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their being here. But that's the way | “and 1'll get them turkeys and chick-
with such folks,” ens dressed, and then I'll take down

Mrs. Maria Gore had said that last | the range and get the hearth cleaned
with malignity and pride, which made [ and them silly old cranes and pot
& curious combination, and Hannah | hooks and things ready to roast and
Dodd had gone immediately to work. | broil to-morrow, but I won't under-
There was an enoruwus amount of | take to bake in that brick oven and
work to do. Mrs. Maria Gore was | git things done, because an angel from
unaccountably parsimonious with the | Heaven can't do what he can’t do,
money of the wealthy George 8. Mac- | and I can't,

Farland, and resented & hint that “Well,” said Mrs. Maria Gore.
more help was needed, and Hannah| “I'll get the brick oven het
worked for her life, All the great | after Mr. Slocum gits it fixed,”
ancient bedrooms had to be aired and | Hanah ,and then ar injun puddin’
put in order, and that was no small | can be baked in it, and you can do
¢ task, for Mrs, Maria Gore was but | jest as you are amind to do about
an indifferent housekeeper, but only | tellin’ them that the other things
troubled herself about her own partic- | were baked in the stove oven. |

ular comforts. A man came in twice | should tell if T was in your place,
EISAPPOINTMENT should always be taken as a a day to care for the kitchon furnaco, | I don’t believe in tellin’ fies anyhow
stimulant, and never viewed as a discouragement, and she lived comfortably in the mids; | and especially about such little things
Newcomb, of dust, while she was warm, and had | as victuals. But you can do jest as
her own little dainties for meals, She | you think best. Ti's your lie, it ain't
. cooked her meals, and that was about fmine. It ain't likely they'll' ask me
* all Mrs. Maria did. As for her own | if all the things were baked in that
bedroom, she nad a nest in the midst | crazy old brick oven, and if they do

of her deep feather-bed, which she did | I nlllu“ jest tell llmlnklo nsk' you.”
2 not disturb for months. She sat be- “It isn't very i ely they'll ask
The Stl'lke of Hannah side her window iu the south room me,” returted Mrs. Maria Gore ‘o
Mary E. Wilki and read or gazed out upon the street lectively. | r. George 8. Mac-
’,"Lﬂ'f,,"‘:“,f,'}‘,"ff","':':f",:','" while Hannah worked. Sho only rous- | Farland or any of his fally s peo-

ed herself to scold Hannab, or relate | ple to do s thing, they don’t dream
HEN Mrs. Maria Gore began to | Mrs. Bemis wasn’t baving you as|in a rasping voice, like an angry | they won’t do it."
T julk. She was & vory small old |she usually doos Thanksgiving, so I|crow, her list of complaints  agains, avell; T guess they got loft a good
lady in an ancient black silk | thought I could get you.” life in goneral. Hannah used to hear | many times, then,”” remarked Han-
with many high-lights of gloss, | “No, Mrs. Bemis didn’t want me | her while she was working, and won- | nah Dodd rebelliously and slangily.
She wore & large brooch and s | this Thauksgiving,” said Hannah. | dered at her. She thought to herself | ““You don’t know anything “about
wil of fair ‘hair st in g quppose she's pinching like every- | that if she had such o Soft mest in|such folks as Mr. George 8. MacFar.
drele of pearls. Mrs. Maria Gore, | body else,” said Mrs. Gore. “I don’t |lifo she would bLe Auiet. . She felt like | land and his family, you couldn’t,”
aavebite of her age and small sise, | sco Wwhat has gone iyt folks here for | marching in and speaking her mind said Maria Gore, with majesty,
favo an impression of force, and & | my part, T Gamee o by OCharles | fo Mrs. Maria Gore in spite of her| “Well, T don's want tol” replied
sort of malicious power. Her black | Angustus Bemiy: i o (Fporer. this | Mlack silk and her brooch set in pearls, | Hannah! “All' T ‘wang o to bake
eres between her two folds of false | yeur than he ever was. I heard he'd | but she was mindful of her dollar a | the things in the stove oven, where 1
fronts gleamed as sharply as a cat's. | heen making money on his bens, been | day with which she could buy a|can bake them, and not in that old
Hor mouth was small with a curious | selling °ges for fifty cents a dosen. | Thanksgiving dinner for her children, | brick oven where T can't.”
grim twist. Deep ruffles of lace fell Well, if folks want to pinch and save | and she restrained herself. Well,” said Maria Gore, and Han-
over her tiny yerlow claw-like hands | and work their fingers to the bone for It is possible that her resentment | nah returned to her field of action,
shich clutched each other nervously. | t was a_hard-fought one, although i

There was no repose about Mrs, Marin | in'®.on a kitchen and the_weapons
Gore, but there was restrained inten- | > | i, were domestic utensils gener-
sity which might be mistaken for re. 14 MONTHS FOR $1.00 ally considered to be peaceful Tt
pose. In all her life Maria had never bpy 48 she had prophesied, midnight
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Iad no one present upon whom to|§ Cluding our Special December Magazine issve. Sub, ip haked and iced, the poultry dressed,
et loose this vituperating lash, she |® taken for 14 months at $1.00 are easily secured, Start a Club ‘_’"‘h;’”"k """"h""","‘" and the Indian
wolded in solitude, as if at some un- |§ and work for some premium shown in our New Premium Ubprens . Bee & l»’"lf""‘ shio I"-'d
s Srponent Lcf 'hl:n ‘:"l"-rv "hs' List. These Premiums will make first.class holiday gifts, Write strength, the ki(“:‘rhnn“rrli:gmmi‘::tcou the
Maria Gore r[,wr“ e !';‘:"':"’nl' Circulation Man’zcr. FARM AND DAIRY, Peterboro, Ont. Wwood-shed, cleaned the hearth,

mind to the utmost. She expressed for copy of Premium List. )

it that morning to the tall thin wo-

man sitting opposite with her grim. l’::“:;r}:mw?:;d mt:;h:«;“‘d&' '”"lfuoﬂ
"-ﬁ:lr:'mfnm re, all coming,” de.|th® sake of leaving it to some far- against the old womau ucted ag a sort Maria Gore, who was s:::m“ lynnsle::;
dared Mre. G o, scnwli,:; "ﬁ’er old | O relations (they haven't a near one | of poisonous stimulant, for she work- | ;p her stuffy little bedroom "ont of

face and twisting her mouth malig-
mntly. “Every one of them; all the

MacFarlands and that young man viciously from unde; th

Mice is engaged to, and they say ho's | f° mighty mean with it. You get|der, and all the Thanksgiving o0ok- | ruf of her pightooe the Happing
o mi lionaire. They have tgken & 1o Lioht to work, Mrs. Dodd. I know ing was to be done in two days. Then “Well, I'm through for to-night, '
il have hend  Thausgiving here, | y&' MacFarland will be willing to pay | Mrs. Gore's Prophecy with regard 10 | saiq Hannaf: Doy, —
;‘" A have things cooked in the old | vou well—_ag much as a dollar a dply, the brick oven proved a true ome, It ““Then why didn’t you g0 home and
ik tyvﬁn, Andv have the kitchen if you do all right.” did not draw. It set fire to S0Me | look the back door and take the ke
’;‘:nﬁ:ldmu:; t‘;‘;“{“;ﬂ:’"l: ::5 g}:@&::: Hannah had tied on her apron and woodwork around it, and the village | 5o you can get in early in the mori:
opened, i : “ _ i ,

toasted on spite, th{- old-fashioned stood up, like some gaunt slave of la- [ fire department had to be called m.’ ing and go still, and not wake me up

to my knowledge) they can. It isn’t | ed as she had never worked before. It th tting.

fruch like George MacKarland. He's| was an almost Herouloan tary rpics | el cf:‘,‘n",‘;“gfu"n":'; il
free enough with his woney. It takes had been set her. All that great dust. Woman’s bl

folks that haven’t had so much to be laden untidy house was to be in or- i

lack eyes opened ug«m her

’ . bor, who obeyed it and yet faced it, (and a mason. When that happened | ¢}, o
i and bere ¥ o o teadey, " and [0 diked” what, she should do first, Hanpah'st her month hard, and she Gore, ™ °f night " demanded Maria
3 N K . “I guess you'd better #0 and see | marched upon Mrs, aria Gore. That “T w,
.‘;"“" ’_’"‘g. came last night, and 1 sent that the bedrooms are of ened, and the | was Wednesday morning. “Now look my lpnv.k:l‘)ir 'Tl‘:.as:pt:;“:l‘:;u’l ::'r'l:"d
Thery Simmons right off to yoa. beds and things aired first" saiq here, Mrs. Gore,” said she, “I'm will. said Hannah Dodd. kept thinkin’
mlu roto me to get help. They took Mrs. Gore. “or they'll catoh their|in’ to do all T can, but I ain’t willin’ you would say nnmézhing about it be-
Lo den fancy, Mrs. George S. Mac- deaths of cold, and blame me. Should- | to do what I can't, and you may just | fore you went to bed, I didn’t wan tg
"nruutl says, and here are nnl..v WO | »'t wonder if they all got cold any-|as well know it.” dun.” Then the firat thing I knew
lﬂ.nhug get ready for them. ‘Heat how. Here they are coming from “What do you mean?” inquired | you haqd gone to bed at half-past sev-
e brick oven,’ “says Mrs, George steam-heated house. Mr, eorge 8. | Mrs. Gore, snapping her black eyes L,,, and I heard you snore, and I
had a hot-air furnace put in here last | at her. 1 thought I might just as well wait
fone onyimy socount, o they won't| “As for teying to cook pies and | 4ill T was through sna am you u
have to depend on n{mn fireplaces, but | puddin’s and bread and cake in that then," . 4
ifthe wind is northeast the dratted |old oven, that Mr. Sl will need | T never snored in my whole life,”
thing won't send a mite of heat any- Maria Gore, “and I haven't

g 2 :ml! :hﬁ dn}i(lohuat in order, I won't. declared
where but up chimney. guess they | But I'll cook them in the stove oven, | |, il bia.
don’t know what they're coming to, | ntog.n 0P more than fifteen e

and if you want to tell them Mac- | foq."
Lut then folks like the’i‘nhdon‘t -b'up to Il"n_ri(nml- they w n"c cooked in the “Well, T don’t mind whether you
count consequences. ey've always [ brick oven you can.” think yo: " : At
g g o ey hink you snore or not, replied Han

Mrs. Gore stared at her. She looked “ v
them, and ‘they can't imagine any- | helpless, which was a strange look l':nnr‘nl.'pm’d‘ but T want that two dol-

thing else. T suppose they’ll be so! for her,
astonished they won't know what to “I'll got them pies and cakes baked

do if the wind blows from the north- though I shall have to sit u k
oast, and don’t pay any attention to | till night to do it,” said Hann-h’,’ Q':u,:.."w fros. for' oy

oven will draw? Tt hasn’t Leen used
for forty years. Well, Mrs, Dodd,
You've got to &o to work. [ suppose

on came prepared to work#'"
“Yes, I caleulated you wanted me
ly. She

e walked in the street her
ron on. She had a certain vanity
W spite of humble estate,

“Well put your apron on and get
fo work,™ said Mrs. Maria Gore.
“You'll have to stop pretty fast, for

re’s no end to be done, | rd

(Continued mext week.)
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