anadian Thanksgiving

BY EVELYN STANTON

Steena looked out of the window as

heard the sound of carriage wheels

her heart gave a sudden jump

n she saw that it was Mrs. Kerry

the black mare. Her quick

“ue eyes travelled over her blue house

frock and white apron. Her hand

traveled to her blonde hair, and felt

for stray locks. There were none, S0

hurried, almost ran, out to the
hone block.

Mis' Kerry! I you

“Mornin’,
ban well?” She smiled, aking
slowly, for, if she hurried her speech
it was sure to be laughably ungram-
matical and plentifully mixed with
idioms of her native Sweden.

“Yes, I'm well,” Mrs. Kerry's man-
ner, alwa positive and abrupt, was
this morning more so than ever.

“] should tie him the howc and you
get out?” suggested the girl.

“No, I've got something to say
you and I can say it right here.
sbout my boy, George.”

Steena’s face lightened at the men-
tion of George's name. Her smile was
ileminating and revealing. She waited
Xor Mrs. Kerry to :peak

love him?"” Mrs. Kerry
=

“That is, is there any-
mother you know, and_I have to pro-
tect him.”

e
s

to
It's

n you two? I'm his

The girl was puzzled but the smile
did not fade.

“]—sure—well, I'm what you call
crazy over him!” She tried to be gay.
“He don't talk marriage with me yet
but I know—I know,” and she laughed.

“But you can't marry him,”
Kerry fairly exploded. “He must have
a wife whom he'd never be ashamed
of. It isn’t now that counts in life.
At your age, ofie tumbles into love
and out again, with no harm done.
Later, when you get—"

“You mean—I'm no
George ?” the girl broke
catch in her voice.

For the fraction of a
Kerry hesitated. Then
slowly.

“I guess thai's what I mean. You
see, George will be a rich man some
day. He's well educated and he's go-
ing to be great, I hope. And he couldn’t
have a wife who can't even speak the
English language, who doesn’t know
anything about Canadian ways. You're
very ‘pretty, Steena Briby, but—you'd
better marry some fine Swedish boy.”
Then, lfwr a minute of painful sil-
ence, “Surely, you understand that
you're not the type of woman that
George should marry?’

The color slowly
cheeks and she was standing
erect, motionless, almost like
figure of a martyr awaiting sentence.
What thought might be evolving in
her brain found no outward rev
in her face. Mrs. Kerry saw the lack
of emotion and was -secretly relieved,
for she thought that it meant that
Steema did not love George to such an
extent that she would not be willing
to give him up.

“J—I guess I think over what you
say—new I bread in the oven,”
Steena eaid finally and without com-|

t, wallked quickly towards the
ouse. Mrvs. Kerry watche! her until
che disa red through the kitchen
«oor and then turned her horse toward

for
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me.
Alone in the big white kitchen the

girl did not weep. She was far too]

deeply wounded for that. Instead, she
went to the oven, glanced at the bak-
ing bread, and seeing it would be sev-
eral minutes before the big fragrant
aves could be taken from their pans,
she dropped to a chair by the window.
One of her first thoughts was that
she was glad to be alone. Cousin Anna,
a distant relative of her father's, who
was really the housekeeper, had gone
to town for supplies. Her father and
brother were in the fields helping the
farm hands gather the largest wheat
crop in the history of their ownership
of the farm. Yes, she was glad to be
alone, for that meant that her slow-
thinking but by no means stupid brain
could thoroughly consider the situa-
tion that faced her
For minutes she sat wa "
thivking. Then, mechanically
moved the bread from the oven and as
mechanically she went back to the
window and reviewed Mrs. Kerry's
words. And the tragedy, which grew
in magnitude as she pondered, was
that Mrs, Kerry was right. She was
not good enough for George!
Ten years before, when Steena was
: twelve, she had stood on the
'deck of an ocean liner and watched the
idering sky line of the land that
was to be hers by adoption. Her
mother bad been dead for several
months and her father, a tall raw-
boned man, unhappy from the loss of
‘the woman who had been the love of
L his life, had decided that in Canada
y solace, Steena's brother Ole, then
l m lad of sixteen, and Anna, the
cousin had
e as housekeeper to the mother-
brood had accompanied them.
liked the new land. So had
.ll. And they had prospered.
in Sweden Stena’s father had
med-m'c by trade but he had
ch of land cutside
c‘lw uld illed the earth as a
Maxatum from his work. So
n- land-wise.
‘The family made at once for the
wide West. While Steena’s fath-

was learning something
of his adoption, they lived in
, but with the coming eof

onsible man wanted to represent
gathering organization. Duiles
‘ﬁoport on proposed new construc
tion w new businesses, busines:
business removals, fires, ete.

easily handled by one in

'Ilh his regular business.

5 m‘n‘ mnplled. !l:lo
"ﬁugu $4s Adclaide

taken -her
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spring there were fréquent-excursions
into the country and finally they mov-
ed onto a farm in the heart of the
wheat country. At first, Olaf Briby
served as a “hand” but before long,
was promoted to a position akin to
that of superintendent. A year later
he paid the first instal'lment on the
farm of his own.
Steena loved the place from her first
1 glimyg of the long low farmhouse
and the big barns beyond. On the
way cown the road from the small
town where they had left the frdin,
shz Fad re2en a dozen large farmsteads
which showed care and comfort even
fnppruaunmz to luxury. The girl had
! dreamed that their hcme would not te
! 80 vastly different and, to her delight,
thanks to industry and native refline-
ment, her dream had almost become
a reality. |
Even now, .in her moment of an-
guish, she felt a thrill of pride that
while she herself might not be all that
desirable, her home was not a,
ce of which anyone might be |
amed. It was small compared with
the. big Kerry farmhouse half a mile
up the road, but it was well kept, there
was a genercus lawn and trim hedges
of flowers and shrubbery. She rose
from her painful brooding and walked
to the door and out, : the grass,
turning to lock back at the house and
the outbuildings beyond. The picture
was complete. vside and out, Olaf
Hr;hy had made home comfortable,
modern, handsom It was a splendid
(‘X'\mple of a Canadian farm home-
stea
Canadian farm homestead! The
phrase came to Steena’s mind, because
she had heard the women mention it.
A thought flashed to her: the Briby
household had not kept pace w'th the
Briby home! They had built up a fine
type of Canadian farm h< mestead but
what poor exampl adians they
were! She ponde this for
many minutes, and when \?r started
back to the kitchen,

her face wore a
smile as when the sun peers through
the clouds.

That night, when
drove his car up to the
the Briby garden, Steena went
out to meet him.

‘Hello, peaches and cream!” He
had nicknamed Steena after her com-
plexion. “Let's go to town and get
some ice cream.”

“No—I no go to-night,”
gravely. “Good-night!” and she walk-
ed away

It was the same the next night and
for many nights. She would not go
with him, would not talk to him, would
not explain, so presently he stopped

ing, a fact which his mother noted
vith satisfaction. But down in his
heart of hearts he did not stop caring.
After all, youth does  not always
tumble into love and out with
no harm done.

Autumn came and winter. At
Christmas time, Mrs. Kerry suggested
&w her son that they take a trip South.
! She had heard and read much of Flor-|
ida and wished to see it. The trip held
little of keen enjoyment. George
watched the gayeties but refused to
take any part, and in a month they |
| were home again. The first day, Mrs. |
Maguire, the Kerry's hired helper,
told her mistress that Qtoenh Bnh)
and her brother m:r( Ay,
gary, she thought,
peg. Mrs. Kerry mkm\\ ledged
) with a nod, but, made no com-
She was not entirely i

in separating the
all, she argued, the gir
y was not the right type|
George.
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horse block in

juickiy

she

again

mer
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ers, but, after
most certa.n
of wife *for

Spring came again
heavy routine of
Ole Br came back,
mer before his sister appeared again
about the grounds of the low white
farmhouse. Mrs. Kerry saw her one
afterncon as she drove by and howed

1 smiled Steena's greeting was

etly cordial and Mrs. Kerry t
thought wha fine fi » of a girl
was am becoming was the
simple re |

Mrs. Kerry ‘hed her son very
carefully the t few weeks but there
was no sign that the okd friendship
was renewed. - So the months wore
on. Gracefully, the spirit of summer
ki fwd her ﬁuv\er\ skirts and departed, |
allowing vividly dressed autumn to
stalk across the fields. |

In October, Mrs. Kerry told her son
that they had been invited to spend
Thank-g'nmz with cousins in Winni-

It was to be more. or less of a
1m reunion. George agreed me-|
chanically and a week before the holi-
day they departed. Steena saw them |
go and the little set smile, that she
had worn when Mrs. Kerry told her |
she was not “good enough,” still ling- |
ered on her lips. |

| On the merning .that the l\errys
reached Winnipeg a telegram was!
waiting for them and George read it/
beforg his mother had removed her!
hat. It was from Mrs. Maguire: |

“Pire in hen and tool house,. barns
scorched—not much damage.’

He handed the telegram to his|
mother She had managed the farm |
since the death of his father twelve
years before, and was quite capable
of rising to the present climax. She
| read it carefully twice, and, without
comment, removed her hat and turned
to greet w g friends.

After !un.‘hm n, however,
posure scemed less secure. She be-
gan to wonder how badly the,
{barns were “scorched” and if there
{had been any real damage to the
stored crops. George had been secret- '
ly wondering the same thing for hours
{but had watched his mother's silence.
When she spoke, however, he said

the

work

and with il
of -do
but it was sum- |

ou o

a

she

her com-

flatly that he would be a Jot happxer]

if he were home.

The night trein bore them back and
on Thanksgiving day, a dull heavy
morning with 2 ;owerlng lky that

threatened snow, they were momrinr
fggmward to hear Mrs. Maguire's
story.

*“] wasn't here when none of it hap-
pened,” she explained. “It was to-
wards night and the chores was done
and so was supper. I went to"tOwn,
to the movies, with my cousin Emma’s
girl. It seems like that the first per-
son who noticed the smoke or the fire
or anythin’ was the Briby girl. She
come running over and into the kit-
¢hen where Jim and Larry was settin’
and she told them that the place was
afire. It was the tool house that took
first and then®the hen house caught,
and the sparks were like to get the
rest of the cutbuildings, only Briby's
girl, she runs to the phone and in less
than no time, I guess the whole
countryside must have been here and
she a'tellin’ them what, to do.”

“Do you mean Steena Briby?”
George asked quickly. Briby's gir
might have meant Cousin Anna

“Yes, her.”

Mrs. Kerry looked sharply at her
son. The radiart light that flashed
over his features teld her that a yvear
of separation had accomplished no-
thing and her heart gave a quick
bound that was almost a stab of self-
reproach. She hardly heard the rest
of Mrs. Maguire's rambling narrative
of how Steena had saved the barns,
how she had worked with the men,
directing, inspiring them, hair and
face covered with soot, her eyes red,
her throat choked. Vaguely she heard
one of the hired men say that Steena
was a ‘“hero,” and “ought to get a
medal or somethin’.”

What filled her mind was the fact
that George loved Steena and she
wondered if the girl really loved him.

If only she had been less of the “im-,

f

migrant type,” if
more fitting wife
at any rate, she
thank her for her
Perhaps on the wa
would come to her.
George and the hired man had nmdo
for the barns. Mrs. Maguire wi
ily. scolding over the fact that
not received Mrs. Kerr:
until late that it impo
to do even a tenth of the usual
of Thanksgiving cooking.
No turkey k no mince meat
made, 1o decent crust rolled up for
a pumpkih pie, not a cranberry in the
house, no she t on, but Mr
< lid not eve ar. She put ou
1 started out for
ke

r George. Well,
go ‘over and
splendid service.
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she only go upstairs a
get changed from her

'] her. Come in,” and
she led the way past the roomy dining

om with its fine old iture and
its homely displays of ch and glass,
into the living - room. There Mrs.
Kerry waited.

She was rather surprised as
looked around the room. It was
comfortable, so tasteful. There was
an air of home about it that she had
not thought to find in the parlor of
a “foreigner.” She had hmn undor
the impression that the *

a place opened only
but this reom evider itly
stantly.

She
qQuick
Steena cntered
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dress ? (r-
ing than ev
finement
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room.
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about which 1 wis
Then the we
fo full of
meant to say, so excited, that
minute she was not impressed
something that she should have not-
iced at once. teena's English! It
was perfeclt! There was none of the
odd, broken phrases, nothing ungram-
matical. She locked intently at the
as if to be sure that this was
Steena. |
\mn!(-d

else
k to you.”
had been

spep
She

=
Kerry

to tell you,” Mrs
hurried, “that—I am sure-—my |
, boy-—still cares for you. I did not
know it. I did not think that you|
even thought seriously of one another, |
until this morning. His joy when he !
heard that it was you who had saved |
the barns, well, it told me the truth.
And—as for your being goed enough
why—" she smppc-d, umfu-( d, then,
suddenly rrnvl “Steena! you've dmn;:
ed—how you've changed!” ’

The girl’s musical laugh rnp')k\l
through the room. It was the laugh |
of one who “laughs last”— a happy |
laugh of some unspoken victory.

“Yes, I. have changed—all of us|
have changed, dear Mrs. Kerry. And |
I know what you came to tell me this |
morning; that you are sorry vuu

~that you did not mean to be |
, unkind, that you were protect- |

ing your son. I know, Mrs. l\el'ryf
and you were right. I was not good |
enough then!” |

Mrs. Kerry did not know what to|
say, but she took the girl’s hand in|
both of hers.

| “I told you that morning that l‘ TheTObaCCCIJ Qua.].ly

would think it over and talk with you
again,” Steena continued, lovely in her
kappy calm. “I did (hmk of all you
had said and what it meant and there
was nothing to say to you—then, I
sent George away each time he called. |
That morning after you left, I said to |
myself that I would be good onwug‘h'
for him. I saw that while my people
and I had come to this country, found

/2 LB.

TINS

and in packages

happiness, comfort and almost riches, |
we had not become a part of the|
country. We could not ‘speak its lan- |
guage properly. But we could learn,
my brother Ole, my father and I. We |
|all talked it over and started at once. |
We went to the county town and (m)k‘
‘out our first naturalization papers. |
{ We studied, we even went down to|
Winnipeg to take a short course. We!
read. Every day we were better Can-
adians. You see, some ¢ I wanted |
to be good enough.” j
“Steena!” Mrs. Kerry's eyes filled
with tears and she put * hands in a|
caress on the gir shou'« “Steena, |
you're wonderful! And I-—I was very|
cruel. I should have thought of that|
I should have helpe 1. You must|
have been very unh: . | : fa
“Unhappy? No mnu-'.nnm[ keep faith

| Ful r embpty
but not unhappy. s doing right!| advsiegn i Ay
I sanit il s Can not disturb the

best but I}
knew that the hour 1 | comie when | Whoze radiant Prese
I would ve him back. When I \\a:‘
ely, I worked hardest.”
have to tell

m the \\hw’nr
though he hates me after-|
Is,”” Mrs. Kerry sa

that is my
She stoppad suddenly, her eyes
| with a lovely light. “I know|
what you can do. It is rhunl\\uumu
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| Take a chicken which weighs 2%
| or 3 pounds, split down the back as
for broiling, lay it in a dripping pnn
| skin side up, and surround it with ¢
parsnips which have been pealed, par-
| boiled, and split lengthwise. Sprinkle,
| with one and one-half teaspoons of
isalt. Bake until the chicken and par-
;snips are tender and brown, remove
|
|
|
|

chicken to platter, garnish with par-
snips, and then add two cups of rwh
milk or thin cream to the

| the dripping pan. Thicken this gravy|
{ with two tablespoons flour and season
| with one teaspoon salt, Serve with
b&)\(}d potato.

Mock Oyster Stew

Three cups milk, 2 cups cahhugo,
teaspoon pepper, 1 teaspoon salt,
“tablespoons butter.

Chop the cabbag
water until tender,
pepper, and the heated milk. Serve,

| with crackers same as oyster stew.|
Cauliflower may be substituted for the
| cabbage.

Shell Beans in Winter.

Two cups red beans, 1 tea
14 teaspoon pepper, 1 cup
tablespoons butter.

Pick over and wash beans. Let
scak overnight, and stew them in the;
morning for two or three hours. Add'
the milk, salt, and pepper, and finish,
cooking. It wiil take from half an|
hour wan hour ugﬁm;h coakmg m

%

9
&

clear|
butter,

e, cook in

Add salt,

n salt,!
mik, 2'

pasSed ber. |
-d in epinuing on the

of W

| Serve with cream and sugar

ksgiving Dinner

beans after adding the milk, accord-
ing to the amount of water left in'
them at that time. Just before serv
ing add the butter

Apple Butter and Nut Pudding.

Three-quarter cup apple butter,
tablespcons melted butter, 1 small egg
(beaten), 3 tablespoons nut meats, %
cup milk, 14 cups flour, 1% teaspoons
baking powder, 4 tablespoons sugar,
| % teaspoon s=alt

Mix in the order listed, and bake in
a moderatg oven about half an hour.

|

2

.

Steamed Berry Pudding.

One and one-half cups flour, 1%
cups canned blueberries or blackeay
% cup molasses, % teaspoon soda,
teaspoon salt,

Beat soda m until it
froths. Add to other ingredients, and
stoam in a greased pail three hours
Serve with cream or hard sauce.

Indian Pudding With Apples,
rh ee cups milk, 3 tablespoons corn
8 poons molasses, %4
oon each cinna-

{ apples

1 milk for ten min-
utes, stirring frequently. Add mol-
asses, spices, and salt, and bake in a
slow oven two hours. Stir two or
three times during the first houf of
baking. Put in the pared and quarter-
| ed apples when the pudding has baked

mmmmm

“

in asses

dim. |

these things were sent;|

I've

{ tle
mphor | o ¢

off it?” | 4o

A Nlhonal Am;\em
Maker of earth and sea,
What shall we render Thee?

All things are Thine;
Ours but from day to day,
Still with one heart to pray
“God bless our land alway,

This land of Thine!”

Mighty in brotherhood,
Mighty for God and good,
Let us be Thine.
Here let the natione see
Toil from the curse set free,
Labor and lberty.
One cause—and Thine.

Here let glad plenty reign;

Here let none seek in vain,
Our help and Thine—

No heart for want of friend

Fail ere the timely end,

But love for ever blend
Man’s cause and Thine.

Here let Thy peace abide;

Never may strife divide
This land of Thine.

Let us united stand,

Ore great devoted band,

Heart to heart, hand in hand,
Heart and hand Thine,

Strong to defend our
Proud in 2i1 nations’
Lowly in Thine

One in all noble fame,
Still be our path the same,
Onward in Freedom's name,
Upward in Thine.
—J. Bruntgn Stevens,
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Usefulness of Muuc.

{ The value of education in musfe
}mun( be estimated by its usefulness in
after life. The musical opportunities
| coincident with school life, from the
lowest primary grade wh the seeds
| of harmony are sown up through the
’;u‘ndmuir and high school forecast
;prncisgl,\' the kind and degrée of in
terests students will manifest after
| graduation. An obstacle which seems
| insurmbuntable, of pre-
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i!w;uxllrul This would wean the young
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igrading and which mitigates against
the much-needed uplift in fonal
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Music is happily becomir
| more an integral factor for
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The Fly hduslry

Down of Sar
 (Mexico)
le means
and women
lives fly-catching
i pion “swatters.”
But the
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Doors That Wind a Cleck.

Quite a useful little invention one
that is made by a Contit al firm for
winding up the «
merely by the ope
the door of the room

The clock-—a large ope for hang
ing the wall—is hung just above
the door When this opened the
movement is tr smitted by Y
a Bowden cable the

done

ing of

lock Th is

ing and shut

on
is
me

to

the clock

Precautions are take
much win¢ if the
quentiv op and on
that it is sufficientiy wom
fs not opened
times during the day T'his
the use of a sp device

It is quite a useful and «
tion, for how many of with the
best intentions in the world, have a
way of forgetting wind our time-
pleces. The clocks usually stop at the
most inconvenient times. With a con-
trivance like this, we can be sure that
at least one clock in the house can al
ways be relied upon to be doing its
duty.
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QT
... One contract in your pocket is bet-
ter than thirteen promises




