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broom, and dusted them, then she set the
table in the dining-room with the very
best dishes and finest silver. She set a
teeny vase in the middle of the table
with two violets in it ; and she put dolly
table-napkins at each place. When the
house was all nice and clean, she dressed
Lavinia in her pink muslin, and Dora Ann
in her gray velvet, and Haunah Winch in
her yellow silk, then she seated them
around the table, each one in her own
chair. Polly was just telling them about
company manners, how they must not eat
with their knives or leave their teaspoons
in their cups as they drank their tea,
when the nursery door opened, and in
came mamma with a real Thanksgiving
dinner. There was a chicken leg to put
on the platter before Hannah Winch, for
Polly always made her carve. There
were cunning little dishes of mashed po-
tato and cranberry sauce, and some celery
in a tiny tumbler, and the cutest squash-
pie baked in a patty-pan.

Polly Pine hopped up and down with
delight when she saw it. She set every-
thing on the table, then she ran away to
put on her nicest muslin frock with the
pink ribbons, and go down to dinner.
There were gentlemen there for dinner,
gentlemen Polly was very fond of ; and
she had such a nioce time visiting with
one of them. He could change his table
napkin into a white rabbit, and she for-
got all about the dollies’ Thanksgiving
till they were eating the nuts and raisins.
When Polly did remember, she jumped
down from her chair, and asked mamma
if she might go upstairs and see if the
dollies had eaten their dinner. When
mamma told about the dotl-house
Thanksgiving, all the gentlemen wanted
to go, too, to find out if the dollies had
enjoyed their dinner.

The front door of the house was open ;
but Polly opened it all out, and there
sat the dollies just as their little mam-
ma had left them, only they had eaten
up  nearly all the dinner. Fiverything
was gone except the potatoes and cran-
berry sauce. The chicken leg picked bare,
the bread was nibbled, and the little pie
was bitten all around.

" Well, this is funny ! '’ said papa.

Just then they heard a funny, scratchy
noise in the doll-house, and a little gray
mouse jumped out from under the dining-

table. He ran out at the front door
down the steps ; and, before you could
say ‘*Jack Robinson,” he had gone, no
body could tell where. There was an-

other tiny mouse under the sofa in the
doll-house parlor, and a third one under
the bed, with a poor, frightened, trem-
bling little tail sticking out. They all
got away safe. Papa would not allow
mamma to go for the cat. He said,
" Why can’t a poor little mousie have a
Thanksgiving dinner as well ag we can ?”
—[tvood Housekeeping

Recipes.
Sausage Rolls.—Put a level teaspoon
of salt  and two teaspoons of baking

powder into one cup of ‘" Five Roses '
flour, and stir well : rub in one table-

Spoon of butter, add a half cup of sweet
milk, and as much more flow a8 is nec
essary to make a soft dough. Roll out,
and cut in rounds with a biscuit cutter

Lay fine sausage meat in half of each
roll, turn the other half over, and pinch
the edees together. Place in a buttered

dripping pan, and bhake in a hot over for
thirty minutes

Mufling  in  Southern Style.—Mix to
sether one pint sweet milk, two heaten

CRES, two tablespoons hutter, half a
Veast cake (dissolved), and a little salt,
“With enough ** Five Roses ' flour to make
! very soft  batter Leat  the n
vredients thoroughly together, and let the
hatter rise over night. In the morning,
litter hot pop-over irons, and half fill
ciach  with batter l.et rise again for

half an hour, then put in a hot oven, and
bake until they are o rich hrown.

A promising voung othcer had  heen
cunded, and o surgeon had dressed his

aurnds General Goant  sent for the
Ureon later to ascertain the young
Cheer’s chances
He s wounded,” said the surgeon to
commander-in-chief, i three places.’
Are these wounds fatal 2 General
ant asked
I'he surgeon nodded o prave assent
“Two of the wounds are fatal,” he
d “The third Is not IT we can
e him to rest quiet for a while I

hink he will pull through '

THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE.

ngr Mary Smiths and One

hanksgiving Dinner.

By Mrs. Susan M. Griffith, in The
Christian Herald.

It was the breakfast table of Miss
Mary Smith No. 1, and a very little
breakfast table it was in every sense of
the word. Little as to size, and exceed-
ingly small as to the meal spread upon
it. Also, Miss Mary Smith herself was
& diminutive woman ; so much so, that
she was commonly known in the suburb
of  Riverdale, where she resided, as
‘“ Little Miss Smith."

Of course, Miss Smith was poor, or she
would have had more for breakfast than
a slice of baker’s bread, a pat of butter
you could cover with a good-sized thim-
ble, a tahlespoonful of meat hash, and a
very weak cup of coffee without sugar or
milk ; especially when she was as hungry
as she was that cold Novemher morning,
just three days before Thanksgiving.

Yes, the little gray-haired lady, fifty-
five years old next Christmas, was much
in want of a sufficiency of this. world’s
goods, but her poverty was of a most
respectable kind. It never was allowed
to trouble anyone hut herself. If her
breakfast was meagre and unsatisfying,
she ate more largely of the Bread of
Life, sang more blithely and talked more
gaily with the young folks who passed
her door. Indeed, she was as cheery as
her own sweet song-bird, the golden
canary who swung in his cage in the
south window and poured forth a flood of
melody all day long.

Little Miss Smith had lived in the
beautiful suburb of Riverdale for many
years ; ever since her parents died, in
fact. It was quieter there than in the
city,”” she said, and that was true ; but
it was cheaper, also, much cheaper, and
little Miss Smith was obliged to bring
her expenditures within the narrow com-
pass of the hundred dollars a year al-
lowed her by her only living relative, a
well-to-do brother residing in a distant
city. How she managed to exist on so
small an annuity no one knew, though the
question was often asked and pondered
over. That she did live, and seemed to
live well, was what the public, easily
satisfied by a respectable outward ap-
pearance, said, and the decision of the
public always settled everything ; but
perhaps the questioners might have under-
stood the matter better had they seen the
one  small slice of baker's bread, the
tablespoonful of hash, the tiny fire which
was expected to heat both rooms—for
Miss Smith wused a small oil stove on
which to cook her meals—and the care-
fully-preserved twelve-year-old gown.
Although Miss Smith’'s circumstances
were not known, she was well known and
loved and respected, not only in the
suburb of Riverdale, hut in the city to
which it belonged. S he had many
friendly acquaintances and some good

acquaintances among the more wealthy

families ; to be sure they were a little
inclined to be patronizing, but they re-

membered  Miss  Smith's  father and
mother when they occupied a very en-
viable social position, and when he was
judge of a circuit court ; and, remember-
g her as a part of their fallen fortunes,
sometimnes  drove  out in their shining
carriuges to sce how she got along, and
instead of secing  her poverty—which, in-
deed, was always hidden as far away as
it could bhe—saw her two eminently re-
spectable rooms, adorned by the excellent,
old-fashioned furniture  which  had de-
scended to her from the parental home,
wearing rather an aristocratic air, and
herself in her black dress, so carefully
darned and sponged and p essed, with the

neat linen collar and cuffs, and their er-
dict  was that, * Reually, Miss Mary was
very nicely fixed indeed. So comfortable
and cozy ; and they understood that her
brother sent her, regularly, a hundred
dollars a yeur. Really very good of ber
brother ; extrewely considerate and gen-
erous.’’

At church, too where she always

worshipped cach Sabhbath, always in the
siame black s§ilk dress she had worn for
twelve successive years, the same honnet
with the velvet ribbon and purple violets,
the same shawl folded 1 a triangcle, they
thought her very oancient an fashion and
wculiar i mannor, but gquite well enovgh
off to sign subscription papers, which, of

course, she did, going without anvy break-
fast at all, to pay them, oftentimes It
vou had asked ahout her, almost any-
by would  have  said ‘" Little Miss
Smith » Why, no, she isn't poor. She

odd and old faghioned—the queerest

little body you ever saw. Everybhody
likes her though, she i3 so nite and
kind.”’ And that would have been the
end of it.

After this lengthy introduction you
ought to know little Miss Smith pretty
well ;' and you will not be surprised to
learn that, being of a social turn, and
having few to talk to in the course of
the day, she not only directed much con-
versation to her bird, Fluff ; but also
talked much to herself, or, if you like it
better, mused aloud. So it came to
pass, that this morning, as she ate her
slender breakfast, she gazed out of the
window and kept up a pleasant chatter
regarding her neighbors.

* Dear, dear, dear me !’ she ex-
claimed, all of a flutter, ‘“ Parson's
grocery wagon is stopping at Mrs. Bas
com’s for the second time this morning
and there is Rovers going to Piterson's
with a load.  They must both be making
extensive preparations for Thanksgiving
this year. My, my ! what a monstrous
turkey ! It weighs from fifteen to
twenty pounds, T'll venture, Fluff. And
there goes a bushel hasket loaded to the

top. There is a great deal of money in
that basket, ¥lufl. T should like you to
count it up if you could. A great deal

of money to be eaten in one dinner. Ah !’
with a tender little sigh, ““ T didn't use
to think much of it myself, once, Fluff,
in the good old days when I lived at
home with my dear old father and
mother. BRefore they died, and the
property was found to be—well, not at
all valuable—that is, you know, Flufl,
quite involved. T'm not intending to
complain, Fluff ; not at all. T should be
ashamed to do that when I think of all
the blessings the dear I.ord has given me;
but T do confess that I would dearly
love to taste one of those good old din
ners once more. T do wonder if T can
afford a chicken for Thanksgiving this
vear—a very little chicken. A chicken
and dressing and gravy would taste
mighty good, together with a bunch of
celery and a dish of cranberries. 1t
may be a wild, extravagant thought,
Fluff, but T have a mind to look in my
pockethbook and see if T can afford it
and away she went to the upper bureau
drawer and brought forth her terribly
thin little purse.

Pouring out the few pieces of small
change on the tahle, she carefully counted
it over some half-dozen times to make
sure, then she gravely shook her head.

““1 guess we can't do it this time,
Fluff, dear. I guess we'd better not. 1
haven't quite as much change as 1
thought, and the rent is to be paid next
week, you know. I'll get a nickel soup-
bone. Soup is nourishing and goes
further than chicken, and T can make a
very thankful dinner on it, very. And
there will be the celery and cranberries
I really think, Fluff, T can manage
themn.'’

A knock at the door, causing little Miss
Smith to spring out of her chair with a
nervous little scream. But it was only
the  pleasant postman, who seldom
hrought her anything but her weekly re
ligious paper and the semi-unnual check
from her hrother in Chicago He now
held out a dainty emhossed envelope,
upon which was her name in the daintiest
of handwriting.

‘““ Looks like a good one.”" said the
cheery postman “It's a good time to
get  letters now—so near Thanks riving
There's generally a hig turkey dinner en-
closed in ‘em.”’ And then he Ilaughed
cheerily as he ran down the steps and
whistled for the next house.

In the flutter of strange excitement,
little Miss Smith took the letter into her
inner apartment and opened it with the
utmost care. Sure  enough it was Qa
formal invitation to the Montacues  in
the city to 'l'hnnkxul\ing dinner The
Montagues—aold acquaintances, and  one
time quite intimate friends  of he
family, bhut far removed by the force of
circumstances  and  the lapse of years
Dear, dear, dear me ! That they should
think of her ! She would write a grate-
ful acceptance at onece on some of the
scented paper she kept for very  special

occasions, in her very best style which

was a very good style, hy the wWay —and
then she must look to her Silk dress and
bonnet. As she needed no Thankspgiving

dinner now, she would buy a few little
trifles to  freshen up her old garb and
help it to pass muster,

While she is doiny this n such a plow

of happiness as sghe had not experfenced
for many a year, we will introduce 1
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TERMS: Over $50.00 and under
$125.00, $5.00 cash and $4.00 per
month; over $125.00, $10.00 cash and
$7 00 per month.

Nordheimer’s

188 Dundas St., LONDON, ONT.

Portrait of the Late Bishop Baldwin

11x 15, on heavy plate paper, suitable for
framing, together with memoir, the fun-
eral service and sermon on the occasion;
price for the two, 25¢c.; 5 sets, one address,
$1.00; cash with order.
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The !ondon Printing and Lithographing Co.

LONDON. ONTARIO.

you thg gecond Miss Mary Smith, of

MRS, F. V. ('L'RRAH',

INVALUABLE TO SUFFERING WOMEN

~ It is a Grand Remedy,
brought health
and happiness to thou-
" sands of ladies all over
It will cure
A free sam-
ple will be sent by ad-
with stamp,
Windsor, Ont,




