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HE robins are south-
ward winging,
The sweet  little

phoebe has lown, |
Tic wood-brooks no longer are sieging, |
Al frozen ae stiff as stone,
No . atydids chut in the thicket,
locusts have ended their éin,
even the last Hitle ericket
H.u= put up bhis violin

Ther whut are these cheery r.olses
v *he cold November air,
i v gay little laughing volces
13 eclo from everywhere?
T he 1+ rattie of wheels a-clatter
. iung the frozen way, ‘
And rat of merry chatter

glad Thanksgiving day. |

“the shelf of the

it, and it’s only one more week till[

Thank=giving.”

His voice trembled, and the girl
turned her head for a moment to give
him a chance to choke back his tears.

“Where did you mail your letter?”
she asked. ,

He pointed to a tiny crack under
general delivery
window. “Right here,” he said. I
couldn’t reach the holes where the
big folks put their letters.” :

The girl told him to;run ~lodg
home and be patient, and pulling out
the stamp drawey reached in bt‘hil;d
it and found a crumpled paper. It
was lLiobby’s letter to the guv'nor:

It dropped out of the envelape into
her lan, and she read the pitiful ap-
peal! then taling a sheet of paper

I -
“Dear Sir: This important letter has

At the end of the week the tommit-
tee agreed that they had never had
so good a time in their lives before.

The governor came homie with an
important air one night, and, calling
the children around him, told them the
good news that Babby's father was
going home for Thanksgiving.

“Going home; where has he been?”
were the eager questipns, and the gov-
ernor answered sadly: “Jenner made
a4 mistake one time,dnd they sent him
awdy_ from home for a long time, to
make him sorry for it.” !

“@h, papa, has he been in prison?”
asked Winifred, in an awed tone.

Thie governor nodded; then he told
them Wow very sorry Jenner had been
for.the wrong he had done; and they
were letting him out before his sén-

she wrote: Ftance was out, on account of his good

been mislaid in our office, but I hope

it is not too late for you to answer ‘it

before Thanksgiving. Yours very truly,
“The Girl at the Office Window.”

She folded this inside Bobby's let-

e are the children coming! | ter, fastened the eprners of the
robir is hailf N s | brown envelope with® mucilage, ad-
l-_‘.l:';.-1.’.:‘]{1I:y'-.'»llja‘.:l ::;n:?t:ir‘ff'ﬂl | dressed it properly, and taking =

A hutsards of loving grandmas, stam from,her__stamp book put it on

WEa are walting with smiling eyes ,. | the cormer, She took out her purse

i et e o CIEE L0 BTANADYS. | 4nq counted her scanty savings; then
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Gardiner, In Youth's Companion.

Aow THE GOVERNOR
“~—AELPED BoBBY |
*TAANKSGIVE ¢

By LULULINTON. =~

T WAS
time at

the slack
the post
oftice — the hour
just before noon,
when the morning
mail had all been
ST distributed, anu
the clerks were chatting sociably or
reading the morning papers.

The girl at the general delivery win-
dow was startled by the sudden in-
guiry: *“Say. is they anything for the
Jenners ?"

Looking throngh the window she saw
a boy, with big, brown eyes, just on a
Ievel with the shelf outside,

She took down the package of let-
ters remaining in the general delivers
box, looked ull through them, then
shook her head, and the boy turned
away with a disappointed look.

In the afternoon, after the ecrowd had
1eft the office, he came again and called
up the girl: *“Is they anything for the
Jenners yet 2"

The girl shook her head, but he was
not convinced. “Look for Bobby Jen-
ner," be said. “Maybe you didn't look
for that name.”

She knew there was no such name in
the package of letters, but to humor
the little fellow, she looked carefully
throngh them wund answered, kind-
Iv: “Not yet; perhaps it will come to-
morrow."

In the days that followed the boy
came twice a day, and the question:
“ls they anything for the Jenners?”
came 1o be a familiar sound in the post
oflice; and the elerks listened for it
with much amusement, but the girl
at the window cume to dread it.

She was haunted by the mowurnful
ook that came into his eyes every time
she shook her hegd, and tried to con-
#cle him one llil'\"l'\ saying: “Your
Jeiter will surely come soon; you have
been expecting it so long.”

“Letter,” he said, scornfully, “I never
said I wanted a letter; | wanta bunsile, |
and I want it pretty soon. too. I've |
been 'specting it a long time, and—and |
—I'm just tired of you shaking your |
head, T am.” The definnt litile voice !
ended with something very like a sob.

The girl at the office window was ac-
<ustomed to hearing complaints from
people larger than Bobby, whoe wanted
their mail and wanted it preity soon,
too; but none of them had ever affected
her as this one did.

She came through the door into the
outer office, and taking Bobby's hand i
asked, kindly: *“Had you written to
somedane 1o send you something?”

Secing the look of sympathy on
her he told her all about it.
*You see, it’s this way: Mamma uvsed
to let me write to Santa Claus. and
tell him what I wanted a Christmas
time, aud I alwavs got something—
that was when I was a little feller” |
(straizfitening back his shoulders). |
“My teacher has bheen télling me
aliout the man that runs Thanksgiv-
i . and she read a letter he had in
the papers telling the people when
to Thanksgive and all that, and 1
asked L:er was he a real sure-enough
man or if he was just a put-up job
like Santa Claus. She just laughed
and launghed, and then she showed
me his picture in the paper. and he
was a man 'thout no white beard
like Santa’s, and she said they call
him guv'nor. He looked so kind and
good wut of his eyes, I just thought
maybe he would help us a little if he
knew how hard up we was this fall.
Mamma ecan't wash as much as she
used 1o, and I can't help much yet,
so 1 wrote a letter to the guv'nor one
day when mamma had gone to the
judge's to help clean house. I made
my en-vl'up out of paper like I wrote
my letter on; the teacher in the first
rcom showed me how, but it didn't
stick good, and I'm afraid it lost my

face,

letter out and the guv'por dida't get |

| to him at

| and

| she put a dime in the stamp drawer

and put a special delivery stamp on
the brown envelope, too,

The governor's mail was broveht
breakfast time. In the
package was the queer brown enyel-
ope, and the governor opened.it first
out of curiosity. He read it through
once and smiled. He read it again
and whistled softly: then the chil-
dren called for an explanation, and
he read aloud:

“Deéar Guv'nor: T am a boy, but T am
not afrade of you, for you look good
out of yore eyes. The teacher told me
about wyou bein' the man that run
Thanksgivin' and T tho't ‘vou w'u'd
want all yore pe'ple to have a good
time and we an't got ennny turkey or
eénnny thing like the teacher read about
the pe'ple hav'n'. 1 ‘don't ker much
for them things If vou an't got enuff
to go 'round. but mamma needs a new
dress offel bad, and a shall, she an't
Eot enny to keep her warm when we
carry the close home; and I an't got
no over cote or mitt'ns; but if you an't
got enny my sise it's all rite. I am
Just past 8 but I am tolabul big to my
ag2. I w'u'dn’'t ask for so much, but
I an’t got no papa like the other boys,

behavior. ‘He had been to see Jenter
and had showh Bobby’s letter to him.
and Jenner had cried like a baby
overit. 4 -
- When the children showed the gov-
erngr the huge bundle they had ready
to send, Be said it would never go
through the mail. Their faces cloud-
ed, for they had talked so much of
Bobby's surprise, when he asked for
his m!il. and the girl at the window
gave him the bundle,

All at once quick-witted Winifred
thought of a plan to overcome the diffi-
culty.

“We will have Bobby’s father come
here for the bundle when he starfs
home; he can go to the past office and
wait for Bobby and carry the bundle
Jhome, and won't Bobby’s mamma be
surprised?”

This plan met the approval.of the
committee and it was settled.

In the meantime Bobby trudged to
the office every day, morning and even-
ing, and asked: *“Ain't they anything
for Jenners yet?” His tone grew dis-
couraged, and the girl at the window
found it bard work to comfort him.
She felt a bitter resemtment toward
the governor, who had paid no heed to
the little fellow’s appeal.

Thanksgiving “morning came; Jen-
ner called early at the governor's
home, feeling awkward and ill at ease
in his new suit and his freedom.

The children had fastened a basket
to the huge bundle; in it was a tur-
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“SAY, IS THERE ANYTHING FOR THE JENNERS?"

need
papas,

more help than boys that's

Il ast ;mamma onet why I ain't
S0t no papa and she cried and sed he
went away when I was a baby and
an't got back. Ple'se send these things
if you got plenty. so we can thanksgive,
to. Yore frend.

got

“"BOBBY JENNER.

“P, 8 1 like candy, but I don't’ ever
have enny.” Lo

When the governor had finished
reading the letter he was besieged
by the children: “You will, won't
you, papa? You won't disappoint the
little fellow; just think, he knew

you were so good just fromseeing your

picture. Say, let us get the things:
we can fit the overcoat and mittens
on our Robby. he's just past eight.

and big for his age; and. oh, papa.
won't you let us send some things |

he didn't ask for?

The children were all talking at |

once.

“Hold on,” said the govenor. *|
haven't said that I would send the
things that he did ask for yet.”

His own Robby looked up into his
face and said, gravely: “l think vou
won’t be good like your pictare looks if
you don’t.”

This speech settled the question, and
14-year-old Winifred was appointed
chairman of the purchasing commit-
te¢ by the governor, who gave her a
bill that sent them all flying at him.
until he fled down the steps to keep
from being smothered by their raptur-
ous embraces. .

Bobby Jenner and his thanksgiving
became the topie at breakfast, dinner
and supper, until the governor and
his wife became almost as interested as
the children.

Oh, the bargains the purchasing com-
mittee found in the hours after school.
There was a soft, warm shawl, two pat-
terns of percale for wrappers, nice
mittens and overcoat that fitted plump
Robby perfectly, so, of course, they
would fit Bobby Jenner.

\
1

I tho't you w'u'd see that we w'u'd | key, plump and yellow, packed in with

oranges, nuts and eandies.

The committee shook hands with
Jenner. wishing him a glad Thanks-
giving; they sent messages to Bobby,
and sent Jenner out into the world
with a brave heart.

Jenner took the early train for
home. and when he reached the town
he went straight to the post office.
Going to the general delivery window,
he asked the girl if she was the person
who had ferwarded a letter to the
governor. She answered *Yes,” in a
surprised tone; then he showed her
the bundle and told her that he was
Bobby’s father.

The girl was delighted with the good
news, and asked Jenner to wait inside
the office.

Bobby was later than usual; he came
with a lageing step and a sad little
face. Jenner caught his breath hard
as he saw his baby. grown so large.
Bobby did not ask the usual question,
but looking up into the girl’s kind
face said: 1 guess it ain't no use
to ask; it’s too late now, and 1 guess
they ain’t ever going to be anything
for the Jenners,”

The girl came out of the office, fol-
lowed by Jenner with the bundle, She
showed Bobby the address in big let-
ters and said: “You see, the govepnor
sent you such a big Thanksgiving, he
had to send a man to carry it home for
You. Will you show him the way?”
She laughed through ker tears at the
boy’s glad surprise.

Bobby reached up and took the big
maun’s hand confidingly; not knowing
who it was, he led the way home, and
there was glad Thanksgiving for “The
Jenners."—Ladies’ World, New York.

Strength of a Lecometive,
A railroad engine may be roughly
said to be equal in strength to 900

| -~ MEMORIES OF THE

‘lh:nquh!u Should Be More Tham
& Day of Feasting and
Merrymaking,

All over the country families have
gathered to observe and perpetuate
the annual festival of Thanksgiving.
No holiday in the year can claim a
nobler birthright than. this, none is
richer in tender memories. Otherdays
may touch the pride of race or fan the
fires of patriotism; this speaks of
home, the family and the fireside.

Moreover, of .all the days we celes
brate, this alone'is distinctively Amers

ington, the anniversary of the declara-
tion of independence, the dates of
epoch-making battles; but in this we
are not peculiar. Other countries ob-
serve the birthdays of their illustrious
dead and the ahniversaries of great
events in their history. All Christian
nations keep Christmas. But in this,
our Thankegiving, we have a day pe-
culiarly our own. ’

Tt was instituted more than 250°
years ago by the fathers who sought
religious liberty on the shores of Mas-
sachusetts bay, and in spite of tempta-
tions-to turn it into a mere ocecasion of
feasting and merrymaking. it has al-
ways retained much of the reverent
and thankful spirit which called it into
being. Wherever the aims and achieve-
ments of the founders of this nation
are honored, the day which they set
apart “for thanksgiving and praise”
is still observed.

We are apt to think of the Pilgrims
and Puritans as a stern and joyless
company, of noble aims, no doubt, and
dauntless courage, but so given over
to religious thought and observation
as to have neither time nor tolerance
for the lighter and pleasanter side of
life. Let us remember, then, that this
holiday, the sweetest and tenderest
occasion in the year, comes down to us
from them; and that joy and feasting
and good cheer had with themets they
should have with us. their surest foun-
dation in the spirit which reverently
acknowledges the Divine gifts of life
and health and harvests,—Youth's
Companion.

SPIRIT OF THE DAY.

On Thanksgiving We Shonld All Con=-
tribute to the Common Stock
of Happiness,

“Better is a dinner of herbs where
love is than a stalled ox and hatred
therewith.” And that applies to the
Thanksgiving dinner as well as to any
other feast. No costly or skillfully
prepared viands can make up for the
lack of that genial affection and sym-
pathy which we all understand through
sympathy, but which is so difficult to
deseribe. While you ecannot extem-
porize this sentiment, you can avoid
doing the things that prevent it from
having free play., There is a season
for everything; and the season for
those truthful remarks or justifinble
actions that might provoke resentment
and ili-feeling is not on such a day as
Thanksgiving. It is remarkable how
much the coldness, indifference or
failure to enter into the spirit of an
occasion may do to spoil its whole
atmosphere, and to make the feast a
dismal failure. Whatever else you
are on these high festivals at home,
do not be a “kill joy." Do not suffer
your pride or vanity, or even your de-
sire to lead others to adopt courses
that you regard as best for them, make
you indifferent or unsympathetic to
the mood of the hour. There are many
occasions, and Thanksgiving day is one
of them, when our highest duty iz not
to impose our consciences npon'‘other
people, but to contribute to the com-
mon stock of happiness and sympathy,
—Boston Watehman.

A SHARP DISCUSSION,

Mr. Gobble—Oh, you're not so siarp.
T'll get you some day.

Mr. Ax—Yes, and when you do it will
be in the neck,

How te Celebrate,
Every one hds so much to be thank-
ful for that she should celebrate
Thanksgiving day. Make your guests

bone of the turkey at the first meal.
Some pecple invite so few that they
don't get the turkey’s wishbone out
in three days. This is not the prop-

‘Globe.

er Thanksgiving spirit. — Atchison

ican. {We mark the birthday of Wash- | fad

}so many that you will reach the wish- |

Y. *| A TRULY GREAT IDEA.

Arilliant S aggestion for the Inproves
ment of the Flagging Game
¢ of Foetball.

The wupporters of football are assem-
bled in convention, says the Baltimore
can. i

“Gentlemen,” 'says the spokesman,
“something must be done to add inter-
est to the game. I regret to acknowledge
that in recent years, despite our efforts
to wound maim and kill, the sport has
dwindled in public favor. No doubt this
is because' of the increase in the number
of wars, and the familiarity of the public
with injuries that - cause; be-
the growth of the automobile
. Hence, as I say, we must do some-
thing to put more ginger in the game.
The point is, what saall we do?”

Here a s haired man arose in the
_r;:r of the 1 and begged for a hear-
ing.
“Gentlemen,” he said, “I represent the

sso-American society of anarchy, and
am alo an enthusiastic football player.
It occurs to me: that if the ball were
filled with dynamite instead of air it
'ouu__ll -

But the rest of his remarks were sim-
ply drowned in a furious explosion of
mad applause.

cause o

At Least Ome Symptom.

Kind Father—My dear, if you want to
marry a good husband, marry Mr. Good-
heart. He really and truly loves you.
Daughter—Are you sure of that, pa?
“Yes, indeed. 1've borrowing
money of him for six.months, and still he
keeps coming.”"—Stray Stories.

Truth is more of a stranger than fie-
tion.—Chicage Daily News.

Rheumatism
Neuralgia
Backache
Headache
Feetache

All Bodily Aches

CONQUER
PAIN.

ABSOLUTE
SECURITY,

Cenuine

Carter’s
Little Liver Pills.

Must Bear Signature of

S el

See Fac-Simile Wrapper Below.

VYery small and as easy
to take as sugar,

CARTERS|For oirziness.

FOR BILIDUSNESS.
FOR TORPID LIVER.
FOR CONSTIPATION.
FOR SALLOW SKIN.
FOR THE COMPLEXION

GENUINGE MUET HAVE
o g | —
CURE SICK HEADACHE.

FREE TO WOMEN
PAXTINE

CILET

with book of lmm
absolutely free. This 's
n“l‘(:gt“ pl:'t:“. ince
| e, enoug couv.
Sayoneof Tts value. Women
all over_ the coun are
raising Paxtine for tis
done in local treat=
- ment of female cur-
on and disc ]
a8 acleansing vaginal douche, ior sore throat,
Send to-day; &
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