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I been an off year for apples, and some | she sent for her by little Tommy

“ mo the duty which liest nearest you, and which

thou knowest to be a duty,
will already have bzcome clearer,”

7

Thy second duty

Carlyle

The Strike of Hannah

Mary E. Wilkins Freeman.

HE evening before
Thanksgiving Han-

« nah Dodd sat in the
p moonlight  beside her
kitchen window. It was

vey late; her

four chil-

dren were in bed, the two younger
ones In & room opening out of the
kitchen, and heated by its stove, the
two older upstairs in a room whose
window-panes were coated with frost,
It was a very cold night. Winter
uad set in early that year. That had
gone a long way toward bringing
about Hannah's state of mind. Hay.
ing been & member of the Congrega-
tional church ever since she was a
girl in her teens, having been a con-
stant attendant of that church, and
bringing up her children to do like-
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oldest was only ten, the youngest

mother, Lut

her.
her own, she

Hannah Dodd valued herself at once

50 humbly and so highly, that never,

ad she been alone in the world, could

she have come into this state. But
she

could wrestle

ould with angels and
rincipalities with

all sense of rever-

ence, and cast duty to the winds for
the sake of those
And she

whom she loved.
loved her children with her
hole soul and her whole flesh, The
five.
their
resembling their father,
hey were all small-framed, pretty,

hey were all girls, and not like

delicate little things, helpless and at

he mercy of the world, except for
And now, through no fault of
had failed them, Tt was

homely thing which had caused

i boys belonging to the new family who
had moved in mext door had stolen
the few which had been on her trees,
There were in her pantry for Thanks-
giving dainties, absolutely nothing ex-
cept a little corn-meal, half a can of
molasses and two thirds of a driad
codfish. “Dry galt fish for Thanks-
giving dinner!" id Hannah Dodd
and her tone was as if she ocursed.
Then she added in a terrible under.
tone, “Those MacFarlands!"

It was possibly the MacFarlands
who had precipitated this crisis in her
mental attitude. All that day she
had been at work at the great Mac.
Farlaud house preparing for the Mac-
rariund Thanksgiving. L'he Mackar-
lands were a weaithy famuly wuo liv-
ed in Winnipeg, but had originally
haiied from  tms e western
Village, and still owned the old nome.
Slead there. 1t was known as uhe
“'Bquire Mackarland house,” and was
a hine specimen of old Colonial archi-
teoture, about halfi a mile up the
street from Hannabh Dodd’s. The
MacKarlantls owned a vountry place
at the seashore, and another at the
mountains, and seldom came to the
old homestead, but this year they had
taken a fancy to come here for an
old-fashioned Thanksgiving, to have
the ancient brick oven heated, und
roast the turkeys and towls as of old
over the open fire. 1t seemed to
them it would be a great frolic.

So they were all coming; Mr,
George 8." MacFarland and his wife,
Mr. Silas MacKarland and Grandmo.
ther MacKarland, Mr. Geor ro MacFar-
land’s daughter Alice, anu the gentle-
man whom she was to marry, and a
younger daughter, and the son, who
had just entered MeGill, It was to
be strictly a family party in the old
homestead. They had sent word to
the old woman who took care of

the house to get necessary help. and
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wise, having stinted herself of the

necessaries of life to pay her pew-

rent and drop her pennies llior home

and foreign missions into the contri-
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mind as relentless an anarchist as any
in Russia. Her very soul rose up
against  the existing condition of
things. It kicked ruthlessly, although
to its own undoing, against the pricks.
There was to the woman's fierce heart
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made fierce hy the sense of unmerit-
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od injury and deprivation at the hands
of Providence, a certain satisfaction
even in the misery which her unwont.
ed and utterly futile rebellion brought
er.

Hannah Dodd was a tall, angular | ,
creature, wide-shouldered and flat-
chested, with enormous museular | 4j,
strength for a woman. She had per-
formed tasks at whichmany men would
have shrunk. She had not been a wo.
man born to be fondled and cherish-
ed. That which she might have ex-
pecied as her due from others had
,wn exacted from her by others. Her
husband, who had died before her last
child was born, had been a helpless,
childlike little man. Hannabh had
been from the first as much a mo-

sh
ther ag

There had never
givings,

& wife to him. He had been ed th

this state of desperation, but a chip
can precipitate tragedy.
because, for the first time, she was
unable to provide her

It was only

children with
Thanksgiving  dinner, Somehow

Thanksgiving without its appropriate

nner seems a sacrilegious occasion.

Hannah felt as if Providence had
fairly forced her into desecration. She
felt angry and
cause in her
lutely nothing which
any stretch of
Thanksgiving dinner the next day.

actually guilty be-
pantry there was abso-
could serve by
imagination for a

She had not contemplated a turkey.
been turkeys Thanks-
except on two occasions when
worked for a farmer who rais-
em, and had taken her pay in

e had

in delicate health, and also lacking | them @ reduced rate. There had
n energy. Hannah had su ported | heen chickens, and if not chickens,
him and taken care of hi he had | roasts of pork. This year she could
Dever dreamed of compl She | not even f:, a roast of pork. She

ng.
had accepted her lot in life a8 a war-
tior of old accepted his sword. It had
seemed to her quite right and Mtinr
that she .hnnlg work and fight, nd-

though she was a woman. She ha

could not buy even vegeta
had been a drou
fore.
winter vegetables from
den patch, but this year

les, There

She had always had plenty of

her own gar-

what amounted to a sense of honor labor, her plowing “and hoeing and
# 1o her duty, but now she had turn- weeding lus come to naught. She
ed her sword gainst circumstances,

Azainst that grim and cruel abstrac. a
tion which to her represented Provi-
dence, possibly God. tsut it was all
for the sake of her children, not for
ber own sake,

th

her chickens

pies, and apple pies, she mi
well have attempted terrapin,

had not been able to even Lring about

lum-pudding for Thanksgiving, for
g had refused to lay for
o last fow woeks, and as for mince
ht as
t had

ht the summer be- | h

all her hard | Go

o
make ready for them,
take the night train from Winnipeg,
and come over in the
nearest railroad station the next
morning. The old woman who had
lived in the homestead and cared for
it w very distant relative of the
MacFarlands, and ver old indeed,
80 old that many considered that she
should not live by herself., Her name
was Maria Gore.

Mrs. Maria Gore had been mar-
ried, but her husband had died when
she was still young, and people in the
i d she was a born old maid,

a widow, Some even sus.
serhd that her late husband was o
ction. Mrs. Maria Gore had the

name of setting forth family affairs
in the best ligﬁt ible. Some de-
clared that she b-J been born a Gore,
However, there was no way of prov-
ing it, ag she had ocome from the
West, and people did not even know
to the MacFar-
lands, only she declared that she was
related and made the most of it, Mrs.
re never spoke to anyome, even
about the weather, without finding a
retext for bringing i the MacFar-
ands. They seemed to |« & natural

always brought up at the terminus
ith the great and rich family to
which she Hnﬁ:d. Hannah Dodd
had never liked Maria Gore, and when

They were to | face at a window.

stage from the | the ke

Simmons, the red-headed boy next
door, whom she suspected of stealing
most of her apples, to come to the
Squire MacFariand house to see her
about some business, she involuntarily
scowled.  “What does sne want, do
you kuow?," she had inquired of
lommy standing grinning, a peculiar
impish  grin, in the kitchen door.
“Dunno, replied Tommy

“Didn’t she say >

“Didn't say nothin'. Jest said for
you to come an' see her on business.”

Well!” Haunal  had said, and
shut the door in the grinning little
red-headed boy's face,

The next morning she had obeyed
her summons, she had not dared do
otherwise, for she was dependent up-
on her neighlors for her little income,
She did almost anything in the way
of odd jobs, and she had now a view
toward earning some thing for
Thanksgiving,

Exactly in what way it concerned
this little inland village it would have
been hard to say, inasmuch as not a
soul living there owned any securities
of any kind except old Joel Ham-
mond, who had a trunk full of worth-.
less mining-stock securities bought in
his reckless youth, but as there was
& small financial panic in the stock
market, everybody in Ellistown felt
somehow poor in consequence. It
must have been entirely sympathetic,
there could have been no valid rea-
son for it, but the village felt it must
be very prudent that year on account
of the panic, and therefore the women
who had been in the
Hannah Dodd to do extra work for
them did it themselves. Hannah
Dodd consequently found herself on
the very verge of absolute want. Pos-
sibly, if this state of things continued,
she and her children might starve if
they did not ask aid of the town.
This last was a nightmare to her. It
was odd that this should affect Han-
nah Dodd, but a pebble cast into the
financial element creates enormous
circles. Certuin it was that poor Han.
nah Dodd, in her little western vil-
lage, who had never owned a share
of any kind of stocks, was pitifully
affected

However, she did not know that,
She went back to first principles and
accused  Providence itself, with
intermediaries of great capitalists op
ruling power. She had been nearing
this state of revolt hLefore she obeyed
the summons of Tommy Simmons and
went up the street to see Mrs. Maria
Gore. As she approached the stately
old mansion, she saw the old woman’s
i Immediately she
heard the soft patter of footsteps, then
was turned, and Mrs. Gore
bade Hannah enter,

She followed Mrs. Gore into the
south room. It was filled with sup-
erb old mahogany furniture, There
was a faded Turkey carpet, and some
portraits on the walls. Old Squire
MacFarland looked as haughtil,
of his gilt frame as a king, although
he was long since dust in the Mac-
Farland tomb, and his wife smirked
over a marvelously painted lace ool
lar which finished her black satin robe.
There was also a fine engraving, over
the mantel-shelf. The eyes of old
:?uiro MacFarland and his wifo seem.

to fasten themselves with proud
inquiry upon Hannah Dodd as she en-
tered the room.

“Bit_down,” said Mrs, Gore, and
Hannah seated herself stiffly upon
the very edge of an old-fashioned chair
With a carved back, at which she
glanced warily from time to time.

(Continued next week.)
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