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")E that brings sunshine into the lives of others,

crowned with and throned on the | dinners, and everything else, and Pro-

Right. the country woman in her | vidence don't mean things to Le so
shavby attire, with her background of uneven. I'm for givin' back things
Poor home and halt-starved nluldluu‘ to the one that gave em, and let 'em
Was pitted against the rich man, who | be divided over again.  If you rich
bad the mignt of Bold which prevails MacFarlands have grabbed, it's no
in the land, and who, never in hln‘ reason why I should, or why my chil-
Whole life had known the want of [ dren should.”

anything which goid could Luy, and | “You don't call it stealing then "
who had moreover been generously “Stealing is taking something for
dealt with by nature. George 8. Mac- | yourself or them that belong to you,”
Farland was a handsome,

bopular | replied Hannah promptiy, 1 “aintg
man, whom everybody liked, even lov- | stoe.
ed. His family had disappointed him | “You have onls put my Thanksgiv-

In no fashion, everything had gone | ing dinner on the scales of Justice,”
his way. | * 8. MacFarland. Then a
V ““What has become of our Thanks- o and winning expression
giving dinner " asked George S. Mac- | overspread the rich man's face.
Yarland. He tried to spoak sternly, [ can tell you what is the best thin

g
g but he could not to that poor tragic | to do,” said he
cannot keep it from himself, poman with those little ~frightened | “What?" asked Hannah suspicious-
faces at her back. ly.
oo is in our wood-shed in your| “You take hold of one handle of
* clothes-basket, " roplied Hannah Dodd. | that basket, and I will take hold of

The Strike

Mary B. Wilkins Freeman
(Concluded from tast week)

HE madc two strides into the wood-
shed. She returned with a great
clothes-basket. Then she bundled
carefully into it tue MacFarlands*
Thanksgiving dinner.  She had a
great respect for this stupendous din-
ner even in her rebellion. She stow-
ed away everything carefully and
daintily in the pots in which the
cooking had been dome. The enor.
mous turkey crowned the whole, his
brown and unctous drumsticks pro-
truding. Then without stopping fer
her hat, merely flinging her old. cape
over her shoulders, out of the back
door she plunged, a New En.f].nd
anarchist, not armed with a bomb
for her oppressors’ destruction, but
aving a spiritual might compared
with which a bomlL would have been
a toy. She was bearing away what
they were craving, she was adjusting
forcibly the scales of justice awry. She
was ridiculons, she was homely, she
was terrible, |

When Hannah was about h-lf—wn_v‘
bome, she met an old man with his
joung grandson who was _escorting
him home to Thank iving at his mo- |
ther's.  Both stop, ez}‘ and eyed Han- |
nah amazedly. Hannah knew then
duite well.  Finally the old man spoke |
in a hoarse voice. “What hey you
got_in_ that clothes-basket, Hannah |
Jodd #**

“None of your bumnm,”_ retorted
Hannah, and’ strode on, leaving them
staring after her,

She heard the old man remark
"‘Somebody has give her a Thanks-
givin' dinner, sonny,” and she laugh-

o

Down the frozen road went Hannah
Dodd, never waverin; y, carrying the
heavy basket, until she reach her
own house. Her four little girls %mn-
el the door and -u::l‘ sl'_.:‘rlm% hle_l:
suddenly their pinel ittle faces li
up with joy. ﬁmy thought that this
Leautiful store had been @iven to their
mother by those rich and great Mac
Farlands. They rushed down the

s
tioned them away with a shake of her
bead covered with wind-blown hair

You jest keep off,” sa

faces fell. The two younger ones
gan to ery. “Stop
eried Hannah sternly, *
open the shed door, 1
this truck in there.”

!

the cold, and staring at her with
sacred, ‘wondering faces.

st
Oh mother, what?"' asked Hannah

seiting the basket down carefully.
What is it all-for?” a

ed at the table. They had finished
the scanty mess of codfish and were
eating a hasty pudding which Han.

“ps, and danced about her. She mo. | there o

all that turkey an’ fixin's when you've “Yes, it was,"’
remain where they were, and then
d she. “This | she unlatched the door which let di-
ain't for you, not a mite of it. You rectly into the open.
needn't think it is.” The children's | white, but unfline at Hannah Dodd in a puzzled, mwr‘u was baked
Mr. George S. MacFarland, handsome
and opulent in his sable-lined over-
coat. He looked at Hannah and she

wilderment and some indignation ; in
When the shed wus opened and [ hers was the defiance
Hannah entered there were the chil- | heavy
dren huddled together, shivering with | a

first to speak. “You are the wo-
Oh, mother,” began Eliza, the old- man who has been
house, aren

looked at him with the utmost pride

“In whatP the other, and you and your children
“T your elotheabasket come home with me and we'll all haye
George S, MacKarland had never | Thanksgiving dinner together.

G 1 g G I reyoc .
| known that he owned a clothes-basket, | . Hannah still surveyed him with sus

| ves. “You don't

of Hannah

His mouth twitched a little, then hu‘  resiinged ',"“"l""’.'"“b.\
[ cast a glance at the dinner-table in | '"‘.,\"." ‘,""[ - 'l!“ll I . l
Hanneh ‘!h« kitchen, e es, do. ell that pretty lit.
t B - 2 e eldest girl of yours to hustle her-
The chil-| You can look," said Hannah, ‘but | self and the children into the st
dren continued to stare with round, | you won't see 1o turkey bones. We | joif & they've got, and. o Aiorigory
v ghienied  oves. “‘Thero | had codfish for dinner, and now werpe | LUinEs they've got, and vl Le
innocent,  frightened eyes. ‘There h hasty puddin’. We| 1t Was almost dark swhen Hannah
ain't one thing in this basket for | topping off with hasty puddin . °|and George 8 MacFarland, bearing
you, and you needn't think there is,” | ain't eatin’ none of your dinner | the clothes-basket bebwee th

vy | s “Have y A horrified look came over the | root, with oy h them, went
said Hannah Have you had your| A horri & | zy?” e | IP the street, with the children marci.
man's face. ““Are you crazy " |ing behind." The  windowe of the
were waiting till you got asked. o | houses  were filled with wondering

replied little Eliza kly ‘No, 1 ain't crazy, and I_reckon | 1" Peaple dig k h
i k . o0, re od Hannah | 8°08. People did not know what it
20 into the house,” said lmrvr:dgull be, ropiied | meant. They never knew, for Han.
I'm jest lookin' at things nah Dodd kept her own counsel, and
taught her children to do likewise,
and so did the MacFarlands. When
they arrived at the MacFarland house
Mr. George 8. MacFarland bade Hau,.
nah and the children remain in the
[kllchuu, and take the things from the
basket and heat them, and he would
‘ e back soon. Hannah and the chil-
| dren worked fast. They heard ex.
| clamations and loud laughs from the
| other rooms, bug could not distin-
| guish anything that was said. Fin-
| ally Mrs. George S, MacFarland and
| her daughter Alice Came out in the

| kitehen, and both were smiling.
“We are 0 glad you and the chil-
| dren  are coming to dinner,” they
| said. Then they kissed the children,
| and Miss Alice took the youngest, lit-
| e AbLy, who suuggled close to her

back into the south room,

The fire wag good, und it was not
[long betore dinner was on the table
Hannah Dodd sat at Mr, George N,
MacKarland’s right hand. She felt
shy, but she had the native dignity
Comfortable home of Mr. 0., Ont. The house was built about 50 | nd sel espect of New England, Mrs,
home “go. and remodelled about five years ago. It 1 gon up-to-date, cosy farm | Maria Gore glowered at first, then she
home. ~Gas is used for lighting and cooking sod coal for | said when a plate was passed to the

heating. See plan of
ground floor, | Youngest girl, hardly more than a
I can tell you one thing; you can be  square, and 1 see that some folks have | baby, ‘‘She hasn’t any jelly."
mighty thankful youve gov as much | got e rything and some have got | Alice MacKarland, at whose side
88 you have.’ Some children don’t | nothin' and Lm only one, but I'm | the child sat, immediately gave her
have anything,' Songio sel things right as far as I some, 1o b g have jelly,”
It was half an hour later, and Han- | can, Here Mrs. Maria Gore wouldn L[slw said, in her SWeet, caressing young
nah and the children were still seat- | pay me my two dollars last night, be- | voice, Hannah Dodd looked at her,
cause I hadn't all the work done, [ Then she spoke, with a great rigid
and here are my children 'most starv- | tremor of truthfulness.
ed, with hardly enough codfish to go| | heard you say how much nicer
nah had made from corn meal, when | round for a Thanksgivin’ dinner, and | that chicken pie was because it was
me a knock at the door, e are you rich MacFarlands ' with | baked in the brick oven,” said 3he,
Hannah motioned the children to e

replied the girl,

“Providenc replied
with an awful grimn

‘Well,
Hannah, “and we'll have dinner, and ' Dodd

|

|
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already et about all you ought to for laughing,
one day for breakfast." "“Well, it wasn't baked in no brick
She was very Mr. George S. MacFarland stared |oven. The oven was out of kilter, and
hing. There stood in the stove oven, and
Now he aid not look at varmed up in the brick oven."”
Indeed his blue eyes “Well, it was delicious, anyway,”
twinkled pleasantly. “1 didn't want to tell any lies about
ooked at him. In his look was be. | “But Mrs. Dodd,” he said, “I|it, that's all,” gaid Hannah, A quiy-
don’t see exactly how you are right- | or of restra ned mirth ran round the
ing things if you and your children table, but the MacFarlands wers o,
don't have any of our Thanksgiving | polite and also 00 kind to laugh,
dinner. You say you won't let them annah ate her dinner in a sort of
have any.” aze. Her little individual strike
] “I'd see them starve first,” said against the inequality of possessions
working at my Hannah. of the rich and poor had ended, and
ou?" he asked, “Then who has the dinner, any-|she could not for the life of her tell
replied Hannah. She | oy 2" who had capitulated. She looked at
Hannah | her children eating their fill of the
Providence that gives | rich Thanksgiving food of their ances-

ested way
all angry.

of the poor and
“laden of the ewrun who at last

ise.
Mr. George 8. MacFarland was the

“Yes, 1 be,
. “Providence.” replied
nd defiance, as one who was fairly | Dodd. ““Jr's

ey




