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Thanksgiving.

0, mex | grown rick with toil and coro,
Leavo for awhile “he crowded mars ;

0, women ! ginking with desuair,
Weary of Haab and falot of heart,

Forget your carex to-day, and come

As children, back to childhood's home !

Follow a%ﬂn the winding rills;
tio to the places where you went,
When, olimbing up the summer hillw,
In thelr %teen lap you sat, content;
And #oftly loaned your head to reat
On nature’s calm und peaceful breast.

Walk through the sore and fading wood,
No lightly trodden by your fees,
When ull you knew of life was good,
And all you dreamed of lifo was sweet 1
And lot fond memory lead you back,
O'or youthful love's enchunted track,

Taste tho ripe fruit of orchard boughs,
Drink from the mossy well once more ;
Breathe fragranoce from the ocrowded mows,
With fresh, sweet clover running o'er;
Ard count the treasures at your feet,

Gy silver rye and golden wheat,

fi0, sit beside she hearth urttn.

+Whoso oircle once was jjlad and gay:
and af from out the preciuun chaln

Some shining links have dropped away,
Then guard with tendezey bears and hans
The remnant of eur houshold band,

Draw near the board with dplcnty spread,
And if in the accustome ﬁlm,
You see the fathet’s reverand hesd,
Or the mother's patient, kxvinﬁ face;
Whate'or xwr life may have of ili,
‘Thank God that these are loft you still,

. And though where home hath been, you stand

To-day in alien loneliness ;
Though you may clasp no brother's hand,
And olaim no sister’s tender kiss ;
Though with no friend or lover nigh,
The past is all your company—

Thank God for friends your life has kuown,
For every dear, doparted day;

The blessed past is safe alone—
God gives, but does not take away:

He only safely kaeps above

For us tha aeasures that we love,

—Lhesbe Cary,

PPN
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Poaor Uncle 81,
A TRUE STORY.

I suaLt never forget that bright,
sunny afternoon, when my father stood
lovkiog down at us, my two brothers
snd myself. We hud been planning,
with great glee, how we could drems
up, some dark night aud, in the char-
acter of ghoats, frighten a certain timid
schoolfellow of ours.

It will be jolly fun, boyn, I can tell
youl” I exclaimed, with a shout of
Inughter at the ides,

“Jolly fun to you, Harry, but what
will it be to him?"” asked a deep, re-
proachful voice from the doorway, and
glancing up, there stood our father,
with & pained look on his face,

It wan & new idea! It would be fun
to us, but what would it be to him, the
poor, unoffonding boy we were planning
to frighten 81 oruelly?

We hag never thought of that side
of the question at w.l; boys, ay, and
men tog, are only too apt to look at
one side only, and that side the one
that pleases themselves the most.

Oar f{ether stood & moment in
thought, and then came into the room
aud sat down,

“ My nons,” he said, “I see the time
has come for me to tell you a story of
the long ago, when I was & boy, so full of
hfe and fun that, like you, I did not stop
to think whether my fun might not be
just; the appapite to some one elve.”

He paused awhile, and a sad, pained

Shadow orept aver his face, a look I
had often seen there, and had learned
to connest with a oertain man who
dwelt in & little oottege near by.

lorge, strong man about

Ho wag o

our father's ago, but alas] tho light of
his life, his reasnn, had gone ont for
evor; ho wad a lunatie, gentle and
harmless, and for the most part cheer-
ful and playful; hut there wore times
when ha would fai« proue on the floor,
quivering with torver, and shricking
aut wild appeals to he saved from the
ghoste that ware about to seizo him,

My father often visited this poor
fellow, ¢ poor Unele 81," we boyr called
him, and on a few oocoasivons had taken
me, his aldest boy with him ; he never
went with empby hands, 1Li‘ always
carried some little gift, & picture-book,
candy, cske, or a toy ; and evon at such
timen I noted that weary, sad expres-
sion oreep over my father’s usually
cheerful face, and remain thove liko a
oloud, loug after our return home, I
knew, too, that it way he who, with my
Unole John's sssiatance, paid the rent
of the lunatic's cottage, clothed him,
and provided the ald woman who lived
with and took care of him,

And sorely had all this yuzz‘md me,
for I knew that * Uncle 8i" was in no
wise related to my father or mother,
and that the monoy expended in his
suppart could ill be spared for that
purposs,

Otten had my father promised to tell
the story “when the right time should
come ;" and it had come now, it seemed,
for hia first words were of “ Uncle 8i,”

“My boys,” he said, “I am going
now to tell you the story of Uncle 8i,
and it is the saddest story in all my
lite. 'When you have heard it, you will
know why I think it my duty to tel!
it to you just now.

“1 would give ten yesrs of my life
if I had no such story to tell. DButit
is my cross, and one of my own making,
g0 I must bear it patiently as my
punishment. When I was a boy going
to school, there was among my school-
mates a bright little fellow, a good
scholar, but & very nervous, timid boy.
His wmother was & poor womsn, who
worked hard to support herself and
him, and it was her greatest ambition
to see him win his way up in the world,

“ Weall likod Silas, he was 8o gentle;
but at the same time wo took advantage
of his good temper and his timid nature,
and were always playing jokes on bim.

“ His mother was an Irishwoman,
and was fall of queer superstitions.
There seemed nothing too marvellous
for her to oredit, and Silas had in-
herited this superstitious tendency in &
great degree,

“ We boys soon found out his weak-
noss, and nothing pleased us more than
after the afternoon session was over, to
sit on the sohool-house ateps and vie
with each other in inventing the most

outrageous and startling stories of |

ghoste, robbers, and murderers, Si
would listen with hia blue eyes almoyt
starting from their mockets, and his
cheeks turning white and red, finslly
becoming excited to such a pitch that
he would jump at every sudden noise,
the slamming of a door, or the stamp
of a foot on the pavement,

“QOne afterncon we had beem in-
dulging in our ravourite amusement
until the sun had almoat gone down and
darkness began to steal across the fields
and woods around us. )

#¢Oh, what shall I do!’ exclaimed
Bilag, looking fearfully avound, ‘I muat
go over to Farmer Brown's before I go
home, and it will be dark before I can
get back.’ i

»¢To Farmer Brown's!' mid I,
winking at the other boys ; ! thea you'll
have to croms the old bridge over Long

Pand, 8i, and they uay that the ghost
of & woman who drowned horeslf thero
haunts it aftor nightfall; that's culy
on tho anniversary of hor doath though,
so—but I say, boys, what day of the
month ig this 3

%¢The tonth, wag the anawer.

“I drew in my lips in a long ~histle,
and lonked hard at Silas,

“Then I'm glad I don’t have to go
that way to-night,’ I muttered in a low
tone, but not 2o low but that he heard
me, a8 I meant he ghould.

“¢Why, why 1’ he stammered, turn-
ing whito as a sheet ; “is it—'

“!Yes, it ig, since you must know,
Bnt do not be afraid, old fellow, I don't
believe the story, anyhow, Who ever
heard of a ghost with fiory ribs and
fiery spots all over its face? Pshaw, it's
all humbng.*

“But poor Silan was thoroughly
»larmed ; indeed, I intended he should
be, and thought his terror fina sport,
or, rather, the beginning of some fine
sport, for I had made up & plan, of
which this was only the prelude,

“While Silas hesitated, divided be-
tween the fosr of meeting the ghost
and the certainty of getting a whipping
it he did not perform his errand, I called
nmy brother John axide, and in a hurried
whisper to'd him of my plan, which we
decided to keep to ourselves.

“As a result Jobn proposed to
sccompany Silas on his errand, an offer
the poor fellow gratefully azcepted, and
no they met off’ together and the rest of
our party started for home.

“I made some excuse to turn off
before I reached my home, and ran
with all speed to the drug store, whera
I bought a stick of phosphorus, then I
davted home and succeeted in getting
possession of a small sheet and in slip-
ping off again unnoticed,

“Very soon I found mynelf at the
bridge, and there, hidden behind a hush,
I proceeded to trmce over my dark
jacket the cutline of skeleton ribe, and
and very startling they looked——the
white, glowing lines shining out elear
and distinct through the darkness, for
by this time it was enmtirely dark.
Then I put some of the phosphorus
on. my hands and face aud wrapped the
sheet around my waist, leaving it to
tnilT‘fhind me, i i "

¢ Thus ved, ted myself a
a fow yardlsnl:g;ond thgol:ridge, on the
side the boys would reach first on their
return path,

¢ Directly I heard Silas’ voice:

#10h, John, I'm afraid, I'm afraid.’

‘¢ Nonsense,” answared my brother,
‘The idea of » ghost. I ouly wish
ther'e was such & thing. I'd like ta see
one.

“¢Qh don’t, dou't may that. Oh,
ohl’

¢ Such a ory of intense, utter horrar
I hope never tc hesr again, and as
Silas uttered it ho fell all in heap an
the ground. John, agoording to our
agreement, shricked also and mtarted
to ruy, as if terribly frightened, An
instant; Silas lay there, and my heart

ve & leap. Waz he dead? Had I

led him? But no, my hoys, I had
dove nothing so merciful as that.

¢ Siias sprasg to his feet again, and
uttering shriek after shriek, rushed
hcdlon% d&wn i:l::, road tl::wsrdl :llm
brd is time, seeing how terribly
in gfro‘nent’he was, 1 be;:gtu think that
my fun had gone quite far enough, so
I followed at full apead, oalling out to
hin:nthat it was all & joke and no ghowt
ot all,

“Buh he never heeded & ward I

uttered ; on aud on ho ran, shricking
all the way, . ¢’ he reached the bridge,
and there to 1. rror he sprang with
one leap over u.s wall down into the
soft, slimy mud and water at the
margin of the pond,

“John had turned back, and, tearing
loogs the heet from around my waist, I
rushed with him down the steep bank
to the spot whero Silas was, There
wag mors mud then water just thers,
a8 wo well know, and the foree of his
descent bad nent him down into the
deep, yielding slime until only his
head and shoulders were above the
surface, and o our further alarm we
saw that he was slowly sinking down,
down, down |

“Something muut be done, and that
speedily, or he would he buried alive
before our eyes, Some heavy planks
wero lying on the shore, and seizing
them v o dragged them out in the wud
untit we iad formed a line reaching to
the mpot where poor Bilas was still
shrieking, ‘ The ghost ! the gloat} the
ghost !’

“How we two boys contrived to
drag him out of that oozing slim~ I
caunot o this day understand. Bit
we did it somehow, and between us we
gos him back home, though he broke
from us several times with the old ery
of ‘The ghost !’

“He was very ill for weeks afer
that, and when his body got well the
doctors said his mind would never
come back again, and from that time
to this he has been just as you see him
now,

“As long as his unhappy mother
lived your Uncle John and I helped
her to take care of him, and ever aince
her acath, long years ago, we have
entirely supported the miserable viotim
of our cruel fun,’ though it wus maore
my sin than your unele’s, for I was
the ringleader,

My mong, that piece of ¢jolly fun’
has saddened my whole life and cloud-
ed its brightest moments ¥

My father ended his story, and sat
looking down at the awe-struck faces
a3 wo murmured in gorrowful tones :

“ Porr Unole Sthas! "

“Well, my sons,” he mid, after
awhile, “I am waiting to hoar what
that plun is that it will be such fun to
play off on Sam Harrow.”

We buug our heads in sileace, and
he samiled gently.

“ Ak, I see you know why I have
told you my sad story to-day. You
have read its Jeswon. And now, boys,
I can trust you, I know ; bus iest yo»
might forget, I want each one of you
to lay his band on this Holy Book,
and, remembering that our Fathey in
beaven is listening to you, promise
pover to indulge in any spart shat
way injure or distresr your fellow-
creatures.”

And then, standing st our dear
father’s knes, we each gave a solsmn
plodge that we have naver hroken, and
our lives have been the betier and the
happiet for it.

My boy reader, and you also, my
girl reader, I plesd with you to go
and do likewise, for so shall you
obey the Saviow's command to “Do
unto others as you would that they
should do mato yau."

>i-e-
Carisr condemns and bears witness
againat all sins,

Hx is to His peaple what the sun is
to the world,—the giver of lighy,

warmib, comfort, life, and power.

- R —mxx

l




