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hi could ipeik again, aha had pasud 
fun the walk.

David Merchant stared blankly 
bar. Not until he had heard th« doer 
open and abut did he turn and retrace hie 
•tape down the road. He drew a long 
breath and shook his head. ‘I was an old 
fool,* he murmured, ‘to think h could
------ any difference. Don't know but 1

I might just as well hare stayed in Nevada.’ 
1 Mrs. Thomson found Marti# chopping 

and singing hymns. The girl 
stopped both proceedings long enough to 
ask:

■Wouldn’t make mor.n a dizsn pies, 
would you t‘

■Ос, I don’t care,’ was the testy reply. 
«I almost Irish I had never heard of 
Thanksgiving.’

•Lande estes ! What ails you f and 
Manie held the chopping knife suspended 
in both bands. ‘Yon air dean tuckered 
out. runnin’ round lookin’ after sick folks. 
You better go to bed eerily to night, and
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Coughs, Asthme, Catarrh.
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l8 The Widow’s Thanksgiving Dinner.1 Ж f
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Then there moat be mince pies and pump
kin pies and cranberry tarts. Oh, well 
have a good dinner. Well, I guess I’ll go 
to bed now, ao’a to git up early in the 
morain’ and begin things. You’ll want to 
write your letters, I s’poee.’

■Yes. I think so,’ was the absent reply. 
Martie lighted another lamp and retired 

into her own room, leasing the mistress of 
the tsrmhcnss alone. She manifested no 
desire to set about letter-writing, however, 
but leaned back in her comfortable rocker, 
and, as her eyes rested on the mass of 
glowing embers in the grate, her mind 
went back to the days of her youth, when 
she bad plighted her troth to this same 
David Merchant.

That

:
Mrs. Thomson laid down her crochet 

work and glanced nervously across the 
table at Marne Trask, her maid and dis
tant cousin.

‘Martie, I am going to give n dinner 
parts Thanksgiving.*

‘WhatP’
At that single word, clear-cut and ag

gressive, the courage of the mistress visibly

‘Don4 you think it would be nice, Martie, 
for us to ask some oi our relatives to eat 
dinner with ns that day—your ma and 
Tillie, you know, and Flora’s folks V

No sound broke the stillness for the spa 
of two minutes save tbs ticking ol the clock 
on the mantel, end the crackling ol the 

Evidently Martie was
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" IS HALF DONE
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ІЗ made especially /or Wash* 
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1 steep yon some boneset.’
Mrs. Thomson parsed on into her own 

without another word. She laid об 
her neat black hoed and shawl, tied a ging
ham apron around her waist, and smoothed 
her hair, nil the time keeping her beck 
turned to the picture ol her dead husband.
Somehow she telt that sue could not meet 
that direct gaze just then.

The preparations for Thanksgiving went 
on apace. Acceptances came from the 
Burtons and the Campbell#. Uncle Laun
der had not replied, but Martie declared 
there was no danger ol his musing a 
chance to get a good meal for nothing.
As these guests must come by train, they 
would remain nil night. So Martie and 
her mistress labored on, and the pantry 
•helve» groaned under the weight of dél

it was not until the Monday morning Now I most go to bed, for I will have 
before Thanksgiving that the first cloud plenty to do to-morrow.’ 
appeared upon the sky ol Mrs. Sareh. Thnnksg vmg morning dawned, clear 
Two letters came; one from eourin Cyril- end annoy. The hue branches ol the trees 
la, saying that her lather was too ill to that surrounded the Thomson farmhouse 
at temp, even the short journey, the other were outlined in a delicate silvery tracery 
tram Ban Burton. He wrote that since «gainst the brilliant sky, while their russet 
accepting hie cousin’s invitation his wife lolisgelay heaped along the drive, 
and himiell had boon bidden to a dinner Within Mrs. Thompson was 
given by an nude of Mrs. Burton’s. briskly abont. By the time she began to

‘And ns ho is n man of wealth and poei- look for the return of the team she had 
tion,’ the letter ran, ‘one whose friendship sent to meet the Campbells, nil wna ш 
will bo ol real value to me, yon will readily readiness. The chicken pies were m the 
understand that I must withdraw the no- warming closet of the stove, potatoes, cab- 
ceptance previously rant von. bage and squash .were ready tor the kettles

•Glad to hear it,’ Martie exclaimed and the two great turkey, were hrowmng 
crisply, when Mre. Thomson had finished “ the oven which they had shared with a 
reading the letter «tond. ‘If that’s nil Ben hogs Indian pnddmg, golden-hearted and 
Burton cares for os, let him spend his spicy. Piss, onkes, platters of cold meat, 
Thsnktgivin’ with hie wife’s rich relations, pickles—ill were waiting, while the long 
We can leave one leaf ont oi the table, table in the duung-room wee gay in snowy 
that’s all.’ damask, china, silver and glass.

Bv Tuesday evening the house was in Mrs. Thomson, in n brown merino, 
perfect order. The теніте family silver cherry ribbons and n Inigo white apron, 
had been duly polished end the rose-wreath- «tood looking eagerly op the road, 
ed china that had been Sarah’s mother’s ’They will be hare soon now. Dear meP 
as well as the quaint old blue delft ot the *hdre wiU be only rayon ol .па, and there 
Thomsons, had been taken down and wash- 11 «Bough cooked for filty. Perhaps loen 
ed. Martie departed at an early hour that сом Flora to stsy untrl next week. Then 
same evening for choir practice, leaving I-why, there is Will, and he is all alone.’ 
Mrs. Thomson to spend the time alone She ran breathlessly to the to moot the 
fully two hoars after her usual time. hired man. He tossed her an envelope,

It was eleven when Martie returned. «»У™8 laconically :
She lingered a moment at the door before ‘Thia come, but the folks didn’t.’ entering!and Mra. Thomion heard the It vm n telegram from Flora’s husband, 
heavy tones ol n man’s voice. With loudly-beating heart, Mrs. Thomson

‘Cousin Sary, I’ve got somethin’ to lay,’
Martie began as soon as she opened the ‘The children have scarlet fever. Not
door. “?t’s somethin’ snrprunn so yon dangerous, but dirappomted.
better be prepared.’ „ , ‘FRANK CAMPBELL.

Mrs. Thomson looked up questioning!,. She re-read the few words, then looked 
The girl aat down, unbuttoned and threw imploringly «round. Will bad driven on 
back her jacket, took об her hat, and hold- on to the barn, so she was alone. What 
ing it in1 her hand, went on in « alow, he»- could she do?
Rating way that wna utterly at variance ‘I can never entertain David Merchant 
with her usual abrupt manner of speaking. »nd no one else,’ she said to herself. ‘Think 

‘That’s Tom Rester waitin’ out there, ol our sitting down to those two enormous 
He came home from York State to-day, turkeys, to aay nothing ot all the rest. It’s 
and he is goin’ back Friday. Him and too ridiculous, or would be it it wai any. 
me’s been engaged to bo married nigh body else. It may he that something will 
’bout two years, out Tom bed bid luck happen to keep David at homo. Oh, but 
’bout work, *nd so we waited. Now’s he’, that would be worae than to have him 
got • good place, md I'm going to marry co“16 • _
him Friday morain* and atari back with him She went elowly back to the house. Here 
on the noon train, that’s all.’ the sight ot her waiting dinner was too

Martie was right. Her news was sur- “чсЬ, and aittmg down on the roomy 
prising, so much so that her cousin eat lounge, she’, buried her face in a cushion 
staring at her in speechless astonishment. Md jet the tears have their way.

‘Yes, that’s all,’ the prospective bride ‘Why Sarah, what's the matter P’ a voice 
rapested, evidently displessed »t the quiet asked s few minutes later, 
manner in which her inform.tion bid been She glanced np to find David Merchant 
received. ‘I went home and told ma and nor side. He had rapped twice and 
Tillie, then I thought I’d have to let you then. “ «be hall door «tool open, had 
know that I’d quit. I'm goin’ back home entered.
now, ’cause ma and I air goin’ to town At the sight of hm, her tern fiowed 
right early in the morain'. Two days »1гмЬ, while hie distress increased, 
b ain’t long to buy your weddin’ clothes and ‘What is it, SsrshP he agun inquired, 
hive ’em made, but we’ll have to do the taking one of her hands in both hi. own
best we can.’ sinewy ones. ‘Tell me whit is troubling

‘Why, Martie, I can’t get along without you.and where are all the folks Г’ . 
you,’Mrs. Thomson cried. ‘There’s onr 'Oh, David, she cned hysterically, 
Thanksgiving dinner end—’ there are two turkeys, and food for « regi-

•Oh. yes, that makes me think. Ma and ment‘ bnt there is no one but ypn. I would 
Tillie’; lolk. can’t come, ’cause we’ll have be all alone were it not for you ’ 
to work every minute. There won’t be Mr. Merchant’seyesmirrored .omethmg 
any one but the Campbells and Dave ol the pleasure that filled his heart. ‘Tell 
Merchant. You can git along. You me about it, he ssid, soothingly, 
wouldn’t have me give up Tom and all our She " jd _ When she had finished, the 
happiness together tor your Thauksgiv in tear« bill! stood on her lashes, bnt a smile
dinner, would you P’ was lurking around the corners of her

‘No, no, dear child,’ and Mrs. Thom- m0“tb. .... ,
son’s resentment vanished before the un- . \®° I *“ tbe ,i'e guest at this Tfrraks- 
usual softness of the other’s voice. ‘Inm’ giving dinner,’ he exclaimed. ‘Well, 
glad, so glad that woman’s dearest joy has I»haU go atraight homo and leave
come to you —that of loving and being У°,а 5° dispose those two turkeys your- 
loved !' sell it you do not mike me one promise.’

She iorgot her own disappointment, and . ‘Whit ii it ?' she asked shyly, and the 
bustled about, aiding Martie in her pro- band he anil held trembled. _ 
parafions for departure. The clock struck ‘Promise to mirry me. Christmas,
twelve belore the girl was ready. Even ‘I—oh, I—oh, the turkey» are burning,
Martie was a little effected at the leave- David; I smell them. Let me go.’ 
taking, and she shed a tew tears when, in .‘Promise me firat. 
addition to her wages, Mra. Thomson Mrs- Thomson was powerless. One 
pressed into her hand a shining eagle. »™ »? her old lover «weirded her waist,

‘For a wedding gilt, Maitie.’lhe said, “d hi» eye. were reading the «octets ot 
Then she went back to her lonely fire- her heert-besides, the turkey, really were 

side, and mused over the disastrous late burning. So she hud her brad upon hit
broad breast and whispered :

•I promise.’—The Housewife.
Two Boors Woe Boeogh.

That some men require only a few 
hours’ sleep ont ol the twenty-four is cer
tain, bnt Alexander ' von Humboldt most
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twenty-five years ago. How 

happy they had been! Bat, in a few 
months they bad quarreled over a trifle and 
David went west. For two years she 
waited, hopeing tor a word or .eign. but 
hopeing in vain. Then she married James 
Thomson.

She sighed as she remembered the veers 
that lollowed. There had been no unkind- 

trom the man whose name she bore. 
Still there had been a narrowness about 
their life that had almost striflsd her, and 
at times her heart had cried ont lor con
genial companionship. - Ten years ago 
James Thomson had died. Sarah had 
remained on in the old home alone, save 
for hired help.

A tew months ago David Merchant had 
returned to that community—a wealthy 
man. He had never married. The home 
of his ancestors had passed into hie hands, 
and he was rebuilding and improving the 
house.

The years had not greatly changed him. 
He was erect, and the Western son had 
bronzed his once fair face. Hie head was 
silvered, although the heavy mustache was 
of the same golden brown hue that Sarah 
remembered ao well.

She rose suddenly. What had started 
her on such a train of musiog P It was 
too late for letter writting now, the old 
clock was striking ten. She hurriedly 
prepared for bed. As she entered her 
Own room, she lifted high the limp 
and gazed long at toe picture of 
James Thompson, which she dutifully 
kept hanging over her bureau. She shud
dered a little ; in the keen gray eyes there 
was surely a mocking light.

•I ,most wish 1 hadn’t decided to 
give the dinner,’ she thought. ‘Maybe 
David won’t come, anyhow.’

No scruplee troubled Martie, however. 
She was up early the next morning, 
and entered gayly upon the prepirations 
for the coming feast. The letters were 
written and despatched. Martie reported 
the acceptance of each the verbal 
invitations.

A few days latter, Mrs. Thompson was 
returning to her Rome after calling upon a 
sick neighbour. The early dusk ot the 
short November days was fast gathering 
around her, and she quickened her steps. 
As she turned a corner she came face to 
face with a man. She was startled, but 
one glance at the broad-shouldered, com
pact form and her fears fled.

‘Did I frighten yon, Sarah P’ David 
Merchant asked, turning and falling into 
step with her. Then without waiting for » 
reply, he went on hurriedly. ‘It was so 
kind of you to ask me to meet those of my 
blood and yours ft your table. At first, 
Sarah, I thought I must decline.’

‘But Martie said you were coming,’ she 
said wistfully, stealing a lotk at the strong 
face that the shadows were fast hiding.

‘Yes, I’ll come. You see, Sarah, it was 
something like this. When I first knew 
that you were married to James Thomson, 
I hated him, and 1 tear I have cherished a 
bit of that old teeling all these years. At 
all events. Martie’s words called up some
thing strangely like it. I thought I could 
never eat a Thanksgiving dinner in his 
house, bis and yours. Then I remember
ed bow the years had changed us both, and 
felt that I was a villain, not to let bygones 
be bygones and begin again as cousins.’

She made no reply, and they walked on 
in silence until they reached the gate of 
the Thompson farm. Mr. Merchant open
ed this for his companion, saying as she 
passed through :

•You understand, don’t you, Sarah ?’

open wood fire, 
considering the matter. .

She was a tall, buxom girl of twenty with 
a round, freckled face, blue eyes and an 
abundance ot curly red hair. For four 
years she had been an inmate ot the Thom
sons home, and had come to look upon her 
cousin and all her belongings, especially 
those that pertained to the kitchen, as un
der the command ot Miss Martie Trask.

her head, ‘we’ll 
tired cookin’ tor
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і Ii !lift ■ have been n marvel in tide respect, ns he 

was in others. He told Max Mailer that, 
as « young man, two hoars' sleep was all 
he wanted, 'bnt as I grow older I need 
lour. When I was tout age,’ he said to 
Muller, ‘I simply lay down on ths win, 
turned down my lamp, and alter two hours 
sleep I was as fresh as ever. It is a —“ 
take to think that we want raven or eight 
heure of sleep.’ Humboldt died at the 
ripe old age of 81.

‘Yes’ she ssid, nodding 
do it. I do git so awtnl 
jest us two. Well git ’em np • right good 
meal,’ and Martie poshed back the cuffs ot 
her red calico dress, sa it abont to begin 
operations at once.

Mrs. Thomson flashed with pleasure. 
She was n little woman whose dark face 

•till untouched by time. A rose-pink 
dyed her cheeks, her brown eyes were 
limpid, and the grey heir brushed back 
from her brow made a quaint frame lor the 
expressive countenance.

•I’m real glad you approve, Martie, 
though, ot course, it needn’t have made 
any great difference,’ she added, hastily, 
lor she was always asserting her independ- 

in a half-hearted way that deceived

;
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Marti a chuckled wisely. ‘No, coarse it 
needn4, but—* and she paused significant
ly. The next moment she went on in a 
more gracious tone, ‘Howsomever, ’bout 
the party. Sixteen is all that can set down 
to the table when it’s stretched, without 
crowdin’. There’s you and me, ms and 
sister Tillie and her man Tim, and little 
Tim. That’s six. Then 1 s’poee you’ll want 
Flora Campbell and her family, though 1 
don’t know what you see in her, mor’n 
your other relatione. There’s five ot the 
Campbell’s, five and six, ’leven. Who 
else P’

‘Uncle Lo*nder and Cousin Cyrilla.’
‘Course. Thirteen. S’poee Ben Burton 

and his stylish wife would come clear from 
Lawton if we should ask ’em P’

•l think so. At least we will try. That 
is fifteen, and I don’t know ot anyone else, 
do yon P’ and the flash deepened on the 
cheek ot the widow, while she steadily 
avoided meeting Martie’s eye.

‘Well l guess 1 do. Yon dont’ mean to 
tell me Cousin Ssry Thomson, that jon'd 
be mean enough to give a Thankegivin’ 
dinner end not ask Dave Merchant, and 
him your third cousin, and a miserable old 
bachelor at that !’

•I. I—do you really think we ought to 
ask David P’

•Well, I should say so. You write your 
invitee to them as lives off,{and i’ll see ’bout 
the folks here. One thing, Sary, one tur
key won’t be ’nough.’

‘We will have two tnrkevs and four 
chickens. We shall want two chicken pies.’

‘Course, and some kind of cold meat. 
Might have pickled tongue.’

•And a veal losf. We will have that, for
I remember Da----- , oh, ah, what was it
Martie?’

•Why, I believe you air gittin’ fluetrated 
over this,’ and Martie eyed her companion 
suspiciously, ‘You needn’t. I’ll tend to 
things. Have veal loaf it you want it, 
though I don’t set no great store by it. It’s 
lucky we made them fruit cakes last month ; 
they’ll just be prime. I’ll mske that new 
chocolate cake I learned of Mary Long. 
That’ll be cake 'nough, won’t it, with 
doughnuts and crullers ?’

‘I will make a pound cake after mother’s 
old recipe,’ Mrs. Thomson’s said dreamily. 
‘We always had one for Thanksgiving when 
we were young ’

‘Dreadful old fashioned,’ Martie retorted 
sniffing contemptuously, ‘but I don’t care.

THE PECULIARITIES OF 
THIS WORD.

I
Ia

No Name on Earth So Famous 
—No Name More Widely 
Imitated.

No name on earth, perhaps, is so well 
known, more peculiarly constructed or 

widely imitated than the word DODD, 
a peculiarity that makes it 

stand out prominently and fastens it in the 
memory. It contains four letters, but only 
two letters of the alphabet. Everyone 
knows that the first kidney remedy ever 
patented or sold in pill form was DODD’S. 
Their discovery startled the medical pro
fession the world over, and revolutionized 
the treatment ot kidney diseases.

No imitator has ever succeeded in con
structing a name possessing the peculiarity 
of DODD, though they nearly all adopt 
names as similar as possible in sound and 
construction to this. Their foolishness 
prevents them realizing that attempts to 
imitate increase the fame of ‘Dodd’s Kid
ney Pills.’ Why is the name ‘‘Dodd’s Kid
ney Pills” imitated P As well ask why ait 
diamonds and gold imitated. ° “
diamonds are the most precious gems, gold 
the most precious metal. Dodd’s Kidney 
Pi Ills are imitated because they 
most valuable medicine the world 
known.

No medicine was ever named kidney pills 
till years of medical research gave Dodd’s 
Kidney Pills to the world. No medicine 
ever cured Bright’s disease except Dodd’s 
Kidney Pills. No other medicine has 
cured as many oases of Rheumatism 
Diabetes, Heart disease. Lumbago, Dropsy 
Femsle Weakness, and other kidnev 
diseases as Dodd’s Kidney Pills have. It 
is universally known that they have never 
failed to cure these diseases, hence they 
are so widely and shamelessly imitated.

It

l *

1 ,

Hi r !
:

( Г
І !

I
n;

are the 
has everI

'll

і
!German starlings, natural enemies of the 

sparrow, are to be bred for the parks in 
Allegheny.
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#DR. WOOD’S
NORWAY PINE 

SYRUP

’ À
At first you think it’s only 

a wart or pimple. Doesn’t seem 
to,£e of much account. Then 
it begins to spread and extend 
its roots. Gives pain, reduces 
the strength and undermines the 
health. The doctor tells you it’s 
cancer, says there is no cure. 

We can submit indisputable proof that our VEGETABLE 
CANCER CURE does cure Cancers, Tumors and Malignant 
Skin Troubles. Full particulars in plain envelope sent on receipt 
of 6 cents in stamps.

STOTT & JURY, BOWMANVILLE, ONT.

IMalignant
Growths.
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I êIs Sure
To Cure#5

II COUGHS
AND

COLDS.і іMpi I hit seemed to attend upon her plane.
T do hope Flora’s folks will get here Ira- 

fore David cornea.’ she thought. ‘It would 
be ao embarrassing, especially niter what 
he «aid the other sight. The train does not 
reach the village until halt-past ten. Well, 
all I can do is to tell Will to dure tut.

1 Price 24 Cents.
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