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ThirHappiet Tankgivng
1 By Anna Nixon.

UICRE9 ie tbasket, DanilL You'd5~btter put it on the seat beside
you. gothe eg woit break,

Bm~Criswef telle me they'xo twenty-
dgémets a dosen and stifl going up;-'

u m cq»t of 'Thinkagiving being sq near,
1 a'pose; it takes a sight of eggs for

a~ni pies and doughnuts. I guose
oIl not have any trouble getting red

cf theee pwikins; theyro beauties,
~eyone-,

"Tguess not," agreod Daniel Ware,
puigas he earefully placod the basket
ofeaon the seat, to look witb pride

at the big pumpkins, p~ied higli in tbe

«prn.gwagèn box. "Tbern punkins'l1 go
Lpke bgot cakes."

' l1 keep your dinner warm, but don't
bc later than you ean belp. 1 wisb you
could bave started earlier, but 1 s'pose
it's btter that you tlniaed buekin' tbe
corn, for the. weather may turn cold

aytime. Now don't forget the-raisins,"
she admonisbed, as ber busband climbed
stiffiy to tbe bigb seat, gatbered up the
lines, and cbirruped to Biiiy, tbe old
family horse. "Five pounds'll be about
right, I calculate to niake a big -jar of
mincemeat, Monday.e'

It was ten o'ciock wben Martha turn,
ed to enter the bouse, and most of lier
Saturday'sa work stili awaited ber, for
sbe, bad vhurned tbat morning, sorted tbe
eggs for market, and held, Bifly wbile
Daniel loaded tbe pumpkins., But tbe
seventy years that iîad turned ber soft
baiit wbite and somewbat dimmed both
sight and memory had left ber feet
nimble and bands capable; and the littie
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woman worked so busily and ebeerfully
tjiat by one oclock, when aile heard the
wagon coming up the lante, the porch
was scrubbed and the house tidy-; a row
of cup cakes and three pumpkin pies
breathed spicy fragrance front the pantry
window, and dinner was ready to serve.

"Dinner's ready, soon as you are,
Daniel," she called, hurrying to the door
as bis step sounded on the porch. As

sl~ tok te askt fomhis hands, she
litoktebse rmed a corner of the paper that covered

i, thçre were thé dean, white eggs and
the, roi1 of butter she had packed that
morning, instead of the groceries she
had sent for.

"Wby, Daniel,"ý she questioned, "'what-
ever made you bring these things back?
I can't understand it. You-you don't
mean to say that Jim wouidn't
take them? He's always 80 glad
to get a churning of our butter,
and bie says we bring the biggest,
cleaneat eggs to market of any one
in Jefferson Township." Then, giancing
past lier husband, she noted that the
pumpkins were stili in the wagon, and
inquired anxiously, "Did anything hap-
pen to thelbarness, that you couldn't get
to Mapleton T"

"No, Marthy, 1 got to Mapieton al
right; but I don't know what's got in-
to the town. Every bouse and store's
shet up as tight as wax. Even the post-
office was ciosed. I can't accouint for it,
nohow."

"I neyer heard tell of the like, Dan ici;
and on a Saturday, too. There must bie
somcthing unusual going on to make Jim
Thornherry close bis store on a week
day. 'Wby didn't you ask some one?

"There wasn't anybody to ask. 1
didn't sce a soul but old Gran'ina Smnith,
and when 1 went past the window she
tbrew up ber bands and put ber apron
over lier face and acted plumb queer.
Poor oid Ivoman; she must be getting
childisb. I stopped at xearly every bouse
on Main street, thinking maybe 1 could
seli some pumpkins or a few dozen eggs;
but every bouse ivas shet up tight as if
*twas Sunday morning, and 1 didnt meet
anybody on the rond."

"I can't understand it," inused Martha
in a worried tone. "The only tbing tbe
Clironicle mentioned that was going on
today was a bail gaine between the
Mlapleton boys and the Battlesburg

team, but that doesn't'expiain wby al
the wonien have gone off and ieft tbeir
S-aturday's work; and 1 don't s'pose Jim
Thornberry'd close bis store for the
biggest ball gaine that ever Mas."'

"I reckon not," agrced bier busband,
empbaticaily. "There ain't nothijin jim
w-ould sliet up shop for, 'cepting a.
funeýal naybe. Say, Marthy," lie con-
tinued, bis face clearing, "do you s'pose
tliat's it? Maybe somebody's d'ead and
we baven't heard about it."

'el'Il tell you, Danîiel! It must be that
Laura Green's dead-sbe that used ta
live on thî.ý Ridge, and married a tuaan
out West. Sary Crisv el was teiling me
tlîat Laura's been pooriy for neariy a
vear and she*d made lier busband promise
to briîîg lier bomne to be buried. That's
wlîy you didn't sce any rigs in town.
11cr folks always 'tcnded churcli at Mt.
Zion, on the Ridige, and the funeral'd be
SieId tiiere, of course."

"I reckon you're riglît, Martlîy. You*re
the greatest iîand to figure things out,"
and lie looked down at the iittle womaii
witli the admiration tlîat lier quick wit
and womni's institift always* won front
Ilim.1

"Now go aloîîg, father, andi unhiteli
Bîlly, and(ll'i dislî up the dinner. i'd
run the wago n on the barn floor, if. 1
NVas voit and let it set tilI Monday. I
caui get along without the raisinîs' and
spices for another day, I guess."

"I b'lieve 1*11 lîaulinii a fewv shocks of
fodder tlîis afternoon, Sence you're flot
particular %bout hiaving tli groceries
before Monday. Fromn the looks of'tlîe
skv, I reckon we're due to bave a spell
Of Weatiler slîortly, and it goes liard witli
tue to liaut fofider ini rough weatlîer.

1 , gttngoid. Marthy," and lus wife
liotied as bis tali form passed through
the lue(l(0. that the i-tggçed looking jman
Wvas stoojiing more and more. andi thiit
Ilis etlrged a little as lie walked.
It 'Wast u, tîîev lvere. getting old.

Sj IW ileuutluiukilug onIv' the day he-
110 oi alier memiorv x-vas fa iling.

YPlit we-('re pretty sipry yet." she ini-
~t.d ,. ler if. uudflitted about ftue

t i ~ .îd~ ~iuthe lief1-orfrov


