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Speaking of the Thanksgiving dinner, veminded Charlie that
on his last visit to the kitchen, half an hour before, Bridget had
just finished & little pie for his special benetit, and it surely must be
baked, by this time.

Mamma was up stairs getting ready for lunch, and Bridget was
down celiar after more butter. ‘I'he odorous kitehen was withouta
guardian, and Charlie’s eyes at once discovered his own little pic
(conspicuous for its “ lumpy ” surface) among the larger ones, on the
shelf.

“ I s'pose Billy "d feel veal thankful if he had a whole pie him-
self,” suid Chaulie, turmng his Thanksgiving pic about and viewing
its uneven top-crust with complacent sati-faction. . * It's just full of
raisins, he soliioquised ; « big, fat fellows too, an’ 't *1l taste good to
me. 11 1 was Billy boy out doers I'd like to have a Charlie boy
give me his Thanksgiving pie, specially if he didns know how nice
Thanksgiving pies are an’ hadn't ever had one. Bridget won't
bother to make we another if I give this away, an’ the big picsain't
so good's mine ; but Billy did look hungry. Yes,” decidedly, “ I'll
give my pie to Billy."

With the pie tightly grasped in his chubby hands, Charlie
started in search of Billy. He remembered the direction Billy had
taken, and he started down the street, calling “ Billy ” at the top of
his voice. .

“I wish I knew where I could find a good, trusty errand boy,”
said Mr. Harper, us he sat at lunch with his wife opposite. He had
no thought that she could help him. He had simply spoken his
thought aloud.

‘The words Billy had spoken as she turned away had sounded
in Mrs. Harper’s ears all the morning, and the child's pinched face
had haunted her.

“ Would a small boy answer your purpose 2" she asked.

“I dun't nced a large one,” he answered. * I want one who
will be spry and trustworthy. I've had two or three applications,
but the boys did not suit me.”

“I wish I had known about it this morning,” said Mrs. Harper.
“ A small boy came to the door inquiring for work. Ihave re-
proached mnysclf all the morning for not giving him something to
eat, he looked so thin and hungry.”

“ Where is my boy ?” asked Mr. Harper; “ I must sec him be-
fore I go.”

Mrs. Harper summoned Bridget, and sent for Charlie. Ina few
moments Bridget returned, saying that Charlie could not be found.

Then began an cxciting scarch for the missing child. After be-
coming satisticd that he was not in the house, Mr. Harper started
for a policeman to assist in the scarch. At the door Mrs. Harper
said:

“Those children may have scen him. See that little boy carry-
ing another nearly as large as Limself. 1 do believe it's Charlic.”

She rushed past him out into the street, and sure enough there
was Charlic in Billy’s arms.

“ He got sv tired t he couldn't go any farther,” exclaimed Billy.
*1 thought you'd worry about him, so I toted him along part o’ the
way, but he's‘pretty fat an’ heavy.”

Mrs. Harper took Charlie.

*Don't let Billy go till he's had some Thanksgiving pie,” cried
Charlie, and, when they had entered the house, he added, * Billy said
that he never had anything to be thankful for. I 'membered the
golden rule, mamma, so I thought I'd give him my own little
Thanksgiving pic, with the lots of raisins in it; but I couldn't find
him. X runned, an’ then 1 walked. There were lots ot boys, but
no Billys. By'n' by I got so tired 'n’ hungry that I had to cat the
pic myself. 1'd just eat the crust all around, so’s to save the best
for the last. whi n a big boy snatched it from me, an’ 1 screamed
Ioud’s cver I could. I don't s’posc Billy would ' found me if that
boy hadn't snatched my pie.  Billy pitched into him, an’ cuffed him
good, but he didn't get the pie, ‘canse the big boy opencd his mouth
an’ put it all in.  You just ought to a scen his cheeks pod out.”

I was afraid you had coaxed Charlicaway,” said Mrs. Harper,
thinking that if shic had hept the * golden rule,” Billy would not hava
gonc from her daor hungry.

“X guess he didn't mamwa,” exclaimed Charlic, I went my-
sclf, an’ you would not have any little boy now, if Billy hadn't
founld me. I losted mysclf, Lut he "membered where 1 lived, an’ he
brought me back quick, sut you wouldn't worry "bout me. When
I 7ot tired, aun” iny fect wouldn't go, he carried me.  Say, papa, can't
Billy stay an” have sone Thanksgiving dinner to-morrow. Please,
mamma, do let him,”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Harper, gently kissing Charlic’s eager face
“ He shall eat Thanksgiving dinner with you, Charlie, and you
shall have a Thanksgiving pie of your own. Then, turning to her
husband, she said :

* This is the boy I was telling you about.”

* Where did you find Charlie?" asked Mr. Harper.

“ On Pearl street, sir, down by the river.”

“ And you came all the way with him, just to bring him safely
home ?"

“Yes, sir; he could 't "a found it a'one, an’ "t wouldn't been
right to ‘n left the little fellow there.”

“See here, my boy,” said Mr Harper, suddenly, “ do you know
of any good, trusty boy. who would like to earn a couple of doltars
a week, doing errands ¢”

“Yes, sir, I— oh, please, marm, Iain't so very little, an’' I'll grow
as fast 's I can.”

Billy’s thin face lit up won:lerfully, and his dark eyes sparkled
hopefully.

* Little! no, indeed I” said Mr. Harper, kindly. * You brought
Charlie safely home, and he is much larger than any bundle you'l)
ever be asked to carry again.”—Interior.

Our Gashet,

BITS OF TINSEL.

Grace (whispering) ‘ What lovely boots your patiner’s got,
Mz:iry " Mary —(ditto)—‘yes, unfortunately he shines at the wrong
end.

“If my employer does not retract what he said to me this
morning, I shall leave his house.” “Why, what did he say 2" “He
told me 1 could look for another place.”

Parent (angrily)— You have been in the water! You were
fishing’ Sun—'Yes, ma'am, I was in the water, but I got a boy -
out who might have been drowned.” Parent— Indeed, who was the
boy ¥ Son—'Mysclf’

“ One glass sometimes makes & tumbler,” remarked the chap
who found that 2 single drink of rum punch twisted his legsin &
bow knot.

“ Robbie,” said the visitor, kindly, “ have you any little brothers
and sisters?” * No,” replied wee Robbie serencly, “I'm all the
children we've got.”

A little ninc-year-old fellow, secing a horse with the spring-
halt pass the window, cried out: “ Ob, look at that horse with the
ketch-up in his hind leg.",

She was going on a journcy and a long night's ride was before
her. “ Oh, dear,” she sighed, as her hushand bade her good-bye in
the sleeping-car, “ this night travel is so tedious, and the hours are
so long.” *Don't be discouraged,” he said, * you arc on a fast train
ard the night will slip by very rapidly.”

A strapping big fellow was brought to the station the other
night for being drunk and disorderly.  On being questioned by the
Ispector: “ Your businessI” He scratched his head, and after think-
ing a while, answered, “ My wife washes.”

Smith purchased a “ muley” cow and drove her home yesterday
cvening. The animal was a curiosity to his children.

. 6}1, what a tow " exclaimed Jittle three-year-old ; “it dot no
horas.”

“ Papa has them,” seid five-year-old.

* Why don't 'e put 'ein on ’e tow 7

“I don't know. 1 heard him say he had swallowed a couple of
horns afore breakfast, and I guess they arc inside of him now.
Mamma told him he would swallow the cow afore six weeks”

A farmer was sawing wood when it occurred to him that he
ought to have the help of onc or more of his finc boys. Lifting up
his voice he called, but not a boy appearcd. At dinner, of courso,
afl appearced, and it was not necessary fo call them. * Where were
you all about two hours ago when I wanted you and shouted for
you?" *I wasin the shop scttin’ the saw,” said onc. “I wasin
the barn seitin’ a hen,” seid the second. "I was in gran'ma’s room
settin’ the clock,” said a third.  “I was in the garret sclting tho
trap,” snid the fourth. “You are a remarkable sct of sctiers,” re-
marked the farmer.  * And where were you1” he continued, tuming
to the youngest. “I was on the doorstep settin’ still”




