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" Well,” said her brother, thoughtfully, “ be must 
have been awful mad.”

“ He was, James, he was, but that ain’t tio reason 
why he should drive by every day, a-looking 
straight ahead as if he was afraid my lilac bushes 
and apple trees would sort of poison him if he hap­
pened to get sight of ’em. I don’t want to marry 
him, goodness knows—I’ve had trouble enough as 
’tis—but I do like to live friendly-like with all my 
neighbors.”

“ Pra’ps he’ll come ’round yet,” suggested James.
* ** O, no he won’t,” said Miss Esther with earnest­

ness. “1 know Simon Bushnell through and through.
If there should be an earthquake, or some such 
thing, and I should be shot up into the air. 
and land in his front yard, then mtbbe he’d 
speak,—’cos he’d be so astonished he’d forget he 
was mad. But nothin’ that happened just ordinary 
like, would make him budge an inch. I believe 
he’d drive right by a-looking between his horse’s 
ears, it it was my own funeral, and I was being 
carried out the door.”

“ You haven’t ever spoken to him, Esther ?”
Miss Esther’s lip curled.
“ speak to him ! Well. 1 should say not, and never 

will till the crack o’ doom. 1 told him it might be 
1 never for all o’ me.’and so it may. Not but what 
'twould have been convenient, with the farms join­
ing the way they do and all, but it will never happen 
now, never.”

“ Well,” said her brother kindly, " I’ve got a home 
for you, Esther, whenever you’re a mind to come.
If you want to stay here a while longer in the old 
place why you can, but don’t never get to feeling 
that you are homeless or friendless, ’cos you ain’t.”

Miss Hsther was silent.but she looked at him 
gratefully. . . . , . , ,

That was four years ago. and she had struggled 
on alone, but the time had come now when she 
must accept her brother’s offer. She did rebel 
against her fate, but she had one aspiration, one 
keen desire, which it seemed to her that she must 
gratify. She wanted once, just once, before the 
property passed out of her hands forever, to have a 
family party at the.old home—to end her solitaryllfe, 
as it were, in a blaze of glory.

She decided to have it a Thanksgiving party, and 
she invited her brother and his wife, and their four 
children, her Uncle Josiah and his wife and her 
father’s cousin who taught school in the neighboring 
villuiîC

“There’ll be ten of us,” she said over and over, 
“and it’s lucky there’s just ten left of them blue
^Her unconscious geese were to provide the feast, 
not in propria persona, but fatted and sold and 
converted into turkey, cranberry sauce, mince pie, 
and all other kinds of good Thanksgiving fare.

Miss Esther took a great deal of pride in this her 
last appearance as a land holder and a hostess.

“I want to let ’em see.” she saia. that I am t 
coming to them ’cos I’m driv to it, and clean at the 
end of my rope. I want ’em all to come here once,
and see the planner and the Brussels carpet in the
parlor and the new tidies and all, and III give em 
such a dinner as they can’t get, no—not in New 
York, for all its style.” .

So for weeks the thought of her Thanksgiving 
dinner was uppermost in Miss Esther s mind, she 
planned for it by day and dreamed of it by 
night Every inch of the little farm-house was 
thoroughly cleaned. She mended whatever a 
woman’s hands could mend, and painted the worn 
woodwork with careful touch. She tiad a crock of 
June butter packed down in the cellar, and an extra 
fine ham hanging in the coolest corner. Meantime 
the seventeen geese, which represented the biggest 
part of the Thanksgiving dinner, grew daily fatter
“it waTabout the first week in November when 
Miss Esther determined one bright sunny morning 
to go down into her cellar and look over her preserve
tesrUer.W Miss'Esthe^lifteddown all the jars

in its place she commented upon its contents and
St“Them>8trawberrleB are as lovely as the day they 
was put up,” she said admiringly ; and I never did 

Kuch color to raspberry jam, and I declare if 
' here ain’t a jar of them o d hrandy cherriea I 

didn’t know there was any of em left, it s why 
It’s three years ago since that old ox-heart tree 
bore so unexpected. My ! They’re all mouldy on
t0SPheunscrewedthe^ top^and'smeftof the contents

Cr“‘find' sakes,” she ejaculated, “If they ain’t 
worked 1 Well 1 never knew my brandy cherries 
act like that before, no matter how long they

t0Sohs°he pTtatheay{ar upon the cellar stairs to be 
car?iedupPwhenshJe went, and[resumeherwork.

teht"” she said!*'’6 w*ith whipped creamand sponge 
cake ' They won’t want anything very hearty after

“ÏÏfïBRÆÎatB-»-
was designed as a last crushing P jiad hardly 
[rrehadre?hefn^d™gwnentgiam.iing out across the

lard she saw a sight that startled her. There were 
ier geese—her seventeen Thanksgiving geese act­
ing in the strangest manner. Some of them were 
dead, others were dying, and a few were staggering 
around helplessly, as if it were only a question of 
seconds when their end should come too.

She threw a shawl over her head and hurried 
out to them full of anxiety and alarm.

Some of them rose to their feet at her approach 
and took a few tottering steps, only to fall again In 
white, unconscious heaps. Others stretched out 
their necks and squawked dismally, and they all 
looked at her with keen reproach.

'sther almost cried.
” she gasped. “ what

you’ll have to come into the woodshed and sleep 
o-nigbt. It's a most monstropolons performance, 

the whole thing.”
“ Monstropolons ” was a word she rarely used, 

and only to express seme unprecedented and 
really dreadful affair.

She bad an uncomfortable feeling of responsi­
bility for their condition. She had plucked them 
herself, in what she believed were their death ag­
onies. She could not let them suffer now. for her 
act of cruelty. She thought about them all night, 
and in the morning a brilliant idea came to her.

“What they need is chest protectors.” she said to 
herself. “ and 1 don’t see why I shouldn’t make ’em 
some. There’s all that battln’ left from the quilts, 
and that ball of green string, I got for the morning 
glories to run on. I’ll just make ’en some comfort­
able little pads, and tie ’em on.

And so she did—she cut and fitted seventeen 
chest pre lectors and tied them on to her denuded 
geese. Then she opened her kitchen door, and her 
title flock stalked forth. She was quite excited 
with the success of her experiment, and stood In 
the doorway watching them, a bright spot of color 
glowing on either cheek.

At just that moment Simon Bushnell drove bv, 
but Miss Esther did not see him. If she had she 
would have noticed how the expression of his face 
changed from indifference to surprise and then 
amazement and consternation. He had driven by 
ft r many years, his eyes apparently fixed upon the 
headstall. He had passed her coldly by In her 
little pleasures, and greater sorrows. But now 
the unexpected badhappened. The light of seven­
teen geese In cotton batting chest protectors, tied 
on with green strings, broke down the reserve of
^ He stopped his horse and looked and looked

"^Esther,” he cried. “ Why, Esther, what Is the 
matter?” .. „ .

Rhe saw him there. “It’s nothing, Slmcn,” she 
answered,“you needn’t stop,”

Then she went into the house without giving 
him another glance, but she left the door open be­

lle hesitated a moment, then he drove up to the 
old httchli g post, which so many horses had chew­
ed that It seemed to be all frayed out. He tied 
his horse, and passing by the strange looking geese 
he followed Miss Esther Into her little kitchen.

She stood in the middle of the room, aalf she was 
waiting for him. Her heart was fluttering wildly, 
but her face was firm and fixed.
“Why, Esther,”be said again, “what ti the 

matter? What have yon got on those geese ?
“ Chest protect ors,” she answered sho tip.
“ Ch-chest protect ore 1 ” he stammered after her. 

Then he looked at her keenly. Was she going
insane?oked them ye,terday,'’ she exclaimed.
“ ’cos I thought they was dying. They acted so 
queer and flapped over on their aides so. But 
they’d eaten some brandy cherries that 1 threw 
out, and they were Just Intoxicated. And I felt 
so bad when they came to life, with their chests 
all exposed, that I just made those little coats and 
tied them on.”

Simon Bushnell looked at her. and then he 
glanced out of the window, at the flock of enlng 
geese. Then he began to laugh-great haw-haws 
of honest laughter, that convulsed his face and 
shook his frame. . ,

Miss Esther watched him silently—then a lump 
came in her throat, and the tears rose In her eyes.

“ I guess you wouldn’t have laughed,” she said 
Indignantly. “If those geese was all youi bid for 
your Thanksgiving party, and you thought they d 
gone and died 1”

He stopped laughing quickly.
“ Your Thanksgiving party ? ’’ he said Inqulr-

'"“'^'es,” she answered. She was still Indignant, 
and the tears in her eyes were beginning to glisten
’"-The.-.r’lM bad 10 bur mjpart, diln'i wlllv

dinner, and I calculated to get about fifteen dol
!??mylMtbThan^i1nghere!,?S going tow>8 the 

farm, and then I’m going away.
Simon Bughnellwa* silent fora moment.
^ea.?.Ve”.S»drMÎ: “ism.”

“Esther," he said Slowly. “ have you felt real 
bad and lonely and miserable all these years ? 

"Yes.” she answered honestly. • h»Te- .
"Well, so have 1.” he confessed. I’ve been a 

pig-headed fool. But It Isn’t too late, gpose you 
keep your farm, Esther, and mine too. you
let me have the folks to dinner, and let It be tup 
Thanksgiving party. ’Spose you marry me now. 
Esther ?” . ...

“hEsth“."lhêtsài<?rgravely. “ don’t take on so.
heThands.

“ He'pufhis luma &>MTrl and kissed her awk-

b6“mil,” said Miss Esther, reslgnedly.“I suppose feast.
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ing alls you, you poor 
feeble-minded creatures ? What’s come to you— 
have you been poisoned, or what ?”

But the geese made no answer, though one old 
gander squawked incoherently as he tried to walk 
away in his usual stately manner. The effort was 
too muclHfor him ; he sank down helpless and ex-
Wilts's Esther could hardly 
Thanksgiving dinner seemed to be vanishing be­
fore her eyes.

“ What shall I do?” she cried, “oh, what shall I 
do 1 They’ve all been poisoned. Oh, what shall I 
do

JdMHpk^bright thought shot across the dark 
despaffflaat filled her mind. Her geese were dy­
ing; it yres too late to help them now. But the 
feathers—she might yet save the feathers and so 
prevent them from being a total los*. But if they 
were to be live geese feathers, and that was the 
only kind Miss Esther considered of any value, 
thev must be secured at once.

She did not hesitate. She seized two of the dying 
geese aid bore them into her little kitchen.

Hastily spreading down a clean sheet upon her 
spotless floor she began to pluck them hurriedly.

The first goose gave no sign of life, but the second 
squawked resentfully all through the operation. 

The tears stood In Miss Esther’s eyes.
“Oh, it seems dreadful,” she said, “to pluck 

them in their dying momenta I not even to let 
them die In peace I Poor things, poor things 1 
But it’s got to be r one-it’s got to be done."

She worked away with nervous, despairing 
rgy, until the entire seventeen denuded corpses 

were stretched upon the kitchen-door. The sheet 
was piled with a great snowy mound of fluffy 
feathers. She gathered It up. by the four corners, 
and took it up Into the wood-house chamber, 
where she spread the feathers to dry.

Then she came down and looked at the 
teen prostrate geese, wondering what disposition 
she had better make of them. *

Suddenly one of them rose to its fret, gazed at 
her mournfully, and then staggered with weak, un­
steady legs towards the closed door.

Miss Esther watched the supposed 
horror. Its breast was quite bare, and it presented 
the singular appearance that a man would make 
whose toilet was complete, but for the absence of his
SbMiss Esther rushed to the door and opened it, 
and gazed after the goose, as it slipped weakly 
forth.
“Land’s sake,” she said hoarsely, ’ain’t you

d The goose didn’t answer. It walked on. as If it 
were shaking toe dust of her Inhospitable bouse
^MissEstherturned around, weary and perplexed.

^S£S'StX!SXSSSSSX£M~’‘
hadOh dearI oh dearK she cried. “What is 
the matter with you? It’s worse having you come 
to life, than it was having you die. What shall I 
do with vou all?”

n„t these geese, too, walked out In dignified 
„ One of them stopped at the door, and

me! 1 never saw such goings on In all my born
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