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'Ol . 'NTINO al l  the 
I i rcclou.^  *. io<in?-

F o r  w h i c h  t h e  
Kr; i t •  l"u 1 1  ( . - i is t  i s  

C Ifi us nrit fni'Kf-t that ehU-f 
Am-Ji . ' t j  our  t reasure! :  are  our  Oc-ad!  

l .e t  us  Kiv<;  t t ianks that  they have l ived.  
Ami mi our  l ives  such radiance poured,  

That  with the sunshine of  the past  
Uur la ter ,  lonel ies t  years  are  .s tored.  

And that  removed from longer  share ,  
In these br ief  fes t ivals  of  ear th .  

We feel  their  l iving presence s t i l l ,  
The angels  of  our  home and hear th .  

A l ight  surpassing sun or star ,  
A breath more sweet  than burst ing 

f lowers ,  
The minis t ry  of  souls  beloved,  

Gone hence,  and yet  forever  ours .  

O Father ;  le t  our  dearest  thanks 
l ie  for  the feast  immortal  said,  

That  death has  set  Heaven 's  lamps af lame.  
And Thou ar t  nearer  through our  dead.  

• -Frances L.  Mace,  in  Chris t ian Work.  

THANKSGIVING 
BINNER. 

T WAS Juliet's 
idea. Most of the 
ideas were Juli
et's. 

"You see we are 
under so many 
obligations, Ho
rn e o,''—J u 1 i e t 

called him Romeo, in her hours of ease. 
His name was John. 

"There's the Dorchesters and the 
Benirington-iMillers and Basil and 
Leonora and' the E. Gerard-Keenes— 
we're under obligations to all of them." 
Juliet was not strong in her English 
grammar, but in everything else. 

"You follow me, Romeo?" 
"Yes, to the death—certainly, my 

dear,"' he answered her. Where would 
he not follow her? He shifted his po
sition no-w to get her in a stronger light. 
Strong lights were becoming to Juliet. 
He mused over her pretty charms and 
thought idly what a fortunate fellow 
Qie was. 

"It's awful to feel under so many ob
ligations, Romeo! Yrm feel like that 
man- - who was it, in the geography?— 
who carried the world around on his 
back? You remember him, Romeo?" 

"Yes, he was an old schoolmate of 
mine.'' he said, humorously. Juliet 
laughed. 

"Well, then you know how I feel, go
ing round with the Dorchesters and'the 
Heiinington-!Millers and all the rest on 
my poor little back. I think I've found 
a way to get them off, Romeo." 

"Yes?"—absently. 
"Yes. Now, stop wool-gathering-and 

listen. I'm going to invite fhem all to 
Thanksgiving dinner." 

"By-the-lioly-Moses, you are!" 
lie was on his feet before her; gaz

ing down into her calm little face in 
amaze. 

"I am," Juliet said, serenely, 
lie continued gazing. Was Juliet go

ing mad? There had been—wait!—yes, 
Iliere had been a Wheeler, a generation 
or two back, who was mentally aber
rated. Juliet was a Wheeler on her 
mother's side; therefore Juliet was go
ing mad. lie groaned audibly. 

''Keep calm, dear; don't allow your
self to—to be agitated," he said. 

'"Romeo-John"—that was another 
phase of her name for him—"Romeo-
John, sit down here beside me and be 
calm yourself. I'm calm enough. I'll 
recapitulate. What I said was that I'm 
going to invite all those people we're 
under obligations to to Thanksgiving1 

dinner with us. That will settle the ob
ligations?—I suppose you see that, 
Iiomeo? Men can't see through a look
ing-glass! Have you taken that in? 
Well, to-day is the 17tli. I shall send 
the invitations at once. I've only just 
found out I could1—safely, you know." 

He didn't know. He seemed to know 
so few things. Among the fe.w, several 
facts arrayed themselves flauntingly 
in his consciousness. He knew that 
their income—Juliet's and his—was pa
thetically meager; that it was aganst 
their maxims to run in debt; that their 
dining-room was ten by thirteen. The 
latter fact appeared indomitable. He 
waved his hand toward the neat little 
dining-table before them with an elo
quent gesture, Juliet understood his 
gesture perfectly. 

"It's a wee bit dining-room, isn't it, 
Romeo? The wee-est bit! And there 
are—let's count—two Dorchesters,three 
Bennington-Millers—that's five. Take 
your other hand, Romeo—spread out 
the fingers—Basil and Leonora—" 

"They're one," he. muttered', docking 
them oft on his thumb. Why not? He 
and' Juliet were one. 

"Two," counted Juliet, impressive
ly, "and five E. Gerard Keenes, count
ing the children. Now, how many's 
that?" 

Romeo-John was regarding his wide
spread fingers with disfavor. There 
were not enough. 

"Twelve!—That's 12, Romeo. Then 
there's mother, John—of course we 
must have mother, John—and the 
girls. That's 15—and you and I" 

"Sixteen," he groaned. "My dear, 
the dining-room is ten by thirteen. 
There are three extra leaves to the 
table, and-—" 

But he got no further. Juliet trans
ferred herself lightly to his knee and 
covered his bearded lips with both 
little white hands. 

"1'oor boy!" she cooed. "He shall 

not l>e tormented any longer, eo he 
shan't! Ail he shall do is collect his 
wits ami wait. Somebody's going to 
enlighten him." 

I t  was a  sunny l i t t le  room and 
Jul ie t ' s  fa i r  hair  was golden in one 
of  the beams of  l ight .  

"I'm going to invite them all. but 
they're none of them coming. Don't 
you see. you boy? It's easy as roll
ing olY a log! That's why I'm going 
to do it. I've thought it all over, and 
it's the best way to pay off our obli
gations. It's the most economical 
way. and we have to be so economical, 
Romeo!" 

He gasped spasmodically. What 
code of morals was this? Invite them 
all to a Thanksgiving dinner because 
she knew they wouldn't come! The 
gentle voice ran on: 

"Of course. Basil and Leonora will 
come—I'm sure I hope so—and moth
er—John and' the girls—and you and 
I, Romeo! That will make just a cozy 
number of us, and just a fit for the 
ten by thirteen!" 

He laughed, too, because Juliet did. 
He had to—it was contagious. But 
he was still floundering helplessly 
in the tangled web of Juliet's code of 
honor. The small, sweet woman read 
his mind, with perfect ease. 

"I know it, Romeo. Do you think 
I don't? I know it's a—a heathen 
creed," she said. "But you don't 
know how I've agonized over all those 
obligations—you can't think, dear 
boy! I'm sure I've lost flesh, and 
they've got to be canceled1—and we 
can't afford to do it. There it is in a 
nutshell, Romeo. If the Dorchesters 
only hadn't sent us such fine wed
ding presents, and we had only de
clined to go to the Bennington-
Miller's big 'lunch,' and the E. Gerard 
Keene's ball!" 

She broke off and covered his brown 
face with kisses. "I don't care, I'm 
going to settle things and begin over 
new!" she cried, recklessly. "I'm go
ing to take things into my own hands 
and- be a heathen! It's no use, dear 
boy; you needn't look so moral. I'm 
going to do it. I'm not going to pay 
up those debts with your hard-earned. 

On the way hnitic at night, Komeo-
Jolin "ran in." lie produced Juliet'* 
little list prompt 1\. 

"1 want to—er—order a turkey and 
the fixings for Thanksgiving. It- is a 
iilt!e earjy. '.ittle early, but- it's never 
too early to—er—mend." he said witJi 
lame humor. "It's always wise to be 
the hr.-i worm to—er—catch the early 
bin!!" 

"Sure," chuckled the marketman. 
with ready appreciation. "But you're 
too late—your wife's caught it!"' 

"Eh? What's that?" 
"The early bird, you know—your 

wife was in an hour ago and caught it. 
A tine one—12 pounder." 

"A —you don't say! I was under 
the—er—impression that she wanted 
an eight-pound turkey. That was my 
impression." 

He consulted the little memorandum 
with a puzzled face. "Eight- or nine 
pounds"—it was there plain enough, 
in Juliet's slender chirography. The 
marketuian rubbed his hands together 
and explained: 

"Likely she's changed her mind since 
mornin'—1 knew a. woman once who 
did! She said something about havin' 
ten folks to set down to him an' she 
thought he'd better be fairly sizeable. 
I promised her a 12-pounder, sure. When 
you come in season you're usually able 
to take your pick." 

"A 12-pounder—ten folks to set down 
to him—by the holy Moses, what does 
that mean, now?" soliloquized Romeo-
John, as he jolted home in the six 
o'clock car. He counted on his fingers 
covertly, under cover of his newspaper. 
Basil and Leonora—mother, John and 
the girls—and themselves. You couldn't 
make ten out of that any way you 
reckoned it—no, sir! You'd have to 
add on three. 

"M—m!" he said aloud, in sudden 
enlightenment. Juliet need not have 
told him. She met him at the door 
with a queer little smile. 

"You see. Romeo—" 
"I see, my dear." 
They looked at each other for the 

space of a moment, without further 
speech. 

"It came in the last mail; the post
man brought it. You see, I sent the 
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"SHE WANTED AN EIGHT-POUND TURKEY." 

This way sweat-o'-the-brow money. 
won't cost a cent!" 

"But the risks, my dear—the risks," 
put in Romeo-John, solemnly. "If 
the good people all accept—" 

"The good people all won't. I've as
certained that, of course. The Ben-
nington-Millers are going out of town 
for Thanksgiving. The Dorchesters 
are going to have a big family dinner 
at home, with all the 'folks' there, 
you know. Mrs. Dorchester's cook 
told her washerwoman and her wash
erwoman is my washerwoman. I sup
pose you can follow that clew? Then 
—oh, yes, little Katlierine Keene told 
somebody yesterday, or the day be
fore, that the boy twin—there are 
twins, you know—was sick, and they 
were going to take him into the coun
try for the quiet. She said they were 
going at once. I shall have just time 
to get in my invitation. You see there 
are no risks, Romeo." 

"No-o," he murmured, still uncon
vinced. 

"Well, I'll take all of them there 
are!" Juliet cried, gayly. 

She had whipped a little tablet and 
pencil out of her pocket and was jot
ting something down hurriedly. 

"Turkey—eight or nine pounds—one 
good-sized chicken (one will make a 
pie, if you stretch him)—bunch of cei-
- M ery— 

She went on writing down items, in 
her neat, slatvting, little tetters. Ro
meo-John looked over her shoulder ad
miringly. They were the same dainty 
characters that had filed in close ranks 
across his love-letters from Juliet, only 
they had spelled diffe.rent words then. 

What sweet words they spelled! 
"It's best to order the things in good 

season, you know, Romeo," she said. 
"Last year at .home we had to put up 
with second cho'ce, because we waited 
too long. So you'd better step into 
Pilcher's, going- down, and give him the 
list—see?" 

The obligation-invitations, as Juliet 
mentally dubbed them, were duly writ
ten and dispatched. She drew a sigh 
of relief over the last one. 

"The Lord forgive me if it's wrong!" 
she thought. "I don't think I take nat
urally to sinning, tout I had to do some
thing and I couldn't get- up lunches 
and thing9 that they would come to 
without asking for money—and don't 
I know how hard the money comes 
just now to my Romeo? Don't I? The 
dear boy is trying to hide it, but I'm 
not nearsighted!" 

"Romeo-John forgot to "run in" to 
Pilcher's, going down. He usually for
got. It is the way of men, and has 
been since the beginning. 

invitation direct to the house. It's a 
case of the 'best-laid plans,' Rotneo." 

"Yes. my dear, certainly." 
"They're all three coming. She said 

she was delighted to change their 
plans so that they could take advan
tage of my cordial invitation." 

"The dickens she did!" he groaned. 
Juliet fumbled with a button of his 
coat, meekly. 

"I've been downtown and spoken for 
a bigger turkey, and—and1—I told Mr. 
Pilcher to save us a pair of small 
chickens. I specified small. You can 
make two small chickens go a good 
way in a pie, Romeo." 

"Way round the table, can you?" 
queried he, gravely. 

They went into the dining-room and 
made elaborate plans, and Juliet 
counted her best napkins. After all, 
it was all right, they decided, with 
a fine attempt at cheerfulness. 

The next day Romeo-John, on his 
homeward way. caught a glimpse of 
a small woman that looked unmis
takably like Juliet. She was hurry
ing out of Mr. Pilcher's market, and 
he thought she glanced1 over her 
shoulder guiltily. He tried to catch 
her car, but failed. Probably it 
wasn't Juliet, after all—what would 
Juliet be doing down at Pilcher's 
again? Umiph! there were other 
small women in the world. But Ro
meo-John knew there was but one 
Juliet. He was unsurprised when she 
met him at the door and confessed. 

"I saA- you, my dear," he said. 
"I saw you, Romeo. Then I hurried 

like evervthing—Romeo." 
"Well?" 
But she need not have told him. 
"I—I ordered' one that would weigh 

15 pounds. And, Romeo—" 
"Eh?" 
"I specified two good-sized chickens, 

you know." 
"I know." 
"The postman brought it. She said 

they had been planning to have the 
entire Dorchester family there to 
dinner, but they were very glad to 
put it off till Christmas. She said it 
would give them great pleasure to 
come." 

"M-m-m," muttered Romeo-John, in
distinctly. 

"Come into the dining-room, Romeo, 
quick. { want to try turning the 
table slanting-wise. It makes a good 
deal more room, you know. Oh, and 
I forgot to tell you that Basil and 
Leonora aren't coming. They can't, 
anyway." 

"The tables are already turned, my 
dear," Romeo-John said, solemnly. 

There was only one thine more left 

to happen. It happened. It was a 
few days before Thanksgiving. Juiiet 
took a downtown car and apjieartv. in 
Romeo-John's little oflice in niiU-
morning. She v.is greatly agitated. 

"Oh. Romeo John!" 
"Yes. dear; save your breath you'll 

need it," he said, soothingly. "It 
came this morning. The p<<Miuaa 
brought — " 

"No. a boy. I'M- got it in my 
pocket." 

They read the little perfumed note 
together in silence. Then Juliet read 
it. again, aloud. Her voice sounded 
frightened. 

"My dear .Mrs. m. m , I write 
at this late date to accept your kind 
invitation to Thanksgiving dinner. I 
am sure you will excuse the tardiness 
and rejoice with me when 1 tell you 
it is my little Reginald's unlooked-
for improvement in health that makes 
my acceptance possible now. The 
children are all greatly delighted at 
the pros—" 

'Skip it. skip it—that's piling it on, 
my dear," groaned Romeo-John. Juliet 
smiled weakly. 

"After all, it's a relief. Romeo- just 
to know there can't, anybody else ac
cept," she murmured. 

"The dining-room is ten by thir
teen,'" he said, relentlessly. 

"Oh. 1 know it! I know it!" 
"And the tables are already turned, 

my dear." 
But in the end he comforted her. 

What else could he do? He got her 
down on his knee and swung her 
about tenderly in his swivel chair. She 
essayed a subdued little smile by 
and by. 

"And we'll call in at Mr. Pilcher's 
on the way home. Romeo?" 

"We will that, my dear." 
"And order a—20-pound one, Ro

meo? Children are so hearty, you 
know." 

"Twenty-two pounds, dear. There's 
one hanging tip there this minute.'' 

"And—and— Romeo—" 
"And. Juliet?" 
"Th-three chickens?" 
"Fo;ir." 
He was bent on making the comfort 

complete. He laughed with loud 
cheerfulness and made a good many 
inferior little jokes to see her laugh. 
But the dining-room haunted, them 
both mercilessly. It was ten by thir
teen—ten by thirteen—ten by thir
teen. 

"I have it!" Romeo-Jolin exclaimed, 
suddenly, with a sigh of relief. "We'll 
have two tables of it. dear. I'm sure 
I'll sit at the second ta—" 

"Romeo-John!" 
"Well, 1 don't see what else we 

can do.'" he muttered, diminished. 
"I do—I've just thought. Oh. Ro

meo, it's an inspiration!" she cried. 
"Stop going round quick and listen! 
Don't you know how we've said we 
sviflied there, were double doors be
tween the dining-room and parlor— 
don't you know it. Romeo-John? Well, 
that's it. That's the inspiration. We'll 
have a carpenter come right away 
and cut it. We can run the table 
through; don't you see we can? Then 
I'll hi-re a slim, up-and-down girl to 
wait on us. Mrs. Dooley's got. one 
just the right size. It's so lucky I 
haven't engaged Ann Mary Flint yet 
—she's so hither-and-yon!" 

"She could crawl under," murmured 
Romeo-John, absently. 

The carpenter was engaged and the 
turkey that weighed 22 pounds. Moth
er, John and the girls came over and 
helped about the pies and the pud
ding. There was great activity in the 
little flat. A certain amount of resig
nation was born and grew slowly as 
the days hurried to Thanksgiving day. 
After all. there were obligations. 
They would be discharged, anyway. 
And it would teach them a lesson in 
morals. 

"And I won't let it be an expensive 
one to Romeo, either." Juliet, thought, 
setting her little white teeth together 
with a click. "I've decided that fur 
cloaks won't be in style this winter!" 
— Annie Hamilton Donnell. in Country 
Gentleman. 

DAY AFTER THAMvSGIVI>G.  

"Well, Tommy," asked the minister, 
"did you have a good time yesterday?" 

"Not very," replied the youngster; 
"I wasn't half as sick as I was last 
year."—Chicago Daily News. 

To Be Srmpathlied With. 
"Ha, ha!" said the jovial man. "I 

suppose you are going to eat all the 
Thanksgiving dinner you want to
morrow?" 

"My dear sir," replied the physician, 
wearily, "you forget my profession. 
Day after to-morrow will be my busy 
day, and I've got to keep in form."— 
Washington Star. 

Witlioct Any Trouble. 
"I told you. didn't I, that I had or

dered a Thanksgiving turkey that was 
almost too big to lift?" 

"Yes." 
"Well, my wife left it out on the 

back porch for a few moments and 
some measly tramp came along and 
lifted it without any trouble."-—Cleve
land' Plain Dealer. 
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FADED 11 HER YOUTH 
Pretty faces and graceful forms of young women ! Why is it they are so 

Boon replaced by plainness and lankness ? It is because the young girl just 
entering into womanhood does not know how to 
take care of herself and has no one competent to 
instruct her. It is not necessary that then; should 
be anything weakening or wearying al>out the ob
ligations of a female organism. Parents of young 
girls should inform themselves and prevent their 
dear ones from making costly errors. 

That young woman has a just cause of com
plaint, who is permitted to believe that great 
periodic suffering is to be expected, that severe 
mysterious pains and aches are part of her 
natural experience as a woman. These things 
are making constant war on her health, her dis
position and her beauty. It is a. wanton sacri
fice, absolutely unnecessary and cruel. It ia 
more—it is criminal. 

Dr. Greene's 
NERVURA 

for the Blood and Nerves < 
Dr. Greene's Nervura blood and nerve remedy, 

is the right medicine for every young girl who 
is just entering the first stage of womanhood. 
It prepares the system in every way to act nor
mally. It enriches the blood supply, and keeps 
the nerves calm and steady. Fortified with this 
great medicine, all the womanly duties may bo 
undertaken and experienced without the slight
est jeopardj- to health. It preserves the gifts of 
nature and assists their development into glow
ing, healthful beauty. 

MRS. MABV FRANCES LVTI.E, of 2 Ilunter 
Alley, Roehefcter, N. V., says: 

"I was very pale and delicate— h<ul' no color. 
I took Dr. Greene's Nervura blood and nerve remedy, 
and now I am well and strong, my face is plump, and 
cheeks red, and my complexion puro.' :  

MRS. WILLIAM BARTELH, 239 East 87th (St., 
New York City, says: 

'•Dr. Greene's Nervura made a wonderful improve
ment in my health, and that <iurk, sallow look left^riiv 
toe*. My friends hardly know me. 1 have gained S«sb 
and am like a different person." 

The nervousness in women which invariably 
comes with pain i6 of itself certain to stop the 
development of beauty in face and figure. Ex
cited nerves make sharp lines and hasty speech. 
The beautiful curves which make women so 

attractive are not possible when the female organism is out of order, as it 
surely is when discomfort and pain are always or even periodically present. 
It is only necessary to look in the faces of young women everywhere to see 
that this must be so. Else why are they so pale and thin ? 

GET FREE ABVfOE FROM iff. GREENE 
Real beauty is rare. It Mrap to perfect health. It Is possible to every 

woman who takes the natter la hand Intelligently. Oct advice from Dr. 
Greene, the great specialist In these matters. Me will tell you why all this Is 
so, and show yon hew to avoid the stumbling blocks that bar woman's way 
to happiness. You may consult Ir. Greene without cost by calling or writ
ing to him at his office, 38 West 14th Street, New York City. Don't throw 
away your beauty. Write to Dr. Qreene to-day. 

WALTHAM WATCHES 

The best and most reliable 
timekeepers made in this country 
or in any other. 

" The Perfected American Waich an illustrated book 
of interesting information about 'watches, iuiU be sent 
free upon request. 

American Waltham Watch Company, 
Waltham, Mass., 


