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THANKSGIVING ALL THE YEAR. '

BY CALEB DUNN.

Once a year there comes a day
In the chid November weather

When from near and far away
Loving kindred meet together.

Round the old hearthstone they meet
Young and old, in union tender,
To renew their greetings sweet
And mutunal love to render.

Thanks be given that once again
They whom distance separated,
With their hearts all free from pain,
(Gather there with hearts elated

Yet through all the changing vear
We for giving thanks have reason
For the blessing# that appear-
That we find in every season :

Thanks forshelter from the storm ;
Thanks because no ills confound us:

Thanks for hearts that e'er are warm
Thanks for loving friends around us

Thanks for health that day by day
With fresh pleasure comes attended ;

Thanks for sorrow passed away,
Thanks for troubles that are ended.

8o, for blessings we receive,

Making our lives worth the living,
Every day of joy we live

Bhould to us he a thanksgiving.

amisgving Diner.

| ¢ Judso  old wor and
“Thanksciv - ood 1 said Mre And Judson 18 old and poc
anksgiving, indeed !”” said Mrs.

Bluebell. “And turkevs! Don'f

tatk to me!”’
“They’re very
fat 1"’
the itinerant vendor. “Just pinch
‘em under the wings! And look at

faf,

ma &m—ul-

cominon

the fine, healthy color ¢’ them wat-
tles !
Thauksgiving turkeys wae sent into
the world just especially
you feel thankful! And so cheap,

Lord blegg vou. ma’am.
o make
too ! rl‘%’t_fll‘-}-{,ﬂ'l! cents a }n}lllnl T
given ‘em away. But, to accommo-
date you ma'am, as has always been
a good customer, 1’1l call it twenty.
Y ou ask
treatment than that!”

Come! can f any fairer

“It's no use talking to me, sad
Mrs. Diuebell, | shall

turkey this vear.

not buv a
“Not buy a turkey!” almoat screech

Mr, “Well,
rank treason, that is! That's flying
in the face of the governor and his
tarn-

ed Buttercox

prm:]unmtiunf Well. ma'am.”
ing gloomily away, as he flung his
turkev back

tled-winged fellows,

n’mn 1% ih';1|} of Mmot-
“] wouldn't 'a’
believed that of you if anybody had
took their Bible oath of it.”
“I'm no believer in davs and
. Mrs. Bluebell. “And |

| have nothing

Sed-
sons, said
am quite sure that
to be thankful for.”

She went back into the house and
scolded little Fanny for innocently
agking if gshe could have some of the
rr:mln-rrirn ) -trin:_" for a necklace.
t'llil{l "'

shall buv no eranberries

“Oranberries. sald she,

n

..l

yoear '

118
ii*ll]" hnlht‘l‘ e lk'iill

["ve

'l'hrrl-,

quvhlinnaf no time to talk

NOow '
“nh_\p-rhtft'kl't] W IHH*, I]it’*t‘hlv.-lt ]:u_\.
presently came 1n from school.
“Mother,” said he, “can’t I go up
Speller Mountain with the boys, and
help load pumpkins for old Farmer
Trotwood ? Any boy that helps can
have a big yellow pumpkin

Thanksgiving ;and 8o your pies won’t

cost you anything. Can I go mother?”
“No,” said Mrs. Bluebell sharply.

“(o into the back-yard and finish
splitting those kindlings. Life isn’t

all a frolic, and you may as well
find that out now as any time! |
do not intend to keep uext Thuraday

differently from any ofher day.” *
-~

' retorted Mrs.
'the giving of thanks, don't

thanks.
thing has gone wrong,.

'brushed back

pleaded Duttercox,

them

that's

o — e — —o—
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“But mother,” gasped the astonigh-
ed lad, “it’s Thanksgiving Day '’
“What does that mean ?" sharply
Bluebell. “It

N

Means
it ?
[ shall gave no

Kvery-
And I'm
completely vexed and discouraged.”

“Melinda.”

Old Grandmother Bluebell sat in
the window, in a comfortable, cush-

" .. B, Ty s |
'hanksgiving Day |
['ve none to HAR L

joned rocker, with her knitting 1n

her lap and her glossy silver hair
under cap-
frill, the very ideal and incarnation
of sweet peace. She looked at
her daughter-in-law’s worde, with
Mre. Blue-

a SNOWY
up,
eyes of mild rppruach.

bell burst into tears.
“] can’t help it mother,” said she,

“There’s John has lost the place as
carpenter to the Silverball Coal Mine;|at one another at this sweeping|year comes ronnd-—one  on

he might have got it just as well as
not, but he was helping old Judson
You know
‘It's only
he.

to get in his turnips.

what John i&. mother.

one more day, Melinda, says

feeble” So, while he has doing
old Judson’s work for him,
Barton gets all the influence he can
and goes hefore the directors” meet-
ing, and now he's carpenter to the
mine, and my John may just pick
up any living he can, at mere day’s
work.

“He has Always pirlw:l up

I"hilipT

= —

- - —

tells there aren’t davs
when he don’t
at ninety cents a load ; mnd that
np five dollars and forty
That’s not such a bad
bugipess, eh, Melinda. me
little more experience and /! bore
a vein among those black diamonds
for myself. But I've got to learn
the business first. There’s work for
everybody among these coal regions,

thank Providence.”

me Hlllll_\'

nile on six car-loads
COUNnts
cents a day.

(11ve a

obstinate.

“‘I"ve nothin’ to be thankful for,”

C— - —— — il - - - - . —

H]tmkﬁ in the poulterer’s store,
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ing on the fire and began to cut up
a yellow-cheeked pumpkin,
nine o’'clock at might, for the mor-

row’s pio.

But Mrs. Bluebell was sullenly [Oh, I'm so glad'

‘“are we to have a Thanksgiving
dinner, after all 7"

“] know we are,” said Willie, “tor |

[ saw the turkey’'s legs peeping out
of Mr. Boxall’s bagket jusf

s

NnoOw,

Mre,

eyYes,

“Children.” said

with tears 1n her “] didn’t

Shu |
put a saucepan of cranberries stew-|

after | son

D

§
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Holding Sherman's Monuament,

At the reunion of the Army of the
Tennesee the Rev, Thomas Sherman,
of General Sherman, and a
Catholic priest, in the course of an
address said in reference to the res

“Mother,” said Fanny, wistfully, |fusal of the striking granite cutters

at Westerly, to allow the
monument of the general to be re-
moved to the West.

about the time the work
was fimigshed a strike occurred in the

Conn.,

“Just

granite quarries in the Kast and the

4

' & &
Bluebell, [ finighed monument stands there now :

and there 18 no power 1n this coun-

4 . |
|gaid she: “and I shall not go through | know what 1 was saying when 1 |try in state or nation to move it=—tg

|'

; h:lh_\ .

ed to
dog looking for a bone ™

'gearlet wool

mouth.

thankful for.

ding will do very well, as far as the | be grateful from her heart for (God’s |

nourishment ¢

of

quvstitm

'
t't!rllﬂtl.

And the children looked blankly

|

declaration.

[t was the evening before Tlhanks- |
giving—a dull, gray dusk, with fly-
ing dasheg of snow in the air and a
melancholy wind that howled down
the chimney ag little Fanny whisper- l

her brother, “like a hungry
(Yrand- |
Bluebell wag commencing a
sock for Mrs,
hadn t,
been born with a silver #poon in |

The

side, reading out of the same fairy-

mother
Powers 8

unfortunately, |

;‘j

(8

who

children sat side by

a o)Xl ' book, and Mrs. Bluehell was darning

ll‘rl'f],‘-_[. Nitullrld”i‘” H”il] t}]“ ”‘lii l:“!} llhl' fril”]l:\ :‘*Iil'l'l\]“;_f.“* 21 '_.fll“l ."|If‘nl l'.J

. . i
“Jt’s better to look out for some-) Honegt John himself was out 1n the
_ | |

thing better than day’s wages,
Mrs. Bluebeil, “it’

would have sutted Joh

place thal

everbody said John was fitted for it wife
. | | |
fnr+ ”1" joreman nf

And '

tired of drudging on

erew-driver

' aaid | back kitchen with a tallow candle, a
|

|Hll Hf

7 H")l:-'-',

and u

aotlv. and | bolstering up the feebleness of his

s wash-bench. when old 'im,

the nearest coal-

ever., no hetter off on :""':;”“]‘11;]\-' '”.-_:]‘] | breaker, llltll\t'll N, 1l A fru*m“} Wil}'

than vou are on Mondav mornin-. 1|with a face all grimed with coal-|

never wils so 1"i.--';1ir|.ni::h-1[ I :i” I]i_\-- lilllr-'l ;LIIII o ‘-'|HH'I. hlack "I;H' bhetween

l1fe!”

“My daughter,”

Loord for knowing what is best

.VUH ¥
Mrs. Bluebell did not angwer.

' . l
the soft, serene light of her mother-

ll:lﬁtl]
Wi.rr1|~

hlue she

Lhe

n-law s CYes,

utter all rebel lious

FoOse a1 ’l!'! ‘l‘h,

“At all

brief silence. ]

sald she. after a

shall

the uselesg extravacanee of a ''hanks-

I'H‘HT.‘L‘“

r
not go

giving dinner when we can so hittle
afford 1it.,

g a9

“No T'hanksgiving dinner ?
Bluebell,

astonishment. w hr-ll e

cried

hones John with genuine
heard of the
decision that had gone forth., “Bless

me, Melinda, I'm forly-two years old

ber the Thanksgiving Day when we
didn
7 Fry-salice,

have roast turkev and cran

2 I et ” e one I'I'[fi"llilli I HJOW,

I ‘diggin his
sald his wile I'HFLI}. “1f you had | ol "

been attending to your own business,
John, instead of getting in old Jud-
son’s turnips for him, you'd have

sald the old lady |
solemnly. “can vou not trust in the who never wasted time on any pre-

for | liminary formalitics. |
1

that |

into |

|

l“ | MW - 4

!

T/H;'/ ilait*.-fiun I- ﬂt'l[lt*{i r . TIHL

I
| |

|

next spring, and | never can remems- | with

hig teeth.

CoOn - |

| “n}'r#, 119

mercies, it 18 me
l Ii\'t', l b'.hll” Ll"t‘ll i llﬁllhll‘ Th:lnkq-

| And, as long as
giving in my heart, as this time of

governors day and one n my heart.”
And Grandmother Bluebell, knit-
ting quietly on, murmured :
.. T/H*!'f fnf“f' A/H"!H UH” M H;H’f"
thanlkes unlo Thee, world wilhout end.”

Amy fi'rrndufph in the New York

frf;'l'fq

[edger.

- B

One bottle of Dr. Fenner's St Vitus

Dance Specifie always cures, sSend

~old

W

fi)r l'irl'“lill'. il'\ ‘:t‘lll'::_‘-‘ o

Redden,

- . -

The Chicago Ledger.
| & twenly years old and has a circulation
Of 1440 (i) r'ﬂ[lil'h A WOeK 1L 18 &8
fully

particalar,

iy 1]

.|ll

and

bined fLOTrY and f:-!HiI_‘.
to the

handsomely

papes

HIMEeCR 1N every

1 lustrated There 18 a
Fashion Department, and also a Young
People's Department, either of which
alone is worth the subscription price ol
£2.00 per vear, $1.00 for six months, or
50 three send for

free specimen copies and inducements

cents for months.

for clubs. Boys and girls everywhere
are making money selling the Ledger to
Write for particu
w4

aAvyenue,

regular customers
Address the
115 and

publisher,
117 Fifth

Iars.

“Heard the news 7”7 said old 'l’im.,frphi,‘ﬂ;:,,

“What

“No,” answered Bluebell.
s s il

|

‘Bad news,” said old Tim, sue-

not | cent l'*

"“;H'!Hll ixi”t*{i '
“Killed 7
1 he

H|Hl'lu'n‘.-

pale.

screw-driver  dropped from

he tnrned

hand :

old

“] told him them props under

“lt wag his own fault.,” said

the old Crookback Arch wasn't

-.'l[-'.

B TAFIT .
!.il"n'

All rotted AWaY like 80 much
hul

SO down

But nothim’” would do

i

he must try for himself.
he goes and gives the central a prod

1118 Btick,

tells me it came

a8 seen 1
like a bl
pipe-clay and the roof with it, And
L D of Silverball

_~}n ndin LI

T hem
i]uWH
Mine

*Illr'iih ;‘rl-

ir Thanksgiving Eve
dead body out of the
ruins,’

Mrs. Bluebell hid heard it
She scarcely waited for old Tim to

all,

got that position in the Silverball |disappear before she rushed into her

Mine !I”
fur__

“Well, well, my dear,” said Mr.
Work 18 a little slack, to be

and earn a dollar and seyenty-five
cents a day as assistant to any of the
boss miners. You see there’s Hale
mines gut his six car-loads a day in
the Silverbalk He finds his own

¥

!

I

| brought
i powder and tools'forsblastin’, but he{turkey which dangled from the

husband’s arms.

“Oh, John! Jehn!” eriad she.

| . 3 g g
Bluebell, “things aren’t so bad after| “®uppose it had been yon .
all.

“(God be merciful to me a sinner!”
“And so,
for any merit of mine, it might have

"

been.’

Late though it was, Mrs. Bluebell
to market thal and
the plumpest

wenf night

remaining

Yery

!

of |

&

- . -

It Should Be in Every

J. B. Wilson, 371 Clay St., Sharpsburg,
Pa., says he will wlithoul
King's New Discovery for Consumption,

not be

Coughs and Colds, that it cured his w ife |

who was threatened with Pneumonia al

ler an attack of “La Grippe, when vari,

ous other remedies and several [ri}}'*i

Itobert
)

:‘n I 11() 'junf]'
’'a..

King's New Discovery has done

l i.'tllﬁ"« h.l'i Flnﬂq-

l:”r'h'f or | Hll}{hilljrl ( !;”“I-.

him
more good than anvthing he ever used
Nothing like it. Try
Free trial Bolles at George & Red
bottles, ¢

for LLung Trouble
18

den's, Drug Store l.arge

n
anl i] (M)

- -
Mow Rothschild Was Painted.

Baron Rothschild was very anxious to

| have Horace Vernet p.‘tihl his picture,
L and wvisited him with this I;h‘]i'l'l while

Algerian battle piece, “‘La Prise de la
Smala.” Vernet said be would paint the
baron for 50,000 francs, and although
| Rothschild visited him repeatedly to in
duce him to & smaller sum
stuck to his price. Finally, upon one of
the baron's visits, Yernel told hm that
 he had already painted him full length
| for nothing. as be, the baron, could not
afford to pay for his picture, and that he

nalne 1€

Smala” at Versailles,
The baron accordingly went to Ver-
gailles, and there he was, thé central

figure in the foreground of the enormous

picture, and he overheard the follow-
ing conversation among the spectators:
“Who is that man to whom the woman
is appealing to save her child and who
appears not to hear her?’

a casket.” Rothschild, by threats, en-
' treaties and bribes, could not induce Yer-

net to paint ont the figure.—Ban Fraun- |

cisco Argonaut.,

- There are saidd 1o be 1.142 patent rem- :
"l edies for cholera in the list a4 the United '

Btaies:putent office,

the |

“Why, don't

you see! He is a Jew running away with | _ |
' and whined piteously.

House. ' ngs, and a few minutes later » meets

Dr. |

would find himself in the ""Prise de la |

' the farce of a '['hanksgiving dinner. 'tulkml about havipg nothing to be | move that monument from the hands

Cold-boiled beef and a minute pud- | If ever woman should [of the union.”

“I'hey will ngt consent to let us
have it nmwt'.-,ﬁ':‘und | only know one
way to get it—and that 18 to organs
ize one of his old regimenis and go
there and take 1 h_\f force.” [PI'O-
longed applaused.] “I de wish this
society to know 1t is not any neglect
of his song or his family. We owe
| Lo you, who belong to the same
military family, to gay that we have
not been negligent for a day, and
that we teel =ad and mortified that
' have
move
Luther's the
spot. where these wovkmen hold it
enclosed.”  [indignation in andi-
“I'here is & power, then,
the

I our country, which yon

made g0 free. we cannot even

tombstone from

Oony

I'ill*l“.J
even higher and stronger than
POWETR Vot {'-:Ih_lllrl'-'il, and our Tenerags
L1On hits yel 1o meet Lhe aroblem of
conquering, or at least subduing g
law, that great power.”

There for «

moment as the speaker concluded,

Wis o ‘ll'illl Hi]i‘ltl'l*

and then there was a burst of ap-
plause, which swelled into military
cheer for the gpirited son of the
old commander.

A member of the society moved
that the of
Father remarks e

scribed in the record of the proceeds-

stenographic report

Sherman 's he

ing of “Sherman Monument Coms
mittee” wus called.

What transpired at that megting
the events of the future must tell,

t he

sentinels of a rvmnnnitrrin;." army,

for 1ts members are a8 mute as

& &b

Why He Looks Under the Hed.

“l alwavs look under the bed for
burglars before retiring,” said W. W,
Greer, at the Lindell, *“1 was not
alwavs so careful, and came near being
murdered and robbed as the result of
neglecting this simple ppecaution. |
was in the employ of a la¥™iber firm o
‘Vi'*' ONEiLn, ‘.'.'Hl ! [a"?'Ti.f.rn Oof WY Antios
was to visit the ing camps alid pay
off the men. | usually carrmed about
?’f’.‘..';*"* in bills on these trips. I got to
Chelsea la fromn which
place | was to take conveyvance to the

[}
[ | i F
O

¢ one night,

L camp, and staid all night at the hotel,

| placed the money between the mats
mv vistol nnder my pillow and

The

ITresFen,
lay down. but did not Tall asieen
MOOn s ¢ NP Loy tarough Lhe cur-
Lallllesy Wind cund | . Lillj'
watching it race through the ﬂi'm'}'
clonds, when | felt a movement of the
bed. 1 realized at once that some one
was under it, and without making »
sound raised npon my elbow, secured
my pistol and waited.

“In a few minutes a man crawled out,
As he raised to his knees he turned
toward the bed and found himself look-
ing into the wmuzzle of my pistol. He

had a large knife in one hand, with

Lhiure

. which he had evidently intended to cut

my throat. He turned ashy pale as he
saw his position, groveled on the floor
[ recognized him
as one of the loggers I bad come to pay
off, and was sorely tempted to kill him,
but turned him over to the anthorities
instead, and he got a vear in the pen.”—
St. Louis Globe-Democrat,
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