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The Storyteller

THE GRATITUDE OF KITTIE

Hilda wasg stolidly dipping choecolate creams when
Kittie jooked toward her down the long table and won-
dered if she had heard the news, Dut Hilda’s head
with s Huacw braids, was Lenl stoadily over hier work
and belrayed no emotion. lake a well-regulated machine
she litted the solt, white cocuties, dropped them nto the
patt of nelted chocolate that was kept at the right
temperature by a gas flame
quickly returned them to a sheet of waxed paper, put-
ting a little twist on each candied morsel by a deft
turn of the wrist.

Even Kittie’s eager cyves could detect no tremor in
the movements of that hand. It was plain that nothing
had bhappened to disturh Filda’s peace of mind., Kittie
sighed and looked down into her own pan of wneltod cho-
colate and at the tray of snowy mounds heside it. If
she was to «dip her usuwal number of creams that day
she could not afford to lose any more time. Besides,
was not her work heeded now more than even ?

I'resently Kittie's oaurls were bent as low as Hilda's
braids, and Kittie's rght hand was moving with the
same michine-hke regulaxily, as tray after tray was
filled with the tempting swoets and carried away to the
cooling room by the yery httle girls who had not yet

arrned i Lhe digmty of heing ~ hand-dipper<’” It was
one of these who had told the news to Kittie, whis-

pering to her as she brought a fresh lot of fig  and
almond centres

‘ IPactory’s guin’ to shut dewn,’ she had said. © My,
Brodiord’s goin® to fa1l.’

“Don't believe it !’ Kitlie had responded, sharply.
as a grown-up rersen of fifteen should speak to a mere
child of thirteen who had no bhusiness to be working in
a factory, anyhow, even if Kittie herself had started at
twelve, . ]

‘ But he sald so,” said the unabashed assisfant, in-
dicating the foreman with a sugary thumb, *Ile  told
Jim the boss had lost all his money and was goin' to
shut up shop.’ .

1t was then that Kittie had put down her wire dip-
per and looked acress at the unresponsive Hilda, Hilda
she felt sure, would have that same quecr fecling of
tightness in her throat at the mere thought of any
misfortune coming to the * boss.” For back ol his cheery
smile, they had reason to know, lay a genuine kindliness
of heart which strove for expression in ways that made
the Bradford factory dificrent-from any other in the
city.

yKittie had kpown so little kindness in her short.
sordid Little hife ' There bad been a few years divided
hetwoeen i noisy school with a teacher nwho did not un-
derstand and . moie noisy home with a mother who,
in the struggle for exsstence, had forgotten her  child-

ood.

0’1‘h('11 had come the factorv, as a matter of course.
Born of factory-bred parents, hnowing only children of
other faciTry-hred  mwothers  and jathers, Kittie had
never thofight of looking forward to anyihing else. Ina
vague wayv she knew that somew Iu-r(“ in the world there
were girls who wnent to school wndefintely. and emerged
at some far day school teachers, or forewonien, or per-
haps ecven glovihed beings who wore marvellous clothes
and called one ‘dear’ n low, sweet tones when the
Tansy Club met at the settlement Wednesday nights.

Tut Kattie, i her wildest dav dremins, had not
imagined such a future for herself  She had gone to
work just as she had gone to school, carrving home her
Wugoq' on Saturdav evenings just as she fm{l once car-
riad home her weellv reports on Fridavs Tt was what

all the pirls she  hknew did, and she thought nothing
about it. i
But she did 1now there wos n difference between

the Bradford factory and the other big places in town
where eandy wnas manufactured bv the ton. It was not
that the Bradiord gils did not work ten long  hours
every day, just as the girls in other factories did, or
that thev swere pawd pny better  Competition  in tlh(-
candy husiness mas too sharp to perinit any expensive
phil:{nthro]:y Bt Thadierd, 1t was generally, 1f reluc-
tantly, acknownledaed, did wore for his work people
than anvy one else 1 town.

Perhaps 1t was hecanse he had two little daughiers
who had not so much as <pen the inside of his estab-
lishment that mwade him feel partienlarlv tender  with
the hundreds aof Iittle girls who came to hiwm for em-
ployment. He wanld mueh preferred not to take them
at all. hut if they did not wark for him they would
work for cfome one eclee. simree theore was no law  that
could provent them Nntom working .

S0 Bradiord eaced hig conscierce hy doing  what he
could ta make the time thev spent at work more plea-
sant. Tt was bhe who had tried the plan of o fifteen
minutes’ reeess in the nuddle of the morning and of the
afternoon, despite  the sscerttor s of his superintendent
that the loss of a hall boir’s work a day meant just as
much less 1n the week's toial output. )

‘Never mind, Tom,” e would sav on such occasions

Tf there were no heiter rea<on, kindness pays, They
work helter for the rest, don't thev ? ' ,

< tWell.! half aseented Tom, ‘it don't look natural

Tom hnd likewisze protested when a big bress  urn
was bought, and Pradford announced his intention  of
serving n cup of coflee free to every employee at noon.
Was it not enoush to buy gimceracks all round at Christ-

underneath, and then -

mas, and to send pails of cold lemonade to the work-
rooms on hot summer days ? If you do too much for
peopie, they will nel do anything for you, an argument
that Dradford inveriably met with an enigmatical smile,

" We can't tell about that,” he said, bringing the con-
versation to a close for the hundredth time. * Desides,
it's a man’s sheer duty to do what he can.’

* Bradiord’s crazy !’ said the other manufacturers,
hearing with unfeigned alarm of his intemtion to build a
working pceople’s club-house so that his employees could
have reading rooms, a gymnasium and baths.

Rot Bradford only inughed at their misgivings. The
club-house was only on paper so far, and as for the
other Lh.ngs he was doing, he declared them the best
possible vestment of ecapital. It was quite bad
cnough, he asserted, to run a business on the labor of
children without trying to do all that a man reasonably
could to make life easier and brighter for them.

He admitted that that was something that their
fathers should have heen doing. but since it was plain
that some one was neglecting his duty, he, for the sake
of ?&s own pink-cheeked daughters, meani to do all he
cou .

He never said anything of this to the girls in the
factory. He never rcally said anything to them at all,
except ‘ Good morning !’ when he happened to meet
them, but every girl in the place cherished the memory
of the smile which nlways accompanied the greeting.
Kittie vecalled how it had cheered her when she caime
back the day after her father was huvied ; and she re-
metnbered the cheque that had found its was to her
widowed mother.  And now the factory was going to
close : the boss was to lose all his money !

Kittie winked back the tears and waited impatiently
for the 12 o’clock whistle, but her hands after tgxat firet
pause never stopped until the first blast blew. Then
she laid down her dipper and ran over to where Hilda
was carefully putting a true-lovers’ knot on & chocolate-
coveretd peppermintg.

“Hurry up !’ said Kittie.
tell you.’

“All right,” said Hilda, viewing her work with pride.
She was a young person of slow movements and limited
English.

K.H'.Comc over to our corner and I'll tell you ! ' urged
1 e

Hilda produced a tin lunch-box.
she ashed.

‘ Never mind,” said Kittie, who had forgotten all
about eating. “ Hilda, have vou heard about it ? Did
vou kuow the boss had lost his money and the factory's
gom’ to shut down an’-——'  The warm-hearted girl be-
ran to sob. Hilda listened stolidly. It was difficult
for her to express her emotions in words, but her blue
eves grew moist and her sandwich took on a strange
new saltiness.

¢ Dt what can we do ? 7 she said, despairingly. * We
ain’'t rich peopie’

Kittie nodded her head mournfully.
worhm’ for no one else,” she said.’ *Wish I could
wotk for him forever '’  Then she stopped and stared
at Thilda’s rotund countenance.

‘1I’ve pot it !’ Kittie fairlv ‘ That's
what we'll do?

"Tio what ? ' said the wondering Hilda.

*Work for nothin’ ' 7 ¢ried Kitlie, her ecves sparkling.
Tl et the girls will do it ! Come along, I'm goin’
to tell "em '’ and, drapging Milda by a corner of her
lue gingham apron, Kitbe ran down the long room to
the coiner wheore most of the girls had congregated for
thelr noon meai.

SAm't she a creary  thing ? 7 commented Millie
Dulanev, who was 17 and had a beau and fine airs in
CONSCOIeNCe.

“Kitiwe's all right,” said Raoasie Derger, who lved
next door to the Maguires. and by virtue of being the
oldest hand  among the girls wiclded some authority.
“There am’t nething she won't do for vou if she takes
a notion. Ain't that so, Kittie,” she asked, as the little
gl came 1o an abrupt stop m front of her. Kittie was
too exvited 1o replv.

“What’s the matter 7’ asked Rosie.

A’ you heard 77 said Kittie. ' Don't vou know
Ehc l:)n-:s is hard up and iz goin’ to shut down the fac-
oty '

The girls stared at her in astonishment.

1 tald von she was crazy,” said tho superior Millie.

‘Bul it's so,’ said Kittie, stoutly ; * the Toreman said
sa 7

‘I’ve got something to

" Where's yours ? '’

‘TIt'd be awiul

screamed,

*Well,” =aid Millie, smartly, ' I don't see what we've
oot to do about it if i is.?

“Yron keep sl P ' commanded Rosie, who was not
demaonstrative of her nower unless there was occasion for
it ‘' Now, oo on, Kittie. If it’s truc what can we do
al'out it 2

I've ot an idea,’ saild Kittie, more slowly, Some-
how her enthusmem was obbhing away, and her wanderful
plan seewred Tess easv of execniion and less positive of
results in the cold elitter of Millie Dulancy’s black cyes.
CAmvwaey T ohad one. Guess 1L won’t do, t‘nough.‘
thotight mebhe we conld do somethine, hut——?

“What was 1t ? * insisted Tosie,

CWo might work for nothin’,” said Kiltie, slowly.

‘ For nothin’ * ' repeated Millie, scornfully. Somo
of the girls titfererd. ' What are you talking about ?’
cyvel [Rosie said

Opposition was all that Kittie's heart needod to fan
dyine enthosiasm nto life,

*see here ' she said. ‘Tt ain't as if we had loads
of monev 11 we had, there ain’t none of us, ’cept it’s
Millie, who wonldn’t lend it all to the boss after all
he's done for us.  But we ain’t got it. DBut we've got
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