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An Old Fashioned Thanksgiving.
1 want I.:I old Thanksgiving, when life was well worth
And wﬁl went down to grandma’s on the dear old
farm, know ;
Perbaps it -gl:l be blowing, perhaps it might be snow-

Put we never thcught of westher on Thankegiving

There were uncles aunts and cousins, by the sixes and
'I‘hu;:u ;uch ® groaving table, the cutest rossted
There v!n pud lings, pies and cherries, and apple tarts
and berries, » i
Ald:.wghmu. cake and raisins, and turkeys ull so

And they did wot serve in “courses, and post-prandial
discourses
Were not so much in fashion, but the stories bad their
of the old-time pioneering, of the heartiness and cheer-
Of the sympathetic neighbor, aud the Indians and the
Lears.

And we found the apple cider and the old potsto slicer,
And li:l:liu for all the ;Qpple-. and preserves and

And we mr:::&loomy garret ; we were very hrave to

t,
But the hox of maple sugar and dried fruit were up the
stairs.

&
And around the barn we rollicked, and through the lofts
we frolicked, -
And we ranged the turnip cellar, and we tumbled in
the straw,
Aund we heard the cattle munching, and the lowing and
the cranching,
And we climbed along the mangers where the horses
fed, with awe.

Oﬁulm- Thanksgiving that was worth a year of

M:n.a seemed so much truer and life so smooth in

And friends somehow were nearer, and loved onés so
much dearer

When we went down to grandma's for Thanksgiving,
long ago.
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** Booby 1"

This ery, drifting over from the schoolboys’ play-
ground, cangbt the ear of one who not long ago was an
active figure there, but who felt suddenly grown old,
Indeed, you would not have taken the form for that of
Horace Wayland, at home from college, unless you had
seen more than the bowed head and the cane with which
e explored the veranda steps he was about to descend.
As be came into the full light of day, there stood reveal-
od 8 pale young man, with & somewhat worried expression,
and wearing smoked glasses in evidence of trouble with
i ayes.  This last explained his envy of those mirthiul

even as when one of them he had aspired to
sollege life us the best thing in the world. Again rang
ot

“Booby ! Booby! Going to try for the Latin prize—
#0 1*" snding in a school yell of ** Ha, ha, he | Boo-b-e-g I'*
wild snongh to make a passer's scalplock bristle,

Horace, whose subdued walk had led near the play-
ground, turned his shielded eyes and beheld dimly an
somy of pupils skirmishing around a lad cowed and
sallen, making vein dashes for liberty where the ranks
showed thinoest, but they immediately closed up to
thwart bis purpose. This nearer view was disenchanting.
Not even the happy period of school life is exempt from
trial and temptation ; fortunate for us graduates is it if
memory, like a dial, marks ounly the suany hours.

““8ix monthsago,” muttered the spectator, ** at a sight
like that 1 should have leaped the fence and dispersed
the mob, shaking as many rebels as I could catch. With
oll my faults [ never was a bully, and bullying always
roused my indignation,

With this inward protest he raised a hand as if to
adjust the annoying goggles, self-pity taking the place
of sympathy for the butt of ridicule. Let me explain
that, in preparing for ination, the stud hed
stzained his sight by night sfudy, and in consequence
bad 1o pas; his vacation mostly in a darkemed room,
cherishiag amid bis discontent the expectation of return-
ing to college at the heginniug of the fall term. Aad the
time having arrived his physician bad enjoined further
tespite from books on penalty of hlindness.

As it was, e went about color blind. Through. his,
Rinsoes all days were Ash Wednesdays. He groped om

" 89w in the gray world to which bis impradense had seris

tetiped him. A stretch of goldenrod on & hillside hathed
in sonshine was only asben; a purling stresm wis-
bordered with asters and wild sage in Quaker gefbi &
Bock of brilliank warblers in a hasel bush had the appeat-
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of asimeted stones of the old wall that ran beside.
Turning to his right across a field of rowan clover, which
frof its bhoe might have bad showered on it all the
sumgher dast of the road, §i» entered by the path s grove

Dark and foliage were of one sombre shade. Be<
¥ this, his colorless walk would end at the village

n.

In the quietest woodland fiook Horace Wayland st
down on a cushion of sweet fern, wrapped in gloomy re-
ﬂoe?‘ . Boon, hearing footsteps and a voice, be looked
up af'h boyish form approaching.

““'What, do you recite 1o the trees 7'’ he saluted, for the
slender stranger was conjugating Latin verbs,

The voung solitary started with a impulsive, ‘* Beg
pardon, sir I''

“Oh, not at all,” returned the older student reassur-
ingly. ** Demosthenes learned oratory by addressing
the sea waves. At our college we have a haunt for de-
claimipg to the rocks and the sky and the miduight
moon. But who are you, please? I don't know you,
maybe because I'm playing blind Bartimeus."’

"1 know that you are Mr. Wayland, junior,” ventur-
ed theboy. “1am from a distant State, and am here
by mistake, I reckon. Arthar Reeves is my name, but
in thisachool I am * Booby.'

‘“ Olt, aye,"” recalling the playground scene. ‘' If the
parents knew how their sons are conducting, the birchies
here would be pruned for flogging sticks. Bat it's mere-
Iy boyish thoughtlessness ; you'll live down that non-
m'l

““Mr. Wayland,” said the lad, pulliug himself togeth-
o ps you could learn if you were badgered all
the , but I'm built differently, and 1 want to get
away ftom this."

‘ Sit. down here, Master Reeves, if you will, and let's
hold & confab, 1Is it your Latin that is making trouble
for you? Do you lke it? 1 mean the language, not the
larruping, Actually, how do you stand in it? Can you
translate pretty well 1

‘I bave read Horace twice through with my father,
.i'.v'

“Horsce—that's me.”" The tactful jester laughed for
the figgt time, i no one knows how long, with bayish en-

joyment of his own pus and bad grammar

Artbur'y sober features slowly relaxed and he laughed
too, | felt better. The last comer dropped on the

grop and produced  pocket vol “I'm w0 fond of
the stidy,'" be explained, ' that | made bold to sey be-
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account for uttering so unfounded an assertion, At
the head of the steps, up which heé ran, stood his mother,
who ‘sutitingly seid: **Surely, Horace, you are right
from the' parsesage and book talk. Mr. Dalé always
cheers you.*" 4

* You areawsy off in your guess this time, mother,'’ be
answered genislly, ' Not eo far, either, for though
I have apoken only to a boy, there are ' sermons in stones
and books in running brooks '—yes, ‘and goodin eyery-

When the doctor next examined the eyes he found
improvement, 'And upon the patient declaring that if he
wasited to retain his anthority over him, it wovld be best
to ‘give il permission’ to' look ‘at a ‘textbook now
and then, the doctor simply ecautioned, without pro-
hibiting.

Meanwhile, Horace Wayland’s pupil came regularly,
under the wing of evening, and a session of precisely
forty-five minutes was held behind closed doors.  Thus
was Arthur 'measurably reassared, and the benutmb-
ing ‘effect of a novel situstion in class-work was soon
overcome. « Horace never asked how his schoolfellows
were hehaving t d him, but indirectly tried to. in-
fluence him to look out and not in, and to inculcate a be-
coming self-assertiveness that repelled mischievous
attacks and took the wind out of the sails of the attacking
crew, always remembering that he who would have
friends must show himself friendly.

After one of their lessons, Arthur handed bis tutor
a letter to read, It was from his father's rich parishioner,
who wrote : * **If you guin the prize for the best Latin
thesis, Arthur, I will double it' with twenty-five dollars
more to carry forwsrd your schooling,”

Do you think, Mr. Wayland,” interrogated the lad
flashing, '' would it be of any nse for me to——"'

It was the first reference to & prize there had been
between them since their introductory meeting on the
duy of the schoolyard incident. Arthur bad not for-
gotten the persecation that his early atinouncement
of having st eye on the nnnual prize had called forth,

“Why, you see,’’ remsoned his friend, “the com-
petition is bound to henefit in one way or another all
who wisely engage in it, for in case of defeat, you
will have s golden unity to besr it bravely, and
tisin might have. a more important bearing on your
future than winslug the prize "’ i

The speake: othed an lncipient mjusthche, musing
how bis wstive modesty forbade him to say that he

fore the class I would try for the prize ; then those fell
who expect to win it got roughbanded with me snd led
on the Jot of them. My standing’ Hob! They wonld
tell you it's zero. 1 suppose I may as well live np to my
nickname and be a stapid, "

This be uttered in o husky, hurt tone snd fell sllent.
Presently, encouraged by the adennced student, Arthur
read several pages at discretion, not choosing the most
familiar ; read with manifest comprehonsion and credit-
-bgs finency, and proceeded to translate into fair Buglish.
Without pestering him about trivialities, his mentor
aliowed the informal lesson to come to & close, then
directed a review of certain passages, Wh now the

habitually ill d im his life this healing philos-
ophy for wonnded ambition.

“ The competitors I should fear are but few,” ssid
Arthar, rising to leaye, ‘' but they have the advantage of
s stong becking, There is the doctor's son, and there
are the colonel’s two sous,’’

“ Vet if you were cleatly in sdvance of others, there
would Be o getting around the fact, and you might even
expect thiose most fnterested would be just enough to see
it T Uher vight Hght," ;

A ittle longer their affairs went on in established lines
Often the ethoes of public spesking in sn uofamilinf

reader failed to detect his errors, rules were called
fof and promptly given, the gently applied wisdom
of which brought him out of the tangle as a com
guides.a lost wayfarer out of the woods. x

Wagland had refrained from pling to see the
print, but had sufficient vision to feel the grateful thrill of
the successful teacher when the face of an earnest pupil
turns $0 his with an expression that says: ‘‘ You have
given me 8 new grip on this hard stuff.”

Before they separated, he learned that Arthur was
the ouly son of a clergyman who had brokem down
in health, and at the expense of a rich parishioner
had gone to the Sandwich Islands and Japan to recuperate,
Taught at home, the boy lacked the mioral fibre produced
by attrition with other boys in a public school, and
the mothering of the clever old lady to whose hame
and care he hud been igned was ill-adapted  to
help brace him up to a respectable effort to hoe his
row with those to the manor born.

Owthe boy's part, being 1 to non-resid
pupils; they had conceived a dislike to Arthur Reeves
and his foreign invasion, and would not tolerate him asa
rival for Monors. It is likewise admitted that the new
pupil’s Latin p intion was rather anti d : since

his father’s studevt days a change had been introduced ;
livingtmen in dealivg with & dead language bave soughbt
out mény inventions. Our collexe junior saw snd seiged
the op| his misfortuve prescnted ; he drranged .
with the difident youth to give him some strictly private;
short-cut instruction. "

1 thie et ‘of bie airing, th!nvﬂdpiq.uyh
seented a lttle

ngue came dows from the Wayland attic, a gruesome
intimation that the ghosts of Julius Cwsar and  bis
compeers dered hither. H was all vitality,
the
felt assui

had
-ﬁdm.huuhd been salely discarded, and he
returning to his stodies in & short time,

had flown to 'widter quarters in the South.

That Horace Waylaad, junior, by informing the teach-
er and ly betriending Arthur, could have stopped
the ™ @t once is quite trne; but that was
not his , and he saw no reason for regret. . Wemay
su de had considered the illustrious Roman orator,

how the pebbles in his mouth must have hurt,
but the resalt was to reise the standard of learning
and enrich the history of the hnman race,

One , when Cg:lg_nq was coming, Horace
;Ttud hhb’ e dormifory #nd proceeded lienmine

s mail m a letter ked.in his native
town, but wiiﬁoﬂx‘:whﬁbned writin,
that excited his coriosity. Having taken in its bri
contents, be shouted, ** Hurral '

** Hurrah ! ans his chum, looking up from

grinding G;:ck, #dding, in s conversational tone,
mpon the exultabt fellow-student
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Anﬁth. 3 Oup wur—bless him |-—was to-day award-
&d th and wishes you 10 know it came to
Ppite us you said ; even the pupits and their
triends wm congratuiated bim, The hall was
-crowded with spectators ; be will give particulars a little
later § is writing his father in answer t0 a letter from over
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