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THE PEOPLE’'S PALACE.

“The Remarkable London Institution Which
Was Saggested by a Novel.

All the good people who are interest-
od in modern forms of philanthropy and
‘the progress of the universal brother-
hood idea point to the People’s palace
in London as the great work accom-
plished through nineteenth century re-
form. It is situated on the Mile End
road in London. The people of the
neighborhood bore a striking resem-
blance to the mass of working people
everywhere. They were not vile and
degraded, but their lives were hopeless-
1y dull, without mental or spiritnal in-
terests, excitements and pleasures
Walter Besant looked upon this
state of the working people—
where destitution of all human
enjoyments exists together with
some degree of prosperity. He
thought the matter over and wrotea
novel. This book, ““All Sorts and Con-
ditions of Men,” advanced the idea of a
people’s palace of innocent amusement
and social redreation for the poor. The
tale made a deep and lasting impres-
sion, and the people’s palace of Lon-
don is the result of it. It is called the
Kreatest attempt ever made in England
to elevate the taste, promote the
amusement and raise the social, scien-
tific and wmsthetic tastes of the work-
ing people. At present the palace is
in full swing. Nearly three thousand
students work daily in the schools and
lecture-rooms. Great concerts are
given, sometimes as many as four thon-
sand men and women of the so-called
lower orders listening to a high order
of music. There are swimming baths
for men and boys, a gymnasium, a skat-
ing rink, a magnificent winter gardem
n':)f trophical plants, a library and read-
ing-room.

They have all sorts of good times
there—the Mile End road people. Not
only do the men and women develop
their muscles and expand their chests
with the apparatus provided for those
purposes: not only do lecturers, classes,
laboratories and all sorts of compli-
cated mental machinery do as much
for the minds as the gymnastic appli-
ances for the bodies, but amusement,
pure and simple. flourishesalso. Amuse-
ment that has no hidden improvement
in it—sngar that does not coat a pill.
Of course, the improving amusements
are many. Musie delights the Mile
End ear and elevates the Mile End mu-
sical taste. High art pleases the Mile
End ear and eultivates the artistie na-
ture of the Mile Ender. But there are
amusements beneath whose smiling ex-
terior no lesson is hidden.

There are balls. A ball in the peo-
ple’s palace isa thing to remember. It
doesn’t differ so very much from balls
elsewhere, except that the floor is bet-
ter, the ball-room larger and lighter
and the music more inspiring. The
voung men do not all wear dress snits.
Indeed. dress suits are so few that the
unhappy wearer of one is apt to feel
himself rather too conspicuons. The
yvoung women's gowns are not all
decoliete, but they flutter with ribbon
and ganze in the approved style of
other ball-rooms. The black-coated
swains fill up their programmes of
dances with the same easy air that pre-
vails elsewhere. They circle about
with no more bumping and no more
collisions than other dancers. And
their supper is a good, substantial one
of sandwiches, pastry puffs, lemonade,
tea, coffee and ices. Mild flirtations
are indulged in at a people’s palace
ball, and are reported to be as whole-
some an educational influence as lee-
tures and gymnasium appliances.—N.
Y. World.

e How YVultares Were Fooled.

Last week some sports took place at
a station in Upper Burmah, one of the
events being what is popularly known
as a “‘Victoria Cross race”—that is, the
competitors have to ride some distanece,
taking to or three hurdles on their
way, to a point where there are ar-
ranged a number of figures stuffed in
cases, shaped like human bodies; they
then dismount, fire a round of blank
cartridge, pick up a dummy each and
race back. In this case, after the sports
were over, the dummies were left on
the ground, and in about half an hour
after the gronnd was deserted. I no-
ticed a vulture settle on the ground
close to the dummies; in about anoth-
er five minutes more than thirty had
eollected. The birds seemed much
puzzled as they ecarefully inspected
each lay figure, walking from one to
the next all along the line. and eventu-
ally, after sitting in a circle for a short
time, flew away. These birds must
have discovered the dummies by sight,
though I bhave often heard that vual-
tures rely on their sense of smell ar
well.—Spectator.

The Wishbone Luncheon.

A pretty idea in the way of bridal
luncheon is the **wishbone.” Directly
over the table, suspended from the
chandelier, is a huge wishbone of bridal
roses and smilax, the smilax, twined
with roses, being carried to the four
corners of the table. All of the decora-
tions are in cream white. Inthe center
of the table a floral wishbone rests on
two parallel bands of satin ribbon,
which extend the length of the table,
ending in large bows. The menu cards
are white and gilt-edged. The guests’
cards are square, and at one side isa
genuine wishbone, gilded and fastened
to the card by a bow of narrow satin
ribbon. Extending the length of the
bone, in small gilt letters, are the
words: *“‘A golden wish for you." The
favors are gold wishbone stickpins.—N
Y. Sun.

Ambiguous.

Miss Sweetly—I think your writings
resemble some works of the greatest
writers.

Young Seribbler (delighted) —In what
manner?

Miss Sweetly—You will not live to
see them appreciated—Jury.

Why, of Course.
Podsnap—This newspaper says that
Pope Leo own a fine farm, Mra P.
Now, who should a pope want a farm?
Mrs. P.—Why, I suppose, Podsnap, he
has to pasture his bulls somewhere.—
“Trath.

—Mrs. Husswife—*"Why does the ba-
ker's young man hurry away in that
absard fashion, Sarah? He hardly

. gives himself time to deliver the bread.”

Exceptionally Plain Handmaiden—*'No,
mum. You ses, it's leap year, mum.”—

.. Funny Folks

[Copyright, 1991, by J. B, Lippincott Company, and
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CHAPTER I1.—COXTISUED.

“] must tell you that at the outbreak
of the revolution the regiment to
which I belonged joined the rebels. As
I could not turn my sword against the
king, I left the army, and, escaping
from Paris by the skin of my teeth,
went to my ancestral home—the cha-
teaun de Gex, in the romantic Jura coun-
try, which the flood of sedition and
treason had not yet reached. My father
had always dwelt among his people. and
so confident was he in their loyalty
that, although the peasants in other
parts of the, province were burning
down the chateaux and murdering the
seigneurs, he felt sure that no harm
would befall him or his. I did not agree
with him; [ knew that sooner or later
our place ivould be attacked like the
others; and I prevailed on him to send
my mother and my sister to Geneva,
where, as I thought, they would be safe.
But my father refused to budge. He was
resolved t o stay at Gex and defend his
property to the last; and, albeit the re-
sult was disastrous, ] think he was
right. If French gentlemen, instead of
deserting their posts at the first alarm,
had stayed at home and done their duty,
the revolution, though it might not have
been averted, would have been shorn of
half its terrors. The canaille were left
to themselves, and the republic they set
up has become one of the vilest tyran-
nies upon earth.

“After awhile we heard that a band
of miscreants from [Lyons were march-
ing northward, stirring up the peasants
to insurrection and murdering and
plundering in the name of liberty.
Still my father did not believe that they
would trouble us, and it was only when
they were in the next commune that he
allowed me to prepare for the worst. 1
did all I could—furbished up our arms,
got in supplies of food and ammunition,
barricaded doors and windows, and
organized a small garrison, consisting
of the gamekeepers and three or four
old servants, whose loyalty was beyond
doubt.

“Tha old chatean, though strongly
built, was, of course, quite incapable of
withstanding artillery, but to a force
armed only with muskets and pitch-
ferks it could offer a stout resistance.

“My father wis not rich in money,
but he possessed an exceptionally rich
collection of gold and silver plate, old

chins and antique gems, which he had {

been gathering the greater part of his
life, and several almost priceless paint-
ings. These he and I placed at dead of
night in a hiding place the whereabouts
of which was knowa only to him and
me.

*““The next day we were beset by the
Lyons mob, reinforeced by several hun-
dred peasants, among whom were many
of our neighbors and tenants

“The last thing they expected was
resistance. All the other seigneurs had
cither left their houses to take care of
themselves, or yielded at the first sum-
icons; and when we answered their de-

BHOT DEAD BY MY SIDE.

mand to surrender with a volley of
musketry the scoundrels scattered like
chaff before the wind. But, quickly
rallying, they returned to the charge
and opened a regular siege. A great
deal of gunpowder was burnt, and,
though little impression was made on
the chateau, we were kept continually
on the alert and foreced to expend our
ammunition at a rate that rendered our
defeat a mere question of time, and a
very short time. And we had nothing
to hope from the authorities; they were
against us; and the number of cur as-
sailants increased every hour.

“At the close of the third day we
had burnt our last cartridge, save a few
which we reserved for the final strug-
gle, and had to consider what we
should do next—whether to await as-
sault and die figzhting, or make a sortie
and try to escape.

“We decided for a sortie, and took
our measures accordingly.

+“The Jacobins kept an indifferent

watch, and at dead of night, when most |

of them were sleeping, we stole unper-
ceived from the house. and but for one
of those accidents which so often mar
the best-laid plans we should have got
safely through the investing lines. As
we passed the last bivouac fires a bark-
ing dog roused the sleepers, and we had
to run for our livess. My father was
shot dead by my side, and of the thir-
teen who formed our party only three
succeeded in getting away. All the
others were either slain in the fight or
killed in cold blood on the following
morning.

‘“‘Once in the mountains, we three
were safe from pursuit, and I eventnally
reached Geneva and joined my mother
and sister.

*From Geneva, where (as it was be-
coming a hot-bed of sedition) we did
not consider ourselves safe, we traveled
to London by way of Germany and Hol-
land.

“And then began anotherstruggle for
life. Our resources—my mother's jew-
elry and the rest—were saon exhausted,
and we bad to keep the wolf from the
door as best we could. I gave lessons
in French, my sister in painting, my
mother made lace; but, as we knew
little English and had neither influence
nor friends, pupils and customers were
hard to find. More than once we were
on the verge of starvation; and, in the
end, as I have already mentioned, I re-
solved to return to Gexand try to re-

cover the hidden treasure.
“A compatnot lent me money for the
journey, which I by way

accomplished
of Bwitzerland. [ found the chatean
unoccupied and dismantled; and if an

T e PSS

cid servant to whom [ made myself
known had not betrayed me [ shonid
have succeeded.

*] need not gointo details. | wasar
rested, sent to Paris, and ten days ago
sentenced to death as a returned emi-
grant.

“*You see now why I require a trust-
worthy friend. My sister and mother
are eating the bitter bread of exile—
when they can get it—yet there is prop-
erty at Gex, rightly ours, a small por-
tion of which would render them inde-
pendent for life. But I cannot help
them: my days. my very hours, are num-
bered. Will you undertake the enter-
prise in which I have failed—the saving
of the treasure?”

““You forget that I am a prisoner like
yourself. Moreover—"

**A prisoner of war, sure sooner or
later to be exchanged. But hear my
proposal. [ do not ask yon to do this
merely for the sake of two women that
you never saw acd for whom you ean-
not care. The collection at Gex is
worth, at the very least, fifty thousand
pounds sterling, and would find ready
purchasers in London. [lalf this sum
will make my mother and sister more
than happy. The other hzlf 1 offer to
yon as a compensation for your risk
and trouble; and if you suneceed you
will richly deserve it. It may also
weigh somewhat with yon that by
agreeing to my proposal you will lift a
heavy load from tl#e mind of a doomed
man, and confer a great favor on two
forlorn women, who, [ can promise you,
will not be ungrateful.”

CHAPTER IIL

Truly a tempting offer. Twenty-five
thousand pounds, the gratitude of two
noble ladies, and the sense of satisfac-
tion that comes of doing a good action;
and all T had to do for it was the recov-
ery of a treasure the whereabouts of
which were well known and would be
imparted to me.

It seemed almost too good to be pos-
sible; but there were several little diffi-
culties in the way which the chevalier
had seemingly not taken into account.

“What I can do to oblige the ladies
and yourself I will,” was my answer;
“*but you forget thatI also am a pris-
oner.™

“You will be exchanged.”

“When it pleases the directory, and
that may not be for a long time. And
thongh I were exchanged I should not
like to abandon a career which I prefer
to any other, and in which I hope to
gain distinetion, even for twenty-five
thousand pounds.”

“You could get leave.”

**No, my ship is in commission, and as
she is one of the smartest frigates in the
service will remain so as long as the
war lasts. Desides, I should lose my
chance of promotion, to say nothing of
the chance of being arrested and shot
as aspy.”

“The war will not last.™

“You think so?”

“Yes. The royalist feeling is gaining
ground daily, and I have reason to be-
lieve that Gen. Bonaparte will play
the part of monk and bring back the
king.”

“In that case your mother and sister
will come back with him and claim their
own.”

“Unfortunately there is nothing for
them to claim. The chatean and estates
were eonfiscated by the national conven-
tion and are now the property of va-
rious occupyving owners, who would
perish rather than give up possession.
My mother's right to the treasure would
be contested and she would end by get-
ting nothing, even though she had the
wherewithal to fight a protracted law-
suit. No, it can be recovered only
tarough stratagem and address, and by
a man of energy and resource like your-
self.”

“Yom are pleased to be complimen-
tary; but never mind that,” I said, after
a moment’'s thought. “To the point.
Apart from any advantage to myself, 1
should be really glad to help Mme. de
Gex and her daughter to their own;
and I promise you that as soon as the
war is over, or sooner if opportunity
should offer, T will make the attempt;
and the first time I am in England I
will see these ladies.”

“That is all I ask or ean expect,” ex-
claimed the chevalier, grasping my
hand. ‘and I thank yon with all my
heart. I will drawa littlesketch of the
chatean and show youn where the treas-
ure is concealed. 1 must also give you
a letter to my mother, in which I shall
set forth our agreement, so expressed,
however, that only you and herself will
understand its purport. Perhaps I had
better do this to-day; I may not be here
to-morrow."”

I could not help shuddering. 1 was
beginning to like the man; he had a
winning way with him, and it
made me feel bad to think that within
twenty-four hours he might have to lay
his head on the block.

*] am sure you will be here’ to-mor-
row; and 1 don’t believe this shameful
sentence will be carried out. It would
be sheer marder.”

“My dear sir, the directory don't stop
at murder, and to returned emigrants
they show no mercy. 1 have abandoned
hope.”

“You have done a very bad thing. I
would not abandon hope though I were
on my way to the scaffold. Why
shouldn’t we try to escape?”

“Escape! How?"

“I don’t know yet. I have not seen
my room. But men have got out of
stronger places than this, and what
others can do we can do.”

“It is impossible; the windows are
barred and the prison well guarded
both within and without.”

“All the same I mean to try. I made
up my mind to escape within five min-
utes of my capture; I have been on the
lookout for an opportunity ever since,
and I know that it will come.”

“Very likkely; but I fear that it will
not come soon enough to save my life.
We cannot escape by a coup de main.

We need time, patience,opportunity, and |

this day may bemy last. 1 can think
of only one possibility which offers a
gleam of hope, and that is so remote as
not to be worth thinking about—the
immediate overthrow of the directory
by Gen. Bonaparte.”

‘“You think Gen. Bonaparte would
revoke your sentence?”

*I do. They say he is opposed to the
execution of returned emigrants; and
Mme. Bonaparte must be a royalist
at heart. She comes of a noble family,
and as her first husband, Viscount
Beauharnais, was guillotined, she can-
not have much love for the revolution.”

“By Jove, it is come!™ I i
excitedly. “How was it I1did not think
of it before?”

“What is come?” asked De Gex, look-
ing as if he thought 1 had suddenly

gone mad.

“A stroke of luck; a chance of recover-
ing my liberty and saving your life.
I will see Mme. = .

De Gex stared in mute surprise.

“Yes. | will see Mme. Ronaparte.
She is a Creole of Martinigue; my
mother is a Crenle of Martinique They
koew each other whea they were girls.
1 wss in London on short leave just be-
fore the Sylph was commissioned: and
my mother was talking of her old friend
Jesephine de la Pagerie, and the
fortune which made her the wife of one
general who died on the scaffold and of
another who was marching from vic-
tory to victory. [ will write to Mme.
Bonaparte, tell her who I am, and ask
for an intervie'v—which she is sure to
grant—and when she receives me I will
ask her to get me exchanged and ycu
reprieved.”

“Ma foi! you also mean to march
from victory to victory, I think. Still,
it is possible; thongh [ doubt whether
even Bonaparte has the power to revoke
a regular sentence. And there is a
serious preliminary difficulty. How
will you forward your letter to Mme.
Bonaparte? If in the ordinary way
and openly, it may be detained by the
director of prisons, and, as likely as
not, never reach its destination. Youn
will also have an agent of police here,
and perhaps be interrogated; for these
gentlemen of the directory are terribly
jealous of Bonaparte.”

“And time is of the utmost impor-
tance. How would it do to give one of
the warders a five-franc piece and ask
him to put the letter in the post?”

‘He will take the money and keep the
letter, or get credit for himself by
handing it to the governor.”

“Well, it must be arranged somehow.
My letter must reach Mme. Bonaparte
this very day, or, at latest, to-morrow
morning. Stay! I have another idea.
You know Mlle. Carmine?”

“The governor’'s daughter.”

“Yes. I breakfasted with her this
morning. She is good-looking, and,
better still, has kindly ways and sym-
pathetic eyes. I think I could persuade

I TOOK HER HAND.

her to help us, either by taking my let-
ter to Mme. Bonaparte herself or send-
ing it by a sure hand. Would it be pos-
sible to see Rer, do you think?”

“Did I not say you were a man of re-
source?” said De Gex, his face for the
first time relaxing into a smile. *“A
man of ideas, too. And I should not be
at all surprised if you have made an im-
pression on Mlle. Carmine’s heart. She
is dark and you are fair, and I have no-
ticed that brunettes always take kindly
to blonde men with blue eyes, like your-
self. As for seeing her, there is nothing
easier. [ will manage that. Dut first
of all write your letter.”

As to this there was no difficulty, for,
being political prisoners, we were
treated with every indulgence compati-
ble with our safe-keeping.

When the letter, into the composition
of which I put a good deal of thought,
was written, De Gex called the warder
on duty, and, slipping a pour-boire into
his hand, asked him to inform Citoyenne
Carmine, with his compliments, that
the English gentleman, Citoyen Roy,
would very much like to see her; he had
found the answer to the conundrum
which she asked him at breakfast.

The warder answered with a know-
ing look that he understood perfectly
{(which I am sure he did not), and he
would see Citoyenne Carmine as soon
as possible, and let us know what she
said.

“Why on earth did you say that?" I
asked De Gex, when the man was gone.
“There was nothing about a conun-
drum.”

*“T'o puzzle the warder and pique the
lady’s curiosity. She will scent a mys-
tery and send for you at once.”

De Gex proved a true prophet. The
warder returned in a few minutes and
said that Citoyenne Carmine would re-
ceive me in the salon. But he must ask
me to give him my parcle d'honneur
not to attempt to escape: unless I did,
it would be his duty to assist me at the
interview.

I gave my parole and told him to lead
the way; and as we walked across the
court-yard to the governor's apartments
I made up my mird to be perfectly frank
with the citoyenne, and try to obtain
her cooperation in my enterprises.

After ushering me into a little salon
and saying he would return for me in
half an hour, the warder withdrew.

*Ah, Citizen Roy, what a strange
message is this you send me!” said the
citoyenne, who just then entered the
Yon

room. “A conundrum, indeed!
have set me a conundrum. What does
it mean?”

**Ah, mademoiselle—"

*“‘Hush! you must not say ‘mademoi-
selle;’ it is against regunlations.”

““Never mind the regulations; we are
en tete-a-tete, and ‘mademoiselle’ is
ever so much prettier than ‘citoyenne,’
don't you think? As forthe conundrum
—well, it was absolutely necessary for
me to see you.”

“And so you made me the victim of a
trick.”

“Ah, mademoiselle, I am sure that
when you know my object you will for-
give me. Those beautiful eyes bespeak
a tender heart.”

And with that I toock her hand.
Though not in the first bloom of youth,
she was a fine young woman, and in her
directoire dress, which showed her
beautifully-rounded arms, looked really
charming.

**And your object is, monsienr—?" she
said, making a not very energetic effort
to free her hand. **Your object is—"

“To save the life of a brave man.”

li“'ho?!

“The Chevalier de Gex.”

*It is nseless, monsieur. He is con-
demned. Nothing eansave him.”

“] think I can, mademciselle—with
your help.”

*“I! How can I help you?”

“By conveying this letter to Mme.

See! you can read it. I
have no secrets from you.™

THE “PULLEY-BONE.”

Weaal! we et the
anwal meal,

Saw the after-hours
steal

Down the track o'
day an’ set

Whar the elves o'
twilight met,

Loungin® 'round, impatient like,

Waitin® for the time to strike

When ker pa an’ ma'd a'journ’n”

Leave us thar to speak our yearnia'.

Seem’d. afore that hour'd coms,
Doomsday'd amble in. I vum!
But it lit at last, an’ see

Cider. hick'ry nuts an’ we
Sittin’ thar in sorter thra

Just a sayin’ nothin® “tall.

Me a-crackin’ nuts, an’ Sary
Posin' thar jus’ like a fairy.

S0 an hour moped away—

'Peared to me more like a day—
Sary now an’ then'd peek

At me "cross her temptin’ cheek
While I kep' the crackin’ rut—
Fust a finger, then a nut—

But I couldn’t crack a hole in

That ‘ar fright that held my soul ia

Might a-kep” on that a way

Mebbe till the jedgment day

On’y for what Sary done:

She yanked out a ‘‘pulley-bone™
From her pocket; ‘“Jed,' says shs,
“Take a holt an” pull with mea:

One that gits the shortest splinter,
Marries fust, by rule o’ Ginter.”

Waal: I sorter muster’d pluck

An’ a-holt of it I tuck,

Drawed myx breath an' peep’d a tura
At them heavenly eyes o' her'n,
Then I hollered: “Let ‘er go!"

An' we snapped the thing, an’ lo!
When we matched “m—no deceivin'=
®ern’d ef they warn't "zactly even.

“Sary,” says [, with a winlk,

*“That thar Ginter rule, I think,
Sartifies our weddin® day

Purty nigh together, eh*

What's yer notion "bout the thing®”
Jinks! Ef you'd a-seen ber fling
Her purportions on my weskit
You'd a-said she’s giad to resk it.

Then I zot so full o' thanks

Seem’'d they sorter come in hanks;

And espeshuaslly sence

I've be'n thankin® Proverdence

That when turkeys war designed,

An’ the parts together j'ined,

Thar wuz time to give attention

To that “pulley-bone invention.
—Wade Whipple, in Once a Wosk

PAT IS only a week
to Thanksgiv-
ing,” said Hettie
Brown to her
<3 Self one morn-
ing, as she
looked out of
her little white-
curtained win-
dow at the
dreary, drizzling November rain.

Hettie was the village dressmaker,
and lived in a neat little cottage grown
brown with age, near the end of Lilac
lane.

While she tidied up the little sitting-
room and finished her morning work
before she sat down to sew (for
she was maid as well as seams-
tress and lived alone with only her old
cat, “Tohy,” for company), she was
thinking over her past life.

Even after her few simple tasks
were completed, and she began to fin-
ish Miss Dale’'s new dress, her dark
mood still clung to her.

Hettie was usually very cheerfal and
contented, plodding along in her even,
methodical life. But this morning she
was a girl again, though her hair was
fast turning white and the color had
faded from her cheeks, living over
again the old days at home.

Her father had owned a large, pros-
perous farm. What happy Thanksgiv-
ing days they had then, when all the
older brothers and sisters would come
home to the old farmhounse, and they
were again, on this one day, a united
family.

Then John, the eldest son, went west.

Her father died suddenly, and after
a few years they were obliged to sell
the old farm. And then Hetty and her
mother had ecome to this littie house.
It was as peat and fresh and com-
fortable as Hettie conld make it. And
here they had lived for mnearly ten
years.

Hettic meantime earried on her trade
of dressmaking. The mother had died
the last winter, and this year, at
Thanksgiving time, Hettie would be
alone for the first time in her life.

As she sat busily sewing this morn-
ing at her pleasant little window, she
would look np at 'Squire DBanks' ™
large, hospitable farmhouse on the hill,
gand imagine all the Thanksgiving
preparations that were going on with-
in the old kitchen.

Presently there came a knock at the
door, and Miss Dale came in to inquire
concerning her dress. It was nearly
finished. So she said she would wait
while Hettie gave it the last few
touches. As she buttoned her wrap
she asked Hettie if she had heard the
sad news abont Squire Banks’' daungh-
ter.

*Lily Banks has consumption, and
the city physicians say she can live
only a few weeks. Such a lovely girl
and the only child, too. Her mother
is almost heartbroken over it. Just at
Thanksgiving time, when every one
should be happy.

“We all have our troubles, Miss Het-
tie,” she added, and with her bright
smile she left Hettie to her thoughts
again, not sad ones now, but repentant
ones, over her folly of thinking her life
so very hard.

What was money now., or the posi-
tion of “"Esquire’s” wife to poor Mrs
Banks, while her only child was hope-
lessly ill?

“Why, Hettie Brown,” she said to
herself, “I am heartily ashamed of
you.

“Here you are well and strong, sble
to sew and with plenty to do.

“And if your cottage is small, itis
neat and comfortable, and belongs to
you. And you have enough to eat and
to wear. What more do you need?

*“You ungrateful woman, yon have
plenty to be thankful for.”

« And with a prayer for forgivenuss
and guidance, Hettls was omce more
ber bright, cheery self

s
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That very day she began to think
what she should do. And she remem-

7 | have two days free from sewing.

One day should be for housekeeping,
for arranging her little house and pre-
paring the dinner. And then there
was the great holiday, the Thanksgiv-
ing day itself.

She had finally decided that a chicken
from her little brood, and some grapes,
carefully saved from her vines, would
be all she could afford for the dinmer.

Hettie rose early Wednesday morn-
ing, with a light heart, and while it
was still dark she heard a heavy wagon
rumble and stop at her door.

And Mr. Jackson, in his loud, cheery

voice, wished her a happy Thanksgiv-
ing. And he brought in a small tur-
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key, which he said, **Mrs. Jackson
wanted him to bring in to Miss Hettie,”
and with a hearty laugh he added:
**She said she did not doubt but that
Hettie Brown would have some poor
old soul to join her Thanksgiving din-
ner. So here is a turkey for the sake
of the old days. You are a good woman,
Hettie,” he added, and disappeared in
the darkness, on his way to town to sup-
ply his customers.

So Hettie, fervently thanking the
Lord, who put this kind thought in
Mrs. Jackson’s heart, out of her abun-
dance carried the chicken, which she
had thought would be her own dinner,
to Grandma Leigh, who was very poor
and nearly blind.

Hettie often went to read to her or
sit and chat. BShe was greatly sur-
prised and pleased at the generous gift.

And the old dressmaker went home,
feeling she had made one poor crea-
ture thankful, and would enjoy her
own dinner the more, thinking she had
given a recompense, the best she had,
to some more unfortunate fellow crea-
ture.

It was with a very grateful spirit
that Miss Hettie looked in her pantry
late that afternoon; the turkey was
staffed, ready for roasting, there were
a flaky apple pie, a pan of doughnuts
and a few bunches of grapea.

She sat knitting in the twilight, and
thinking how kind Miss Dale, a mew-
comer from the distant town, had been
to her, how much work she had given
her and procured for her from her
friends.

She sighed, wishing she could do
something to show her gratitude to this
kind friend. And suddenly the thought
of her butter came to her. What
sweet, delicious butter she did make
from Dollie’s milk!

SBhe rose and hastily cutting a few
pounds from her scantily-filled jar,and,
donning her old shawl and bonnet, she
started on her errand. She stopped
half dismayed at the brilliantly-lighted
house, but finally went on and knocked
at the rear door.

To the servant who answered it she
gave her plate of butter, asking humbly
if Miss Dale would accept the little gift
for Thanksgiving. *‘She was so very
thankful to her for her kindness.”

And Miss Hetties welcome plate of
delicious butter graced Miss Dale's
beautiful Thanksgiving dinner.

On Thanksgiving morning Hettie
went to the early church service, and
heard a beautiful, practical sermon on
“Thanks.” !

And she was home again in time to
cook her dinner. How inviting the
table looked, though it was laid in the
kitchen. -

Farmer Jackson's generous gift, the
turkey, was deliciously browned, and
the potatoes, the sguash, the pie and
the doughnuts and the grapes were all
placed on the table at once in the good;
old-fashioned way. And “Miss Het-
tie,” as the villagers, young and old, all
called her, was a bountiful hostess.

*“Then she didn’t dine alone?"”

Oh, no! She had ochosen for her
guests those of her acquaintance who
had the least to be thankful for. There
were four happy faces gathered around
her table, happy for that day at least
and many days to come, in remem-
brance of this Thanksgiving dinner to
which Miss Hettie bad so kindly in-
vited them.

Little Tommie Smith was therg, Be-
sides being lame and abliged to goon
crutches poor Tommie had a drunken
father and a wretched and disordered
home, Very pleased and happy did he
look as he sat at Miss Hettie's right
hand, and how he did enjoy this boun-
tiful dinner. It was the first time he
ever knew what a “Thanksgiving day™
could be.

And more than the wholesome, de-
lightful food were Miss Hettie's bright
smile and the restful, thankful spirit
which pervaded the little house and the
hearts of its inmates.

Besides Tommie, Mr. Mott, a poor,
old, forlorn, rheumaticky man (poor in
friends, I mean), who lived across the
lane, had hobbled in, and, for the time
forgetting his pain, was basking in the
uvnaccustomed warmth and glow of this
Thanksgiviog dinner gathering. Polly
Muore, a laundress, an old friend of
Miss Hettie, with her little niece, also
shared the festivities.

You can hardly imagine how sur-
prised all these four people were when
they were 30 unexpectedly invited by

“Miss Heottie” to join her
| o Thankagiving
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be called boys' day, while May day is
much more girls’ day. Arbo is be~
coming a day of school cel@bratiens.
The old New England Fast day, which
is now a feast day, is also the spring
inaugural of outdoor games.

Memorial day, as time takes the
poignancy from its memories, leaving
only the beauty, the recognition and
the high appeal, becomes, far more
than the mnoisy and the explosive
Fourth, the day of serious patriotic
feeling.

Christmas, of all days the best, is
everybody's day; but it, too, has its
special delights for lovers of imposing
church ceremonial, and for little chil-
dren not yet too old for Santa Claus.

Thanksgiving, like Christmas, is for
all; but if Christmas is dearest to chil=-
dren, Thanksgiving may almost be
called Old Folks’ day.

At Christmas childhood rules the
hour, and the youngest is first. The
iall fir, blazing with candles and gay
with gifts, is the children’s Liberty
tree, and beneath its magic boughs
they hold undisputed sway, their elders
following their fancies, sharing their
sports, showering them with joys, and
finding their own best joy in doing so.

But at Thanksgiving there is no such
fairy-like pageantry, no such bewilder-
ing reversal of the usual order, as this.
The elders rule with no one to divide
their supremacy, unless possibly the
youngest baby of the family, with the
serene dignity of infancy still upon
him. He, perhaps, may share the
honors of the day on grandmother’s
knee, with grandfather opposite, meet-
ing his solemn eyes with a smile, and
remembering the time when his father
was just as little and as dimpled and as
wonderful and as charming.

Children often do not appreciate
Thanksgiving? How should they,
when they are themselves its chief of-
fering and delight. If it means =
journey to the old homestead, and
games in ancient garrets, and explor
ing old trunks, and having hosts of
cousins to play hide-and-seek with
through long halls and in mysterious
closets, they can underatand its charm;

that is t fun.
But children who have their Thanks-

giving at home with only the family
and perhaps one or two relatives some-
times find it a little disappointing. It
is a holiday. which of course they like,
and they like s good dinner.

Nevertheless. one child no doubt ex-
pressed the feeling of a good many
others when he said, half dolefully and
balf laughingly, that people talked
about Thanksgiving months before-
hand, just as if it were Christmas; and
then, when it came, it was only no
school and turkey and cranberry sauce
and mince pie, and two great-aunts.

It was probably the great-aunts, and
the grandmother and grandfather, and
the proud parents of the unapprecia-
tive boy and his rosy little brothers
who found in it much more than the
turkey and mince pie.

They found family sentiment, and an
opportunity to talk over old times, old
companions and absent friends, to sym-
pathize with each other’s present anxie-
ties, share each other’s joys, and cheer
one another with mutual good-will and
affection for the duties of the coming
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gathered together, the family festival
of New England, now widely observed
throughout the whole country, may be
but a simple and quiet celebration.
Where =2 large family come together
for the festal ocecasion beneath one
roof, it is likely to be one of the merri-
est as well as one of the best of days.

Few or many, gay or quiet, it
Thanksgiving is kept in its right spiris
of cordiality and family affection—if it
is the dinner where love is—there is no
day better worth the keeping. It ia
the day when children should be most
sweet and lovable, and when the old
should tell each other it is good tohave
lived so long. —Youth's Compsnion.




