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DICK'S THANKSGIVING.

Well, I never saw auch a Thankegiving!
Why, the times aré"so hard, {ou ‘know,

‘We can’t have a turkey or chicken—
No—nor hardly indulge in a crow! |

Yor, yesterday, father was saying,
“No poultry for dinner this year!”

Then he just talked first rate to us children,
And gently called wother, “My dcar;”

And he said though he’d lost 1l his'money
And couldn’t buy much that was good,

He hoped we'd be happy and thankful,
And we just shouted out that we would.

W l:ovlv. ?:!‘: it queer how things happened ?
'or only one year ago.
We lived at the top,’l'et me tell you,
And went in for splendor and show!

And ’twas only last year at Thanksgiving
Our table was gorgeous with plate,
And every conceivable dainty
That ever was longed for we ate.

But we never once thought to be thaukful,
For we fared just the same every day;

And we children were crose and complaining,
And wanted things just our own way.

And father—I hardly dare tell you
How angry and dreadful he grew!

For he sat long at wine after dunner,
And that was the cause, we all knew.

And mother looked wretched and tearful
‘When we went to say our %lood-nlght,
For father was raving so wildly
That she hurried us out of his sight.

Well, that was last year; when the crash came
And father’s great forcune was gone:

Ancd from all of his hundreds of thousands
Not a dollar was left as his own.

At first, he just broke down entirely,
But mother stood up like a man,
And er}llciounged, and cheered him, and helped
m-—
I'11 tell it as lond as I can.

Let a man only get into trouble—
Then see what a woman will do!

How quick she’ll forget her own sorrows,
And help him to carry his, too.

Well, father took heart; now we're living
In three little rooms—all us four!

But, will you believe it? We never
Were a quarter so happy before! -

Every night we all kneel dowa together,
And father thanks God for us all—

His “treasures on earth”—so he calls us,
énd prays that whatever befall,

“We all may have treasures in Heaven,

Where naught can corrupt or destroy”—
Prﬁys for each one of us as we kneel there,
- His wife and his girl and his boy.

Well, I own to a weakness for turkeys,
And chickens and ducks—no, not erews;
And I really enjoy a plum-pudding,
And oyster and creams—and all those.

Bat whatever we do have at our house
Shall be seasoned with love and good-cheer:
And if that doesn’t make a Thanksgiving
We'll try to do better next year!

“A WINTER LILY.”

A Thanksgiving Story.

Thanksgiving eve!

A clear, beautiful night, with the least
touch of frost 1n the delicious air, and a
brilliant indigo sky, ‘hickly studded with
stars, like sparks of flame. _

In a small, neat room on the uppermost
floor of a six-story tenement, a pale, pe-
#ite, young lady stood at the one window
thoughtfully watching the motion and
glitter in the street below.

On a couch on the othor side of the
apartment lay a weak-taced woman evi-
dently ill, or. whatis worse, thought her-
self 89. And, in truth, Mrs. Maria Carll
was one of those dependent, clinging,
unambitious creatures, whom the world

ities sometimes, and‘ despises always.

he had been reared in the unenviable
grade of socicty known as “genteel pov-
erty”—that peculiar, superficial class
whose heads aud hearts are as cinpty as
their stomachs, and whose gildcd idleness
is poorly suggestive of “Solomon’s lilies,’

‘masmuch as neither one nor the other

toils nor spins. At twenty she had sold
herself to a rich old’ husband, whose
ehildless widow she had been fur years.
Mrs, Carll, who could net make her own

. eaps no more than she could earn them,

and who could notjtell a mortgage trom a
love letter, woke up one fatal morning
and found herself as poor as she had been
in the days of her girlhood. She felt
that the only 7ols of life left her was that
of “interesting invalid in reduced cir-
umstances,” and she assumed it accor-
dingly. <
“It was a crushing blow, my dear Mrs.
Grundy, I assure you, and I shall never
recover from it—never,” she was wont to

. say, pathetically, behind her handker-

chief of worn and ancient lace. ;

On this Thanksgiving eve she awoke
from a prolonged slumber, and saw her
niece, Linnie, standing, pale and pensive,
heside the window, blurred by the deli-
cate frost-tracery of the early night.

“Have you made up your mind jyet,
Linnie?"” she inquired, fretfully.

“I—T have not, aunty.” faltered the
young girl, sighing as she ‘turned from
the window and paused before a large,
glass vase, in which a magnificent Span-
1sh lily had just burst into bloom. For
Linnie, those green rich leaves, and the
oder of the creamy flower aroused the
memory of a love sweeter than lite and
enduring as mortality itself. -

It was on one delicious April morning
that Erle Warford bro:tght her the young
bulb with its grcen leaf-plants just break-
ing through the sand and water of the
erystal jar, and bade her tend it carefully
in memory of him. They were not quite
80 pocr a8 they were ‘now. They had
protty rooms, and she had plenty work
coloring photographs in & dingy preten-
sion of a studio; where sho sang all day
long, and dreamed happy dreams of her
lover and her future when she should be
his wife. 7

It was spring then, and. the days were
lo_lig and warm, and she was satisfied
with life and all it m'x;ht bring, despite
the h and eternal repinings of her
burdensome relative. ‘

It was winter now, and the days were
brief and dark, with storm and troubie.
Bhe had no work, and the last ' penny of
her earnings were gone. All her hand-
some dresses and precious trinkets were
in the pawn-shop. The last coal was dy-

in the cupboard would not have fed “the
one sparrow for whom God careth.” -

Ot Erle Warford she had not heard
since the day:on which he had brought
her the souvenir ; flower. He might be
untrue or ‘he’ might Le dead, .or the
haughty eccentric old grandfather might
have cajoled him into some loveless, sel-
fish marriage.

“Don’t be uneasy akout the future, lit-

‘| tie one,” Erle had said at parting. “The

old gentleman has never retused me any-
thing, and he will not oppcse me serious-
ly in such a mementous matter as mar-
riage. Before] this lily flowers you shall
be my wife, and he will be quite'as proud
and fond of you as he is indulgent to me.”

But that was very long ago; and as she
thought of the inexplicable absence and
gsilence of months, a big tear like a dia-
mond dewdrop tell and flashed into the
heart of the blossom.

She had another suitor now—-a wooer
L.old and odd and rich and persistent.

“You are a sensible young woman, Miss
Linnie,” he said one day, ‘“and therefore,
I think, not pleased with pretty speeches.
On withered lips ardent love is a bur-
lesque; besides, our aristocracy does not
believe in any emotien' whatever. Pas-
sion is ignored'by the ton—a marriage of
affection is ridiculous.”

Linnie looked at him curiously. Was
he satirical, diplomatic, or simply ver
bose? What did the queer twinkic mean
in his jolly blue eyes? He went on:

“f need a wife. Thave chgsen a lady
who 1s yeung, good-looking, dutiful, and
would make my home pleasant. The day
she becomes my wife I shall settie up-
on her unconditionally, one half my tor-
tune. What do you say, Lionie?’

“I:" faltered the girl, pink from the
bands of her dark hair to the ruffle of
simple tulle that circled her pretty
throat.

“I have chusen you, Miss Linnie,” was
the business-like rejoinder.

“You wish to buy me#” she inquired,
paling with sudden anger.

Mr. Gilmour laughed in his jolly fash-
on, being neither hurt nor offended.

“It is the mode nowadays for hearts to
be beught and sold. Is there one pure
and petfect love-marriage in a century, my
girl?! I should be kind to you always,
Linnie. In our case there should be no
pretty pathetic romance of the icicle
freezing the rose and all that sort of non-
sense. Think it over—thinkit over, child.
I wiil speak to your aunt, and you can de-
cide—to-morrow evening, if not too soon.”

And the hour had come and her de-
cision was not made, and her aunt was
furious.

“You have notmade up your mind
yet, you sayf—and Mr. Gilmour expect-
ed an answer immediately, I suppose
you mean to refuse him,” guavered Mrs.
Carll, “and I must go on living this sort
ot a Iife, starving and freezing, as long
as I stay in this cold, ungrateful world,
which won’t be long. After all I've
done for you, Linnie, how can you be so
cruel—so positively wicked!”

“Don't aunty,” returned Linnie, faintly,
her delicate form quivering as if from a
blow, and another scalding tear drop-
ped into the heart of the lily.

“You thankless and unreasonable crea-
ture,” snapped Mrs. Carll. “Did I not
take you when you were an orphand
half-starved baby and bring you up as
my own? Have I not clothed and educat-
ed youand given you a home?”

The beneficent woman uttered these
questions glibly, as she ought, for she
had asked them every day for the last
twenty years.

Linnie was silent and her heart was
bitter.

The most common servant would
scarcely have cared for the sort of life
Linnie had led with the capricious Mis.
Carll.

Yet, like all noble souls, Linnie had
exaggerated every deed of real kindness,
and 1n her gratitude forgot the petty
wrongs, the senseless tyranny, and the
unjust burden of responsibility imposed
upon her young iite.

“What have I not done for you, Me-
linda? Are you deaf that you stand
there like a stone idiot and never answer?
Will you marry Mr. Gilmour, or will you
refuse him and let your poor old sick
aunt lie here and die of despair and
poverty?” :

And then the sobs began to come, and
she pleaded as only such a woman for
such a cause can pl2ad.

40, be merciful my dear child. It
will save my life, and it will be a bless-
ing to you. Mr. Gilmour is an excep-
tionably fine man, and once his wite you
would want for nothing.

And thus she persuaded and expostu-
lated, until the girl almost yielded quite.

“Surely Erle Warford has nothing to
do in causipng you to hesitate?”

“Everything,” answered Linnie.

“Melinda, I am ashamed of you,” cried
her relative, roused inte a fury of sham
dismay. ‘“Have you no self respect that
you still care for one who has treated you
infamously?”

“He may be dead, aunty.”

“Dead ! What a silly lunatic you are to
be sure! Erle may have a rich grandfath-
er, whom he will find it profitable to
please in marrying, Butitis profound-
1y evident to me that when the young
man left you he did not intend to return.
He is just the sort of man to amuse him-
gelf in a flirtation of this kind, For
gracious sake don’t let Mr. Gilmour sus-
pect anything of it.”

The girl turned, her dark eyes afire and
her delicate cheeks aflame.

«[ ghall tell- Mr. Gilmour,” she em-

hatically declared; “and then it he still
gesires me for a wife I will marry him.”

She had scarcely uttered her sudden
decision when her elderly suitor came.

The gentleman looekd curieusly doubt-
ful and anxious. Perhaps his old heart
was not an icicle after all!

“Tnen I can never hope' that you will
love mef” he observed, after listening to
what Linnie had to tell him of Erle Wel-

ing out in the grate, and the last crumbs

ford.

She turned upon him her proud, still,
white face. ¥

Under  that im ive mask she
thought that to the '
could carry a paseion haunted heart. .

“‘Begging your pardon,”. she ‘replied;

‘was not this to be a business transaction |-

only?” |
He smiled at the ready response.

“Which we must discuss and arrange |

in a sure and’ proper way,” he sdid, and
made his departure only halt pleased.

{Bhortly after various and costly articles
for a superb feast were sent up to the lit-
tle room,

“We shal’ have our Thanksgiving din-
ner,” said Mrs. Carll delighted, and that
night her dreams were those of the grati-
fied and self-satisfied.

Not so the young girl who lay by her
side; for Linnie was wretchedly sleepless
and remorsefully miserable, and all night
through the dusk of the chamber her lily
flower gleamed just as ghostly white as
he rown troubled face. :

Thanksgiving merning! Ard the merry
bells poured out their peals on the sweet
crisp air. Beautiful women in furs and
velvets and diamonds passed by to the
palaces of worship, or the mansions ‘of
feasting. And yet everywhere, even with
1n the sound of those gleeful bells, theu-
sands of hungry innocents shivered with
cold, and theusands of homeless men and
women could say with the persecuted
one: “The foxes have holes, and the birds
of the air have nests, but the 'son of man
hath not where to lay his head.”

1 wonder 1t the world is ever so thank-
ful for the good it has done, as for the
good it has received?

Linnie thought itter things that
morning. All her life she had been
hampered aud fettered, and now she was
a football of a destiny that it seemed im-
possible to avoid. |

Much as she csteemed Mr. Gilmour,
she shrunk from such_a soulless union
with him as she wouid have done from
any other thing that desecrates woman-
hood.

“Cursed be the social wants that sin against
the strength of youth!

Cursed be the social hies that wrap us from
the living truth!

Over and over again Linnie quoted
this anathema from “Locksley Hall,”
marveling if cver she in the life to come
should be strong and brave cneugh to
*‘drug her memories.”

The Thanksgiving feast, that she had
scarcely tasted, was over, and her relative,
taking her siesta in an easy-chair, when
Mr. Gilmore came. Linnio shivered as
she saw him..

“My dear child, do you repent yet
of your promise#” he asked her kindly.

“A promise is to me a sacred thing,”
she replied, evasively.

“Granted. But were Erle Warford
still living?”

“He has broken his vows to me,” was
the laconic response.

“Perhaps so. Perhaps he is living,

and is true. Perhaps he ison his way to
you even now.”
She struggled to her teet and fixed

her startled eves upon his face.

“You have something to tell me, what
is it?” she cried.

For answer, the gentleman opened the-
door and admitted Earle Warford.

“I have brought my grandson to call
upon you Miss Linnie,” he said.

But thic girl heard nothing except her
lover's fond and passionate words, and
saw nothing but his dear face, so un-
changed and true.

“You forget yourself, Melinia,” ob-
served Mrs. Carll, greatly shocked.

“You are mistaken,” retorted Mr.
Gilmeur; “she forgot herself when she
allowed you to direct her judgment and
her heart. She would have gone to the
alter like & lamb to the sacrifice after
vou had convinced her it was her duty.
You would have sold her to me that you
might live in idleness and self-indulg-
ence.. Erle, don’t be selfish; I want to
have a word with the httle one.”

Linnie turned and put out both her
pretty hands, with & gesture of coaxing
depreciatien.

“Forgivé me, child,” he began, be-
fore she could speak; *I was bitterly
dissapointed when Erle refused to mar-
ry a rich woman whom I had chosen for
him. Finally I made conditions with
him. He was to stay there, looking to
my business, while I was to come here
and see you. If you proved to be all he
represented I agreed to withdraw my ob-
jections. The boy beheved you so true
that no length of silent absence could
make you forget or accept another, eh?
But, my child, I never had a thought of
allowing you to sacrifice yourself, and I
am very fond and proud of you, my
children.”

85 they were all happy except Mrs,
Carll, who considered herself - the most
vastly abused ot all womankind.

“This is the happiest Thanksgiving of
my life,” said Linnio’s handsome young
lovor, after they were all calm again.
“And by-the-way, I fancy this lovely lily
kept back 1ts blossom for my return. 1t
should have bloomed weeks ago. Did it,
too, with my love, whisper ‘I wait?’ Was
it a long waiting, dear?”

“Very long—very sorrowfully long,”
she returned; and a tear, fer a past unrest
and present bliss, dropped again 1nto the
white heart ot the winter lily.

- A Deadly Breakfast. 2
At Lexington, Va., James Johnson,
a well-known negro, made a bet at the
breakfast-table that he could eat more
fruit than any one present. Silas Jones
and Peter Lindsay took up the bet; and
all three set to work eating peaches,
apples, watermelons, and grapes. John-
son won his bet, having eaten a whole
watermelon and a half, one dozen
es, twelve bunches of grapes, and
our large apples. He was taken sick an
hour after and died the same évening.

y of her death she |
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ALWAYS CURES.
Enlarged Spleen.
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Weaknesses.

Collins’ Voltaic Plastera glvoe the best satisfac-
tion hero of anything that has been tried for
Lameness and Weakness of the Back. Please send
more right away. JAMES LEWIS,
BrYANT, ILL., June 16, 1877,

Price, 25 Cents.

Be careful to obtain Coryaxs' VOLTAIC PLaS.
TRR, & combination of Electric and Voltaic Plates,
with a highly Medicated Plaster, ng scen in the
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SHERIDAN HOUSE

Livery Stable

First-Class in Every Respect.

NEW AND ELEGANT TURN-OUTS

Hacks to all parts of the City, Boats, Fort
Lincoln »nd Mandan.

Oflice rear of S8heridan House.

STOYELL & LAIB,
ott Proprietors.

MATHES, GOOD & SCHURMEIER

THE LARGEST

TAILORING

ESTABLISHMENT

in The Northwest.

Importers and Jobbers of

Fine Woolens And. Trimmings,
82 Jackson St.,

St. Paul, 3 3 Minn.—9y1
N. DUNKLEBERG,

Lumber, Shingles, Lath, Doors,
Mouldings Window Glass.

BUILDING MATERIAL

ofall kinds, °
BISMARCK, DT
FRANK J. CEIST,

.“ " Dealer in

WATCHES, CLOCKS & JEWELRY,

Main St,, Oppositc Sheridan Houst

Repairing a Specialty.
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Texas has more mineral wellsand
mineral springs than any other State in
the Union. 7 s

£

(perfect beauties) with

Chromo Cards
name, 10c ' Outfit, 10c. TURNER C Co.,
land; Mass. .

WM. A. BENTLEY,

Physician and Surgeon,
Office Tribune Bloek, 41 Main Strect.

=¥~ Calls left on the slate in the office will
pe promptly attended to.

S F. LAMBERT,
.

Derler in :
GENERAL MERCHANDISE,
Jamestown, D. T. :

A verv full line of Grocerles and Dry Goods
and es&xtjsfnction as to prices and goods guar-
anteed,

HOTELS.

Sheridan House,

Proprleu_)r.

AHBLY, - -
The largest and best Hotel in Dakota Territory.
CORNER MAIN AND FIFTH STREETS,

BISNARCK, - A

MERCHANTS HOTEL,

Cor.Main and 3d St.
BISMARCK, - - DT

L. N. GRIFFIN, Proprietor.

ew and commodious, rooms lu-%
eo?nufg#:b el;nd tastily farnished. First-clase
every particular. Bills reasonable. "8

CUSTER HOTEL,

THOS. MoOGOW AN, Proprietor.

Fifth Street near Main,

Bismarck, - - DT.

This house is a large three bail
ﬁnl; new, well ll&tlnnd snd n:'.‘ﬁ. mﬂa
& few rods from the depot, River men, rail-

on
wmmlnmudm le will first
ammmmnwn’hum MJ

Sherman House,
FARGO,D.T.

One block west of post office and U. 8. Land
Office. Opposite Railroad Depot.

o T. MARTIN, Proprietor.

ARTHUR W. DRICGCS,
HOUSE, SICN AND

Garriage Painting.

West Main Street.

PARTIZULAR ATTENTION PAID TO

FINECARRIAGE PAINTING.
RATES LOW.

~ OSTLANDS
Livery & Feed

ST ABILIIZ,

Cor. Fifth and Main Sts.

suggies and Saddle Horses for hire
or hour at reasonable rates. LAt
Ml.i Buggies xd H:m‘ul- m‘m and of the
man e and s and our atock fwd.
Parties wis ngwtunl ro¥ :'ny distant can
be accommodated at fair rates.
My stable is large and , and sccommods
ﬁwrmgmm t in the country.
-

JOHN YEGEN.
CITY BAKERY.
Bread, Pies, Cakes, Green Fruits,

Confectionery, &C.

(loods Cholce and Fresh snd Deliwered Free 1o
any point in the City. ! 3

D.T.
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