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Pra)
j was the night before Thanksgiving and

cold enough to snow. The wind was blowing so hard in
gusts that it sounded as if it were trying to force the
blinds off the houses and drive every living creature into
some shelter to escape it.

In the dining-room of a small city house, on an un-
fashionable street, a boy and girl, Martin and Ruth
Belton, were sitting. On one end of the dining table
was a platc cup and saucer set neatly on a tray cloth; on
the other end were some books which the boy was *;mdy—
ing, though he got up every now and then and joined his
sister, who was looking out the window,

“"Mother is late tonight,” he said at last. "I think it's
too bad to keep her so late the night before Thanks-
giving.”
~ "I suppose she is finishing a dress somebody is going
to wear tomorrow, ' said Ruth, “Everybody but us seems
to be going away or having company. We shan't have
any good time. We've nowhere to go to and nobody to
visit us.”

“We shall be lucky,” said Martin, "if we have a
Thanksgiving dinner. Mother said she couldn’t afford
to get much of a dinner unless she is paid tonight for
her work.”

A gust of wind swept down the street just then and
rattled the blinds. When it died out Ruth said: "Hark!
I thought T heard a cat crying in the back yard. It may
be that poor little cat that we saw the other day running
away from our garbage pail. She jumped up on the
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fence and went over into the alley. I suppose she’s cold
and hungry. Mother said some family must have moved
and left her, and she wished we could coax her into our
shed. I'm going to see if she is in the yard now.”

Martin and Ruth went into the little kitchen and
looked out the windows, which opened on the back yard.
In the moonlight they saw a cat crouched up against the
shed door mewing pitifully. ""Why, she is asking us to
let her in,” said Martin. “T'll go and open the door.”

“Better let me go,” said Ruth. “Cats and dogs that
are homeless are apt to be afraid of boys, they chase them
s0."”

“I never chase them,” said Martin. "I wouldn’t be so
mean as to chase a poor, hungry, homeless cat or dog.”

"I know you wouldn’t, but the cat doesn’t know it.
You go and get a saucer of bread and milk. I'm sure
mother would let us take it for her, and I'll try to coax
her in,” and, saying this, Ruth went into the shed and
opened the door into the yard very softly and quietly.

The cat did not run away far, only a step or two; she
looked up into Ruth’s face and again mewed very mourn-
fully. Ruth held the door open and stepped back a little
out of sight, calling gently: "‘Pussy, pussy,” and the cat
came in very cautiously, crouching down, ready to run if
anyone made a sudden motion to catch her.

Martin had the kitchen door open a little way, and
now, without coming into the shed himself, he handed
Ruth the saucer of bread and milk. Ruth put it on the
floor, as far from the outside door as she could, and after






