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Dora Benton drew a jar of sizzling)
# hot pork and beans to the front of the
oven and lifted the cover gently.

on to bed.
the dishes.”
by each hand and danced them as far

“Come, chickadees, little ones, come
Clara will help me with
Dora took a sleepy child

“They are going to be just all g5 the foot of the stairs and then

right,” she cried joyfully. !

The kitchen was flooded with their
rich fragrance. One whiff was enough|
to give anybody an appetite,
it had not been a chilly September
evening when everyone — meaning
Dora and Henry and the three chil-|
dren—was sure to be hungry anyway.

Brown baked beans and all the good
things that went with them made
Henry’'s favorite supper. He would
come in sniffing while his handsome
face beamed happily, exclaiming in
his deep, hearty voice, “Oh that sup-
per smells good! And how’s the whole
precious bunch to-night?” meaning, of
course, the three children, to say no-
thing of Dora.

“Hurry, children, set the table,
please. Father will be home now in|
a few minutes.” She worked busily
marshalling her little helpers. “That's |
right, Maud, help Clara. Bobby, i
some fresh water and bring the'but-
ter in from the ice-box. Oh, we're go-!
ing to have a fine meal and all piping
hot. Hurrah!” Dora waved the dish
towel over her head and pirouetted in|
the open space between stove and win-
dow to the great amusement of her!
seven-year-old son, who was relre-
tantly starting out for the pump. |

Dora was so graceful and pretty
and slim that she seemed more like a
young girl than a mother of three
children and mistress of a rambling
old farmhouse where the work, from
one year’s end to another, was hardly
finished as she would wish it to be.
She seemed even younger ithan usual
to-night as she danced back and forth
singing a gay song. A tiny moon-
beam, coming through the
fell on her yellow hair and gave it
a softer sheen.

Suddenly, with a little frightened
gasp, she stopped. “The new moon!”
she cried. “And I looked at it straizht
over my left shoulder!” She had been
very gay a moment before but now
she quieted down, her gray eyes were
clouded and she went on with the sup-
per preparations soberly.

“‘Right shoulder, good luck; left
shoulder, bad luck!”” she murmured
while she cut the bread. “I just can-
not help worrying if I see the new
mosn over my left shoulder. Henry
and I do want good luck so much We
have had our share of the other kind.”

Little Maud came into the kitchen|
and industriously began filling a plate
from an easily reached cooly jar.

“Never believe in |
Maudie,” said her mother. |

“No, Mother, never 'lieve in 'Stish-!
uns! What is they?” asked the chub-
by infant between bites of crumbly
cooky. |

“They are very silly thouchts,
Maudie. But sometimes Mother just
can’t help thinking them. Now, I wish
Father would come. It's so late we
shall have to eat our supper without
waiting. I'll put Father’s in the oven |
to keep hot.”

During supper Dora could not for-j
get her “unlucky” first glimpse of the
new moon. She hardly enjoyed the
hot, tasty supper and spent most of
the mealtime attending to the wants
of the little ones. “I hate to have this
feeling,” she said to herself, “but I
cannot help it! Aunt Martha taught
me to be afraid of bad luck. I won-
der what ancestor passed it on to her?
I wonder how far back it started any-
way?”

“Clara,” she said, turning to her
older daughter who was busy dishing
up apple sauce, “have I ever told you
about the beautiful locket I used to
have when I was a little girl?” |

“Why no, Mother,” said Clara eag-
erly. “What ever became of it, and
what was it like?”

“I wonder if I can describe it so
that you will know. how it looked? It
is a long time since I lost it. It was
a solid gold locket with a blue enamel-
led medallion on one side, surrounded
hK a wreath of fine blue flowers. On
the other side were your Grand-

mother’s initials in blue enamel. It

was her locket. She died, you know,
when I was a child.”

“It must have been perfectly beau-
tiful,” said Clara. “How did you lose
it, Mother?” i

“I lost it in the brook one day when
I was crossing the little footbridge
near Aunt Martha's house, down in
the valiey where I used to live.”
Dora’s eyes had a far-away look as if
they were gazing upon that old scene.

“I'll tell you, Mother!” broke in
Bobbie, “next summer we’ll all go
down there and I'll find it for you. I
can swim!” he added proudly.

“It is not very likely that you could
find it after all these years, Bobbie.”
His mother did not tell the children
that i had happened at new-moon
time. Aunt Martha had said when
told of the loss, “Bad luck! You must
have looked at the new moon over
your left shoulder.” Dora had not
tried very hard to recover the locket,
since Aunt Martha was so positive
that there was no use trying to get
the better of “bad luck.” i

She was roused from her recollec-
tions by a dire little sound at her
elbow. “Oh, Maudie, how could you!”
She briught a cloth to sop up the
white stream. “Well, well, ? sup

ou’re tired, dear,” she said comm.

ngly. “We are all tired to-night. I

t n & weal A ven
the ch: had worked {llﬂ{. for be-

- gides gather fruit in the orch-

window,

s 0
superstitions,

marched them up ahead of her in the
happy bedtime romp that they loved.

“Good-night, sweethearts!” she

even if called on her way downstairs after

stowing them in their little white

beds.

“Good night, Mother dear!”

At the landing Dora stopped and
pulled back the window shade, peer-
ing out into the night. She could see
no one coming. There was no moon
visiblee. The sky was covered with
dark gray clouds and as she waited,
she heard low rumblings of thunder.
“There is going to be a storm and
Henry is out on the road,” she said de-
spondently. She could not shake off
her superstitious belief in and dread
of "bas luck.”

Clara called to her from the pantry
“Daddy telephoned, Mother, but I
could sc:nrm-{_\' understand what he
said. The line wasn’t working right.”

“Well, I don’t believe you could have
heard any better, Mother, and he was
gone before 1 could call you. He said
he would be late but I could not hear
the reason. There was such a buzz-
ing I think there was something the
niatter.”

“ ‘Something the matter,” ‘some-
thing the matter,” ” ran through
Dora’s mind as she swiftly did. the
dishes and stacked them away, warm
and shining, upon the cupboard
shelves. And then as if there had not
been trouble enough she remembered
more.

“Clara, you said the postman left
a letter this morning with the papers,
but it was not here when I came in
from the orchard. Do try to find it
for me, dear, ore you go to bed
Hunt hard. Perhaps it was important
Every letter is important until you
find out what is in it.”

“I've hunted and hunted, Mother,
and 1 simply cannot find it,” replied
the girl in a distressed voice. “It was
in a yellow envelope, I remember
What could have become of it?”

“Well, we will both hunt. You take
this side of the room and I will take
the other,” said Dora, and they
searched through the tall, old-fashion-
ed secretary, back of the cushions on
the sofa, among the few papers left
on the stand after apple-wrapping
all over the large, well-filled living
room. Ned, the big yellow collie, ran
playfully from one of the searchers
to the other, thinking it was a frolic.
He thrust his nose into corners, pawed
wrinkles in the rug, and then broke
into a loud bark.

Dora stopped and listened eagerly,
thinking that perhaps the dog heard
his master coming but she could hear
nly the thunder and the rain.

“Well, dear, we shall have to give it
up for to-night. It is time for you to
go to bed.
come to light to-morrow.”

The collie still continued to bark
and jump but his mistress was in no
mood for play. She searched for the
morning paper and it could not be
found! “Isn’t that too bad?” she ex-
claimed crossly and looked reproach-
fully at Ned as though it was his
fault.

She knew that the sensible thing
was to go to bed and forget the storm
and all suggestions of trouble but she
decided to sit up for her husband.
Perhaps he was waiting in town to see
the owner of the forty on the other
side of the meadow, that they wished
to buy. But why couldn’t he have
started home berore the storm?

The rain poured down harder, blow-
ing in sheets against the windows
Every few minutes the thunder boom-
ed heavily. Dora began to be thor-
oughly frightened. She ecrouched
down in Henry’s easy chair with her
hands over her ears but even then she
could feel the jar of the storm
Around the drawn window shades,
the lightning played like a frame of
fire.

Ned raised his head and walked
slowly to the door to listen. Growling,
he lay down, with his nose !mint(-d
straight at the threshold His ears
quivered, his tail moved Hack and
forth heavily, he held himself keenly|
at attention. |

Dora finally took herself in hand|
and went to the hack of the house to|
make sure that all the windows were!
closed against the rain. When she'
returned, Ned was still motionless,
listening.

“Good dog, good old Ned!” she said.
“If anything should happen, you and
I are the only ones to take care of the
stock and the house and the children!”

Ned beat his tafl sympathetically.
He was on guard, he said to her 'n
dog language.

“Cr-cr-crash !’
der again!
doorframe to
Then after a
“l am going

bef

That ter-ible thun-
Dora held fast to the
keep from trembling
moment she said aloud,
to make myself go to
that window and look out! What
would Henry say if he knew that I
was afraid like this?” As she drew
the shade aside, lightning flashed a
vivid, forked sign like fiery handwrit-
ing across the black of the night.
Dora gave a little scream and darted
away from the window, covering her
eyes with her arm as the thunder,
louder than ever, followed the flash.
“That struck near us!” she gasped.
She was walkine un and down the
room now, her hands clasping each
other until the knuckles were white.
“Bad luck, bad luck for us!” she whis-
pered with pale lips.

Ned lay motionless by the threshold, '
following with loving eyes his mis-|
tress’s every anxious step. Suddenly
she stop beside him and exclaimed,
“Oh, it bad to be scared! Do you!
hear, Ned? T do not want to be afraid.
T am ashamed of myself.” And then
gathering herself together, “I am not
going to be afraid! I will not!” i

- Ned thum

d s.m"s(w. ‘jns( saying those -words

Let us hope that it will i

'
made Dora feel braver, and at the!tween the Hving room and the dining f

next elap of thunder she clasped her
hands together so that she could not
clap them over her ears. Then she
went to each window and rolled up
the shades. “There, you can stay!
up!” she declared. She had come to
the point where, though still afraid,
she was compelling herself to act
bravely. In spite of herself, she was
fascinated by the majesty of the
storm seen through the unshaded win-
dows. i

“I believe that when you face things'
you are afraid of, you are not nearly
as frightened as when you try to
hide,” she said, speaking aloud to the
dog.

He beat his tail in answer, then ris-
ing slowly, gave a quick, low growl
and backed a few paces away from
the threshkold. The next minute there
was a loud pounding on the door,
someone vigorously rattled the door-
knob and a strange man burst into
the room.

“Hey, call off your dog, lady!” he
shouted, as he shoved the door shut
against wind and rain. “I'm a res
pectable traveler, ma’am, but in a
storm like this you would have to let
any villain in! T thought each one of
those bolts would be the last of me.
Terrific

The intruder was an elderly man
with jolly blue eyes and a ruddy
countenance. Water ran down from
his hat and overcoat in streams, and
settled in puddles on the rug He
went right on talking without waiting

for an answer, mopping his face with ¥

large handkeréhief

“Say, it was a good thing when you
threw up those window-shades. Stead-
ied me, you know, out there in the
dark. My car was jumping. Couldn’t
keep the road. I am on my way to
Mr. Benton’s place. Can you tell me
how far I have to go?”

“Mr. Benton’s place! This Mr.
Jenton’s ». I expect my husband
home y minute.”

Even as she spoke, the door was
thrust open a second time and Henry
nearly knocked the stranger over as
he literally flew in before the im-
pact of the storm.

“Hello, there!” he said in astonish-
ment. “Who—who ar

“My name is Stevens!

“Well! Well! I have
evening at Deer Creek
you. Heard you were due there.”

“And 1 have been in Centreville,
ten away. Thought 1 wouldn’t
Zo without i you about
that Said I drive out
storm or storm, and here I am
Didn’t know this was your place. Blew
in!” |

a

is

been all this
looking for

miles
seeir
would

home
land

no

i

“This is my wife, Mr. Stevens. How
about supper, Dora? Perhaps Mr
Stevens will have some with me.”

“Sounds good to me,” answered the
visitor, “if it is not too much trouble,
Mrs. Benton.”

A little later Henry followed Dora
into the kitchen and whispered glee-
fully as she poured the steaming cof-
f jood luck, little woman! We
closed the deal. The old gentleman is
going to Nova Scotia to live and is
anxious to wind up his affairs. He
held out for more than I offered but
then he came down a little and I guess
we can manage. And I can get a
whooping crop off that land next sum-
mer!”

It was good luck after all! Henry|
was home safe and sound. The storm
was over. It had blown the owner of
the land right to their door and now
they were assured of the wish of their
hearts. Dora knew just how much dif-
ference that extra piece of land would
make in their year’s receipts.

After supper, Henry escorted Mr.
Stevens out to his car, gave him min-
ute directions as to turns, short cuts
and bad stretches of road, and in a
trice the little man was gone. |

“l am going to take a look at the
attic roof,” he announced upon coming
back to the house. “I shouldn’t be
surprised if it were leaking, after all
this downpour.” He lifted a hand-lamp
from the hall table and disappeared
up the red-carpeted stairway.

Dora passed lightly back and forth|
from dining room to kitchen, softly|
singing as she cleared away the dish-!
es. “Oh, T am glad that Henry is
home—I am glad that Henry is home.
Everything is all right now—and it
was good luck after all!” she chanted
below her breath. Once she stopped
by the great chimney that went up be-|

e

room, and listened to a rhythmica
drip-drip, drip-drip, and could hear
Henry as he set heavy crocks to catch
the water. !

“We'll have to have new shingles,
pretty soon,” he said, returning to theI
cosy room. “Perhaps next year we!
shall be able to afford it. Here is
he continued.
attic. The children must have taken it
by mistake for wrapping apples.” |

As he handed Dora the paper, a

ellow envelope fell from its folds.
*he lost letter! For a moment as she
held it in her hand the shadow of bad
luck fell once more athwart her
thoughts. Perhaps it contained un-
happy news. “It is Cousin Ella’s
handwriting,” she said, “Aunt Mar-
tha’s daughter. I have not heard|
from her in ages.”

“Well, what does she say?” lnugh-l
ed Henry. “You will never know un-!
less you open it.”

This is what she read:

Dear Cousin Dora,—Do you kn()wl
anything about a gold and enamel
locket with the initials A. L. in
blue on the back? I know those were
Aunt Alice’s initials—your mother’s.

We have been changing the old
place considerably of late. The latest
improvement is a new stone bridge
across the brook that runs through
the pasture. In digging through the
sand and stones to the supports, one
of the workmen found this beautiful
locket. I have polished it up and real-
ly it is hardly hurt at all. It must
have been wonderfully well made.
The workmanship is exquisite and 1
consider it a real treasure. Cannot
you and all your family come down
and see it at Thanksgiving time? If
it is yours, we shall be glad. |

Drive down the day before and let
us have a regular, old-time family re-
union on Thanksgiving. I am giving
you notice far enough ahead so that

am sure you can come. It will be
so good to see you again. Do not
disappoint us, please.

Affectionately yours, Ella.

back in her chair for a
few minutes without speaking. Then
she said solemnly, “Henry! The next
time I see an omen that I think means
bad luck I am going to get ready for
double good luck instead. I have had
a lesson to-night. T wish I could tell
Aunt Martha.”

And then she told him the full story
of her superstitious fears and useless
suffering, all because she saw the good
old moon over her left shoulder. And
Henry laughed.

A iiia
Exit October.

The wayside® weeds were white with
frost, the morning air was cold,

I saw a gipsy lass who danced on fall-
en leaves of gold

She wore a scarf of amber silk, a scar-
let petticoat,

And hops of garnets in her ears, and
coral at her threat

She flung the yellow leaves aloft, and
strewed them far wide,

“Come, see my gold, and help yourself,
for I am rich,” she cried,

“The sky is blue, the sun is bright, the
world from care is free,

I am October, prithee, shake a merry
leg with me.”

and

A snowflake drifted on the wind, the
day began to wane,
A vagrant in a ragged coat came shuf-
fling down the lane |
The gold (alas! 'twas fairy gold, the |
glitter that deceived) |
Beneath his stumbling feet was turned
to heaps of withered leaves
He lifted up his peevish voice, and call-
ed the gipsy maid,
And she put on russet
tearfully obeyed,
in the chilly dusk between
sumac’s last red ember,
And gaunt gray ghosts of goldenrod
she vanished with November
Minna Irving.
PN
Please tell farmers how to kill hogs,
poultry and all animals without tor-
ture. One cut diagonally across the
neck about an inch back of the head,
will kill, almost without pain. Always
have a sharp knife.

a cloak and

And the

A Litile Child’s Gratitude

By Mary Collins Terry

As the Thanksgiving season ap-
proaches, it behooves us to think
about our children. Shall we let them
look forward to that day as one in]
which physical and social indulgence
alone will be the outstanding feature
—a big dinner, lots of fun and com-
pany, or shall we make an effort to,
instil in them gratitude, a real thank-|
fulness for the things which come to

|
|
|
}
i

of workers behind the food they eat,
the clothes they wear, and in fact any
and all of their material blessings.

It is only one step more to the lov-
ing Father who gives the rain and
sun, who causes all growth, to whom
our gratitude must go out for His
care,

Let Thanksgiving day, then, be a
day when our children remember in

| red mint

_P?cparing The Holid

ay Dinner

We

are obliged to admit that)

Thanksglving Day calls up visfons of |
what is left of the morning’s paper,” roast turkey, cranberry sauce and

and tradition fixed the dedicated use
of this annual menu upon us. Al-
though we follow tradition and cus-
tom, we may have individuality in our

“I found it up in the pumpkin pie, so firmly have history|

Thanksgiving bill of fare with real

pleasure in planning it, as nearly
every dish is prepared from products
grown on the farm.

Here then is a suggestive menu:

Red Apple Cocktail
Roast Turkey with Bread Crumb
Dressing
Potato Fluff
Creamed Silver Skins
Brussels Sprouts, Buttered
Cranberry Ice
Squash Pie
Nuts
Coffee

Fruit Raisins

If a decided change from the ronA‘

ventional menu is desired, guinea hen
may be substituted for turkey. Hom-
iny is then served instead of potatoes.
Or, as Thanksgiving comes this year
during the game season, roast venison
makes a very pleasing change. The
use of venison would cause a further
change in the vegetables and creamed
celery should be substituted for the
creamed silver skins.
RED APPLe COCKTAIL.

Select firm red apples; Baldwins
are very good. Core and pare care-
fully leaving a ring of the skin, about
% of an inch wide, completely around
the apple. Have boiling some sweet
apple cider to which a tablespoon of
candies has been added.
Cook fhe apples until tender then lift
them carefully to avoid breaking.
Serve in. cocktall glasses. A table
spoon of lemon juice added to the
cider will give a pleasant tang to the
apple which should not be too sweet.

POTATO FLUFF.

Put
ricer
ing dish
sprinkle in spots with paprika.
in the oven to brown lightly.
very hot.

CREAMED SILVER SKINS.

Scald small white silver-skin onions
and the outer skin will slip easily
from them. Cook until tender in boil-
ing salted water. Make a cream sauce,
allowing 1 cup sauce to 1 pint of
onions. Use 1 cup milk, 1% table-
spoons fat, 1% tablespoons
Cook to a smooth sauce and add one

mashed potatoes through a
into a casserole or earthen bak-
Dot the top with butter and
Place
Serve

|
flour. |

tablespoon of finely chopped gr('en:

pepper then the cooked onions.
on triangles of very crisp toast.

Serve|

CRANBERRY ICE. |

One pint cranberry juice, 1 qimrt[
water, 1 pint sugar, juice of 1 lemon.'

Cook the cranberries to extract the
juice, add the boiling water and the
sugar. Let cook until sugar is dis-
solved. Let cool. Add the lemon juice
and freeze.

For freezing, use 1 quart of salt to
3 quarts of coarsely broken ice. It is
a good plan to mix the ice and salt
before placing it in the freezer as the
mixture is then very even and a
smoother prodiict results. i

SERVING THE DINNER.

|

For serving the dinner these special
dishes will be required:

Glassware—A cock tail glass and
plate for each person (if you have not
these glasses, a glass sauce dish will
be all right); water glass for each
person; a plate for the jelly; sherbet
| glasses or any clear glass dish for
the cranberry ice.

China—Dinner plates (on these
serve turkey, potatoes, gravy, Brus
sels sprouts and dressing): small
plates for- creamed onions; dessert
plates; cups for coffee; platter for
turkey and small platter to be used
for joints by the one carving; gravy
bowl; casserole for Brussels sprouts;
vegetable dish for onions. (These may
be served from the kitchen.)

Silver—Forks for cocktail; dinner
knives and forks; forks for pie; nut
picks; spoons for ice; spoons for cof-
fee; carving knife and fork and spoon
for dressing; service spoon for pota-
toes; service spoon for Brussels
sprouts.

Linen—Tablecloth and napkins;
serviette to place under the carving
service; centrepiece.

If some young members of the fam-
ily help it is great aid to them to have
the routine written out and posted
This helps the dinner to go smoothly
and adds to the reputation of the
hostess. A list something like this
tacked in a convenient place, is good

2.00 p.m. (or whatever hour is fix-

ed): Fill water glasses;
tail; announce dinner.
* Main Course—Nettie and Jean re-
move the cocktail service; Jean refill
water glasses; Nettie place turkey
before Father; Jean place potatoes
and Brussels sprouts before Mother;
Nettie, with Jean assisting, takes
plates from Father to Mother for
vegetables; Nettie serve onions: Jean
serve ice; remove dishes together

Dessert—Mary put plates in front
of Mother; bring in the pie and the
pie knife; as Mother dishes, Mary
serves; Jean bring in coffee; Nettie
|hrin[: fruit, raisins and nuts.

place cock

THE CHILDREN’S
HOUR

HARVEST TIME IN BUNNY

HOLLOW.

““Hi, there, you little Babs!"”
farmer Jones who called, and he
laughed when he saw how he had
startled the Cottontail bunnies—why,
they nearly jumped out of their skins.

Let's see—here were Molly and Sal-
ly Cottontail; and Bobby and Billy
And, they had stopped under the big
chestnut on their way from school to
see how soon the nuts would be ripe

When Mr. Jones came up to them he
said: “Say, Cottontails, would you like
to have and of potatoes
enough to last all winter? Yes? Well,
just you run and tell your daddy to
come right quick and bring all the
bags and baskets he can find; tell all
the Bunny Hollow folks, there
are plenty and to spare lying around
the field and it's a shame to have them
waste.”

“Bless me! How the Cottontails did
fly for home. Through Killdeer mead-
ow—then through the big woods; they
never rested until they came to their
own doorway, overhung with pretty
red Virginia creeper. And they just
banged their way into the house to
see who should be first to tell the
news. ¢

lots lots

too;

{

2 | them

It was |

Ma Cottontail told them she was sur- |

prised—and she asked where were
their pretty mauners? But when she
heard about the potatoes, she was as
excited as they were. And she
mediately dispatched Billy to call his

im- |

ped his tail and continued S

thought all those who have helped in
gathering together the fine dinner for
the day, and rurther still express this
and care form this virtue in him if gratitude. No virtue is worthy if not
she would have him be a useful and outwardly expressed.
happy member of society. | Perhn.ps there is a needy family

“Muyver, where milk tum from?” Who will not have so much for
asks three-year-old Danny, stopping Thanksgiving day, and the chlldre.n
in the midst of his cooling drink on|can help pack a basket and deliver it
a warm August day. “Why, Mrs. to them. The mother“cnn sum up her
Moore’s black and white cow gave! little lessons and say, “So many people
you the milk, dear. You remember have helped us to have Thanksgiving
we watched her going down the road, dinner, now bl help someone
last night. Tom brought the milk ! else to have one. Thus she will turn
over and put it on our porch.” :a}:e }lttle one’s spoken gratitude into

. { rvice.

“What do you say to fige: s ving: “Tom has brought cur milk every
ing your milk?” day, let us save this big red apple

“T’ank you,” said Danny triumph-|¢, give him to show him how thank-
antly. ful we are.” -

“And what shall we say to the good Thanksgiving is a fitting prepara-
old cow?” tion for the beautiful festival day

“T’ank you.” He waved happily in|which follows so soon, Christmas. It
the direction of the Moore's barn and

is when a child truly feels and ex-

lane where he had spent many bliss-| presses gratitude that he in turn is
ful evenings watching Tom drive in|ready to give and do for others.
COWS. “LOVING AND GIVING"—will
Little by little our children can be: meke sunshine in our world. “God

led in this simplé way to see the chdin'so loved—That He gave.”

them day by day? A child is not a
grateful little animal by nature, and
the mother must by untiring guidance

daddy-—he was shucking corn; and
Mclly to ask Granny Wobblenose
would she please, ma'am, mind the
haby"” so Ma could help in the field.
While Bobby and Sally ran round Bun-
ny Hollow to tell the neighbors.

In just about the whisk of a rabbit's
tail the Hopovers and the Tarfoots;
the Loagears. and the Wobblenoses
and oh! I couldn’t bezin to tell how
meny others were githered in the Cot-
tontail's dooryard. Timothy Tarfoot
had his cart and Daddy Longears had
his cew red wheecibarrow. H

On the way (o the potato patch
Maria Hopover said: “It's ucky for us
that farmer Jones had such a big crop
{ of potatoes.” At which Daddy Long-
| ears replied: “Yes—anpd it's luckier
| still that he’s so kind-hearted.” |

They worked like beavers. Bags, .
| baskets and pails; wheelbarrow and |
‘cart—all were filled in less'n no time. |
' And the Bunny Hollow folks agreed to H
come again next day--that is, If the

frost held off. Daddy Longears felt a

little dubious about that—said he was

sure there wag a touch of it in the air
| even then. Jemima Wobblenose uldl

soothingly:
don't you
| come to them—no
will be beautiful.”

About that time Matilda Tarfoot
missed her Tommy and Tilly. They
had a most anxious time searching for
indeed it was quite dusk before
| they were found, hiding in a clump of
kmll bushes, close to the edge of Cedar
| Brook

“Now, Daddy Longears,
any bridges till you
doubt to-morrow

| They tried to explain at one and the
|{same time. Tommy said it made his
back ache to pick up so many pota

toes, and Tilly said it made her back
ache. So Tommy thought they'd take
little walk. Then, Tilly said, they
saw Mr. Fox; and then they hid In the
bushes, and they'd never, never run
away again. Daddy Longears thought
they ought to be punished, but Martha
said they’'d been punished enough |

“Well, then,” exclaimed Daddy l.ung“
we'd better make tracks for
howme, and build fires to keep our po-
taltoes warm—mind you, they must be
kept warm for several days.”

“We know, Daddy, we ki laugh-
ed all the bunnies, and away they trot
ted—chatting and laughing All at
once they were quiet, for Bob Cricket
and his folks were giving concert
and they all loved to hear the music
One after another they said good
night, and when the Cottoutails reach
ed home tired but happy, they found
Granny Wobblenose waiting for them
under the Virginia creeper—with b thy
Winky in her arms

a

ears,

)W

a

To-morrow is Thanksgivin’ Day
But we ain’t got no treat

What's commin’ to the wealthy fol
That has swell things to eat;

They'll have a goodly iot to spare
We knows it, bul that's all,

Fer though we're poor we'll never heg
IPor favers, great nor small

ks

Fido and me ain’t got no frieud
To care if we ain’t fed
No one to mind how cold we are
Nor grieve when we are dead
But Fide is & faithfu! pal,
He loves ne, I know
He'll stick to me through thick and
thin
No matter where | go

and

To-morrow is Thanksgivin' Day,
The time when ev'ry one

Must give up thanks to God above
For all the good He's done;

So though we're poor and sore in n

And hungry as can be,

or Fido 1 wiil offer thanks,

And he'll glve thanks for me

-~Erroll Hay Colcock. |
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Nothing somebody else has dug out
tastes half as good as that we dig out|
for ourselves. That is why the farm!
dog likes to dig out his own wood-'
chucks. {

eed,

F

BY A. RUTLEDGE.

—— —

As in a well-settled rural commun-
ity I do not know more than a few
people who use the following method
of keeping apples for winter and early
spring use, I must conclude that the
method is not widely known. If it
were, it certainly would be adopted,
for there is nothing superior to it. The
cellar with the dirt floor is a mile
behind it. This device can be employ-
ed to keep a considerable quantity of
apples, but T had in mind just a few
bushels for use on the fwmily table.

Select a spot in the garden near a
path. Be sure that the place is well
drained, preferably on a slight slope.
Sink a barrel or a box s a depth to
be determined by the number of ap-
ples it is to contain, the rule being
that the topmost apples in the contain-
er should be about eight or ten inches
below the level of the ground. In
well-drained situations I have used
receptacles that had bottoms and those
that had none—there is no apparent
difference—but in the bottom put a
little clean straw or hay. If the hold-
er has cracks, tack pieces of paste-
board over them. Some people line
their receptacles throughout with
paper, but if the holder is clean I have
found this is not necessary.

Store only choice apples and lay
them in by hand. A spotted apple may
affect the whole adjacent group. If
tumbled in, many of them, being
bruised, will rot. When the container
is sufficiently filled, spread loose
newspapers over the apples, but don’t
tuck them down tightly so as to ex-
clude the air. Fit a good top that ex-
tends like a roof away from the lirs
of the container, so that rain will be
shed. This top need not be tight cn
the container, but it must not leak.
It is well to tack a piece of tin, sheet
iron or even oilcloth over it for safety.
A stone on top will keep the wind
from blowing it off. If the top fits
snugly, cut an airhole near the top
of the container, on the south side;
this for ventilation. If the con-
tainer is not wholly sunk and if the
apples are heaped high in it, pile the
loose earth about it.

I remember buying a barrel of
choice Baldwins in November and
sinking the barrel as described: these
being nearly used by March. Buying
a second barrel then out of cold stor-
age, of the same grade as those pur-
chased first, I found the buried apples
far superior in condition. They seem
to retain, under this treatment de-
scribed, all their fragrance, their
plumpness, their firm consistency and
their delicious flavor. Though I have
a cellar for storing fruit, I don’t know
what I should do without a box or a
barrel for burying choice apples n
the garden.

B RS N—
Thanksgiving’s Gettin’ Nigh.
When ma beging to fret an’ fucs

An’' cook an’ bake an’' stew
An' when th’ woodbox won't stay full

No matter whatcha do,

When pantry shelves get full ez ticks

With cakes an’ bread an’ pie
Why you kin purt near figger

Ole Thanksgivin's gittin' nigh

is

When all yer folks an’ relatives
From thutty miles er-roun
Espesherly the folks that’s been
A-livin’ in the town
Ccme traispsin’ back a-visitin’
T' stay a week-—oh my!
Why you can sutt'nly figger
Ole Thanksgivin's mighty nigh

Thanksgiving.
By Christine L. Chisholm

The offering of thanks for the year's

| blessings is an age-old custom which

originated in England and was called
the Harvest Festival. When the crops
were in and the orchards bare, the
Harvest Moon laughed down each
night on gay gatherings in the little
Cornish and Devonshire villages. The
beautiful old custom was brought to
North America by the Pilgrim Fathers
who settled in New England in 1620,
and after their first harvest, which
was a bountiful ene, held a week of
Thanksgiving, entertaining Massasoit,
the Indian chief and ninety of his war
rlors. The Indians contr it
and corn to the festival of thanks to
the white man’s God.

Thavksgiving is celebrated
beau ! season; still, drea
Summer, when the big, Harv
seems to be looking
purpie veil, and the bare fields
trees are dream/ng scme'hirg
lovely and are smiling Ir. tt

Canadians have every re:
year for Thanksgiving. Canada
cessfy pagsiug throvgh the
war peried of recons ruction, her
crops are more abundani an they
have ever been in her history, trade is
increasing, and the ge.vral ten ¥
is toward reduced prices
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Seeds are traveling ecverywhere,
Some of them are the vagrant wan-
derers of the flower wo 'd. Some have
hooks, some spears ai | some forks,
while others have purachutes and
wings. You may ca-'ry them for
miles on your clothin,:.. Sheep and
dogs distribute them widely over ths

(country. That is the way that Na-
| ture takes to prolong ti.e lives of her

plant children. Gather several kinds
and examine

Cut out and burn tl: old raspberry
and Dblackberry ecanss that have
fruited




