
PARISH- AND HOMEll.

JLMrs. »ctrom'a LMISage. '

AT tbe top orf the frrst flight of stairs
MIrs. Scarrow put down bier basket and
leaneci against the wall. Sire was large
and stout, and lier basket w'as beavy-
so beavy, indeed, tbat sise liad brougbt
it tc tire corner of tire block on tlié
street car.

Such an expressive basket ! There
was a great roast of pork at the bottom
and a sack of flour rit one side. This
paper contained sugar, that cornmeal.

*4Corn-bread's good enougb for me,"
said Mrs. Scarrow, "mad if I crin eat
it I reckon tlîey crin."1 Therefore a
generous suppiy of cornmeai wvms neyer
lacking ini lier numerous baskets.

'ruere were lin"s of sausage, a rol1 of
pudding, a kettle of lard, what not ?

in this capacious receptacle,
Mrs. Scarrow was a district visitor

of the Ladies' Charitable Organization.
She tried to be j ust in aIl ber clealings:;
an angel of mercy to the deserving, a
terror to tire deceiving poor.

"1*Tree more tlights," she said.
Last floor, first door ta the riglît. It

beats nîy time! Wl'iat makes people
live in perches like ibis? Not but
what folks live rvhere they must, not
wherc iiey please. I suppose if we al
had aur way. Mount Vernon Place
wouidn't accommodate us."

Sie reached the last landing and
paused for breath, Ieaning as usual
againsi the rvali. The place was v~ery
still-so stili that from the firsi room
to the riglit tbere came distinctiy the
sound of knives and forks in rapid
motion. and îbeiî-ob, the depravity of
these people 1-these wvords carne la
Mrs. Scarrow's cars:

-Have anotirer piece o' turkey, a
big piece, do! 1 cut this a-purpose for
you. R -adi over your plate flow. 1

"I1 had so mucîr alremdy 1 can't
hardiy bremîbhe," aiîswered a. voicc, as
if the repletion of the fr.asî bad affecteci
ifs rîtterance.

** 'zrkcy," tbougbt M&Nrs. Scar-row.,
holding up lier bands, - at thIs tirtre of
tbc ycar ! Neyer lessn îwenty.two
ccrnts and a baîf a pound. Ttarkcy !"

To tbink that she haci carriecî that
basket tnp ail 01nose sîeps for thlis!

SIre resolved la waiî and Eisters, and
report tIhe case to the Bard.

* I oti have another piece o' turkey,
M iss Ganz. an' some marc pertatocs an,
gtr;vy an' stufin' an' things.'l

'Me-a-ow 1"

There wt'as a shrill iaugh, followed by
a sound of disapprov'ai.

-'Miss Ganz don't perfer no more.
Keep right whierc you are tili 1 bring
the pium.puddin'."

Plum-pudding, indked! There wvere
people of Mrs. Scarrow's acquaintance,
weli.to-do lit that, w~ho thoughit thiém-
selves iucky if they got plum-pudding
at rhanksgiv'ing and Christnias, wvith
some left over to be wvarmed for ne\t
day.

-This here plum.puddin's; good."
said a criticai voice in gruffest toises.

Give me some more of the gravy.
*Taint gravy.'
XVhat then?

There wvas a moment's pause. 'l'len
the answer came doubtfuUly: -Sauce.
scems to me, like. Don't vou want
somne more, Miss Ganz? "

IlNe-at-o-w! " followved by the sanie
shriii iaughitcr and rcproach.

-Now M'I get the ice-cream. Jinny,
if you znd Lucy's hand enough. There's
as rnuch as ever you crin eat."

Ice-cream ! Ice-cream of a week-
day ! Mrs. Scarrow could scarcely
restrain ber anger. And flot sarisfied
with one plate, flot two plates even,
but as mtrch as cvcr they can nat!- The
B3oard should l<novr of this!1"

-Then wve'Il have the oranges an'
nuis an' candies. Thcmn oranges oughit
to be swee-îhey cost enougli, good-
iiess knows! Miss Gariz donvt eat
oranges, poor tbing! WVell. 1 can't
heblp that."

Mrs. Scarroi's patienîce couild endutre
no miore. She pickccl up licr basket
and miarchedi down stairs.

;Nidway of the first flight she met a
woman coming in from thre sirec-a
small. thin %woruen. in aî faded shawl
anmd a shabby b>lack bant, %lro smnilcdl
fcebly whcen she recoýgnizcdl the visitor.

It was a chili October day. A blast
jof Nvind swcpt down the staircase, and
ciosed the door lit thre foot with a loud
11015c.

",Mrs. lzuggles," said 'Mrs. Sc.irrow,
,wvcrely, -I've just becn up ta vour
roons. nî1;an."

V-es, ma'ani," -inswcrel 'Mrs. i<ug-
glcs, rcgarding the b.askct wvith anxiorrs

ance with thrat generous basket, and

altirongh $lie inwa.rdly rclxllcdi against
corsnical. -ire wvas gratefrîl for assist-

Ycs, Yn'm ve juit been up to
yoîrr roon.'

-Dear ine, Mrs. Scarrow, I'm awfui
sorr3' you've hiad ail that trouble for
notliin'. An' you sticb a weight, too,
f0 gel up ail them sîeps, let aloue tihe
basket. I says to Judy tis miorniri',
'Judy,' says 1. 1don't you lcave tihe
room by' no îweans.' An, sire said sire
wvouldn't. I hiope yotr'l excuse me for
mentionin' it, but are you sure you
knockec lioud cnugli, Mrs. Scarrowv ?"

-I didn'î knock at aill 1 Mrs. 1Rug-
Cles, this lias gone far enouigli ! oi
can't deceive nie an>' longer! Crin yon
stand tîrere, knlowirig whlat is going on
up.stairs in your room. antI look me ini
tire eye? "

Nowv Mrs. Ruggles liad been looking
straiglît into lier visitor's eyes. but iian-
nietliately upon beiing asked if sie could
dIo so, sise found il impossiole to con-
tinue. Sluc shifieci ber gaze rraeasily.
aud clscher liard little hands under
lier shawl. too mucli astonislred to
krîow wliat eIse to do.

Ilrurke>' ! " said 'Mrs. Scarrow.
Anrd not only tnîrkey. but potatoes

and gravy and cranberries andi rlings.
Celery, too, nodoubt. Andifîhisisn't
errougli, what more ?"

itîrs. Scarrow 1" MIrs. Ruggles
struggled to Inrotest.

IIPlism-prdd ing." went on MIrs. Scar.
row, raising ber hand and lier voice.

and îo-day neither Christnmas nor yet
Thanksgiving day>. Not even pancake
day ! Plum-pudlding and ice-cream,
ma'am!" '

"Mrs. Scarrow!"
-aids, and oranges, too,-swect ones,

adgoodness knows what aIl. Now,
Nà.rs. Ruggles, wvhar. 1 çaxni Io kniow is.
wbo pays for aIl] ibis? liuw manv
charitable organizations do you bclorrg
to. nîa'am ? l'I go this, minutc and
report this caise to tlic Bonrd. ind
yoîî'iî gel no mort: lrelp fromn nie.
G ood morning, ?r.Ruggles. 1 hlope
you1'l enjoy yoîrr dinner ! It's. abelles-
one tîrmn I shall sit down Io!

She wvas as good as irer %vord. WVorse
stili, sire carried away tîrat amil se
basket, ieav~ing noîbing but a -,Iicy
*odour of groceries in ils place.

WVorse tiran ail, an order for woodl
and coxns, cnorrgh la kep poor. 0îiiiied

*Mrs. lrgls wvarm for ;L rrrorrr. wulil
aw.ty with litie district visizor. Mrs.
lRuggles lookcd -iftcr ber in clisilray.

Sie wvotldn't listen to nothin' fror;î
j c"scsaici, *' flot onc word. 1'rrr.

key ! Who's got turkcy, UIç like Io
know ? An' plum.putddin'! Folks don 't


