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1901.

ST. PAUL, MINNEAPOLIS, PRINCETON
AND SANDSTONE.

GOING EAST. Ex. Sun.
Le. Sandstone........ e e ek 6:00 a.
UOMOTB.  ciuvciieen trerienn sinean..| 6:50 8.
Y MIBCA.caveireinet snsnnnervansanna) Ti2 B I
‘" PRINCETON trsaee s ssesaesees| DA
ArEBEICRIVEE. .. i sres e ns s nnnea 8:35 a.
Le. Anoka........ .. L
Ar. Minneapolis. . . .
Ar. S5t. Paul............. ...

GOING WEST.
Lie . B -Panl...ooo i S iaiiita
Ar. Minneapolis. ......
Le. Anoka.........
Ar. Elk River.....
Le. PRINCETOXN. .
* Milaca......
* Mora..........
Ar. SBandstone .

ST. CLOUD TRAINS.
GOING WEST.

Le. Milaca... .. ' 9:40 a. m.

Bridgeman...... «.oeev cviveneny| 9:46 2. m.

Ar. St.Cloud.................... . | 10:45 8. m.
GOLNG EAST.

Le. 5t.Cloud.... .......ovvevevavass | 3:25 p. m.

Bridgeman.. 4:23 p. m.

Ar MERBE, i vie senssdnnasvrss 4:35 p. m.

These trains connect at St. Cloud with trains
Nos. 1 and 3.

WAY FREIGHT.
GOING EAST.—Tuesday, Thursday & Saturday.

Le. Milaea............. AR 11:10a. m.
** PRINCETO 12:25 p. m.

Elk River.... . .| 2:30 p. m.
Ar. Anoka.......... veesess | 4:10p. m.

GOING WEST.—Monday, Wednesday & Friday.
Le, Anoka.......... ceraneeaeesss | $:40 2. m.

* Elk River... ... | 10:30 2. m.
' PRINCETON vesrasesas | 12:25 p. m.
Ar. Milaca...... cesssss | 2:00 D M.

MILLE LACS COUNTY.

TOWN CLERKS.

Bogus Brook—Henry Gustafson.
Borgholm—J. B Heron...
Greenbush—Chas. E. Sla

..Princeton
ock

Isle Harbor—Otto A. Haggberg......... Isle
Milaca—Ole Larson... ..Milaeca
Milo—R. N. Atkinson........ Foreston
Princeton—Erpest Sellhorn. .Princeton
Robbins—Willie Anderson.. .. Vineland
South Harbor—T. F. Norton.......... ....Cove
East Side—Geo. W. Freer..............Opstead
Onamia—Benjamin Cotton ....Onamia
Page—L. D. Chamberlain.... ........... Page
VILLAGE RECORDERS.
J. M. NEUMANN.. coasvrsnannnssssss +: FOTESLOD
J. W. Goulding.. ' enessennesnsenesn ETIOCEIOR
R.W. Hissam.......... ccezieeeen.o-0a0..Milaca
NEIGHBORING TOWNS.
Baldwin—L. Berry.......ccceeveee .-...Princeton
Blue Hill—Thomas E. Brown.........Princeton

Spencer Brook—G. C. Smith. ..Spencer Brook
yaneti—Ole Peterson....... A A Wyanett
Livonia—Chas. E. Swanson....Lake Freemont

PRICES OF THE

Princeton Roller Mills_ am‘l_ Elevator,

Wheat, per hnshel - - 8.61
Corn, & - - - ]
Oats, L - 40
—_——
RETAIL.
Vestal, per sack - £2.00
Flonr. (100 per cent) per =ack - 1.90
Banner. per sack - - - 1.50
Ground Feed. per cwt - - 1.25
Coarse Meul, per cwt - - 1.20
Middlings - - - - 105
Shorts, per cwt - - - - 1.00
Bran, per cwt - - o0

All roode delivered free anywhere in Princeton.

B PRINCETON

Markeb Report

Wheat, No. 1. Northern, - % 61
Rye, - : - » . - 49
Oats, - - - - - 40
Hay, o = - - - 600
Corn, - - - - - 50
Flax, - * * - - 1.20
Beans, - - - . %1 50(a2 00

POTATOES .
Obiﬂ:’. - = - - - 5.;
Burbanks, - - - - ;9
Rose, - - - - - ﬁ.-:.
Triumphs, - - - - 65

FRATERNAL -:- LODGE
NO.92,A.F. &£ A. M.

tegular communications, 2d and 4th
Wedneeday of each month.
A. A, CAswELL, W. M.
WM. CORDINER, Sec'y.

PRINCETON -:- LODGE,
2 NO. 93, K. of P.

Regular meetinge every Tuoeeday eve-
oing &t 8 o'clock.

A. A. CASWELL, C. C.
C. W. VANWORMER, K. R. & S.

K. 0. T. M.,
Tent No. 17.

Regular meetings every Thurs-
day evening at 8§ o'clock, in the
Maccabee hall.

FRANK PETERSOXN, Com.

N. M. NELsON, R. K.

Hebron Encampment.
No.42,1.0.0.F.

Meetings, 2nd and 4th Mondays
N8t B o'clock P. M.

M. C. SAUSSER, C. P,
D. W. SPAULDING, 5. W.
Jos. CRAlG, Scribe.

PRINCETON -:-LODGE
NO.208,1.0. O.F.

Regular meetinge every Friday evening at 7:20
o'elock. O. B. NEwWTON, N. G.
H. H. BaTEs, R. See.

PRINCETON CAMP, M. W. A,,
No. 4032,

Regular meeting every fourth Thursday even-
ing of each month, at 8:00, in the hall over post
office. Visiting members cordially invited.

H. E. WHITE, V. C.
A. H. SMITH, Clerk.

ESPEY LODGE,
No. 193, A.0.U. W.

Regular meetings every
§ first and third Monday even-
= ings of each month in the
hall over postofiice.

A. C. SMmITH, M. W.
M. CUTLER. Rec.

All Druggists, 25¢.. 50c., and u.m. Pre
r. Beth Arnold, Med. Corp., Woonsocket, R

C. A. Jack, the druggist.

Iy b
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A Liberal Offer. !

he undersigned will give a free
sample of Chamberlain’s Stomach and
er Tablets to any one wanting
eliable remedy for constipation. This
a new remedy and a good one. For
le by Princeton Drug Co.

E HAS GURED THOUSANDS

Given up to die.

Dr. Doran

Next regular professional visit to

PRINCETON,
At Commercial Hotel,

Friday, Dec. 13

Returning every month. Consult
him while the opportunity
is at hand.

DR. DORAN has no superior in diagnosi

and treating diseases and deformities. He wil
give 350 for any case that he cannot tell the
disease and where located in five minutes.

All curable medical and surgical di

acute and chronic catarrh; and special diseases
of the eye, ear, nose and throat. lung disease,
early comsumption, bronchitis bronchial ca-
tarrh, constitutional catarrh, dyspepsia, sick
headache, stomach and bowel troubles, rheu-
matism, neuralgia. sciatica, Bright's disease,
diabetes, kidney, liver, bladder, prostatic and
female diseases, dizziness. nervousness, indi-
gestion, obesity, interrupted nutricion, slow
growth in children, and all wasting disease in
adults. Many cases of deafness, ringing in the
ears, loss of eyesight, cataract. cross eyes, ete.,
that have been improperly treated or neglected
can be easily restored. Deformities, elub feet,
curvature of the spine. disease of the brain.
paralysis. epilepsy. heart disease, dropsy,
swelling of the limbs, stricture, open sores,
pain in the bones, granular enlargements and
all long-standing diseases properly treated.
Young. middle-aged and old. single or married
men and all who suffer from lost manhood,
nervous debility, spermatorrhoea. seminal
losses, sexual decay, failing memory, weak
eyes, stunted development, lack of energy, im-
poverished blood, pimples.impediments to mar-
riage: also blood and skin diseases, syphillis,
eruptions, hair falling, bone pains, swellings,
sore throat, ulcers, effects of mercury, kidney
and bladder troubles. weak back, burning
urine, passing urine too often, gonorrhoea.
gleet. stricture. receive searching treatment,
prompt relief and cure for life.

Cancers, Tumors, Golter, Fistula, Piles

varicocele and enlarged glands with the sub-
cutaneous injection method, absolutely with-
out pain and without the loss of a drop of
blood. is one of his own discoveries, and is the
most really scientifie and certainly sure cure of
the nineteenth century. No incurable cases
taken. Consultation to those interested. $1.00.
Dr. REA & Co.,
Minneavolis, Minn. T.ouisville. Kv.

T0 GALIFORNIA

Via
THrRoucH North Western
TOURIST LINE

C.,.St.P.,, M\,&O.R"y

CARS

Every Tuesday and
Saturday Morning.

On TUESDAYS, leave Minneapolis 9:30 A. M.,
St. Paul 10:00 A. M., via NORTH-WESTERN LINE
to Omaha. thence via Union Pacific and Ogden
and arrive San Francisco 12:25 p. M. Friday and
Los Angeles 7:00 A. M. Saturday, thus Avoid-
ing Sunday Travel.

On SATURDAYS, leave Minneapolis 9:30
A. M., St Paul 10:00 A. M., via THE NORTH-
WESTERN LINE to Kansas City, thence via
Santa Fe Route. through interesting New
Mexico and Arizona, and arrive Los Anceles
8:20 A M.

These are the most popular routes to Cali-
fornia. and enable one to travel at small ex-
pense in comfortable and pleasant surround-
ings through the most picturesque and grand-
est parts of America.

Those contemplating visiting California this
winter will be furnished. free of charge, maps,
rates and all information by applying to J. A.
O'BRIEN, City Passenger Apgent. 413 Nicollet
Ave.. Minneapolis: E. A. WHITAKER, City
Passenger Agent. 382 Robert Street, St. Paul,
or address T. W. TEASDALE,

General Passenger Agent, St. Paul.

Take Home

The
Thanksgiving
Tramp

As

A LOVE STORY

By MANDA L. CROCKER

ALLIE WOODBURN stood on the
broad, homey steps of Merriwold
Ll taking a sweeping inventory of the
darkening November sky.

“And to-morrow is Thanksgiving again!”
she said, in a troubled way, looking across
at Thad, the chore man, who was busy
tying down the rose-vines for their win-
ter's rest. .

“Yes,” he answered, glancing up, “time
flies as if it had angels’ wings.”

“But time goes dreadfully slow, some-
times, for some people,” she replied, with
a shiver, turning away.

“It’s too mortal mean that those friends
of hers couldn’t have come to eat Thanks-
givin’ with her, when they promised,” Thad
concluded to himself as he eovered the
last refractory cane. Then he went around
to the kitchen to speak to Genie.

“The mistress is dreadfully put out about
those visitors,” said he, confidentially, “or
else—she has something on ler mind; it
can’t be she's getting kind o’ "fraid like now,
since the father and mother are laid away ?”

“0, I dunno!™ she answered, mysterious-
ly. “If I was judgin’ I'd say she was griev-
in” over sendin’ her lover off without much
of a reason, as near as I can find out.”

“Her—lov-er?’ and Thad stared at the
prophetic Genie with wide-open eyes.

“Why yes; Ned Vickers. You know I
told you,” she answered, reproachfully.

“0, but that was a good while ago,” put
in Thad.

“Yes, 1 know,”- went on Genie, wisely,
“but she had her home ones all along un-
til lately, and now it’s different. And
Thad,” turning toward him suddenly, “it'a
about this time o’ year that she shut the
doors of Merriwold against him and—it
hasn’t been Merriwold since! And Thad—
cross your heart now, this is a dead se-
cret—"

“Cross my heart,” repeated Thad, sol-
emnly.

Then Genie leaned nearer her attentive
auditor and whispered: “I saw her eryin’
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** NED VICKERS, YOU HAVE DECEIVED ME."'

as if her heart would break only yester-
iay over a picture of Ned Vickers. So 1
think she is grievin' over him.”

Thad drew his breath in sharply. “1
—didn’t—know,” he said, softly. Then he
stumbled along into the milk-room for the
pails, leaving the perplexed maid wonder-
ing ,‘,‘what it was to Thad—this bit of gos-
sip.

But when the chore man sat down by
crumply horn in the dusky stables, he mur-
mured: “I said I didn’t know; but I do.
I know more than anyone at Merriwold
knows about it.”

With the deepening twilight came a
storm of snow, sweeping the countryside.
The curtains were drawn at Merriwold and
a ruddy blaze illuminated the library

hearth. The lamp on a side-table was
turned low, for Miss Woodburn was not
reading; she was looking into the fire and
listening to the “click” of the icy snow
against the panes.

“Ten years ago to-night it stormed just
this way. O, how I remember it!”’

Perhaps she breathed a prayer, for her
lips moved inaudibly; then she went into
the adjoining room, where Genie was braid-
ing her leng, beautiful bair before the mir-
ror and humming: “Douglas, Tender and
True.”

“Don’t sing that to-night, Genie,” she
said, almost sharply. Then she asked where
Thud was.

“l dunno, ma’am, unless he is in his
| room,” answered the maid, in a sympathetic

THREW HER ARMS AROUND HIS NECK,

| tone; “but 1 am sorry, Miss Hallie, if 1
| disturbed you with my singing.”

“No matter, now,” replied Miss Wood-
burn, hastily. “I guess I am a little nerv-
ous. Would you go up to Thad’s room
and see if he is there?”

Genie flew upstairs and along the cor-
ridor to the west wing; but Thad was not
in his room.

“Ugh!” ejaculated she. as the storm beat
on the closed shutters. *“I wonder a little
myself where the lad is.”

““He isn't there,” she said, returning to
where her mistress was waiting; “but
that’s nothing, he's somewhere around and
will be in by and by. It is scarcely dark
yet.”

As Genie said, by and by Thad came in,
with the snowflakes thickly sifted in his
curly hair.

“Why! where have you been?” eried Miss
Woodburn, in an excited, yet relieved, tone.

“To the village, ma’am,” came the an-
swer, reluctantly.

“On such a night as this?’ and she held
up her hands in astonishment.

“Y—es,” he said. *“The harness gave out
and I had to get it mended.”

Then he went up.to his room chuckling
to himself. “My! I've told more lies to-
night than for a long time.” A compre-
hensive smile lighted up his face as he
sat down to warm his toes.

An hour passed and the great watech-dog
rattled his chain and barked furiously. In
a moment the bell in Thad’s room tinkled
jerkily.

“I knew she’d call me,” he Jaughed, obey-
ing the summons with alacrity.

“See what disturbs Bijou so,” said Miss
Woodburn, frem over her book.

The chore man went out quickly, let-
ting in a flurry of icy snow behind him.

Presently he came back, bringing a flurry
in with him.

“It's a man who has lost his way,” he
said, “and he’d like a cup of coffee and
a bit of warmth before he goes further.
And it’s an awful night!” emphasized Thad.

“A tramp?’ and Miss Woodburn’s face
was a study. “It is hardly safe for—us—
ta__!)

“If he’s a tramp he’s an awfully: nice
one,” interrupted Thad, forgetting his
manners, “but whoevey he is, he is almost
froze!"”

A vision of Ned Vickers going out into
that other storm rose up. And he had
‘“gone to the bad,” people said. Maybe
he, too, was a tramp by this time!

“Bring him into the dining-room, then,”
she said, kindly.

“A nice tramp!”’ huffed Genie, poking
the kitchen grate and rattling the cups with
a savage spitefulness. ‘““Whoever heard of
& nice tramp?” -

She stood “afar off” with her hands
fulded in her white dimity apron while
Thad ushered in the stranger.

“I think I am a little faint,” he said,

sinking into the comfortable seat near the
fire and letting his head rest on his hand,
while a dilapidated cap dropped 'to the
floor. .
i Hallie Woodburn was on the other side
'of the heavy portiere, but the voice start-
led her and she peeped through. When
she saw the stranger's attitude, however,
she came into the room.

“Are you ill?” she asked, “or only faint
from hunger?”

“It is hunger, madam,” he answered,
without looking up.

“Hurry, Genie!” :aid Miss Woodburn,
solicitously, “the stranger is nearly fam-
ished.” Then she went for a reviving
draught. “Here!” she said, “drink this;
you will feel better.”

But he did not take the proffered cup;
he looked up instead. “I am hungry of
heart,” he said, with a pitiful intonation;
“ten years of soul famine, Hallie!”

With a glad ery of recognition Miss
Woodburn threw her arms around the rice
tramp’s neck. . |

0, Ned Vickers; it is you!” she said, joy- |
ously. i
“It is what is left of me,” he answered,
brokenly. *“I have come back to be for-
given.”

“There is nothing to forgive!” exclaimed
Misz Woodburn, *“and you must not go
away again, Ned, dear,” kissing his fore-
aead where the snow-damp hair waved just
i it used to do.

“But, Hallie, you don’t want me if I've
rone to the bad. No; I only came back to
be forgiven, though I do love youasofold!”

Aliss Woodburn hid her face on the shab-
by coat and Thad hurried away to the
kitchen, closing the doors softly after him.
“What is it, now?” asked Genie, ungra-
ciously, not understanding the look on his
face.

“Why, it's Ned Vickers!" anzwered
Thad, triumphantly, “and 1 came away to
let them get acquainted all over again.”

After awhile Thad slid quietly into the
dining-room with the mollified Genie in his
wake.

“Thad,” said Miss Woodburn, smiling
happily, “this is an old friend of mine. He
will be our guest to-morrow and we will
have Thanksgiving after all. Show him
to the south guest chamber and when he
is ready bring him dowh at once; the cof-
fee will be waiting.”

“He is my dear old love,” she explained
to Genie later; “but 1 presume you don’t
quite understand?” v

“0, yes, ma'am!” answered the maid,
flitting about like a butterfly and blushing
like a peony.

“How, Genie? You have no lover?”

“Q yes, ma'am, I have,”" came the an-
swer, shyly. |

“Indeed! Who, Genie?”’

“Thad, ma'am,” simpered the girl, in eon-
fusion.

“Well, Genie,” and Miss Woodburn took
the girl’s face between her palms, “don’t
ever send him away, then.”

“That I won’t, ma’am!”
“T won't be such a—"

“An idiot,” fini=hed Miss Hallie. “Well.
heaven has been better to me than 1 de-
serve, Genie, and I will begin my thanks-
giving to-night.”

When the nice tramp came down for his
coffee Miss Woodburn exclaimed, in sur-
prise: *“Why, Ned Vickers, you have de-
ceived me!”

And hadn’t he! As he stood there laugh-
ing, dressed in the latest style, with a
gleam of gold in hi= attire!

“Forgive me, Hallie,” he said, and he
stooped to kiss her, as in the olden days.
“I wanted to surprise you; then, too, 1
wondered if you could love me in tramp-
ish apparel.”

“Well, vou've found out,” she answered,
gaylv. Then she looked lovingly at him
over the coffee-urn and said, softly: “To-
morrow will, indeed, be a real Thanksgiv-
e "
ing.

|

exclaimed she.

Why Thankful?

What are we thankful for?
That is a question
That sometimes puzzles
guest;
The rich are thankful for a good digestion,
The poor if they have something to di-
gest.
—Judge.

e'en a dinner-

Gathered Them In,
“We gave a waifs’ dinner Thanksgiving
d!l]‘.”
“A waifs' dinner?”
“Yes; to five old maids and five old bach-
elors.”—Chicago Record.

Senxonnble,
A chap out in far Albuquerque
Wrote east in a hand rather juerque,
That if still in the mooc.
And the walking was good.
He'd be home for his Thanksgivirg tuerque.
—Richmond Dispatch.

Thanksgiving,
What though you have no earthly goods
Nor laurel orn vour brow,
If yvou have not malaria,
Be thankful anyvhow.
—Washington Star.

BARN YARD CLAIRVOYANCE.

M:z. Turkey—Cheer up, old man; are you
superstitions?

Mr Gobbler—XNo: but when one picks
up cranberries three days in succession,
right by the door, it has a tendency to make
ore melancholy.

- P S
The Turkey Gobbler,
Though of his size he boasted,
He's now no cause to whoop;
If tender he i= roasted,
If tough he's in the soup.
—Judge.

Viewpoints,
Cora—The football players must be thank-
ful that the games are over for the season.
Merritt—Yes, indeed. It must be a great

relief for them to feel that at last they

can get a hair-cut.—Judge.

MISS BASCOM’S WEDDING.

A Thanksgiving Episode Which Ended
Happily for All Concerned, -

jAWS  sakes! Polly, you don’t
§Ll tell me that you're going to mar-

%=l ry Eph Lawson?’ and Mrs.
Thomson took her hands from the dough
and looked at the prim figure at the win-
dow, for Polly Bascom was trim and a
mite over 40.

“On Thanksgiving day, Sarah. T'd like
to know if I haven't as good a right to—"

“To be sure you have; but there’s the
parsen, who lost his wife last year and
who wants anpther helpmeet.” ;

“And there’s the Widow Jones and Miss
Stickle,” =aid Polly. “I can’t help the par-
son out this time.”

“Really, 1 didn’t know it had gone so
far. Why, what have you done towards
the weddin’? This is the twenty-third—""

“And I'm as ready asI ever will be.”

“As ready as you've been for 20 vears,”
and Mts. Thomzon went back to her work.

Suddenly she looked up.

“Who's goin’ to give the bride away ?" she
asked, abruptly.

“We're not goin’ to have any such hifa-
lutin’ proceedings,” pursed the bride-to-be.

HELD OUT HER HAND TO THE PARSON.

“I'd like to ask the privilege of bein’ mar-
ried in your house, Sarah.”

“To be sure. To be sure,” was the prompt
rejoinder. *“‘Anything to see you started
well in life, if it is a little late.”” And thus
the matter was settled.

Miss Polly Bascom began at once to pre-
pare for the greatest event in her life. Mr.
Lawson was a man of her own age, a timid
bachelor who thus far had escaped the
pitialls of love, and who, like Polly, had

_come to the conclusion that ere long it

would be too late to wed.

His courtship had extended over a series
of months and some said that at the last
moment he would “back out” and leave
Polly still in the matrimonial market.

Thank=giving morning found Polly ready
for her nuptials. The whole neighborhood
was on the qui vive. And why shouldn't it
be? DPolly Bascom and Eph Lawson. Did
vou ever?

“I say, Polly, what if Parson Trimble
had asked you first”’ queried Mrs. Thom-
son, as she looked at Polly in her wed-
ding gown.

‘But he didn't. He had more than one
good chance, Sarah, and you know that
I don’t want to miss this one,” and Polly
jaughed as she szurveyed hergelf in tne mir-
ror.

The hour of seven came on apace and
the little parlor in the Thomson home had
been arrayed for the occasion. The few
guests who had been invited had come, and
Parson Trimble, accompanied by an itin-
erant minister of hiz own persuasion, was
likewise on hand. But the bridegroom was
strangely absent.

“l knowed he'd back out. These old
bachelors hain’t got the spunk of an—"

“He'll come,” said Polly. “Eph said he
would and that settles it.”

“It’ll be a sorry Thanksgiving for you,
Polly, if he doesn’t.”

The hour passed and no Ephraim. The
guests looked at one another and alwavs
ended by stealing a glance at Miss Bascom.
She was “flustrated,” as Mrs. Thomson
said. If she let this opportunity slip she
might never have another. Polly always
said she would be married on Thanksgiv-
ing, when she did marry, and it would be
a long vear before another came round.

Seven—eight o'clock struck.

“Polly.” said Mrs. Foster, “are yvou goin’
to disappoint us¥ We've come to see you
married and there’s no Eph here. He
couldn’t screw hiz courage to the stickin’
point an’—"'

Polly blushed and looked
room where the parson =sat.

“I didn’t think Eph would act that way,”
she said. “[t’s treatin’ me rather shabbily;
but just wait. 1'll show him a thing or two,
for no man can trifle with the afiections oi
Polly Bascom.”

In another moment the bride-to-be had
crossed the room and held out her hand
to the parson.

“I want to say that I disown Eph Lawson
—a man who hasn’t the courage to lead a
voung lady to the altar,” she =aid. 1 don’t
like to disappoint my friends and—to-
morrow won't be Thanksgiving. So, Parson
Trimble, ii vou can take me for better or
worse—take me yourself, 1 mean,” here
Polly blushed again. “1’ll do the best T can,
and Eph Lawson will learn to his sorrow
that he ean’t trifle with my affections.”

Parson Trimble coughed a little, he said
it was rather sudden, that he hadn’t thought
of such a thing, though all knew he had,
that he didn’t care to infringe on another’s
rights; but that he had always regarded
Miss Bascom as an unexceptionable woman,
one who would make any man happy—

“Walk up to the fodder, parson, the sup-
per’s gettin’ cold,” broke in Mrs. Thomson.

“And if Polly don’t get a husband this
year there’s no tellin’ when she will,” said
Sally Truaxe.

And when the party filed into the dining-
room Parzon Trimble led the way with his
new wife, and Polly wondered what Eph
Lawson would say when he heard that
there was at least one woman in the “dees-
triet’” who had a mind of her own, and
would not let her affections be trifled with.

across the

Disinterested Family Joy.
For this all are grateful, I venture to say—
That gifts are not !looked for on Thanks-
giving day.
—Chicago Record.

A Thanksgiving Benefretor,
“A burglar carried off one of our tur-
kevs.”
“You don’t say so?”’
“Yes; and he left a note saying that he
leit us the other so we would have something
to be thankful for.”—Detroit Free Press.

Thanksgiving Discrepancies.
. Health walts on moderate poverty.
Fate's wisdom oft we question.
The man whose dinner's best is he
‘Who has the worst digestion.
—Washington Star.




