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to the folks that love them most, and as Lucia loves Thanksgiving dinner to-morrow and he gave the 

, this tree best, It Is her's, no matter on whose land It steps another vigorous kick.
IjV AfcNA M. TOOHKY. |a ц couldn t live if it didn't have roots, and Rs " All alone ?" said Musette, scornfully.

" The elm 13'on our lawn," exclaimed Lucia. roots grow on both sides of the line so It is really •• ует i am I’m going to shoot a partridge if I
" Indeed it is not." replied Bernard in a decided ;n both of your yards ; but it is Lucia’s tree now all atBy out all night, and I'm going to cook It In the

" It Is our tree, and no one shall say it is right, as long as she wanted it to live, even if It old stone fireplace in the corner of the lower lot. If
wasn't hers, and Bernard wanted it to be cut down the boys ask me what I had for Thanksgiving I can 

uake any difference what people sa> , " and killed. ’ tell them partridge. I guess that'll sound all right,
said Lucia That treeiaon my father's land, and Bernard said nothing, but, with a gloomy look If you brace up you can help and we’ll eat It to
it alwa;., has been there, and always will be ; and upon his face, he started logo towards his own gether’’
that's all that there is about*.': home Musette eyed her brother a momefft. Hadn’t you

What is the trouble, children ? " Lucia ran after him ' Don't feel bad, Bernard,” better split it In two and you cook yours in one
The two cousins looked up irom the steps lead ,ng she said. " If the tree is mine, It is mine to give comer of the lot and I'll cook mine In the other

into Lucia's home, where they were sitting. It was away, and I will give you the half that shades your corner."
Grandpa Lake whom they saw. lawn, and I will keep mine for the side that shades <* o, come off !" exclaimed Mark, contemptuous-

" ()h. it is the same old fuss about the tree, mine. I)o you like that ?” ly ; “ will you go with me or not ?”
said Lucia " I am tired and sick of quarreling Bernard nodded his head, but he still did not feel ,, v__ , wni . _0 nn(i VOUr partridge. Might
a,x>ut it still I won’t give In. That tree is mire IU„ch Ukg talking so he kept ongoing towards »et two while you’re aboutit." Here Musette got 
just as sure as my eyes are so there, now. home. K d di ^ red in the kitchen

" Noi grandpa, it Is mine. " put in Btrnaul. Lucia ran back to grandpa, and as she took him ^o^ThanbSiving Day, Musette was up and out 
• My father has always said that It was on our by the hand, to help him up the steps into her bv the lake at five o'clodc. At breakfast time she
land, and he cut my name on it when I was a little home, she remarked. "Do you know, grandpa, you handed Mark a half-dozen pickerel. " There," she
teeny, weeny boy and be d not have done that if make me think a lot of Solomon ? Yes, you make i t .. c|ean those and we'll have a chowder along 
the tree was on 1 ncle George s land. ” me think a r-reat lot of him ' ’ ГГГ' . _ ,,

•Oh. well, Im sick of having to be disputing all '• Do I ?" exclaimed grandpa. Then he laughed wi* y”Ur WO P® ' f . - - ..... bthe time about that old tree." said Lucia Bernard .. Vea you do; and there s one thing I wish you'd ' Au the morning Mark and'Mwttt^ were busy
and I will be having a good time, then we ll come do, so Bernard won't feel quite so bad because you down in the corner ™^^ Mark was
near the elm, and that will make us both hate- said that the elm is mine 1 wish that you d take mg partridges and stewing cranberries^ ^f ,.
to ! Bernard into the woods, and help him cut down a estatlcally happy. y we’ll have

"That is surely, a pity," observed grandpa. tree I love the trees so that 1 wouldn't want to see era will have as gooddl”°” “ Г» ”
" That is one of the most beautiful elms# ever saw. you cut down the one that is the least pretty of them 1 dont it| smell 8°^, ® 8 ЛЇГ™

It has always given me such pleasure Jo look at it, all : but Bernard is a boy, and boys are different, you SP*"' wf f>a'dn l. keep things hotlongenoughto 
and I am sorry that It has caused so much trouble to know They like chopping and chips better than 8ct th£“ i°to ‘hf Pletes lf the weather waa like 11 
two little cousins." to see the branches wavine in the wind •• some Thanksgiving. , ,

•Well, I just guess it is a beautiful tree," ex- дц ri„bt girlie I will do as vou sav " promised Musette seemed not to hear her brother s remarks 
claimed Lucia, looking up at the graceful elm with grandpa —*he stirred and stirred and salted and peppered
a lond expression in her blue eyes. "It Is the And he did_Western Advocate and- tasted. ..... -, ,
loveliest elm In the whole city, yes, It is the loveli- ” Thoqe partridges will be done first thing we
est tree of any kind in the whole city." know, " said Mark.

“ Of course it Is. since It Is my tree," remarked J* j* j* Musette took no notice of the partridges. " 1)0
Bernard. Then he leaned back and laughed heartily you remember that night last spring, " she said,
at his own remark. A Thanksgiving All Together. quietly, " when It was so awful cold and we didn't

But It don't happen to be yours," retorted Lucia, get home from school until five o'clock and there
with a toes of her head. BY Frances j. DELANO. was a parsnip stew and how hungry we both

“ Well. well. now. this thing is getting serious," were ?"
remarked grandpa, as he stood looking at his petted On the morning of the day before Thanksgiving “ Rather guess I do,” said Mark ; " didn't It
grandchild, his two wrinkled hands resting upon a young girl sat weeping on the back doorsteps of a taste more than good ? Wasn’t half enough of It
his cane ‘ When I gave a part of my farm to my dilapidated farmhouse She had just returned from though."
two boys for them to build their homes uoon, 1 did an errand to a neighboring farm and, while knock- “ Do you know,” continued Musette, In a voice 
not think that matter» would come to this Indeed Ing at the kitchen door. had overheard a conversa- that trembled a little. ” mother saved that stew for
I didn't " tton which opened her eyes to some very bard facts father—he hadn't had any dinner, been out fishing

” Why. grandpa, I didn't think you'd feel so bad about her own family. all day. She said he just tasted It when he happen
about our quarrel, said Lucia, In surprise. " O, dear, dear sobbed Musette Seaver. " It'a ed to hear mother say we hadn 't been home to sup

But Bernard just aald “Do you mean, grandpa, true, every word, I s'pose poor shiftless . no per and there wasn't much for us, and then he saved 
that this land here used to be a part oC your farm ? account . live like boardin' house folks ; no two of It all for 
Why it la all city around here now " 'em ever pull together ; never sit down4o a meal

“ Yes, It ia city around here now,’1 replied grand- together. O, deâr, dear —I never dreamed we were creduously.
pa “ but it was country not many years ago, and such kind of folks, but we are. I can see It now “ After we had eaten the stew I saw father In the 
there were so many trees around here then that no that Miss Smith has said It right out O, to think pantry eating cold Johnnycake, and when I asked 
one would tver think of having words over one, as folks talk like that about us !” Poor; shiftless , no mother she told me." 
you have. ’ account—the words seemed to beat themselves Into > " By Jlmmlny !" exclaimed Mark.

“ But now, don't you think that the-tree Is mine, Musette's brain. " I wish,” -here the girl hid her " There goes father now, 'cross fields going home
grandpa ■*" asjeed Lucia. face in her apron and sobbed, then she .sat up and to dinner. Poor old lather !" Musette's eyes were

‘ And don't you think that It Is mine ?' asked began to wipe her eyes, energetically. “No I don't, following her father and the tenderness in her voice
Bernard either, ” she said, fiercely " 1 don't wish I didn’t as she uttered the last words made Mark choke. He

• It won't do for me to say," returned grandpa, belong to my own family. There’s father and eyed the precious contents of the frying pa
• But I 11 tell you how we will decide it 1 was mother and Jim and little Tommy—and—I love them moment, then he turned to Musette. “Would t

quite a fellow for chopping down trees when I was every one. ” be enough, do you think, for three of ns ?"
a young chap, and I’d like to try my hand at it Hello " “ Three !" exclaimed Musette, hopefully, *' why,
again. 1 don't have the strength I had once, but I Musette looked up her brother Mark was coming there's plenty for four, a half one apiece, and moth- 
thtnk I can bring that elm down all right. Then, up the path er hasn’t tasted partridges for ages. Don’t you re-
when 1 get it d?wn, Twill divide It in two Then “What'S the matter with you ?” inquired the member how there wasn't enough to go round the
each of you can have a half, and there will be no boy Musette pulled herself together, but made no last time and mother said she didn't want any ? 
more quarreling over the tree." answer She did, though—and” Musette hesitated a moment,

• Hurrah exclaimed .Bernard, waving his cap "Where’s Jim?" he asked, not being Interested In “you know father wouldn’t like to eat dinner
Won't that be fun to see the old thing fall My! Musette's tears. without mother"—

won't It make a noise, though !" " Practicing for a shooting match.” replied "'Run and ask them then,” said Mark. '* I bet
1 Oh. no. grandpa please don’t," said I.ucln, Musette. they don't come, because they wont leave the

with tears In her eyes Then she went up to her “ Where's Lem ?" rest
grandfather, 'and, putting her two little hands on O he's off on Ills own business, so's all the “ Why couldn’t I ask Mary
hie arm, she ad'ded. "Please don't 1 The tree lent rest Mary Anne Is trimming her hat, Georgianna na ?" said Musette with sudden eagerness. “Of
to blame for our quarrel and I should miss It so If is reading Tommie's screaming top of his lungs, course mother'd have to bring Tommie, any way,
It were down’• don’t you hear him ? You’re standing there doing and two more you know wouldn’t matter. They

" But we'd better have peace In the family than nothing. I'm' needn’t have partridge, only Mary Ann does love
an elm Branding,” said,grandpa With an amused Mark l>egan to laugh. “ Any more of us?" he It awfully and I’d just as lleves have chowder, and 
expression in the face, he turned down toward the asked jokingly. you remember how Georgianna cooked it for you
little girl Musette swallowed some tears. “ No," she said, last time—O, Mark, do let's ! there’s cranberries

Then let Bernard call the tree his,” aald Lucia “ but if there were I s’pose we'd all be In different enough and mother made an apple pie this morning.
I .et him call It hla.' places and no two of us pulling together. She'll bring It, and Mary Ann would let us have

But If I do, you will say the firat thing, that it Mark ga/erl at Musette a moment—evidently some of her pickles she did up this fall, and you
1» your own " put Bernard “ And I want the something had gone wrong with Musette—but then. know we've bushels of chowder—shall I ask them,
fun of helping cut It down " # something was always going wrong with some- Mark?

Oh. please don't pleaded Lucia, plaintively body Musette's voice was like a beautiful instrument,
If you will just let that dear old elm aland, I will “What are we going to have for dinner to- which responds to the deepest feelings and carries 

never dispute about It again never, never, never, morrow'” 
as long ae I live " “ Nothing.

That la easier aald than done,” returned Bernard, Mark kicked the steps contemptuously—dinner 
In rather an unpleasant manner waa a subject dear to heart. “ It's always nothing

“Rut I am hi earnest. Bernard* in this house, ” be said, angrily; “ they are going to anna, Mary Ann and little Tommie were gathered
Yes vea 1 am " So saying the Little girl nm have roast goose at Jim Flint's, turkey at Winstons’, around the big flat rock which waste serve as a

to tin elm and threw her aims atiout It in an sflec roast sparerib at Smiths'and—" table.
• Roast potatoes at the Seavers’," remarked •• Partrid 

Musette, recklessly. ed Mark.
Mark was puzzled, for Musette was the one mem- around Musette, what's the matter with you, why 

whose tlu old elm 1* If) the way, It ia a tret- that her of the family who waa always ready to sympa- don’t you hustle ?’•
* sure up of It* own accord, even lf vou do think that thlze with all the others. “What's the matter with “ O Mark ! Perhaps Jim and Lem’ll come In a
some ont Net It out. I have watched lta growth for you, anyway ?” he asked. minute and—"
yesik and iia« <1 t<> rrat under It when I went for my •• Nothing, ” was Musette's briet reply. » Mark dropped the big spoo
cows. Things that grow of their own accord belong Well, now, 1 tell you I 'm going to have a der with a splash. “ I tell i

Whose Was the Elm?

not. "

US . ”
“ How did you know ?” asked Mark, most In-

n a 
there

Ann and Georgian-

convlctlon to the dullest listener.
“ Go and ask them” said Mark, In a resigned 

voice. “ Г11 see the things don't burn.”
Fifteen minutes later father and mother, Georgi-

tlunate way
Then tlu tree must stand. said grandpa . I 

haven t the heart to cut It down, and now I know

ge all done and chowder, too," exclalm- 
“ Are the plates hot ? You pasa them

n down Into the chow- 
you Jim and Lem were
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