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A THANKSGIVING HYMN

For bud and for bloom and for halm.
laden breeze,

For the singing of birds from the hikis to

. the sean,

For the beauty of dawn and the bright-
ness of noon,

. For the light in tne night and the stars

and the moon,
We praive thee, gracious God.

For the sun-ripened fruit and thelbillowy
grain

Kor the orange 4nd a le, the corn
t“u“" pple, the and
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For the bountiful harvests now gathered
and stored,
That by Thee in the lap of the nations
were poured,
We praise Thee, gracious God.
For the blessings of friends, for the old
and the new,
For the hearts that are trusted and trust-
ing and true,
For the tones that we love, for the light
of the eye
That warms with a welcoms and glooms
with gocd-bye,
We praise Thee, gracious God.
Taat the desolate poor may find ahelter
and bread,

I That the sick may , be comforted, nour-
ishea and fed,
That the sorrow may cease of the sighing
Tbai"?n?d-' irit bowed d
rit bowe
fted anpd gled, ot i B
We pray Thee, pitying Lord.

Thngl:)rnthor the nand of his brother may
P
Fro« ocean to ocean in friendlivst gr
That for north and for south nnri fo‘r ::l:i
and for west,
The horror of war be forever at rest,
We pray Thee, pitying Lord.

For the blessings of earth, and of air and
of sky,
'I:bat foll on us from the Father on high,
For the crown of all blessings since
bla!ninf begun,
For,t‘be gift, “‘the unspeakable gift,”’ of
Thy Sou. 1
We praise Thee, gracious God.
SEbind it

THANKSGIVING

We walk. on starry fields of white
l’And yet ignore the daisies;
or blessings common in' our sight
¥ We rarely offer praises.
We sigh for some supreme delight
To crown our lives with splendor,
And quite ignors our daily store
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Of vleasure sweet and tendera

Our cares are boid and push their way
Upon our thoughts and reeling,
They hang about us all the day.
Our time from pieasure stealing.
8o unobtrusive many a joy
We pass by and forget it,
But worsry strives to own our lives
And cunquers it if we let it.

There’s not a day in all the year
But holds some hidden pleasure,
And luoklnf back jovs oft appear
To brim the puast’s wide measure.
Bat blessings are like friends, 1 hola,
Whbo love and labor near us.
We ought to raise out notes of praise
While living hearts can hear us.

: Full many a blessing wears the guise
Of worry or of trouble.
Farseeing is the soul and wise
ho knows the masx is double.
B|'lt he who has the faith and strength
To sthank his God for sorrow
Has found a joy without alloy
To gladden every morrow.

We ought to make the nioments notes

Of happy, giad Thanksgiving:
The hours and days a lllognt plfr'uc
L]

: plan,
i #8 he assisted this faultlessly attired,

Of music we are living.
Anda so the theme should awell and grow,
» As weeks and months pass o’er us,
And rise sublime at this good time,
A grand Thanksgivine chorus.
—ELLA WHEEERL WILCOX,
Cupyrighted, 1895,

A THANKSGIVING

High on the hedge the wind blows the
bayberry bright,

Turning the leaves until they shudder
and shine in the light;

Yellow St. Johns mote, and zarrow are
nodding their heaas;

Iris and wild rose are glowing 1n purples
and reds.

Quail and eandpiper, aud swallow and
sparrow are here;

Sweet sound their manifold notes, high

_and low, far and near;

Chorus of musical waters, the rush of
the breeze,

Steady and strong from the south—what
glad volces are thess!

O, cup of the wild rose, curved close to
hold odorous dew,

What thoughts do you hide in your
heart? 1 wo1ald that I knew.

O, beautiful iris, unfolding your purple
and gold,

What victory fiing you abroad in the
flags you unfold?

Sweet may your thoughts be, red rose,
but st1ll sweeter is mine,

Close in my heart hidden, clear as your
dew drops divine;

Flutter your ganfalons, iris, the ‘pean I
sing

Is for victory better than joy or beauty
can bring!

Into thy calm eyes, O, Nature, I look
and rejoice;

Prayerful 1 add my one note to the Infi-
nite voice,

As shining and singing and sparkling
glides on the glad day,

And eastward the awift rolling planet
wheels into the gray!

CELIA THAXTER.

THE TWO THANKSGIVING DIN-
S NERS

Rebacca Laurence, a dainty, sweet girl-
wife,sat on a low window seat apparently
watching the gray clouds scurrying oe-
fore a southeast wind. But darkening
skies nor wailing winds occupied her
mind. She was in a bitter mood over her
first disappointment since her marriage.
Great had been her joy in furnishing ana
adorning a lovely, comfortable home,
shared by the only ‘“‘man among men’’

| for har; loveable, handsome and honor-

able, he was at once her ideal and her
very own. But the line of perfection will
Fet snarled sometimes, even with 1deal
1usbands, and just now this one had de-
cidedly made known that he would never
spend one cent beyond his income, espe-
cally for lukxuries, and this announce-
ment came just as an expensive rug for
the parlor was, to her, a necessity to
complete the beautiful furnishings; and
her money had un ull expended. SBhe
had been carried away by the bewilder-
ing array of silken and lace draperies,
pretty cabinets, tables, ete., and to com-
lete and harmonize all she needed only
ust that one $150° rug. She thought
of her father, but shamefseedly buried
‘her pretty face in her nands. Her bea-
raom and  heautiful parlor ses, together
with a generous check, were his gifts to
aid 1 this addition te her enjoyments,
She again took out her tablets and care-
fully went over each item. No,she could
not retrench; comfori demanded every
'article. But a set expression marred her
lovely lipz as she determined $u have her
way 1n this first conflict. }'He hasa
goud business ana can afford’jt, and he
must.”” Just then she heard s&juiok step
in ¢he hall and 1o unotberlnstuﬂ her hues-
band had ber 1n his arms and:was kissing
l"mir of unresponsive lips. He held her
off a little way to divine the change, and
was surprised to see all the swectness
one from her face, her brow puckered,
er lips firmly set ir’' a new expression.
He inspected his 1dol carefully ana sim-
pl{ gaid: ‘*What is 1t?”’ ‘‘Nothing,”’ ske
grimly replied, but the delicate chin
uivered and a sligat relaxation of her
eatures 1n spite of her determination,
showed a severe conflict, for she falt a
wild desire to capitulate and fling herself
into her husband’s arms. But rising with
dignity she coldly gave her hand to Rob.
ert, remarking thas ‘‘Dinner was wait-
ing.”” As he led her along he quickly
divined the canse of her silent anger, for
the rug purchase had been thoroughly
canvassed ourlnF breaktast, and he had
expressed himself finally in regard to the
outlay beyond the amount he bad at
first settled upon tor house furnshings;
and knew she was not pleased with him.
Yet she coldly talked about affairs and
friends and the approaching ‘I'hanksgiv-
mf dinner they were to give to ner
bridesmaids and his groomsmen. This girl
was a fine conversationalist and bid fair
to become a bri.liant woman, full ot sub-
tle fascination and wielding a wide in-
fluence for good in her wsocial relations.
This her husband fully appreciated and
wisely determined to let her develop un-
der hs loving care, and not be deterred
by motes in the sun or shadows by the
way. He braced himself to gently but
wisely carry out his plan of not permit-
ting his outlay to exceed his income,
even for the gratitcation of this worsnip-
ed wife; it was the rule of his life, and
it must be hers also,and doubly trying to
deny her so simple u gratification now in
the flush of love, the dawn of their fel-
lowsnip, she must learn to be his
true yokefellow. He evalved many plans
10 compuss his ends,and at last discarded
them all for a very simpls one. As he
kissed her good-bye he casually said he
would ¢all us half past 3 to take her for
a drive. A wild hope shot through her
brain that he would take her to get the
coveted rug, but the idea faded from her
mind and she was depressed and unhap-
vy. Her consrience was not quite at
rest, but her strong will held her to her
Promptly her husoand called, and

beautifu! young woman into the buggy
his heart gave a great throb of pride and
love; he felt that if her better nature re-
sponded to this test he would be the
happiest man alive, His pride 12 her was
great, but his love was greater, and that
sne should stand shoulder to shoulder
with bhim in sweet, honest, wholesome
living, was the great hope of bis life.
I'hey drove past the fashionable quarters
and past bis beautiful cottage, (all paid
for) and down a long, dusty thorough-
fare to u row _of tenements on the out-
skirts of the city. They were not squalid,
but were

just a hittle shabby. He stopped before
the tall end house and assisted Lucie to
alight and conducted the wondering
bride up a long flight of stairs to the
southeast room of the fourth flvor. As
be kpocked, the door was quickly opened
by a faded pentleman,whose face' flushed
with pleasure as he warmily greeted her
and presented his younpg wife. He ex-
plained to Lucie that Mrs. Von Blum was
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he life-iong friend of his mother and
onve his social equal, but her husband in '
an evil hour had endorsed for a friend. A |
crisis came anu he was swept down in the
commergial crash and died broken-
hearted. Robert did not add that he had
always geen that she hud a pleasant
sunny reom and plenty of fuel to make
her comfortable. She was a skillful work-
er in berlin wool and made dainty ap-
arel for infants, and thus she was secure
rom want and was enabled to do a world |
of guod in her humble sphere. Every
Thanksgiving Robert followed up his!
mother’'s plan of supulying an ample din-
ner for her. And while he went below
fos the packages stowed away in the |
|
|
l

buggy, these two gentlewomen found a
common bond of interest in Robert and
chatted with gracful ease.

Mrs. Von Blum told incidents illustra-
tive of Robert's early career, of his un-
weltishness, self denial, until the warm
tears fell upon Lucie’s glowing cheeks,
and a sentiment just a little akin to rev-
erence crept into her softened heart,
She watched the packages and inwardly
meant some of her mother's delicious
pies and crullers should supplement the
feast. While Robert was entertaining
Mrs, Von Blum, Lucie marveled to see
how easily a tew relics of fine china, a
few pictures, a snowy spread and rutfled
pillows, prettily smﬁmd cartains grace-
fully disposed, with books, bible aud
stand, a pot of geranium and wmiguon-
ette, a boutonniere of cbhrysanthemum,
could make a retined and beautiful hbome
for her husband’s friend. She returned
cordially ner proferred courtesies and
promised herself the pleasure of seeing
Mrs. Von Blum often, a woman on
whose sweet face was the warranty deed
of a home in Heaven, and Lucie justly
esteemed it a privilege to be entered on
her list of friends, as she knew Robert’s
wife would be. As she sal in the buggy
and listened to Rooert recall the elegance
of Mrs. Von Blum’s former lile and her
proud independencs of character that re-
fused all aid wuntil wearying sickness
conquered ner will and she became a
beneficiary of his mother’s, sweetly bend-
ing beneath the storm of poverty and dJe-
sertion of those she had once nobly bene-
fised. She fully resolvea to never again
question her nusband’s liberality, naively
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saying to herself, ‘‘To taink I thought
him close, when there isn't a mean hair
in his head,’’ and she then and there ac-
cepted the $75 rug, and if it did not quite
ancord with the pretty parlor suite, the
gift of ner futher, she had something
priceless in its steasd—a noble, self-sac-
riticing husband—and again with she in-
consequence of girlhood, she mentally
ejaculated ‘‘And he so swell, so fashion-
able!”” On the tollowing morning, at
Lucie’s own reguest Robert accompanied
her ‘to select the rug. They tound one
which barmonized witn all the perfect
furnishings and Lucie was surprised tn
find how much better her rug looked
when she had it placed on her own beau-
tiful drawingroom.

The ftirst evening after they had in.
spected their furnished and finished do
main, she put both arms around her hus--
band’s neck and said softly, ‘‘O, Robert,
I am so ashamed,and so proud and so hap-
py,’’ which was somewhat incoherent,but
be understood.

They had resolved to have all the
wedding attendants to dinner for Thanks-
giving, and Lucie felt ner house warm-
ing would indeed be one of tnankful.
ness ana praise. With the aid of ber
cook, her entertainment was atl planned
and the house adorned. Smilax trailed
over the dainty lave draperies and the
beantiful pepper and i\'{ made a back-
ground for the great bowls of roses and
violets which shed a perfume throughout
the house. One great thangagiving bowl
of American beauties tilled the window
space, ivy and chrysanthemums adorned
te hall—feathery asparagus, and car-
nations blended with the snowy
napery, the green an{ white ribbons, cut
glass and rare china mingled with some
quaint piece of th& dragon pattern, a gitt
fiom her grandmother, who nad brought it
over the seas when tney flud from France’s
deadly saturnalia of blood 1n 1793. - The
gay girls and their cavaliers had all ar-
rlverfand Robert and Lucie received be-
neath, the net of smilax and roases. Mu-
sic and song and jest,and happy laugh-
ter filled the hour till the silver tingle of
a bell gave Robert the signal. He gave
his arm to Lucie’s mother and Lucie,
with the head groomsman, led the gay
procession to the dining room. It was
a trying moment for Lucie, but she was
reassured by the gay exclamations of ap-
proval from the girls and the satisfied
glances of ber mother. The pretty white-
capped maid served the guests quietly
but adroitly, and tne first dinner passed
80 smoothly that Roburt’s fastiaious taste
was more than gratified anda Lucie’s menu
was the promise to him of a table alto-
gether to his taste and to ler guests the
evidence of good taste. And now we will
take a peep into that other Thanksgiving
dinner in the fourth story of the tene-
ment house. The motley guests were
clean, as that was one of the conditions
of their invitations. But an expression
of supreme satisfaction was predominant
on every face. The table was a ‘‘thing of
beauty’’ to them, as they gazed delighc-
edly on the flcwers, the beautifu. pitoi-
er, the tall ghoculate pot, the cakes, the
pickies, pies, the white rolls, the funny
little men and women in ginger cakes
and the joy of joys—a brown, beautiful
turkey, with its neck all ruftied in pure
white crimpled paper and lying on a bed
of green parsiey, with a great gravy bowl
beside 1t. They tried to be mannerly,
but funny ejuculations, half amothered,
would drop out and Mre. Von Blum’s
grace was a dreadful trial to such hungry
children, but she bad already disjointed
and sliced the turkey, and she gravely
illed ten plates witn generous slices,
mashed potatoes, grecn corn and baked
beans,Za roll,split and covered with gravy
and pickles. and a spoonful of rich stuf-
fing each chila felt they were in ‘*‘pal-
ace bzautiful’’ and that Mrs. Von Binm
must be Ch.istian. Pumpkin pie (not
Lucie’s) and a red apple completed the
happiness of these little scapegraces in
whose hearts their generous friend by her
seif-denial and loving kindness was sow-
ing seed that would bear golden f:uita ge
to all eternity.

Cruelty to Men But Not Animals
Curions features of the Dar bury,Conn.,,
fair included a monkey vwhe @, ..ed rub.
ber balls thrown at him. An wzent of the
Humane scc.ety interfere. 14 hehalf ot
the monkey, and a colored youth took
bis place.

Twénty-two coal-laden ;l:npu sailing
from Newcastle New South Wales, have

'Been repurted as missing at t@m since 1888,
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A TWELFTH CENTURY KITCHEN

‘‘Whoever would well dispose his tam-
ily, bis housebold and his goods should
tirst provide himself with utensils and
household gear. In the kitchen should
be a table, on which can be chopped veg-
etables, such as lentils, peas, pulse,
beans in the pod, onions, millet and any
other kind be can cut up, He should
bave earthen pots, trivets, a batchet,
mortar and pestle, a pike, a hook,a cook-
ing pot, a copper vessel, a emall frying
pa:, a gridiron, a pitcher, a round dish,
a salver or waiter, a dessert disn, a salt
cellar, a knife to disembowel fish; there
should be a large ladle to correct froth-
ings and boiling over., In the house
there should be a hooked pole or an eel
spear or dart or light hooks for taking
fish to be lowered in a fish pond. Also
the head cook shoula have in the kitchen
a cupboard in which to kesp aromatic
spices and meal flour and bread, which
he should rub through a sieve and 'maeh
up in order to pot small fish., There
shoula also be a sluice where geese and
domestic fowls may have their legs and
breasts washed by meuns of a tap, and
where all small gam2? may be scalded.
There should be a pepper and a hand
mill. Small fish. to be cooked, sbould
be put in salt and water or a muria; all
fish should not be put in this, for they
are of different kinds, namely, salmon,
sole, lamprey, mussel, smelt, gua eon,
barvel, loggerhead, seahorse, cod, plaice,
turbot, herring, lobster, stickleback
pressed with eggs, oysters and bass, In
the steward’s room should be tablecloths,

napkins, towels and a perch or hanging
tar projecting from the wall, on wnich
to hang garments. Here should be kept
small knives, decorated salt cellars,
cheese covers, candelabras, scones, lan-
thorns and bhand baskets, hampers,
spoons, a water clock, wines of various
qualities.”’—Old Chronicle.

LIFE IN TWELFTH CENTURY ABBEY

(0ld Cnronicle.)
There is a wel faire abbei
Of white monks and of grei,
There eth boweris and halles,
All of pasties and rich mes
The likfullest that man may et,
Fluern cukes beth schingles alle
Of churche, cloister, boure and halle
The pins boch fat pocigies
Rich met to princes and kings,
Ther beth IIII evels in the abbei
Of treacle and halwei,
Of noum and eke piement,
Gite I do no grouw no more to witte
The goes irosted on the spitte
Fleeth to that abbei, God 1t wotte
And gredith ‘*Gees al hote! A' bate!’’

One Worker’s Experience
I don’t want to be a man, and witu
th» men to stund, a frown upon my fore-
head, a pen within my band, Especially
do I object to being a newspaper man.
Oh, my! what a life they do lead him
to be sure. One sct will tell him he is
ruining his business by eliminating
some certain bit of news, another comes
tearing his hair and exclaiming aloud his
downfall, oecause of the inserction of still
other matter. And so, he not being sup-
bosed to possess one atomfof principle,
et alone the 1mpudence of wauting to
live up to his ideas, is pulled hither and
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yon until, if hef feels as wa who have
baen taking his place lately do—well, w-
want to holler;- but I guess he would
swear, We have
up to our principle—which was a paper
that for once could be placed 1n the
hands of our children without the lurk-
ing fear of the contaminating influence
of the press of today. Of course, we rec-
ognize the fact that the press is purely
commercial; and so they publisn what is
to their interest. So is our venture com-
mercial; out as the publie will not be
atflicted by our efforts again soon, we
will have our own sweet way and have as
clean a sheet as is possible to puplish. J§
Some of our experiences would make
good reading, and oh! if [ only had had
my koduk with me what a comic sheet it
would be. One thing impressed upon
me was the fact thet all the stupid, fool-
ish people don’'t wear petticoats. Of
conrse, don’t mean any of those who
gave uw ads.; they are far from it, as is
evidenced by the fact of the ad.

The War of Wealth at Los Angeles Theaters

C, T. Dazey's melodrama, the War of
Wealth, was givan at the Los Angeles
theater last night with a cast of charac-
ters and elaborateness of stage that de-
served a crowded nouse. The play itself
is strong 1n situations, ably carried out
by the artists of \he company. Frank J.
Keenan, as Mayor Pinckney Poindexter
of Poindxeter hall, Tennessee, easily oai-
ried off the honors of the evening, his
ajalect being beyond reproach,and in ap-
pearance and makeup he fully carried
out the accepted type of the southern

{
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gentleman ‘‘befo’ th' wah.’”” His imper-
sonation of this character was simply
perfect. Ben Cotton, who as a negro
minstrel won a national reputation,could
not help bringing down the house as
Cassius, the mayor's servant. Cotton
has impersonated the negro character
successfully for so many years that it
would be impossible to consider him in
any otner role. As Cassius he absolutely
shines.

Harry Lacy as John Warfield invest
the character with a flavor of sterling
manhood and honesty of purpose, and a
heroism that in the hands of a less capa-
ble actor would savor of absurdity. In
his nands it is a natural character and
consistent throughout.

Malcolm Williams in the chaacter of
Phillip Norwood, cashier of the bank,
gave to that part an intensity of feeling,
a devotion and loyalvy that was more
natural than assumed.

Of the ladies in the company Miss Fan-
nie McIntyre gave a very acecptatle por-
trayal of the untortunate woman who
loved not wisely but too well.

Belle Bucklin, as an exponent of the
bungry ehewing-gum kind of a girl, and
Mariana A, Erle, as the buxom elderly
l:lllll(, sustained sheir characters, admira
ly.
Special mention should be made of
Laura Booth as the heiress. Without
overdrawing her part she gave to it a wo-
manly sweetness and strength that was
absulutely refreshing.

The rest of the characters were com
posed of capable peovle, and taken asa
whole in acting, stage setting and atten-
tion to details, the prodnction was most
satisfactory.

I'he plav will be given every evening
for the balance ol the week, with mati-
nee today and Saturday.

The oldest apple tree in this country is |

The seed was plant-
stitl  bears

in Cheshire, Conn,
ed 140 years ago and the tree
a fex apples.
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AN OLD DOIMINION THANKSGIVING
DINNER

(R. Lawrence)

A blaze of sacrificial yellows and erims
. sons had fallen on the oaks, elms,
. beeches, hickories, maples, chinas, catale
: pas and willows of the park that stretched
| from the great pillared gate on the road
to the wide verandas and mullioned win-
dows of the old Chichester place in Fair-
fax county, Virginia. Deer stalked through
the sear leaves and nibbled the scanty
grass, Near the house the rose beds had
turned into a naked, briery thicket. The
honeysuckles and trumpet creepers held
on their green leaves, but the flowers had
vanished,and only a few chrysanthemums
with face downwards a few withered
altheas with some flaming oleanders now
marked the flower beds. But the scarlet
bittersweet and pure white waxberries it
up the verandas and mingled with the
teathery globes of the clematis, trailing
luxuriantly over pillar and roof. The
pale autumn sunshine of Indian summer
enveloped the fine old mansion and park
with a dreamy atmospnere of repose,
somewhat  discordantly broken by
gay laugunter and noisy conversation of
groups of guests scattered aboat ths ver-
andas ana lawn. Cousins galore had
arrived by invitation to the Thanksgiv-
ing dinner, and the young people had es-
caped fro.n the beautiful old parlors and
were drinking deeply of the enchanted
fountain whose waters flow only for
them. Their elders ware deep in poli-
tics, religion and law—for litigation is to
the American a legal recreation. Funny
little darkies carried lights or matches
ar una and something delightfully bibu-
lous. Ob, if you could have seen those
duwes ot high degree in the parlors,
dressed in modern silks, garnished with
Jaces woven in the courts uf the old world
kings and in times of peril, of life and of
death that had been hastily packed in
old brass-bound chests and consigned
unaer cover of night to the carrying ship
that fled before the storms of civil com-
motion as well as the'wila Atiantic temp-
ests. But in old Virginia they had their
day and gensrations of beautiful women
who chattered about their children, their
recipes for wine, cake and table ~delica
cies, without 'a.thought of the stormy
past of the generation that fought a great
battle of 1!berty.. Occasionally a wave of
Washington politics woula cause some en-
ergetic talk, but - it usullay subsided in
stinte or county affairs.. The new woman
was not yet. The great plantation bell
gave thefsignal for dinner, and the large
company gathered around the huge din-
ing table, where delicate napery lay on
the dark carpet or was held up gy heavy
silver salts at 'either corner. Everything
gustible or edible, cooked faultlessly, was

laced in fine arrangement on either ta-

le or sideboard. The old silver tankards,
pitchers, bread baskets, tumblers, goblets,
punch bowls and other past and. gone
glories of the old dining regime were
gleaming among cut glass and old china.
The terrapin soup was simmering over a
silver chafing dish, of antique shape,and
was succeeded by oysters roasted on a
wood fire, The great red ham was cured
by a famous recipe, the roast pig with a
red apple in its mouth; the chicken pie,
the canvas-back ducks, saddle of venison,
saddle of mutton, a tongue steeped in
Madeira jelly,a turkey in cranberry jelly,
all more of less garnished with lettuce,
pazsley, cut beets and white paper deco-
rations, werv flanked with potatoes
beaten to .a cream, real sweet potatoes,
sweet corn, snow white hominy,hot slaw,
artichokes,celery and chicken salad., This
was followed by courses of quince, tarts,
Washington pies and pies ad libitum, jel-
lies, whips,preserves,ice cream and a va-
riety of cakes, ending with nuts, raising
and other fruits and coffee. The planta-
tion produced most of the gustibles and
they were prepared by recipes treasured
| by the fair mistress us she did her jew-
els, T'ne wines were from old bins hid-
den behind dJeep arches in the carefully-
locked wine cellar whose key ~was only
in the master or mistress’s care., Fine
housekeeping was the accomplishment
of the southern matron, and was not ac-
quired ‘without good instruction and con-
tinuous practice. Comfort, health and
bappiness were the rule in those old time
families when not ruthlessly broken in
upon by unfortunate feuds. But the dys-
peptic era is upon us, and I doubt that
we shall ever be able again to enjoy that
rich, high sstyle of cooking that necessi-
tutes much living and riding 1n the open
air in the beautiful climate of the south-
ern seaboard.

The loving service of the house servants
on such an occasjon is a beautiful feature
of southern life. ‘I'he stateiv Mimi, with
two well-trained, pretty yellow giris to
assist her in  waitng, and the old body
servant behind the master’s chair, wait-
ing with courtlv grace full of pride in the
family, and doing their utmost to come
plete the enjoyment of the guests by ane
ticipating every wish and watching the
mistress’ eyes to do her commanas. And
the: the crowd of jovous, prankish, fun-
ny littie pickinnies, with scanty clothing
and kinky heads, who stand tiptoe to
| see missus in her line irock and the
young ladies with the young gentlemen
“fa courting.” They coula tinely guage
the ‘*de goness' of any one of the fine
peaux.
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