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MISS JOCELYN'S
THANKSGIVING

Miss Jocelyn sighed wearily,
ceased the steady click, click of her
knitting needles for a few minutes.
It had been Thanksgiving day, but
Thanksgiving days werc never hap-
py ones to her, She had, tn_hu
sure, cooked cranberry sauce. She
had e¢ven had a piece of pumpkin pie.
But all this argued nothing except
that Miss Jocelyn had a convention-
al streak in her nature and wanted
to be ‘“‘like folks.'” She was not
thankful, though she was a religious
woman and honestly tried to be. All

was quiet within her little shop,
while outside there was bustle and
tonfusion. She rose from her rock-

ing chair and went into the back
yoom to put the kettle on the fire,
As she pauscd beside the stove, she
glanced up for a minute at the gaudy
calendar hanging over the little table
and realized with a start that
Mhanksgiving day this year was her
birthday, She wailked slowly hack
into her little shop room and sat
dgown and gazed around her.

She was 38 years old, and as she
looked bLack over her past each year
scemed like the last—lonely, miser-
able and weary—and looking into the
future, all was as desolate. Her life
had alwavs been the same. No-
thing sweet and tender, which would

make her heart now grow warm 1o
think of, seemied ever to have en-
tercd it.

As her dark eyes, in which lay a

world of sorrow and bitterness,
roamed over each of her small pos-
sessions, her mind was busy living
over again her sad and unsatisfied
existence. She had been born with
a beautiful straight body. She
thought of this now with a pang of
deep self-pitv, for when a child of
5 years she had heen dropped by her
mother, in some way injuring her
epine, Thus she had been delormed
and crippled for life. Only five
short wears of life like other child-
ren! Only five short years with no
pain in her side, and no hump on her
back! Sbe looked down at her poor
little body with passionate con-
tempt.

How like a bad dream had Tbeen
her girlhood! Crushed and beaten,
she grew up bitter, silent and mor-
ose, wWith nothing ever to give her
any joy, no bright spot in all her
weary days. Then her mother, to
whom she had always been a grief
and
Miss Jocelvn could still feel the thrill
of relief which shot through her when
she realized it. After that she had
been enabled to set up this little
shop. Then she had heen only 20,
but old and careworn, Still, her
heart had craved love and beauty
and pleasure, with an intensity which
frichtened her, She remembered how
wistfully she used to sit on-the steps
of her little shop at night and watch
the girls with their lavers. What
fun and laughter she heard! But
she never had any lover: she never
had even a girl friend. Oh, for
something to love, to clasp to her
poor, starved heart, to caress and
cherish! ISven the cats and dogs
scemed to shrink from her,

=he bent her poor head, streaked
with gray, down upon her counter,
and let the tcars of anpguish that
were wrung  from her lonely heart

slowly course down her sallow
checks. What, indeed, had. she to
be thankful for? Then the little bell
jingled. A fat, rosy-cheeked boy
entered and demanded a stick of
lemon candy. Miss-Jocelyn took

down the glass jar and satisfied his
desire,

After hie left she drew her wooden
rocking-chair, with its worn straw
ecat and lace tidy, nearer the stove
and continued her knitting.

With her passionate love for Leauty

she had tried in a blind way to
adorn her little home. The Ilace
tidy was one of her efforts. It was

almost pathetic to see, scattered here
and there in the plain rooms, evi-
dences of a groping toward luxury,
brightness and color, such as was
displayed in artificial flowers hung
on the gas fixture and colored prints
on the wall, ®* * *

On the corner by the old cigar
Etore the newsboys were gathered. It
was their regular place of meeting,
where they settled their disputes and
discussed business and the events of
the day. Now they were talking
very carncstly and lous abhout what
appeared to be a most important
question. This question, in the per-
son of a pinched little hunchhack,
was sitting wearily on the platform
which supported a fierce Indian
brandishing aloft a romahawk. Te
was huddled up together, clutching
his newspapers and looking from boy
to boy with a hunted expression, as

if he had small hope and did not
much care,
The matter stood thus: The news-

boys had formed a union, and no
onc outside was allowed to sell pa-
pers in that part of the city, so
they  were trying to keep the poor
Jittle hunchback from disposing of
his stock.

**No, it ain't no us=e talkin'. QGin
said Mike Flynn, ad-
vancing threateningly.

“Yous leave me alone!’’—fiercely—
“T ain't doin' no harm—'' Then the
hunchback’'s spirit died out, and his
lip quipered pitifully,

“He can’t sell them papers, any
ways, Mike. Them's mornin’ pa-
pers,”” sald another boy, jecringly.

But lemme jest tell yer, young man,
yver needn’t be buyin’ any more pa-
| pers in this part of the town,”" and,
after a few more words which fell
hecdlessly on boy’'s ears, the
!Ernwd laft.

He stood up a moment after they
had gone and called bravely, ‘‘Her-
ilaIrI, Journal! All about the mur-
| fully. No one heeded the small, mis-
'shapen figure, shivering in its thip
jacket. The lights were beginning to
' burn one by one, and cverybody was
hurrying home.

Billy gave a sharp sob of despair,
and seated himself on the platform

the

der!'’ in a voice which quavered piti-.

again, hugging his useless papers. He
leaned his 1tired head against the

s m—

wooden Indian, and clasped one thin
little arm around that worthy's legs.
He feclt a great affection for this
fierce savage. ‘‘Red Hand'' he call-
ed him, after a hero in ‘“‘Dare Devil
Dick.’”” As he hugged himself closer
to Red Hand's unresponsive anatomy
e felt that this was his only friend
—this and something else which lay
warm and purring in his pocket. It
was a wee kitten which he had pick-
ed up in the alley. Ile snuggled it
up to his face now, and rubbed his
check against its soft fur, and then
put it t'{-nc]priy back in his pocket.

Suddenly the proprietor of the
store appeared in the doorway, and,
fearing to be sent oflf, Dilly raised
himself and moved on. He paused
in front of Miss Jocelyn's window
and pressed his face against the
pane. Ile was enchanted by the glit-
tering display there. What lovely
tops and balls and books and candy!
Oh, if he only had some money! He
forgot the cold, and began to choose
the things he would buy.

Miss Jocelyn moved to the window
to look out, and saw the pale face,
with the bright eyes, peering in. She
opened the door, drawing her little
black worsted shawl closer about
her thin shoualders.

“Do you want to buy anything?"’
she said. He slowly shook his head.

‘“Are you cold?”

He nodded.

““Come in, then, and get warm by
the stove."’

She was surprised at herseli, Dbut
his wistful face touched her, and his
deformity, so like her own, appecaled
to her strangely. He followed her
in and stood warming his blue little
hands, while she went on Kknitting.
He looked around with delight at
the jars of candy on the shelves, the
slate pencils, paper, toys and other
fascinating things, and then he was
struck with an idea.

“Ef 1 sing fer yer, will yer gimme
a stick ol that ere red candy?’’ he
asked shyly, shuflling his feet on the
floor and looking up at her.

““Yes: let's hear you."

Miss Jocelyn laid down her knit-
ting,. He clasped his hands behind
him, tossed back his mass of bright,
golden hair, which clung in close
curls to his face, and began to sing.

He was not a pretty child. His
face was rather old and elfish; but
he had beautiful hair and gleaining
blue eyves. As he sang, he scemed al-
most angelic. The hard, worldly
look left his face. The sullen ex-
pression around his mouth vanished.
He flung back his bright hair, and,
fixing his eyves upon the stick of red
candy 'way up the shelf, he sang
like a little cherub, though his song
was not exactly one that a cheruk
would have chosen.

The melodv, sweet and clear and
loud, "eame evenly through his part-
ed lips and drew Miss Jocelyn's heart
to him. It was an old street song
that he sang, but he made it beauti-
ful. When the last note died away
he looked at her, half eagerly, half
questioningly. She rosc and, climb-
ing the ladder, lifted the jar down
with trembling fingers and poured
the contents into his hands. He
looked up, with sparkling eyes, and
began to suck a stick with an ec-
static expression.

“What's your name?'' said Miss
Jocelyn.

“Billy DBlair,” replied he with his
mouth full,

“Where's your mother?”

““‘Aln't got none,"”" he answered
carelessly, lifting up a stick and
looking at it fondly, with one eye
shut.

“Where's vour father?"
Miss Jocelyn nervously.

“*Ain't pot none,’’ said he, jaunt-
ily hiting ol a big piece of the
sweet stick in his hand.

‘““Ain't you had any Thanksgiving
dinner to-day?i’

“*“Nope—only but this.’
to the candy.

A red spot came on each of
Jocelyn's cheeks. She rubbed  her
hands together and began to talk,
In his astonishment he forgot to cat
the candy—iorgot everything but
what she was saving,

To live in that bewitching shop,
with the little bell over the door,
which tinkled when any one canwe in:

continued

He pointed

Iliss

iwith the window full of such inter-
|esting things, and the crowded
| shelves! Never to have to go tired,

i hungry and cold through the streets
!s;inginp, o1 selling newspapers for a
living! He could not believe it.

““Oh, ver feolin’ me!' he said in-
creduously, but when she assurcd him
apgain, with tears in her eves, that
she meant every word, his face work-
ed pitifully, and with shining eves
he said fervently, *“You bet, I'll
stay."”

After a minute he put his Wnd In
his pocket. half drew the cat axt and
hesitated—then he pulled it quite out,
and, putting it in her lap, said d\*-
| idently:

‘““‘Here’s a cat fer yer.”
he had to ofler in return.

It was all

That night Miss Jocelyn stole into
the next room, and, carefully shad-
ing the candle, looked down upon
the little figure lying on the mat-
tress. His eyves were closed. His
mass of tangled golden hair lay on
the pillow, and one dirty little hand
was still clutching a pepperment
stick.

She lifted a curl with awe, and
then half-shamefacedly kissed it.
Here was.something at last to love
and to keep and to caress and to
be thankful for. Her heart alimost
burst with happiness, and kept for
once a plorious Thanksgiving day.
She turned and went back to bed,
and though she did not know it her
heart was filled with a prayer that
the angels heard and Xept.

A
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! WAS EE EKILLED?

—

e

Mrs., Slocum Were
Great Doubt.

A few evenings since Mr. Slocum
was reading an account of a dreadfiul
accident which happened at the f[ac-
tory in the town of L——, and which
the editor had described in a great
many words,

‘T declare, wife, that was an awful
accident over at the mill,"”” said Mr.

Mr. and in

Slocum.
*What’'s it about, Mr. Slocum?"’
“I'11 read the ’‘couht. wifle, and

then you'll know all about it.”

Mr, S. began to read:—

“Horrible and TIFatal Accident,—It
becomes our melancholy and painful
dutv to record the particulars of an
accident that occurred at the lower
mill, in this village, yesterday alter-
noon, by which a human being, In
the prime of life, was hurried to
that bourne from which, as the im-
mortal Shakespeare says, ‘no travel-
er returns.’ "’

““o tell!”" exclaimed Mrs. S,

““Mr. David Jones, a workman who
has but few superiors this side of
the city, was superintending one of
the large drums——"'

T wonder if 'twas a bass drum,
such as has ‘Epluribus Unum' printed
on't?"”’

“When he became entangled,
arin was drawn around the
and finally his whaole body
the shaft at a fearful

His
drum,
was

drawn over
rate. When his situation was dis-
covered he had revolved with 1m-

mense velocity about fiftcen minutes,
his head and limbs striking a large
beam a distinct blow at each revoiu-
tion."

““Poor creature!
hurt him!"'

“When  the machinery had been
stopped it was found that Alr.
Jones’ arms and legs were maccrat-
cd into jelly."”

“Well, didn't
Mrs, Slocum,
est.

“Portions of the dura mater,

How it must havo

it kill him?'"" asked
with increasing inter-

Cerg=

brum, and cerebellum, in confused
IMasses, were scattered about the
floor. In short, the gates of cter-

nity had opened upon him."’

Here Mr. Slocum paused to ‘wipe

his spectacles, and his wife scized
the opportunity to press the ques-
tion:—

““Was the man killed?'”

“T don't know; haven't come to
that place vet: you'll know when I
have finished the piece.”

And Mr. Slocum continued
Ing.—

““It was cvident,
less form was ltaken down and it
was no longer tenanted by the im-
mortal spirit, that the vital spark
was extinct.”

““Was the man killed?—that's what

read-

when the shape-

I want to come at,”” said Mrs. Sle-
cuimn,

“Do have a litile paticnce,”" said
Mr. S., eyveing his better-half over

“T presume we shall
And he

his spectacles.
come upon it right away."’
went on reading:—

““This fatal casualty has cast a
glooin over our village, and we
trust that it will prove a warning to
all persons who are called upon to
regulate the powerful machinery of
our mills.”’

“Now,"" said Mrs. Slocum, perceiv-
ing that the narrative was ended,
““now I should like to know whether
the man was killed or not?"’

Mr. Slocum looked puzzled. He
scratched his head, scrutinized the
article he had been perusing, and

took a careful survey of the paper,

T declare, -wife,”” said he, *‘it's
curious; but really the paper don’t
say!'’

—

Fl}';?\ F:{; .ENS ”D:.L“FI..J.”

Finnegan had struck it
Klondike and he was now
having a good time.

“Ye kin bring me two dozen of the

very best eyesters,”’ he said airly to
a waliter in one of the smmartest re-
lstaurants in his native city. A nd
these were quickly set before him. He
wanted something to put on them,
and, hardly knowing what he ought
to use, he scized a bottle of a par-
eicularly fiery condiment and smoth-
lered the bivalves.
' He thrust one into his capacious
]mmlﬂl, and immediately sprang up
and danced furiously, bellowing the
while like an uncomfortable bull.

““Stop it,"”" cried the scandalised
 proprietor, ‘or I shall put you
out 1"

“P-p-put me out, 1s it?"" cried
Finnegan, “‘Oi wish yez would. Me

rich in
intent on

[matuh factory |

! A virtue is not a deceased vice.
Fine harness does not make
\fast horse.

a1 he loses his heavenly ally,

I
|

‘awhile,

HEAT OF I

CALCUTTA TAKES LONG SLEEFP
DURING HOT SPELL.
Life in the Capital of Hindostan
—Mercury Stands at
Above 100.

It is the second week
writes a Calcutta correspondent. The
heavens are as brass., On the south-
western horizon, whence cometh our
help, is as yet no sign of the black,
beneficient clouds. The mid-season
showers, tempering the sun and rip-
ening the mangoes; the little rains—
"*chota barsat’' '—preluding ““the shat-
tering might of the monsoon,'' have
somehow missed their-way. Day af-

ter day iIn the shade the mercury
stands at anything a little above @
hundred; evening after evening the

sun goes down behind the masts and
funnels of the Hooghly, behind the
standmg smoke of the jute mills
across the water, a disc of yellowish
white in a colorless sky—promising
nothing for the maorrow.

A SUMMER SLEILP,.

The city takes her summer sleep.
Long ago, as it seems, his Excellency
the “DBurra Lat Sahib'® departed
with the Government for Simla.
Ages, as it seems, have passed since
the flag flew over the low dome
crowning the snow-white replica of
Kedleston ITall since the blue-striped

pagris of the viceregal bodyguard
made way in the streets, since the
distinguished patron of Indian arts

and his graceful consort spent pleas-
ant cool afternoons in the showrooms
of the fashionable Hebrew cabinet
maker—precise East-of-Suez counter-

part of Tottenham Court Road! In
these days it was easy to think of
the second c¢ity of the Empire as

““the scttlement of an Imperial race,
and the fitting habitation of a
world-wide rule''—_Lhe viceregal rhe-
toric has an attractive cadence. In
these she has another appearance,
another character, with which, may-
hap, the Burra Lat Sahib has not
cvem a bowing acquaintance. In-
decd, he confessed so much in an or-
ation that has become famous.

FLIGHT OF THE MEMSAHIBS.

The balustraded Hed Roah
quent of the change.
straight carriageway,
Maiden at such an angle that the
priceless evening breeze irom the
south comes along it unimpeded, is
almost deserted during the briei hour
dividing the daylight from the dark.
True, the smart tum-lums and bug-
gles are still to be seen, for your
Calcutta man of business is not driv-
en away by the heat. It is the ab-
sence of the palefaced memsahib that
1S noticeable. A few, a very few, re-
main; the rest are living laborious
days within sight of the snows. In
the pre-monsoon interval the inviol-
able Red Iload becomes the resort of
anothcr grade, another shade. A
glance at the carriages that pass and
repass in the line of the breeze, or
along the road by the river, reveals
for the most part the ‘“‘Spanish com-
plexion,’” the hat in fashion of the
day before vwesterday, the mourniul
expression of those who belong to
the race which Kipling named the
real ““people of India.'" They come
out on the cool June evening from
the  hinterland that divides Chow-
ringhee from the welter of slums be-
hind; they annex the carriaee roads;
they pace up and down the IEden
Gardens listening to the town band,
at other seasons than this the daily
delight of the mercantile youth. You
remark in their faces the impassive-
ness of the East allied with—shall
one say?—the discontent of the West,

THE RIEAL CALCUTTA.

It werc a strange error, however,
to conceive of Calcutta in the heat
as a city of no pleasures. There is
no music, no drama, no society. You
may, il you are so minded, pay calls
at mid-day on Sunday in frock coat
and unclassifiable silk hat, but 1t
will not be counted unto you for
righteousness. Nevertheless, there
are other things to do. After four
months of cool drought and four
more of heat the Maiden is still glor-
iously grecn. Here and there the
rlowing blossom of a gold-mompur
ireec maintains its outdated splendor,
It is good in the morning to ride, in

18 clo-
Its broad,
crossing  the

the evening to drive, to walk—hefore |

and after the hours during which the
unrcemorseful glare imprisons you in-
doo:s. There are some,
yvounger and madder, who
such uninspiriting recereation.
less of the towering temperature,
they play hockey, football cven—with
all the ritual of tournament and cup-
tie. It sounds incredible, but that
eager, varviegated crowd—Eurasians,
Chinese, hundreds of shirt-clad babus
with the inner select company of
Europeans—testifies to the actuality
of the game that is going forward.
This is the part of Calcutta known
to the ordinary European, whose
sphere of interest is bounded by
hali-mile radius on this side the
Maiden. Beyond is the real Calcut-
ta: the swarmine bazaars, with their
indescribable reek, the putrid bustees,
from which the plague has been, for
expelled Dby the mercifully

merciless sun, the congestion, un-

' cleanliness, and penurv that are the

insoides is blazing like they was a |[fitting habitation

despair of Viceroy and Government
and corporation, This city, *“‘the
of a  world-wide
rule,’” we, who ought to know
ter, do our best to forget, intent as

Iwe are on the prospects of the mon-

the |soon and our own individual

wayvs
of making life, not endurable merely,

When David takes Goliath's weap-|but positively pleasurable, at a hun-

dred and seven in the shade.

T

NDIA'S STMMER]

in June, |

A FAMILY
GATHERING

e

“Gran'ma says will you come over
to ler house to Thauksgivin' din-
ner 77" A little maiden of nine years
in a red hood and a red jacket stood

| by my desk saying these words one

day after 1

| had closed that days

session of ihe country school I was
|t.?m:hingi “Grandma'' was  Mrs.
| Josiah Swift. She and her husband
lived in a square red brick house on
the bank of the river about hall a
inile from the school house. 1 said
at once that I would accept the in-

llic an’ her big boys !

moreover, |
condemn |
Iteck-

a |

bet~ |

vitation, for T had spent a night
with Mr. and Mrs. Swift and found
them to be a delightful old couple,

still young and cheerful in spirit and
keenly alive to all that was going
on in the world. To them belonged
the unusual distinction of being the
parents of 10 married sons and
daughters, and it seemed to me that
| the home-coming of all these child-
ren to keep Thanksgiving with the
old folks was a Thanksgiving inci-
dent worth treasuring in the store-
housge of one's mind all of one's life.
It was such a beautiful scene of
household aflections and a simple
gratitude to the Giver of all good.
“"Yes,"" said Gran'ma soon after
my arrival at her house, ""we have
a lot to be thankful for, my hushand
and T, It aint given to many
couples to live and see their 10
children good men an’ wimmen an'
married an’ livin' in homes o' their
own an’ love an’ harmony prevailin'
among 'em all. There ain't nothin’
sadder to see than estranged house-
holds. It'd break my heart if any
o' my boys an’ girls didn't speak to
each other, or if there was any reas-

on why we shouldn’t all set down
in peace an’ love to eat our thanks-
giving dinner together. An' I'm

thankful that they aint scattered so
far but they can come home to
with pa an’ me at least once a yvear.
My oldest son, James, is president
of a biz bank, but he don't feel a
mite above the poorest of his broth-
ers an’ sisters on that account., He's

awful good to 'em when they're in
trouble, an' he'll be sure to Dbe
bringin® pa an’ me some fine pre-

sonts.
train with his wife an' their two
splendid boyve. Just think we have
thirty-eight gran’children, an' they’ll
all be here to dinner with us. But
la, there is room in our hearts for
that many more, an’ we'd make
room in the house somehow. The
gran’children all eat at a table by
themselves, an’ what a good timae
they do have !

“There’'s my son Henry just drivin
in at the gate with his folks {'* She
ran to the front door and called out
cheerily, “Here yvou are! Fut your
horses in the barn, Henry, an' Mary
yvou an’' the children come right in
out o' the cold. How glad I am to
sce you ! My ! how the children do
grow ! 1'd hardly know little! Lucy.
Conie an' kiss yvour old gran'ma, all

of von, An' there comes Arony an’
his folks. Ain't seen 'em fort a
month, an’ I'm dyin’ to git hold o’

that new baby o' theirs. Willie {an’
his folks an’ Emma an' her childyen
an’ Sarah an’ her family will all{ be
| here on the noon train. We h#avve
|had a telegraft sayin’ so. Your )pa
'will go to meet them with the big
| wagon, an’' I reckin Silas will havé
| to co along with his team, there is
'so many of ‘emi. If here ain’t Nel-
How  you
hoys do shoot up. But you ain't
none too big an’ you mnever will be
too bip to kiss your old gran ma,
so you come right along an’ give
her a hug an’ a kiss. There's Reu-
ben an' his folks just drivin over the
hiil. The baby ain't been well an’
they ~was so scared that they
wouldn’t pet here, but the baby
muust he better, so that is another
thing to be thankful for. Lydia Is
here already. She is out helping to
get the turkeys ready for the oven
I'm expectin’ Andrew an’ his fnllrlzs
any minnit." \

the children an’ the children's child-
ren, greeting cach other with kindly
affection, and the father and mother
with the tenderest love. To me it
was a never to be forgpotten Thanks-
eiving day, and I often think of it
in contrast to the lack and love and
| harmony that there is in some homes
even on Thanksegiving day.

| +
SLEEPING TN A CRADLE,

There is & man of seventy in Paris
| nauned Wallace Superneau, who still
sleeps in the cradle he was rocked
' in when a baby, and hge has never
slept one night of his long liic 11
any other bed. The yvoungest of a
family of boys, Wallace retained his
,Iil:;l':.‘i,‘.irl the cradle as he Brow older,
He soon became too tall te lie in it
at full length, but he overcame this
| difficulty by drawing his knees up-
Ewm't!. IMach night to this day he

_— =

lrosts his feet squarely on the bot-
ltom of the cradle, sways his knees
to and fro, and rocks himsell {0
sleep as he did when a small hos

The habit was formed in bhabyhoaotl

an¢d never broken.

CRAIN' O BUTTERFLIES.

Milan has just been the scene of @
| remarkable “‘rain,’’ or downfali, of
| putterflies or moths., They settiled

in tens of thousands on alniost evers
available inch of space on the groun
and on the buildings of the centras
quarters of the city. The insccts
!i‘l.i'i_‘ deseribed as perfectly black gpned
marvellously active. Their prescgnce
is ascribed to an air current Sﬂ.i"‘"“"

lnlﬂng in front of 3 hurricale. |
'r

]

He will be here on the noon,

ba

f

And so they came gathering home, \
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