoally ran
hy Wit wp this |,rrl|.l!allfl slalewny—for
liad not her wother told her of eYEry
pook and erapny In the old liowe

At the far eod of a gloomy room &
re glowed sloeplly, and a gray-haleed
lman sat b an armchalr wotlonless Lo
fure It.  Edie erept n aofily.
| Awn sl uearsd lilm she pereslved that
his face wan very wad and weary looking
Rame look upon bis face made her think
of her dond mother, and, wlmunt before
shie knew (t, she had flung botly. hep
Irhuhl-r arma about his neck wpd Klssed
hils chosk,

To say that Ralph Morley was wirpris-
od bt weakly expresses it; ha was thun

Along

the sld sarthi's

ng abowl

once promised goryiruck, and gazed down o the dim.

plad litis face lo mute amasement.

‘\.

itile, Hitle Ehbn!" L etleidl; "la It
Medle Wbim, & ehild agnln, apd csms baek
o me?”
“Yen
his neck
and 1 will be yonrs If you will lst e
Then he eomppehended It was oot
his own ltile sisier, hot @ was her
ehild, it wan her gentle, loving wspirl
speaking to him throngh her,  And hin
hatd hoart becamn tender, an he foldad
the ehlild to his besant and boawed his
head npon the soft, fale curts and wept
L] L] - L] L] . -

andd the eI, elinging whout
“owas mamma's Netle Mile,

“Ny forglving my former oroaslty and
!--Hn‘ i o linele, miad Wil T T
pretty thipgs your mabd has selevied, [t
will pledae e 10 bave you wear them"™

And when Musle wptersil the parlor In
ber lovely trailiog  blae watle, Hdie
sprang feom ber wovle's arms with a it
tle ery of rupiars

U] how beautiful yon are, Nusia!™

The sound of earriags whoels heore dl-
yortd hior smtienthon, Y1t s Karl” she
eeled, ronnlog ta the window,

You, it wan Karl, and the sorprise he
folt upon mesting hin betrothml, robed

Hinle woanrlly wending her way homs
ward, pondering how hest to sxpand the |
witn il change which ahe dared spare for
a Thanksgiving dinner, was overiaken
hy Karl Sehilling, her own trus love

i, he bhireatllvasly
P hateda you think has happesed T Look!
o oan dnviiathon ta Nieak Hall, from
my emplorer, requesting the
if my moiher agd mywell at hin Thanks
glvipng Al for M orrow What s the
wirrbil coining "’

“okowtiee §odan's know "
“U'oels Ralph il
apprevinte you, Karl"

“aut e was that crose this morning

Riusle'™ wr el

fimrw
Preannce

her

smiled Nysle
L LUY L

he resembled an beiele more than kny
thihg vlee There inust he same e
take "

Nt wald Susle, gravely, "It 1o & vory
Kind lovitatbon, and Foun  mibst sccept
e |

Ok, rerainly: bor how very surpris |
Ing What will mather say? (0 paths
Wielile here, Musle ao, for the present |
will sar good-nlght

His mnther sucprised!  If she wan, |
she betraged it ouly by & sadiden pale |
nesn, then o «light eolor, snd plecing
her bowed head ln her hands ahe subbed
siftly |

i

ke & prineves, In her unele’s parlor,
lncronsed whea he presented his pals,
lowaly mother to his eriployer

"My owother, Mr Morlay," he hegan
then padeed, for & glanes st his snploy
or's white, agitatm) fave: and his moak

er'n downenst and  wofily Aoshed, tolg
himy ihey hnd wmer bafors

Nallis! Aellle %) pdp!

“Yeu ahe anawersid, snfily, “Nollls
Clyrde Mehilling, o wilow. o) and powr,
fo whoah ol seutl an Invitathon e &
Phanksgiving diwner

FNellis! b repented, sagerly, “yun
wodld et ave owie To miock me i my
soilibudn  and  Joneliness,  apless s less
the poast was S0 be Torgottea! Mhal)

Iwelity ynirs ago ¥’

i Wanld lesl

I ol e an If Wan
el i et sappose ¥
at this | oy, ™ shie wuil ‘ oy

thia lale
Husughl mght

fuslon I umly W ™
feienila nhee mnre ™
YAl e we will" hin
Vmat friends the world has #ver
ioh, whnt & Thanksgsving yom

me, Hitle Kdis The Hearihsione

the vory

eried

brrugtit

The Thankegiving Ihay Mpiris,
Netter la & dinher of berba whete lors
hintred (here

e Thunke

i than & stallel oz abnd

with And that applies ta

A HANDIUL OF TURKLY THOUGHTS

Ihe gohhler grewe rotund,
And sy we W "Houraypl'
And burl wur hat
fin high theivat

ARl rewmip aud flak and qu
Aund sigh, Ly sudden mprure stunned
"Alack, & well 8 day!™

While thus we Hip
Fiap w'er the sand
And gally akip
Jig e marn b nd
We watch Wm spresd hin tali
As pu bR pre y slruts,
And sew bl puffed
And rriap and stufed
With birsnd and sage and uug
Tl we woiild s the fork Imlau
Hia vhsdvent Juley cuin—
While Falvy o Lrevas
Fills wa o sigh
Witk argiwles
Of goiden ple

0N, bird of rare teqown
= - - Teme =yt
Runie, bastening homeward, belnid a

palr of superh borsis sl an slogant $ar
ringe at thelr humble door, amd Filia,
with bright, eager face, cams bhoamding
to teel her
"Lk, Rusia!
Halph, and al!

I've heens tn sed Uurle
he loves me, be dows |
traly, and you, s, aod -and you'ealtn
cotis with e I the carriage. You Kuuw,
to his house, he said so, s =be L L
me after yon."

“Are you mad, Edle? sxclibined the
Ineredilous slder slater

“No, no. get In, right awap—do "ll
" eommatded the sxclted ehlll, sl
oM one in s drenm Sasie Ureer gllowed
hersell to be asslsiol into the easriage.

I went 10 wee Unele Ralph, sud )
Kinwed blm, and he kisssd mwn, and callod
me Wiy Hetle Edlo anl—and 1 pid b
all about aur hard thoes, sl sl Ihjet
paln in your side, and about Kegl iyt
tilm tnvalid maother, how pog vl sk
wther, nud—all Unele Kalph satd we
were o live In bis botwe aftor s, anl
he wonl) vake eare of us™ i

“Hois a fakey droam. Kdle

“Noo bt dsn't eltlier; li's LR aud b
In Uaele Halph on 1l ¥ha e rrd
us."

It was oo dreans  Siuwle ren beed b
Farelldy whan the grove, sterti mnn Canie
auiekly forward and took her dently Wn
Il armn nnd Wosed Lior tendecky, and o
W hosky vales Dhade or “welsogie bome)™

Bueh n dinner us wan ardered! B ||.|
light, aud warmth, and bwmaty, me Bligd |
the manslon Ahrabghout! Eille -'-" I |
eestnnlos aod danced hither and Thit ""
ki & wtray sunheatn.  Heor lovaly piw
tress and daloty slippers burdined hes
aoue] whi sujoyed them among tha oth: |
or good things that had befallen
But Busle protested feubily,

“Indesd, Uncle Halph, you ar
thau kind, more than generous Loy
I wver repay you?t”

AWuitin

H'q't:

npre

widti

|

That makes the sngle oo
Te all buts ke
Like aevmn oviln
You're greater shou the el
Whe hopws Just huw e de yuu hrown,
And kinwws 11 like & by,
Makra g lu glee
A rasied dresw
A wymiphe pen
OFf Lhits sujpreme!
Full sooty w'er goo, Lilthe fewl,
The kuife aud fork wiil claak;
And Brst we )l hakd
Youu but, 1hen suld
And Inler fn That lash
Whiih whisks the whishers off the scowd
I surtuw HEe & Rendy)
Wiille haid In bawd
We algh and awwun
1 falry lipd
Netivatll 1he ween

R K Munkltreiek, i Randay Magasine

giving dinner an well an 1o any uther
I ast No wontly or skitifully prepared
Viands ean wake up for the luek of thnt
Feninl wlection gl eynipathy which wa
MIL uadeestand thrauah sympathy, but
whteh b w0 diMeull 1o While
Aulemiporiee this sentlment,
Fou cam avold dilug the things that pre

ik | e
Fofl canpat

Yeut It from having fres play Therw
e a seuson for everyihing: msod the
Beasott fur those truthfol pemarks or

Jaatiflable actione that might provake
rwentient and () I’mt:m' tn not on such
Boday as Thanksgiving. It ls remarks
ke huw much the volillnens, Indiffereance
o fallure tu enter lnto (he aplele of an
crasion may do ta Fpodl e whaole at
wonphers sidd to mnke tho feast & dlsmal
failure, Whalever ol Fou mre an these
high festivaln wt howtie, do gt be & "R
Jy.” I oot malfer yuur pride or ran
Vex, or even your dexire (o lnad others to
nilopt eaupses that you regard as best
for thew, wake you | ilifferent ar wosym
o thatle to the mood of 1he oy, Thetw

MRS niany  oveasions gl Thaukaglylvg
Moy In oue of them, whon oue hlglieat
duty Is pot te Mipone  oar  eonsclencas

Span uther pwople
Wb eommon sioaok
pathiy

bt ta eaptellsire 1o

. o b ppluess aod sy
e Waiehmay,

Romewhat af a Dampenoe.

Mra Jimpson—Just see what mothar
baw sont us—pn lovaly bilg turkey fur our
Thauksglving divner! It came by ax-
Peosa thin morning,

: -llu'umam Uoyfolly)—~10lesn ber heart!
Flat's Junt ke herl

Men. thpmon-—<And she seut a note
|:|'¢ she would be hers to help

llmpson (not quite so Joyfully)—The
Alrkens!  That's Jost ke baz, ook

Sew York Thues

' B el G DEETEC pasmsmmoew w




