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ThanKsgiving.
Winter has come with its boisterous fun;
Books are thrown by and lessons are done,
For here is Thanksgiving day, merry and bright,

To young lads and lassies a dream of delight.

The firelight gleams bright on the well-polished floor;
And the wind, whirling by, peeps in thro’ the door,
At the nuts and thé apples ripe. roasted and brown,

And carries away, on his trip through the town,

A picture of jollity, mirth and of joys,
Of rollicking children, of mischievous boys:
And there by the fire-place, in comfort serene,

Sits grandpa, their hero, and grandma, their queen.

What stories of Indian battle, and storm,
Of turkey and cranberries, steaming and warm,
Of things that had happened when grandpa was youngs

When the music of Ind‘an war whoop was sung !

The firelight grows fainter, the embers are red,
And mother bends fondly o'er each little bed;
Protection and peace descend from above,

And Thanksgiving ends in a vision of love.—M. B.

The ThanKsgiving TurKey.

A gobbler proud was strutting in the yard,
He cold'y scorned the little speckled hens,
As o'er the corn he kept a careful guard,

As greedy as the porkers in their pens

One day the farmer caught him by the leg
And with a meat ax smote his rosy neck.
The smiling housewife tapped a cherished keg.

How blest the day when turk passed in his check !

Now in the settled gloom of night there comes
The spectre of a headless bird that goes
To roost upon the ridgepole near his chums,
But no frost melts beneath his clammy toes.
-1, W.W:

A Mystery.

Last fall Mr. Jones, a bold young fellow
of about twenty-five years, and I went on a
hunting tour. We had decided to go to
Fort Buford, which is situated on the Yel-
lowstone river, in the western part of this
state. On the way we were joined by our
neighbor’s boy, who was about twelve years
old.
once betook ourselves to a beautiful lake
This

lake ended, at its southern extremity, in a

After reaching our destination, we at

some ten miles north of the Fort.

narrow arm of water. On one side of this
arm was a steep bank; on the other a plain,
with here and there a small bunch of wil-
lows. As we were walking about on this
bank we suddenly came upon a shanty or
den, as it were, which was built into the
bank so as to bring its three walls on a lev-
el with the surface of the “earth, while the
On this

side was a door and small window. We took

side facing the water was bare.
possession of the place. It was Sunday
The sun had set and only a red
Clouds of
vapor were rising from the surface of the

evening.
glare could be seen in the west.
alm waters of the lake. 1 heaved a sigh,
and entered the shanty.
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But I was surprised to find the boy look-
ing out of the window in a most bewildered
way. I asked him what was the matter.
He turned toward me and whispered in a
low, trembling voice, «Did you see that lady
dressed in white, waving her handkerchief
at us? She was standing near that bunch
of willows on the other side.» The boy act-
ed very strangely. His face was pale and
his eyes stared about the room. I saw that
he was very much frightened, and tried to
remove his fear by telling him that it was
the work of his imagination. I searched
the bush of willows, near which he had seen
this queer figure, but could find nothing.

On returning I found Jones sitting on
the bed boasting of his bravery in such a
But

it was not long before loud, piercing cries

way as to relieve the boy of his fear.
resounded through the air. In an instant
these cries became so- deafening and were
uttered with such volume that the very
walls of the shanty vibrated as though they
were harp strings. A strange sensation
passed over me. I felt as if a
thousand needles had been plunged into my

hundred

body. In a moment the noise subsided. All
was again quiet.

boastful and challenged either ghost or man

Jones became more

to dare to disturb him in his sleep.

At eleven o’clock we all went to bed.
Joneg put his gun and revolver within easy
reach, and after talking awhile we fell
asleep. But we were soon aroused by loud
crie of Wake ! Wake ! which seemed to be

coming from a distance. But suddenly these
harsh cries were changed to beautiful mu-
sic, which seemed to open the heavens above
us. This music was followed by mild and
gentle words. These words I will not tell,
for they concerned Mr. Jones personally, re-
minding him of the wrongs he had done.
All this time Jones lay awake on his back,
listening. But when this strange being be-
gan to reveal the secrets which he had con-
cealed for many years in his breast, he
could stand it no longer. He jumped up,
grasped the revolver and said that it would
be too much of a good thing if ghosts were
allowed to give away a man’s secrets. As
he spoke these words a sudden flash of light
made it as bright as day within the shanty.
The wild words grew into shrieks of agony.
Jones rushed out of the door and immedi-
ately fired two shots. The shrieks increas-
ed and I thought the whole world was com-
ing to an end. The door sprang open and
Jones came tumbling in, white as a sheet.
His eyes glared as he sank breathless to the
floor, murmering only, «Give me the gun,
give me the gun.»  But just then all grew
quiet. Jones arose and staggered to the
bed.

saw somebody dressed in white lying on the

He said: «When I opened the door I
ground. I took good aim and fired, where-
upon this queer being came toward me. |
but without effect.
came to the conclusion that it was nothing

fired again, I now

less than a ghost, and tried to run, but it
was upon me by this time and took my




