


idea.  But being shown them on the black- band across the aisle, Emmy LOU took the 
board Emmy Lou copied them diligently. proffered end- 
And as the time Ivent on,  Emmy Lou went A t  this  the  little boy slid back; into  his 
on copying digits. And the one endeavor desk,  holding t o  his end.  And a t  the critical 
of Ernmy LOU being t o  avoid the notice of moment of elongation, the  little  boy  let go. 
Miss Clara, it happened the needs of  Emmy And the property Of elasticity is t o   bound. 
Lou \vere frequently lost sight of in  the Emmy  LOU’S heart stood still. Then it 
more  assertive claims of the seventy. swelled. But in her filling eyes  there  was 

And  Emmy LOU was not catching up. no suspicion,  only hurt. And even while a 
And i t  was January. tear splashed down, and falling  upon t,he 

But to-day was to be different. The lit- laboriously copied digits, wrought havoc, 
tle boy  was nodding, and beckoning. So far Emmy Lou smiled bravely across at the  little 
the seventy had left Emmy Lou alone. As boy. I t  would  have made the  little boy f e d  
a general thing  the herd crowds toward the bad t o  know  how it  hurt. SO Emmy LOU 
leaders, and the laggard brings up the  rear winked bravely, and  smiled. 
alone. Whereupon the  little boy wheeled  about 

But to-day the  little boy was beckoning. suddenly and fell t o  copying digits furiously. 
Emmy Lou looked up, Emmy  Lou  was Nor did he look Enmy Lou’s way, only drove 
pinked-cheeked and  chubby,  and in  her  heart his pencil into his slate with a fervor that 
there was  no guile. There was an ease and  made ,Miss Clara rap  sharply  on her desk. 
swagger  about  the  little boy,  And he always Emmy  Lou wondered if the little boy was 
knew when t o  stand up,  and what for. mad. One  would think i t  had s tung  the 
Emmy Lou more than once had  failed t o  little boy and not Emmy Lou. But since  the 
stand up, and Miss  Clara’s reminder had been little boy  was not looking, Emmy Lou felt 
sharp. It was when a bell rang one must free t o  let her  little fist ,seek her mouth for 
stand up. But  what  for, Emmy Lou never comfort. . 
knew, until after  the  others began t o  do it. Nor did  Enlmy Lou dream, tha t  across the 

But  the  little boy  aIways knew, Emmy  aisle, remorse was eating  into a l i t t le boy’s 
Lou had heard him, too, out on the bench, soul. Or that, along with remorse,  there 
glibly tell Miss Clara about the mat, and a went the image of one Emmy Lou, defense- 
bat, and a black rat. To-day he stood forth less, pink-cheeked, and smiling bravely. 
with confidence and told about a fat  hen.  The next morning Emmy Lou was early. 
Emmy Lou was glad t o  have the  little boy  Emmy Lon was always early. Sinco enter- 
beckon her. ing  the Primer Class, breakfast had los$ its 

And in Emmy  Lou’s heart  there was no  Savor to Emmy Lou, in the  terror of being 
guile.  That the little boy should be holding late. 
out an end of a severed india-rubber band But this morning the  little boy was there 
and  inviting her  to  take  it, was  no stranger before her.  Hitherto his tardy and clatter- 
than other  things happening in  the  Primer  ing  arrival had  been a daily happening, pro- 
World every day. vocative of accents  sharp and energetic  from 

tion breathed mystery, the sheep from the But this morning the  little  boy was early. 
goats, so t o  speak, the little  girls all one He  was in his desk copying from his Primer 
side the  central aisle, the  little boys all the on to  his slate. The easy, ostentatious way 
other-and t o  overstep the line of demarca- the  little boy glanced from slate t o  book was 
tion a thing too  dreadful to contemplate. not  lost upon Emmy  Lou. For  Emmy 1,011 

Many things were  strange.  That one lost  her place whenever her eyes left   the 
must  get  up suddenly when a bell rang, was rows of digits upon the  blackboard. 
strange. Emmy Lou watched the  little boy. And 

And t o  copy digits until one’s chubby fin- the  little boy’s pencil drove with furious ease 
gem,  tightly  gripping  the pencil, ached, and and its path was marked with  flourishes. 
then t o  be expected to  take a sponge and Emmy Lou never dreamed that it was because 
wash  those  digits off, was strange. she was watching that  the  little boy was3 

And t o  be told crossly to sit down was be- moved t o  this  brilliant exhibition. Presently 
wildering, when in answer to c, a, t, one the  little boy reached the end of his page. 
said, And yet  there was Pussy He  looked  up, carelessly, incidentally, It 
washing  her face, on the  Chart, and Miss seemed to be borne t o  him that  Emmy LOU 
Clara’s pointer  pointing to  her. was there. The little boy nodded. Then, as 

SO when the little boy held out the rubber if moved by sudden impulse, the  l i t t le boy 

The very manner of the  infant classifica- Miss Clara. 



dived into his desk, and after ostentatious sections. Ernmy Lou belonged t o  the third 
search in, on, under it,  brought  forth a section. It was the last Bection,  and Emmy 
pencil. He held i t  up for Emmy Lou to see. Lou was the  last one in  it. Though Emmy 
Nor did Emmy Lbu dream’  that it was for Lou had no idea what a section meant or 

Uncle Michael had unlocked the Primer door. Yesterday the  third  section had  said,  over 
Emmy LOU looked across at the pencil. and aver, in chorus, ‘ l  One and one are two, 

. this the l i t t le  boy had been there since  before why she was  in it. 

It was a slate pencil. A fine, long, new slate two and two am four,” etc.--but to-day 
pencil grandly encased for half its length in they said, ‘ I  Two and one are three, two and 
gold paper. One bought thorn at  the drug-  two are four.” 
store across from ,the school, and one  paid Emmy Lou wondered, four what ? Which 
for  them the whale of live cents. put her behind, so that when she began 

Just then a bell rang. Enmy Lou got up again  they were saying, ‘‘ two and four are 
suddenly. But   i t  was the bell for school t o  six.” So now she knew. Four  is six. But 
take up. So she sat down. She was glad  what is six? Emmy Lou did not know. 
Miss Clara was not yet in her place. When she came hack t o  her desk the pen- 

After the Primer Class had filed in, with cil was there. The fine, new, long slate 
panting and frofity  entrance, the bell rang pencil encased in gold paper. And the little 
again.  This  time  it wczs the right bell tapped boy was gone. I-Te belonged t o  the first 
by Miss CXara, now in her place. SO again  section, and the first section was  now on the 
Emmy 1,011 got  up suddenly, and by following bench. Emmy Lau leaned across and put 
the  little girl ahead, Ernmy Lou learned that  the pencil back on the  little bay’s desk. 
the bell meant, go out t o  the bench. Then Elnrny Lou prepared herself .to copy 

The Primer Class, according t o  the degree  digits with her  stump o f  a! pencil. Emmy 
of i ts   infant precocity, was  divided in three Lou’s were always stumps.  Her pencil had 
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a way of rolling off her desk  while she  was looked trpubled. ‘ I  She doesn’t seem to  be 
gone. And one pencil nlakes  many stumps. catching up,” she said, 
The little boy,_had generally helped her  pick “No,” said Aunt IMh.  
them up on  her  return.  But  strangely, from ‘ I  No,” agreed Aunt Louise. 
this  time, Emmy Lou’s pencils rolled off no “Nor-on,” said Uncle Charlie, the  brother 
more. of the  aunties,  lighting  his  cigar t o  go down 

there was a whole  side filled with  digits  in  Aunt Cordelia spread the paper out. It 
soldierly rows across. And Emmy LOU’S bore the words : 
heart  grew  light  and  free from the  weight of “ I t  is for you.” 
digits,  and  she  gave  her time to  the  washing So Emnly Lou put the peI16il sway in the 
off of her desk, a thing in which her sou1 companion,  and tucked it about wit11 
reveled. And for which, patterning  after grimy slate ragR that no harm might befall it. 
her  little  girl neighbors, she kept  within  her And the next day  she  took i,l; out a 1 1 d  nsed 
desk a bottle of soapy  water  and  rags of a itl. Dut first she looked over at  the little boy. 
gray and  unpleasant  nature,  that  never The little boy was busy. Hut; ~ 1 1 ~ 1  Emmy 
dried, because of their  frequent  using. Lou looked up again, tho little l)oy wiLS 
When Emmy Lou first came to school, her looking. 
cleaning  paraphernalia consisted of a sponge Tho little boy grew red, and wheeling HU(]- 
secured  by a string t o  her  slate,  which was denly, fell t o  copying  digit8 furiously, hllt1 
the  badge of the new and  the  unsophisticated  from that moment on tho lit;I,lc I)i)y IViL8 
comer. Emmy Lou had quickly learned  that. moved t o  strange  behavior. 

And no one now rejoiced  in a fuller  assort- T h e e  limes before ~ B C ~ S R  (Zit1 tllC3 li,~,blo 
ment of soap, bottle, and rags than Emmy boy, boldly ignoring the prefaw (:):E 1ll)y:Li,re(l 

But when  Emmy Lou took up  her  slate town. 

Lou. Nor &d a sponge longer dangle  from 
the frame of her  slate. On coming in  from I x 



Emmy Lou had no idea what happened. jumped. Emny Lou jumped. And the sixty- 
It took placo behind her. I3ut there  was nine jumped. And, following  this, the  little 
another  little  girl who did. A little  girl girl  lifted  her voice in  lachrymal lament. 
who bq&sted  curls, ;yellow curls in  tiered Miss Clara sat erect. The Primer Class 
rows about  her head. A lachrymosal little held its breath. It always held its breath 
girl, and a little  girl who d-l!ected great when Miss Clara sat erect. Emmy Lou held 
horror of the  little boy,g. tightly  to  her desk besides. She wondered 

this : the  little boy, in passing, deftly lift a Then Miss Clara spoke. Her accents  cut 
cherished curl between  finger and thumb and the silence. 
proceed on his way. Billy Traver ! ” 

The little  girl did not  fail the little boy. Billy Traver stood forth. It was the little 
In the suddenness .a-€ the  surprise, she sur- boy; 
prised even him by her outcry. Miss Clara Since you seem pleased t o  occupy your- 

And what Emmy Lou failed to  seo was what it was all about. 
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ten. On Einrny Lou’s desk lay something It rested heavy on Emmy Lou’s heart, 
square and white. I t  was an envelope. I t  however, that  there was reading on it. She 
was a beautiful envelope, all over  flowers  and studied i t  surreptitiously. The reading was 
scrolls. made up of letters. I t  was the first time 

Emmy Lou knew it. It was a valentine. Emmy Lou  had thought about that. She 
Emmy Lou sat  down. Her cheeks grew knew  some of the  letters. She would ask 
pink. some  one the  letters  she did not know  by 

She took it out. I t  was  blue. And it was pointing them out on the  chart at recess. 
gold. And it had reading on it. Emnly LOU was learning. I t  was the first 
Emmy Lou’s heart sank. She could not time since she came to school. 

read  the  reading. The door opened.  Some But what did the  letters make ? She 
little  girls came in. Emmy Lou hid her val- wondered, after recess, studying the valen- 
entine in her boolr, for since you must not- tine again. 
she would never show her valentine--never. Then she went home. She  followed Aunt 

The little  girls wanted t o  know if she had Cordelia about. Aunt Cordelia was  busy. 
gotten a, valentine, and Emmy Lou said, yes, “What does i t  read ? ”  asked Emmy Lou, 
and her cheeks were pink with the joy of Aunt Cordelia listened. 
being able t o  say it. “ B,” said Elnmy Lou, “and e ”  ? 

between the covers of her Primer. But n o  If B was Be, i t  was strange  that B and e 
one else might see it. were Be. But many things  were  strange, 

Tlzrough the day, Emmy  Lou took peeps “ Be,” said Aunt Cordelia. 



Emrny LOU accepted them all on fa,ith. Uncle Charlie was there, and the aunties, 
After dinner  she approached Aunt Katie. sitting around, reading. 
‘’ What d ~ e s  it read 1 ?’ asked Emmy Lou, ((1 got a valentine,” said Emmy Lou. 

m and y ? ” They all looked up. They had forgotten 
‘‘ My,” said Aunt Katie. i t  mas Valentine’s Day, and it carne t o  them 
The rest was harder. She could not re- that if  Emmy LOU’S mother  had not gone 

member the  letters, and  had to copy them away, never to come back, the  year before, 
off on her slate. Then she  sought Tom, the Valentine’s Day would not  have  been  for- 
house-boy. Tom  \Tas out a t  the  gate talking gotten.  Aunt Cordelia smoothed the black 
t o  another house-boy. She waited until  the dress she was wearing because of the mother 
other boy was gone. who would never come back, and looked 

and she told the  letters off trhe  slate.  It But Emmy Lou laid the  blue  and gold 
took Tom some time, but finally he told valentine on Aunt Cordelia’s knee. In  the 
her. valentine’s center  were two hands clasping. 

Just then a little girl came along. She Emmy Lou’s forefinger pointed to  the words 
was a  first-section  little girl, and at school beneath the clasped hands. 
she  never noticed Emmy Lou. “ I can read  it,” said Emrny LOU. 

LC 

What does i t  read ? asked Emmy Lou, troubled. 

Now she was alone, SO she stopped. They listened. Uncle Charlie put down 
I C  Get any valentines ? ” his paper. Aunt  Louise looked over  Aunt 
“Yes,” said Emmy Lou. Then moved t o  Cordelia’s shoulder. 

c.onfidence  by the  little girl’s friendliness, “ B,” said Emmy Lou, e-Be.” 
Emmy Lou added, “ It has reading on it.” The aunties nodded. 

‘‘ Pooh,,’ said the  little girl, they all “hí,” said Emmy Lou, “ y-my.” 
have that. My mamma’s been reading  the Ernmy. Lou did not  hesitate. “V,” said 
long verses inside t o  me.” Emmy Lou, a, 1, e, n, t, i, n, e-Valentine. 

Emmy Lou. ‘‘ There ! ” said Aunt. Cordelia. 
Of course, t o  grown-up people,” said the “Well !” said  Aunt  Katie. 

little girl.” “At  last ! said Aunt Louise. 
The gas was lit when  Emmy Lou came in. ‘ I  H’m ! ” said Uncle Charlie. 

“ Can you show them-valentines ? ” asked Be  my Valentine.” 
L< 
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dismissal had rung. The Large Lady, arms their departing footsteps along the bare cor- 
folded across her bombazine bosom, had ridors and down the echoing stairway COM- 
faced the  class, and with awesome solemnity ing back like a knell t o  her sinking heart. 
had already enunciated, “ Attention ” ; and Then class after class from above marched 
sixty little people had sat up straight, when past the door and on its clattering way, 

the door opmeii, and a tar;lc,l~er from the 
floor above came in. 

At har whispered conficionco, tho Large 
Lady left; the room  hasbily, while the  strange 
teEtcher, with a hurried ‘‘ ono--two---three, 
march out quietly, children,” turned, and 
followed her. And Ernmy Lou, l& sitting 
at her desk, saw through  gathering  tears 
Che line of First-Readers wind around the 
room and file out the door, the sound of 

while voices from outside, shrill with the joy 
of release, came up through the  open win- 
dows in talk, in laug;hter, together with,tlle 
patter of feet on t h e  bricks. Then a8 these 
familiar sounds grew fewer, fainter,  farther 
away, some belated footsteps went echoing 
through  the building, a door slammed somo- 
where-then--silence. 

Emmy Lou waited. , She wondered how 
long i t  would be, There was watermelon at 
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home for  dinner; she had Seen i t  borne in, trembling in every limb,  alld Some one corn- 
a great,  striped promise of ripe and juicy ing  up  the stairs-she could heal. the S~OW,  
lusciotlsness, 011 the marketman’s shoulder heavy foot fdk ,  and a moment later she saw 
befare  she canle t o  school. And here a tear, The Man-the Recess filan, the IOW,. black- 
long  gathering, splashed down the  little pink bearded, black-brewed, scowlil1g  Man-with 
cheek. the broom across his shoulder, reach  the 

Still that awesome personage presiding hallway, and malce toward the open doorway 
over the fortunes of the  First-Readers  failed of the First-Reader room. Elnlny Lou held 
t o  return. Perhaps  this was “ the examina- her  breath, stiflened her  little body, and- 
tion into-into-”  Enlnly  Lou  could not  re-  waited. But The Man pausing t o  light his 
member w‘flat--to be left in  this big, bare pipe, Enlmy LOU, ill the sudden respite l;hus 
room with the flies droning and humming in afforded, slid in a trembling k a p  beneath 
lazy circles up near the ceiling. The for-  the desk, and on hands and knees went 
saken desks, with a forgotten book or slate crawling  across the floor. And as uncle 
left here and there upon them, the pegs Michael came in, a momenf; after, broom, 
around the walls empty of hats and  bonnets, pan, and feather-duster in hand, the last 
the unoccupied chair upon the platform- fluttering edge of a little pink dress was dis- 
Emmy Lou gazed at these with a  sjnking  appearing  into the  depths of the big, empty 
sensation of desolation, while- tear followed coal-box, and its sloping  lid was lowering 
tear down her chubby face. And listening upon a flaxen head and cowering little figure 
t o  the flies and the silence, Emmy Lou be- crouched within. Uncle Michael having put 
gan t o  long  €or even the Bombazine Pres- the room t o  rights, sweeping ancl dusting, 
ence, and dropping her quivering comte- with many.a  rheumatic  groan in accompzmi- 
nance upon her  arms folded upon the desk, ment, closed the windows, and going out, 
she sobbed aloud. But the time was long, drew the door after him, and, as was his 
and the  .day was warm, and the sobs grew custom, locked it. 
slower, and the  breath began t o  come in 
long-drawn quivering sighs, and the next Meanwhile, a t  Emmy Lou’s Elorne the eld- 
Emmy Lou knew she was sitting  upright,  ers wondered. ‘ I  You don’t lcnow Emmy 

‘rSUUNDd GREW FEWER, FAINTER, FARTHER AWAY . , . A DOOR SLAMMED SOMEWHERE-TKEN--SILENCI.” 



‘‘ ‘ W H A T  YOU WANTER DO,’ STATED THE SMALL BOY, ‘IS FIND UNCLE MICHAEL ; HE KEEPS THE KEYS.’” 

LOU,” hunt Cordelia, round, plump, and but a few doors off, went on around that cor- 
cheery, insisted t o  the lady visitor spend- ner to Cousin Amanda’s, the school-house, 
ing  the day; “ Emmg  Lou never loiters.” when she finally reached it, was  locked up, 

Aunt  ICatie, +he prettiest auntie, cut off with the blinds  down at every front wiridow 
a thick round of melon as they arose from as if it had closed its eyes and gane t o  sleep. 
the  table, and put it in the refrigerator for .TTncle Michael had a way of cleaning and 
Emmy Lou, “ It seems a joke,” she  re- locking the  front of the building first, and 
marked, I ‘  such a baby as Ernmy LOU going going in and out at the back doors. But 
to school, anyhow; but then she has only a Aunt  Louise  did not know this, and, anyhow, 
square t o  go and  come.” she was sure  that she would find Emmy Lou 

half-past two Aunt  Louise, the youngest But Ernmy Lou was not a t  home, and it 
auntie, started out t o  find her. But as she being now well on in the afternoon, Aunt 
stopped on the way at  the houses of all the Katie and Aunt Louise and the lady visitor 
neighbors t o  inquire, and ran around the and the cook all started out in search, while 
corner t o  Cousin Torn Macklin’s t o  see if Aunt Cordelia sent  the house-boy down-tom 
Emmy Lou could be there, and then, being for Uncle Charlie. Just as Uncle  Charlie 

But Emmy Lou did not come. And by at  home when she got there. 
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arrived-and it was past five  o7c1ock by then scornful wonder. ‘ ‘ What  wanter do, ”, 
-some of the children of the neighborhood, stated  the small boy, “ is End u n c h  Michael; 
having found a small boy living some squares he keeps the keys. wellt past; my house 
off who confessed t o  being in the  First a while ago, going home. H e  lives in Rose 
Reader with Emmy Lou, arrived also, with Lane Alley. ’Tain’t much outer niy way,” 
the small boy in tow. condescendingly; ‘‘ 1’11 take you there.” 

when she saw ’em, ” stated  the small boy I t  was dark when a motley throng OE un- 
with the derision o l  superior  ability, “ an’ cle, aunties, visiting lady, neighbors, and 
teacher,  she told her to  stay after school. children went climbing the cavernow, echo- 
She was settin’  there in  her desk when school ing stairway OP .the dark school building be- 
let  out, Emmy Lou was.” bind the toiling figure of the  skeptical T h c h  

jetted. “ Her teacher went home the min- Ain’t I swept over every i w h  oE .this 
Ute school was out,” she declared. “ Isn’t  here school-house m y ~ e l f  and carried  the 
the new lady, Mrs. Samuels, your teacher ? ” trash outten a  dust-pan ? ” grumbled U K X ~  
this  to the small boy. “ Well, her daugh- Michael, with what  inference nobody just 
ter,  Hattie, she’s  in my room, and she was then stopped t o  inquire. Then with t h o  air 
sick, and her mother came up to  our room of a mistreated, aggrioved pm011 who fools 
and took her home. Our teacher, she went hiwself a victim, he paused boforo a certain 
down and dismissed the First-Readers. ” door on the second floor, and fìt,l;ot.l a key in 
“ I don’t care if she did,” retorted the its lock. “ Were il;’ i s  thon, No. 9, t o  sat- 

small boy. “ I reckon 1 saw Emmy Lou isfy the  lady,” aa1d ho flung open the door. 
settin’  there when W C  como away.” The Ij’ght of Uncle Michael’s lantern fol1 full 

Aunt Cordelia, pale and tearful, clutched upon tho  wide-oyed, terror-smitten person 
Uncle Charlie’s ann. “ Then she’s there, of Emmy L O U ,  in her desk, await;ing, lmr mis- 
Brother Charlie, locked up in that dreadful erable  littlo  lieart knew not what horror. 
place--my precious baby-” She-diu told n10 . t o  stay,” sobbed I3mmy 
“ Pshaw ! ” said Uncle Charlie. Lou in Aunt Cordelia’s ar1118, alid I atayod ; 
But Aunt Cordelia was wringing her hands. and the Man c a m ,  mcl I hicl in thrs coal- 

“ You don’t know Emmy Lou, Charlie. 19 box! ’’ 
ahe was  told t o  stay,  she has stayed.  She’s And Aunf; Chrddia, holding hur elaso, 
loclced up in that dreadful place. What sobbed ‘too, and Aunt; IhtiB criotl, and Aun,t 
shall we do, my baby, my precious baby-” Louise and t h e  lady visitor cried, ancl ’[Jnolo 

Aunt ICatie was  in tears,  hunt Louise in  Charlie passed his plump whita 11:1,nd ovar 
tears,  the cook in loud lamentation, AunC his eyes, and said, “ I ) R ~ U W  ! ” Ancl. t110 
Cordelia fast; verging upon hysteria. teacher OP tho First IicmXer, whun Hho ho:~rrl 

The small boy from the First Reader, legs about i t  next cl try ,  criotl harde~I; o f  t , h e r n  ~ ~ 1 1 ,  
apart, hands in  kniclrerboclwr poclrets, 80 hard tllat not; even Annb 0ortl.olia co~lc] 
gazed a t  the crowd of jrsesolut;o elclers with cherish :t focding against l~er.  

She  didn’t know dog from ‘ frog ’ And meekly they followed in his footsteps. 

But a big  girl of the neighborhood ob- Michael, lantern in hand. 



X12E was Izeatl ancl foot in 
the Second Keader. Ernmy 
l m  heard it whispered the 
day of her entrance  into 
the Second Reader room. 

Once, head and foot  ’had 

sat on the platform, and Ernmy Lou loved 
tho  Teacher. 

The Second Reader Teacher was the lady, 
the nice lady, the pretty lady with white 
hair, who patted little girls on the cheek as 
she passecl them in the hall. On the first 
day of school, the name of “ Emma Imlise 
MacLaurin ” had been called. Emmy Lou 
stood up. She loolred a t  the Teacher. She 
wondered jf the Teacher remembered. Emmy 
LOLZ \va! chubby and round arid much in ear- 
nest. And the lady, the pretty Isdy, looking 
down at her, smiled.  Then Emmy Lou knew 
that the lady had not forgotten. And Emmy 
LOLI sat down, And she loved the Teacher 
and she loved the Sec30nd Reader. Emmy 
Lou had not heard the Teacher’s name. But 
could her grateful  little heart- have resolved 
its feelings into words, “ Dear Teaoher ” 
must ever after have been the lady’s name. 
And so, as if impelled by her own chubby 
weight and some head-and-foot force of 
gravity, though Enmy Lou descended stead- 
ily to  the foot of the Second Reader class, 
there were compensations. The foot  WRS 
in the shadow of the platform and within  the 
range of Dear Teacher’s smile. 

Besides, there was Hattie. 
Emmy Lou sat with Hattie. They sat at a 

front desk. Hattie Ilad plaits ; small affairs, 
perhaps, but tied  with ribbons behind each 
ear. And the part bisecting Hattie’s littk 
head from nape t o  crown was exact and true. 
Ernmy 1,ou admired plaits. And she admired 
the little pink sprigs on Ihttie’s dress. 



Hattie put her lips close to  Emmy Lou’s 
ear. 

l‘ Let’s us be nintimate friends,” said 
Hattie. 

Though small in knowledge, Emmy Lou 
was large in faith. She confessed herself as 
glad to  be a nintimate friend. 

When Emmy Lou found that to  be a ninti- 
mate friend  meant t o  walk about the yard 
with Hattie’s arm about her, she was glad 
indeed to be one. Hitherto, a t  recess, 
Emmy Lou had known the bitterness of the 

* outcast and the pariah. Emmy Lou had 
stood around, principally in corners, t o  avoid 

hastily.- Somëhow she  felt  that  she had been 
immodest. The next day Ernmy Lou’s Reader 
came to school discreetly swathed in calico. 

Hardly had the Second Reader begun, 
when one Friday the music man came. And 
after  that he came every Friday  and  stayed 
an hour. 

He was a tall,  thin man, and he had a 
point of beard on his chin that made him 
look taller. He wore a blue cape, which he 
tossed on a chair. And he carried a violin. 
Bis name was Mr. Cato. Re drew five lines 
on the blackboard, and made eight  dots  that 
looked as ‘though  they were going  upstairs 
on  the lines. Then he rapped on his violin 
with  his bow, and the class sat  up straight. 

‘‘ This,’’ said Mr. Cato, js A,” and he 
pointed t o  a dot. Then he looked a t  Emmy 
Lou. Unfortunately Emmy Lou sa t   a t  a 
front desk. 
“ Now, what is i t  ? ” said Mr. Cato. 
(‘ A,” said Emmy Lou obediently. She 

wondered. But she had met A in so marly 
guises of print and script  that  she  accepted 
any statement concerning A. And  now a 
dot was A. 

(‘ And this,” said Mr. Cato, “ is B, and 
this is C, and this D, and E, F, G, whiclz 
brings us naturally t o  A again, ” and Mr. 
Cato with his bow went up the  stairway 
punctuated  with  dots. 

Emmy Lou wondered why G brought one 
naturaIly t o  A again. 

But Mr. Cato was tapping up the  dotted 
stairway  with  his bow. “ Now what  are 
they ? ” asked Mr. Cato. 
“ Dots,” said Emmy Lou, forgetting. 
Mr. Cato got red in the  face  and  rapped 

angrily. - -  
‘‘ A, ” said Emmy Lou hastily, i c B, C, D, 

E, F, ,G, H, ” and was going  hurriedly on, 
when Hattie, with a surreptitious jerk. 
stopped her. 
“ That is  better,” said Mr. Catlo, ‘( A, 13, 

C, D, E, F, G, A-exactly-but we are not 
going t o  call them A, B, C, D, E,- F, G, A-” 
Mr. Cato paused impressively, his bow poised, 
and looked at  Emmy Lou-“ we are  going t o  
call them ”-and Mr. Cath touched a dot- 
“ do ”-his  bow went  up the  punctuated 

Y I  
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l s t  a i rw ay- Emmy LOU t o  her lap. And when she was 
“ re, mi, fa, sure they were  every one gone, Ernmy Lou 
sol, la,  si. cried. And after a while Dear Teacher ex- 
Now what is plained about A and  do, so that Emmy Lou 
this ? ’’ The understood. And then Dear Teacher said, 
bow pointed “ You may come in.” And the  crack of the 
itself toErnmy door .widened, aud in came Hattie. Emmy 
Lou, then de- Lou was glad  she was ;t nintimate friend. 
EI c r  i b e d a Hattie hac1 not laughed. 
curve, bring- But that day the carriage which  took Dear 
irlg it; again Teacller to and from her home outside of 

“ A, ” said dog on the seat by the  little colored-boy 
Emmy Lou. driver and the spotted dog running behind 
T h e b o W --stopped a t  Emmy Lou’s gate. And Dear 
r apped  an- Tencher, smiling at  Elnrny Lou just arriving 
grily on the with her school-hag, went  in, too, and rang 
b o a r d ,  and th:? M l .  I 

M 1- . C: a t D Then Ilesr Tencher mtl Aunt Cortlelin and 

to tl dot.  town-the carriage with the white, woolly 

,n;lW?d. 
“ D O ,  ” said 

Mr .  C a t o ,  
‘‘ do---always 
do-not  A ,  

i 
, .  

l 
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u Aunt  Katie  and  Aunt Louise sat  in  the par-  place,  although,  sooner or  later,  she slipped 

lor and  talked. back. She was not always at  the  foot. 
And when Dear Teacher left, all the  aunties But no one, not even Dear Teacher, who 

went out  to  the  gate with her, and Uncle understood so much,  realized one thing. 
Charlie, just leaving, put her in the  carriage, The day after a lesson, Emmy Lou  knew it.  
and stood with  ‘his  hat lifted until she was On the day i t  was recited, Emmy Lou had 
quite gone. lacked sufficient time t o  grasp it. 

I ‘‘ A t  her age-” said Aunt Cordelia. With  ten words in the spelling lesson, L 

To have t o  teach-” said Aunt Katie. Emmy Lou lis.tened, 1etl;er by letter, t o  thoso 
(‘ How beautiful  she must have been-” ten droned out íive times down tho line, then 

said  Aunt Louise. twice agtlin around the class of fifty. Then 
“ Is--” said Uncle Charlie. Emmy Lou, having already lalnorod faithfully 
‘‘ But  she  has  the  little grandchild,”  said over it, knew her spelling lesson. 

Aunt  Cordelia; ‘ I  she is keeping  the home And at home, i t  was Enmy Lou’s joy to 
for him. She is happy.” And Aunt Cordelia gather  her doll children jn line, ancl giving 
took Emmy Lou’s hand. out  past lessons, recite  them in turn  for her 

That  very  afternoon Aunt Louise began children. And so did Emmy L O U  lrnow by 
t o  help  Emmy Lou with  her lessons. And heart  her Second Reader; as far :F, she 
Aunt Cordelia went around and asked Kat- had gone she often gave  the lesson with 
tie’s mother t o  let  Hattie corne and  get  her her book upside down. And an old  anti bat;- 
lessons  with Emmy Lou. tered doll, dearest t o  Emmy Lou’s heart, 

And at  school  Dear Teacher, walking up was always head, and Hattie,  the newest 
and down the  aides, would stop, and her doll, was next. Even Ernmy Lou8 must; 
fingers would close over and guide the labor- square  with  Fate somehow, 
ing  digits o€ Emmy Lou, striving  to copy Along  in the  year a new feature was in- 
within  certain ruled lines upon her  slate troduced in the Second Reader. The Second 
t h e  writing on the blackboard: Reader was to have a Medal. Dear Teacher 

did not seem enthusiastic. She seemed to  
The pen is the  tongue qf the mind. dread tears.  But  it was decreed that  the 

sel1001 was t o  use medals. 
Emrny Lou began to learn. As weeks went A t  recess Emmy Lou asked Hattiu  what a 

by, now and  then Ernmy Lou bobbed up a medal was. Thebig  Fourthand FifthlZeczder 
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Presently a little girl far up the line arose A long line of weeping mothers went t o  

‘‘ Right, t o  do right,” said Dear Teacher. the middle of the bench. 
“ W-r-i-t-e, right,” said the  little girl The words were now more complicated. 

h-i-t-e,  right,” said the  next  little girl. by this last strain. Little girls dropped out 
The third stood up with triumph preas- rapidly. The foot moved on up towards the 

sured. In spelling, the complicated is the head, until  there came a pink spot o n  Dear 
surest, reasoned. this  little girl. Teacher’s either  cheek. For some reason 

W-1.-i-g-h-t, right,,’ spclled the certain Dear Teacher’s head began to hold itself 
little  girl; then  hurst into tears. finely erect again. 

izerl. The “ pillars of state ” of English The little  girl  next  the head stood up- 

t o  spcll. their  seats, and Emny Lou moved up past 

promptly. The nerves of the mothers had been shaken 
L (  ) 

6 6  

The nmthers of the  future grew demoral- “ 13esux,” said Dear  Teacher. 

ort;hograplry nt least seemed destined to  tot- She missed. She hurst  into audible weep- 
tw. The spelling grew wild. ” ing. Nerves mere giving oui; along tho  line. 

‘‘ li-j-t, rjg,rht.’’ It went wildly  clown. Emmy L O U  was the 
I C  W-r-j-t, right,”  last. Emmy LOLI stood up. I t  was the first 
Then in the clcslmation of sheer hopeless- word of a column on page 22. Emmy LOU 

ness came t w-r-i-t-e, right,” again. could Fee it. She looked at Dear Teacher. 
There were t c m ~  all along the lina. A t  “ B , ”  said Emmy Lou,  “ e-a-u-x, beaux.’’ 

their wits’ end, the mothers, dissolving as The intervening  mothers Ilad gone to  their 
they rose in turn, shook their hearis hope- seats, and Kitty and Emmy IAIU were left. 
IOsRly.  Ici tty spelled triumphantly. Emmy Lou 

Emng Lou stood up. She knew just qe l led  steadily. Even Dear Teacher’s voiee 
wlmro the word was in a column of three on showed a touch of the  strain. 
page 14. She could see  it. She looked up She gave oui; half a dozen words. Then 
at Dear Teaclvx,.quiet and p l e ,  on the plat- receive,” said Dear Teacher. 
form. It was Kitty’g turn. Kitty stoodup. Dear 

right. Trustee and the visiting gentleman were also 
c t  IL, 1 7 7  said Emmy Lou, steadily, ‘‘ i-g-h-t, Teacher’s back was t o  the blackboard. The 
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facing  the class. Icitty’s eyes, as she stood The visiting gentleman lifted it from its 
up, were on the board. bed  of pink cotton. 

“ You must get a ribbon for it,” said 
this medal,.? ’ Emmy LOU slipped her hand from Dear 
was the assurance on the board. Teacher’s. She went to  the  front desk. 

Kitty tossed her  little head. ‘‘ R-e, re, She got  her Second Reader, and brought 
c-i-e-v-e, ceive, receive,” spelled Kitty, he? forth a folded packet  from behind the criss- 
eyes on the blackboard. cross stitches holding the cover. 

Wrong. ’ Then she came back. She put  the paper 

‘ Theabbest speller in this TOOm is t o  ~ e C ~ e v e  Dear Teacher, 

Emmy LOU stood up. I t  was the second in Dear Teacher’s hand. 
word in a column on a picture p a p .  Emmy “ There’s a ribbon, ” said Emmy Lou. 
LOU could see it. She  looked at Dear They were at  dinner when  Emmy LOU got 
Teacher. home. On a blue ribbon around her nec]< 

Emmy Lou. ried a shiny box. 
One person  beside Kitty had noted the Even  Uncle Charlie felt  there must be 

blackboard. Already the Principal was some mistake. 
passing an eraser across the words of the Aunt Louise got her  hat  to  hurry Illm1ny 
visiting gentleman. Lou right back to school. 

Dear Teacher’s cheeks were pink as Emmy A t  the gate they  met Dear Teacher’s car- 
LOU’S as she led Emmy Lou to receive the  riage,  taking  Dear Teacher home. She 
medal. 8nd her head was  finely erect. She stopped. 
held Ernmy  Lou’s  band through i t  all. Aunt Cordelia came out, and Aunt Katje, 

The visiting gentleman’s manner was a Uncle Charlie, just going, stopped to hear. 
little stony. It had quite lost its playful- “ Spelling match! ” said Runt Louise. 
ness. He looked almost gloomily on the “ Not our Emmy Lou ? ” said Aun t  Katie. 
mother who had  upheld the “ pillars of “ The precious baby, ” said Aunt Co,... 
state ” and the  future generally. delia. 

It was a beautiful medal. It was a five- ‘ I  Hammel,” said Uncle Charlie, M~I<~v+ 
pointed star. It said I L  Reward of Merit.” ghany,” and Uncle Charlie smote his t h  k ,h .  

‘ L  R-e, re, c-e-i-v-@,  ceive, receive,” said dangled a new medal. In her hand she car. 



Must’ve  been lonesome for him, livin’ out ‘ Not by a dummed sight you won’t! ’ he 
$here like he’d done. He was talkin’ t o  me, says, right up on  his  ear. ‘ There’s no b i n ’  
just for sake 0’ comp’ny, but  he  didn’t  ’pear man’ll never ketch me no more, with a hay- 
t o  care  whether I talked back, an’  that was fork nor nothin’ else,’ h2 says. ‘ You shut 
mighty lucky. I wa’n’t  in no  way o’ tallr- up ! ’ he says. ‘ I know what I’m doin’. 
in’. But  every  time I come ’round,  out o’ You’re  in  this fix on account O’ me, an’ I’m 
them fits o’ holdin’ my breath an’ ’most goin’ to stay by  you,’  he says. ‘ You acted 
wishin’ I was  dead,  I’d  hear  him goin’ on, white  with me, an’ I ain’t goin’ to   get  you 
like  the  squeak of his wagon  wheels. ‘ That in no trouble,  runnin’ off now.’ He wouldn’t 
Turk Wesley’s a mighty  nervy  chap,’  he  says listen t o  no more, but  just  went ahead,  an’ 
once.  Thinks a heap o’ you, don’t he ? ’ we lrep’ on t’wards town. 

Oh, I don’ lrnow as he docs,’ I says. ‘ There “ ’Twas gettin’  along  in  the gray o’ the 
ain’t no reason why he should, considerin’,’ momin’ when we got to the  edge 0’ town; 
I says. ‘ If  he didn’t, he wouldn’t be doin’ an’ then Turk he  dropped  back beside the 
what he’s doin’ now,’ he says, ‘ runnin’ his wagon, an’ he  says, c I ain’t goin’ in,’ he 
head in a halter, much as his life’s  worth.’ says. ‘ I’m goin’ t o  quit you here an’ hide 
‘ What’s  that ? ’ I says. ‘ What  youmean ? ’ out somewheres,  handy, till you get  ready 
‘ Why,’  he  says, ‘ goin’ down where we’re t o  move. I’ll be  watchin’ out, an’ I’ll j’in 
goin’. He’s lrnowed down there,  an’  folks you,’ he  says;  an’ with that he  puts off in 
has been  waitin’ for him for quite a good a corn-field beside the road. 
bit,’ he says. ‘ That so ? ’ I says;  an’  that “ Jenlcs, he took me to  the  little ram- 
set me thinkin’.  ’Twouldn’t do; so I tells shackle lsuildin’ they called their hotel, an’ 
Jenlrs t o  call  Turk back, an’ when  he  rides  they  put me t o  bed an’ got  the  doctor. My 
up beside the wagon, I says, ‘ Turk,’ I says, shoulder  was in  bad  shape by then, an’ ’twas 
‘ I ain’t goin’ t o  ’low this.  You’re my pris-  for  most a fortni’t I was out O’ my head, 
’ner,  an’ I’m bound t o  see you through an’ with blood p’ison ; an’ even when I come 
turn you  over, reg’lar,’ I says, ‘ an’ you ’round, ’twas a good  spell  before  they dast 
know I’m no shape  to  pertect you now.’ tell  me  anything to  worry me. But 1 found 
Turk he  just laughed. ‘ You ain’t  got no out by an’ by. Turlr’d done  some mighty 
business  laughin’,’ I says. ‘ What you been onhealthy  things ’round about  there,  before 
stealin’ down here ? ’ ‘ Horses,’  he says, that, an’ they was layin’ for him. ’Twould’ve 
real  short, like he didn’t want to tallr about been  better if he’d  kep’ away, like 1 told 
it. That was bad, an’ I told him so ; but he him. Some way o r  other  they’d got wind 
just kep’  laughin’, an’ he said he reckoned of it,  an’  they  got a committee  together an’ 
he knowed what  he was dcin’. I ’lowed he started  to  hunt  for him. They’d run up on 
didn’t  have 110 call  tomake a fool of hisself, him where  he  was hidin’, one evenin’, an’ 
just  because  he Irnowed how; an’ I says, nabbed him whiles  he was sleepin’, an’ his 
‘ Turk, look here, you take  my  advice, an’ pull hadn’t  done him a mite o’ good. I was 
keep  away  from  this  outfit of our’n. You powerful sorry, ’cause I’d like to seen him 
go off by  yourself somewheres,’ I says, a11’ have a fair show. I kind O’ liked his style, 
I’ll come back some time an’ ’rest you ag’in.’ if he had been some  ornery.” 
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A Substitute makes the  occupants of the 
desks  feel  flattered  and conscious and im- 
portant. 

The Substitute’s name was Miss Jenny. 
The class speedily adored Miss Jenny. Soon 
Miss Jenny’s  desk  might have been a shrine 
to  Pomona. It was joy to  forego one’s ap- 
ple t o  swell the  fruitage of adoration piled 
an Miss Jenny’s  desk. The class could 
scarcely  be  driven  to  recess,  since going 
tore  them  from Miss Jenny. They found 
their  happiness  in Miss Jenny’s  presence. 

He was chagrined, so it proved, that a 
class could show such  deplorable  ignorance 
concerniag the very rudiments of number. 

It was Emmy Lou who displayed it. Emmy 
Lou was called to  the blackboard by Mr. 
Bryan. He called a different little  girl each 
day, with discriminating impartiality. When 
doing so, Mr. Bryan would often  express a 
hope that his  teachers would have no favor- 
ites. 

Emmy Lou went  to  the board. 
‘‘ If a man  born  in eighteen hundred and 

So, apparently, did Mr. Bryan. Mr. Bryan nine, lives- ’ 9  began Mr. Cryan. Then he 
was  the  Principal. Mr. Bryan wore his black tyrned  to speak to Miss Jenny. 
hair somewhat  long  and  thrown off his fore- Emmy Lou  took the chalk and stood on 
head. Mr. Bryan would have  called i t  brow. her toes  to  reach  the board. 

Mr. Bryan came often  to  the Third Reader “ Set it down,” said Mr. Bryan, turning- 
room. I-Ie said i t  was very necessary  that “ the  date.” 
the Third Reader should be well grounded Emmy Lou paused, uncertain. Had he 
in the  rudiments of number. 1-10 said he said one thousand, eight hundred and nine, 
was astonished,  he was appakd,  he was Emmy Lou would have known. That was 
chagrined.  the way one knew it  in the Second Reader. 

it impressively, so that  the  guttural  grim- .Again Mr.  Bryan looked around, to  see 
ness of its second syllable sounded most un- the chubby little  girl  standing on her toes, 
pleasant. Appalled and astonished  must be chalk in hand, still uncertain. Mr. Bryan’s 
bad, but  to be chagrined, as Mr. Bryan  said voice expressed  tried  but laudable pa- 
it, must be terrible. tience. 

I-le paused at r ‘  chagrined,” and repeated  But  eighteen hundred was confusing. 
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A little  girl named Sadie wondered if tissue 
paper was fair. 

Hattie said i t  was. She said Mr. Bryan 
saw her  using it, and turned  and  went on 
talking to Miss Jenny. But a little girl 
named Mamie settled it definitely. Did not 
her mamma, Mamie wanted t o  know, draw 
the scallops that way on Baby Sister’s flan- 
nel petticoat ? And didn’t one’s own mamma 
know ? 

Sadie was  reassured. Sadie was a con- 
scientious  little  girl. Miss Jenny  said so. 
Miss Jenny was conscientious, too. Right 
at  the beginning Miss Jenny told them how 
she  hated a story. A fib story she  meant. 

The class felt  that  they, too, abhorred 
stories. They loved Miss Jenny. And  Miss 
Jenny disliked stories. Just  then a little 
girl raised her hand. It was Sadie. 

Sadie said she was afraid  she had told 
Miss Jenny a story, a fib story,  the dav be- 
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fore. Miis Jenni had asked %er if shl  felt I’hitd class SbfAercd i,, ,, 
the wind from the window opened above, 
and she had said no. Afterward  she had 
realized she did feel the wind. A thrill, t o  tell  a falsehood. And a falsehood is a lie. 
deep-awed, went around the room. In her I shall leave i t  t o  you. I believe  in trusting 
secret soul every little  girl wished she had my pupils. 1 shall take no note of your 
told a story,  that she might tell Miss  Jenny. standing. Each will  be answerable for her- 

Sadie a brave and conscientious little girl. The class sat; weighted with the awful- 
Miss Jenny closed the book and came to  the ness of the responsibility., It was a con- 
edge of the platform and tallred t o  them scientlous class. And MISS Jenny’s high 
about  duty and honor and faithfulness. ideals had worked upon its sensibilities. No 

Emmy Lou, her  cheaks pink, longed for  little girl  dare? to be ‘:six.” How could 
opportunity to prove her faithfulness,  her she know, for  ~nstance, ln her  reading les- 
honesty. She longed to  prove herself a son, if  she had paused the  exact  length of 
Sadie. a full  stop every time  she  met with a period ? 

There was Roll Call in the Third Reader. Who could decide ? Certainly not the little 
The duties were much too complicated for girl in her own favor, and perhaps be branded 
mere Head and Foot. After each lesson with a falsehood which was a lie. Or who, 
came 1XoOll Call. when Roll Call for deportment came,  could 

As Emmy Lou understood them, the  marks ever dare call herself perfect ? Self-exam- 
by which one graded one’s performance and ination and inward analysis lead rather t o  
deserts  in  the Third Reader were inter- a belief in natural sin. The Third Reader 
preted : class  grew conscientious to  the  splitting of 

6-The final state which few may hope t o  a hair. It was better t o  be “ four” than 
attain. five ” and be saved, and “ three ” than 

5-The gate beyond which lies the final four,” if there was room for doubt. Class 
and unattainable state. standing  feil rapidly. 

4-The highest hope of the humble. Emmy Lou struggled t o  keep up with the 
3-The cornmon condition of mankind. downward tendency. 
2-The just  reward of the wretched. Hattie  outstripped her promptly. Hattie 
l-The badge of slzarne. could adapt herself comfortably t o  all ex- 
O-Outer darkness. igencies. Emmy Lou even felt envy  of Hat- 
When Roll Ca11 first  began, Miss Jenny tie creeping  into her heart. 

said to  her class : ‘( Yon must each  think There came an awful day. It was Roll 
earnestly  before answering to Roll Call. To Call for Drawing. It had been a fish, a fish 
give in a mark above what you feel yourself with elaborately serrated fins. Miss Jenny 
entitled, is t o  tell worse than a story. It is had said that Emmy LOU’S fish was as good 

Miss Jenny praised Sadie. She called self.” Miss Jenny was very young. 
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evidently so undesirable : “ it  was tissue 
paper. ” 

‘‘ And this confessed openly to my face ? ’’ 
said the Teacher. She was, even after many 
years at the business of exposing the  natural 
depravity of the youthful mind, appalled at 
the brazenness of Mamie. 

Mamie looked uncertain.  Whatever she 
had done, i t  was well t o  have company. 
“ We all used tissue  paper, ” said ltamje. 

I t  proved even so. The Teacher, that  this 
thing  might be fully exposed, called tkie 
Roll. Each little  girl responded in alpha- 
betical sequence. The Teacher’s condition 
of shocked virtue  rendered her coldly laconic, 

‘‘ Tissue paper ? ” she asked  each little 
girl in turn. 

(‘ Tissue paper, ” was the burden, if not 
the form, of every alarmed little  girl’s reply. 

‘ I  Cipher, ’,’ said the Teacher briefly as 
each made confession, and called the  next. 

O-Outer darkness ! 
The Teacher at  the last closed her book 

with a snap. ‘‘ Cipher and worse, J ’ she  told 
them. “ You are cheats, and to  cheat  is  to 
lie. And further,  the class  has  failed in 
Drawing. ’ ’ 

’ A bell rang. Recess was over. 
The Teacher,  regarding them coldly, picked 

up the  c ldk,  and turned t o  write on the 
board, If a man-” 

Examination in “ New Eclectic  Practical 
and Mental Primary Arithmetic ” had  begun. 

The Third Reader class, stunned, picked 
up its pencils. Miss Jenny had feared for 
them in Arithmetic. They had feared for 
themselves. They were  cheats and liars, 
and they had failed. And the knowledge 
did not make them confident. They were 
cheats, and a suspicious and cold surveil- 
lance on the part of the Teacher  kept them 
reminded that she looked upon them as 
cheats and watched them accordingly. Mis- 
ery and despair were  their  portion. And 
further, failure. In their state of mind i t  
was inevitable for  them t o  get lost  in  the maze 
o f  conditions surrounding “ If a man-” 

They  did better  next day in Geography 
and Reading. They passed on Friday in 
Spelling and Penmanship. 

But the  terrible fact remained-theTeacher 
had declared them cheats and liars. If they 
could  only see Miss Jenny. Miss Jenny would 
understand. Miss Jenny would  malte i t  all 
right  after she returned. 

When the Third Reader class assembled 
on  Monday, a ta11 lady occupied the plat- 
form. She mas a Real Teacher. But at the 
door stood a memory of Miss Jenny,  the hair 
blown  about; her  face, kissing her hand. 

The Third Reader class never saw Miss 
Jenny again. 
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pervade the silence of the  Fourth Reader 
room. 

Miss  Lizzie was tall. Miss  Lizzie seimeil 
to  tower up and over one's personality. One 
had no  mind of one's own,  One said what 
one thought Miss Lizzie wanted one t o  say. 
Sometimes one  got; it wrong.  Then Miss 
Lizzie's  cold  up-and-down survey smote one 
into a condition something al;? t o  vqcuitiy, 
until Miss  Lizzie said briefly, Sit down.'' 

Then  one sat down hastily, . '. 
Miss Lizzie never wasted a word. Miss 

Lizzie  closed ber lips. She closed them's0 
ISS LIZZIE kept in. their lines were blue. Miss Lizzie's eyes 

The ways of teachers,  like were blue, too ; but  not a pleasant blue. 
rainy days and growing pains, Miss  Lizzie  did not scold. Miss  Lizzie  looked. 
belong to  the inexplicable Miss Lizzie kept looking until one  became 
and inevitable. All teachers  aware of an elbow resting on the desk. In 
have ways; That is to  be  Miss  Lizzie's room little girls must sit erect. 

expected. It is  the  part of an Emmy Lou Sometimes Miss Lizzie changed.' It, came 
to  adjust herself to meet, not t o  try t o  suddenly. One day it came suddenly,  and 
understand,  these ways.  Miss  Lizzie  boxed the  little girl's ears. The 
' Miss Lizzie kept in. But that was only little  girl had knocked over a pile of slates 
one of Miss  Lizzie's  ways. She  had many collected on the platform for marking., 
ways. Perhaps  these ways were no more Another time Miss Lizzie, changed. ' It was 
peculiar than the ways of her predecessors, when the .li.ttle girl brought a note from 
but they  were more alarming. home because her ears were boxed. Miss 

Miss Lizeie placed a deliberate hand on Lizzie tore  the  note  in pieces 'and threw' 
her call bell,  and, as its vibrations dinged them on the floor. 
and smote upon the  shrinking tympanum, One lived in  dread of Miss Lizzie's  Chang- 
B rigid and breathleas  expectaqcy would ing. One watched Miss  Lizzie in order to 













THE P O  U R  TH BEADER. 17s 

A t  Uncle  Charlie had come out with the buggy 
boy. t o  talce his brother-in-law driving. 
smil- “ What did you come back without her 

for ? ’’ denlanded  Uncle  Charlie. 
Miss Lizzie looked at  Emmy Lou. Emmy Aunt Cordelia turned on Uncle  Charlie. 

Lou looked straight ahead. ‘‘ You go and see why,” said Aunt Cordelia. 
Then Miss Lizzie looked at Tom. Miss Truly an Aunt Cordelia is the last one t o  

Lizzie could do a good deal with a look. Torn stand before a Miss Lizzie. 
became uneasy, apologetic, guilty. Then Uncle  Charlie took his brother-in-law in 
Tom went. , It toolr a good deal t o  wilt Tom. the buggy, and they drove t o  the school. 

door  again. He gave his message from  out- Uncle Charlie sat in the buggy and waited. 
side the threshold  this time. Emmy Lou Uncle  Charlie wonderg! i$ it was right. Miss 
must come home. Miss Cordelia said so. Lizzie  was one of three. One was in an 
Emmy Lou’s papa had come. asylum. One was kept at  home. And  Miss 

Emmy Lou heard. Papa, who canle n Lizzie, with her ragea, taught. 
hundred- miles once a month, to see her. But  could one speak, and take work and : 

Wo~zld Emmy  Lou say she was sorry ? bread from a Miss Lizzie ? 
Emmy Lou was not  sorry, she could, not. When papa came down, he had EmmyLou, 

Miss Lizzie shut  the door in Tom’s face. whi te-cheelred, by the hand. , Ile, had also 
Later Aunt Cordelia, bonnet on, returning a sbernness about his mouth. 

from the schoo1, explained to  her brother-in- ‘‘ I got  her, you see,” he  explained  with 

Her brother-in-law regarded  her  thought- with limitations. She’s got t o  . sáy she’s 
fully through  his eye-glasses. Iler brother- sorry, or she can’t corne back.” 
in-law was an editor. He had a mental ‘‘ I’m not sorry,” said Emmy Lou wear- 
habit of classifying people while they tallred, ily, but with steadiness. 
and putting  them away in pigeon-holes. Stick it  out,” micl Uncle Charlie, who 
While Aunt Cordelia talked  he was put- knew his Emmy Lou. 
ting  her in a pigeon-hole marlred “ Guile- She needn’t go back this year,” said 
less. ’ Aunt Cordelia when she heard, “ my precious 
“ She stood on the outside of the door, baby! ’’ 

Brother Eichard,” said hunt Cordelia, quite “ I will teach her at home,” said  Aunt 
flushed and breathless, I ‘  with the door drawn Louise. 
to  behind her. She’s a terrifying woman, “ There nust bc other Green and Gold 
Richard. She sait1 it; was a case for disci- I~ooka ,”  said papa, “ growing on that same 
pline. She said she would allow no intpr- tree.” 
ference. My precious baby ! And L kept But Uncle Charlie, with brows  drawn into 
on giving her iron-” a frown, was wondering. 

A t  half-past three Tom knocked a t  the Emmy L011~s father went in. p 

law4 an ’ assu~nption of comical chagrin, l ‘  but 



CLARA MOKRIS. 
From a photograph taken in 1883, OP tlre same date 

as the abavc plotagrapi af Salwini. 

T is not often, I fancy, that one 
defends one's hero or friend from 
himself. Yet that  about de- 
scribes  what I am doing now for 
the famous Salvini. An acquaint- 
ance of mine, a man solf-con- 

tained and dignified, who was reading the  
other day, startled me by muttering aloud, 
" Oh that mine  enemy would write a bo011 ! " 
and a moment later, flinging the volume from 
him, he cried, '' Where  were his frionds ? 
Why did they permit him t o  write of him- 
self ? ') 
" Good gracious ! " I exclaimed in bewil- 

derment, " where were whose friends ? Of 

'' Oh, " he answered impatiently, '' it's 
the disappointment! I judged th0 man by 
his splendid work; but look at that book- 
the personal pronoun forms one solid third 
of it. I know it does ! " and he handed me 
the volume  in question. 
'' Well,'' I said, as I glanced at; the title- . *  



Presently  he-caught  sight of a little piece of  The hours dragged by, slow as his pace 
scarlet  cloth fastened t o  a stick  that stood and heavy as his clog. Far away in the east 
upright in the snow a few feet from the  the sky began to brighten ever so little, 
trail. It ought to have been a warning to though t o  the lynx, down among the shadows 
him, but i t .  only roused his foolish curiosity of the deep woods, it seemed as dark a s  ever. 
to a still higher pitch, as the  trapper knew  The  day  was  coming,  and he was hardly half- 
i t  mould. Instead of running away, as he  way  home.  His strength was almost gone, 
should have done,  he sat down in the snow he was faint from loss of blood, and he  looked 
and  considered. The thing didn't really look thinner and smaller than  fifteen hours before. 
as if it  were good to eat, and yet it might be. And now he suddenly discovered that he was . 
The only way to find out would be t o  taste  not alone. Off to the  right, in among some 
it, and, anyhow, eatable or not,  such a bit of thick bushes,  he caught  sight of the lurking 
bright color was very attractive  to  the eye. form of a timber wolf. He looked t o  the left, 
He got u p  and walked  slowly toward it, and and there was another. Behind  him was a 
the first thing he knew a steel trap had him third, and he thought he saw several others 
by the  right foreleg.  still farther away, slinking from bush t o  

He  suddenly lost all interest in pieces of bush, and gradually drawing nearer. Ordi- 
red flannel, and for the next few minutes he narily they would hardly have thought of 
was the very maddest cat in all the Great  tackling him, and if they had really screwed 
Tnhqaamenon Swamp.  The woods rang and up their courage and tried to overpower him 
rang again with  his screaming, and the rab- by sheer  force of numbers, he would  simply 
bits heard i t  and trembled, a,nd the partridges, have climbed a tree. But nom it  was differ- 
hidden away among the  thick  branches of the  ent. The  lynx trembled, and seemed t o  
spruces  and  cedars, glanced furtively over shrink t o  half his normal size; and then, as 
their shoulders, and were glad that he was all the horror and the hopelessness of it 
no nearer. burst upon him, he  lifted up his voice in 

But after a while he began to  realize that such a cry of abject feaT, such a wail 
this  sort of thing did  him no  good. Luckily of utter agony and despair, as even the 
he was not bound to a tree. A heavy wooden Great Tahquamenon Swamp  Bad very seldom 
clog was fastened to the trap by a short heard. 
chain, and he found that by pulling  with all And yet when the last moment carne,  he 
his might  he could drag i t  at  a snail's pace braced up and gave a good account of him- 
through  the snow. The strain on his foot  hurt self. At  least that was what the  trapper 
him cruelly, and the blood  oozed out around decided when he came a Eew hours later aod 
the steel jaws, and left a  line of bright looked the ground over. The  lynx wasgone- 
crirnsan sta ins 
behind him; bu t  
he pushed on, for 
a great  fear was 
in his heart, and 
he knew that he 
mist go away or 
d i e .  H o w  he 
g r o w l e d  a n d  
snarled  with  fear 
and r a g e  and 
pain, and how his 
eyes flamed as he 
looked ahead t o  
see 'what   was 
before him, or 
back along  the 
t r a i l  t o  know 
if t h e   t r a p p e r  
was  coming ! It 
was a t e r r i b l e  
journey that he 
made tha t  night. 

- -rp1 
i 

c( Growled and snarled with fear and rage  and pain." 

not even a broken 
bone of him was 
left-but in the 
t r o d d e n ,   r e d -  
s t a i n e d  s n o w  
there was the rec- 
ord of an awful 
struggle. There 
was something 
heroic about him, 
after all. 

the same old hol- 
low tree by the 
Glimmerglass, a 
big gray cat lay 
down in a lonely 
bed, and rose 
again to  take up 
a double burden 
of toil and care. 
For such is the 
way of the woods. 

Once more, in . 



a Big Girl. One 
climbed from floor 
t o  floor as one went 
up i n  Readers.  

With the  Fifth Reader one reached the dizzy 
eminence of top. Emmy Lou now stood, as 

- it were, upon a peak in Darien and stared 
at the  great unknown, rolling ahead, called 
The Granmar School. 

Behind, deseended the grades of one’s 
achievements back t o  the A, B, C of things. 
One had once been a pygmy part. of the 
Primer World on the first floor oneself, 
and from there had gazed upward at  the 
haloed beings peopling these  same  Fifth 
Reader  Heights. 

But Emmy Lou felt  that somehow she was 
failing t o  experience the expected  sense of 

dizzy height, or the joy o f  perquisite and 
privilege. To be sure,  being a Big Girl, she 
found herself at recess one of many, taking 
hands in long, undulating  line, and,  l i b  the 
Assyrian, sweeping down on the fold, who, in 
the shape of little girls, fled shrieking Lafore 
the onslaught. 

But there had been a time when Emmy 
Lou had been a little  girl and had iled, 
shrieking, herself. The mernoyy kept; her 
from quite  enjoying the onslaught now, 
though of course a little girl o f  the untlor 
world is only a  Primary and must be mulo 
to  feel it. The privileged members o f  The 
Fifth Reader World are Intermediatex. 

They are other things, too. They are 
Episcopalians or Presbyterians o r  some ’Other 
correspondingly polysyllabic thing, as the 
case may be. In this case, each seemed t o  
be a different thing. Hattie first called the 
attention of Emmy Lou t o  it. 

The Fifth Reader members ate lunch in 
groups. Without knowing it, one wag grow- 
ing gregarious. And as becomes a higher so- 
cial state, one passed one’s luncheon around. 



Emmy LOU passed her luncheon around. could reduce pounds and shillings to  pence 
Ernmg LOU herself knew the joys of eat- with a rapidit-y that Emmy Lou could not  
ing; and hers,  too, was a hospitable soul. even  follow. Yet Rebecca stooped from 
She brought  liberal luncheons. On this day, $his eminence t o  help laboring Emmy Lou 
between the disks of her  beaten biscuit with her sums. 
showed the pinkness of sliced ham. And  Emmy  Lou saw life through Rosalie’s 

Mary Agatha drew back. Mary Agatha eyes. Emmy Lou trudged unquestioningly 
was Emmy Lou7s newest friend. “ It’s after, where the winged feet of Rosalie’s 
Friday,”  said Mary Agatha. fancy led. For yet about Rosalie’s light 
“ Of course,” said Rosalie, ‘ I had for- footsteps trailed back some  clouds of glory, 

go!;” Rosalie put her biscuit back. and through the eyes of Rosalie  one still 
It’s ham, ” said Rebecca Steinam. caught visions of the glory and the dream. 

. Emmy Lou was hurt. It seemed almost And high as are  the peaks of the Fifth 
like preconcerted reflection on her biscuits Reader Heights, Mary Agatha stood on one 
and her ham. yet higher. Mary Agatha went t o  Church, 

Hattie  took Emmy Lou aside. “ It’s  their not only on Sundays, but o n  Saints’ days. 
religion,” said Hattie, in tones of large tol- Mary Agatha loved to go t o  Church. 
orance. “ We can eat anything, you and T, But, for  the  matter of that, Rebecca went 
’Piscopalians and Presbyterians. ” t o  Church on Saturdays. When did Rebecca 
“ But llosalie, ” said Emmy Lou. Rosalie, play ? 

like Emmy %m1, was Epiwopalian. To Emmy Lou Church meant several things. 
But  Ilosalie hnd joined Hattie and Emmy I t  meant going,  when down in her depraved 

T,on. ‘‘ My little brother’s  singing in the heart lay the knowledge she tried t o  hide 
vested cl~j i r ,”  saicl Rosalie, “ and we’re even from herself, that she did not want t o  
going ,to be High Church. ” go. It lneant a sore and troubled conscience, 

I-Iattio lookad a t  1’Losalio steadily. Then because her eye  would travel ahead on the 
Kattie  took  another biscuit. . Hattie took page to the Amens.  The  Amens signified 
another  biscuit deliberately, aggressively. the end. And it meant B fierce and unholy 
It was as though, with Rattie, t o  talce an- joy, that would not down,  when that end 
other  biscuit was a matter of conscience came. 
and protest. Hattie was’ Presbyterian. But Mdry Agatha loved t o  go t o  Church. 

Ihl t  to J.hmy LOII biscuits and ham had And  Rebecca gave Saturdays t o  Church. And 
loat their 8avor. Mary Agatha and Rosalie now liosalie, who admired Mary Agatha, W ~ S  

abjurer1 Zjisc!uits, z~nd Itebeccs hac1 drawn taking t o  Church. No wonder that to  Emmy 

I{l1nmy l’,o11 :l,(hniwd M”x! ltebecca But the Fifth Reader is an Age of Reve- 
b:Lclr n t  11i,L1n. Lou biscuits and ham were tasteless. 



_ .  

lation. One is more than an Intermediate. berg. They, 
One is an Animal  and a Biped.  One  had to Confirmation. 

too, were making ready for 

Marnrna%ho cried about  MissFanny’s  teach- Fanny  read this note. She handed it t o  
ing school. But her Grandpapa said he was him. 
proud of Miss Fanny. “ To each year  its evils, I suppose,’’  said 

Emmy Lou knew all about Miss Fanny. Miss Fanny; “ to the  Primer its whooping- 
Miss Fanny’s sister was Aunt Louise’s best cough and measles, t a   the  Firs t Reader th0 
friend. shedding of its incisors. With the   F i f th  

Mr. Bryan, the Principal, came often to Reader comes the inoculation of doctrines. 
the  Fifth Reader room. He  carne for Lan- We are living the Ten Great  Religions.” 
guage Lessons. Mr. Bryan told them he Mr. Bryan laid the. note  down. He said 
had himself introduced the Course in Zan- he must caution Miss Fanny that, as Princi- 
guage  into the School Curriculum. pal or as Teacher, neither h e  nor she had 

Its purpose, he explained, was to increase anything to do with the religions of the chil- 
the Comprehension  and vocabulary of the dren  intrusted to their  care. And he  must 
child. The paucity of vocabulary, of even remind Miss Fanny that  these problema  of 
the average itdult, he said, is lamentable. school life could not be  met  with  levity. 

In all moments of verbal doubt and per- Re hoped Miss Fanny would t a k e  this as lie 
plexity,” said Mr. Bryan, “ seek the Dic- meant it, kindly. 
tionary. In  its pages you will  find both The class  listened breathlessly. WasMiss 
vocabulary and elucida tion. ’ ’ Fanny treating  their  religions  with  levity ? 

sorbing  than ever. One day Rebecca and It was Emmy Lou who asked the others 
Gertie and Rachel brought  notes. Rebecca when they  sought to  pin  the  accusation t o  
and  Gertie and Rachel must thereafter be Miss Fanny. 
excused on certain days at  an early hour for Mary Agatlm looked it up in the  Diction- 
attendance a t  Confirmation  Class. ary. Then she reported : Lightness of 

Miss Fanny said ‘‘ Of course.” But she conduct, want of weight,  inconstancy, van- 
reminded them of Examination for  the Gram- ity, frivolity.” She  told it of€ with low and 
mar School looming ahead. accusing  enunciatiou. 

A little  later a second influx of notes It soundedgrave. EmmyLouwas tro~zblec2. 
piled Miss Fanny’s desk.  Mary Agatha and Could Miss Fanny be all this? Could she  be 
Kitty and Nora and Anne must go at noon guilty of levity ? 
three  times a week to  their Confirmation It was soon after that Mary Agatha brought 
Class. a note. She  told lZosalie and Emmy Lou 

Then Petta and Paula could not come a t  about it. It asked that Mary Agatha be al- 
all on their instruction days, because the lowed a seat  to herself. This, Mary Agatha 
Lutheran Church was far  uptown in German- explained, was because, preparatory  tu Con- 

Toward spring Religions became more ab- What is levity ? 



firmation, sho was trying  to  .keep her mind 
from s;ecular things, and a seat t o  11erself 
would lmlp her t o  do it. 

To Itosalie and Emmy Lou, Mary Agatha 
was as one already apart from things secu- 
lar. TO them the look on her clear, pale 
little profile was already rapt. 

BUZ; Mary Agatha went on to tell  them 
why ahe was digwent from  Kitty or Nora, 
or the otlzers of her Confirmation Class. I t  
was because she was going t o  be a Bride of 
I-Teaven. 

Rasalje listened, awed. But Emmy Lou 
did not quite  understand, 

Mary Agatha, looked pityingly at her. 
‘* You know what; a bricle is ? And you 
know  what’s Heaven ? ’’ 

The bell rang. Emmy  Lou returned to 
the  nmntal eminence of her Fifth Reader 
Heights, still hazy. Yet she hardly needed 
the Dictionary, for she knew a bride. Aunt 
Katio had been a bride. With a diamond 
star. And presents. And Emmy Lou knew 
1-Ieaven. 

Though lately Emmy Lou’s ideas of Heaven 
had broadened.  Hitherto, Heaven, conceived 
of the primitive, primary mind, had been a 
matter of vague numbers seated in parallel 
rows,  answering to something akin t o  Roll 
Call, and awarded accordingly. But  lately, 
a birthday had brought Emmy Lou a book 
called Tanglewood Tales.” And Heaven 
had since  taken on an Olympian colorjng and 
divc;rsit;y more complex and perplexing. 

Miss Fanny read Mary Agatha’s note. 
Miss Fanny looking down a t  her said that; 
she wondered,  since every desk was in use 

in its dual capacity, if Mary Agatha were to 
devote herself quite closely to reducing 
pounds to pence, would it not be possible for 
her t o  forget her nearness to things  secular ? 

Mary Agatha was poor in Arithmetic. And 
Miss Fanny was laughing in her eyes. Was 
Miss Fanny laughing at Mary Agatha ? 

Mary Agatha cried at  recess. She said 
her Papa furnished pokers and tongs and 
shovels and dust-pans for the Public Schools, 
and he would see t o  it  that she had a seat 
t o  herself if she wanted it. 

But when the class went up from recess, 
there was a seat for Mary Agatha. Miss 
Fanny had sent  the  note down to Mr. Bryan, 
and he had arranged it. I t  was a table fTom 
the office, and a stool, For want of other 
place, they stood beneath the blackbostrd  in 
front of the class. I t  was a high stool. 

Being told, Mary Agatha &thered her 
books together and went and climbed  upon 
her stool, apart from things secular. 

Miss Fanny turned to  Mr. Bryan. “ For 
the propagation of infant Saint Stylites,” 
said Miss Pmny. 
“ Ur-r-exactly,” said Mr. Bryan. Ho 

said it a little, perhaps, doubtfully. 
Suddenly Mr. Bryan grew red. He had 

caught Miss Fanny’s eyes laughing. And 
her mouth twitchiag. Was Mies Fanny 
laughing a t  Mr. Bryan ? What about ? 

Mr. Bryan went out. He closed the door. 
It closed sharply. 

Then everything came at once. Hot 
weather, and roses and syringa piling Miss 
Fanny’s desk, and Reviews for Examina.tion, 
and Confirmations. 



462 ALL THE WINDS OF DOCTRINE. 

Mary Agatha asked them t o  hers. Rosa- afternoons  and  evenings, Sa,lly had had no 
lie and Emmy Lou went. The great doors time to  write a Composition. 
at Mary Agatha’s Church  opened and closed  Miss Fanny  told Sally t o  remain in a t  re- 
behind them. I t  was high  and  dim. There cess and write  it. Mr. Bryan had  inquired 
were  twinkling lights, and silence, and for  her  composition. 
awe, and color. Something quivered. I t  Sally remained, in  tears. The subject  for 
burst  forth. It was  music. It was almost her Composition was I ‘  Duty.” 
as if i t hurt. One drew deep breath and Miss Fanny  put  her  hand on Sally’s s h d -  
shut one’s eyes a moment because it hurt.  der and said  something about 8 divided duty. 
One opened them. The aisles were filled  And Sally cried  some  more,  and Miss Fanny 
with  little  girls in misty white and floating sat down a t  the  desk and helped her. 
veils, stealing forward. Emmy Lou saw it all. Emmy LOU had 

And Mary Agatha was among them. come upstairs,  in a moment of doubt 2nd 
Rosalie told Emmy Lou she meant some perplexity, t o  consult  the Dictionary. The 

day to belong t o  Mary Agatha’s Church. word was heretic. 
Emmy Lou thonght she would, too. It was this way. They had  been  in a 

But  afterward Emmy Lou found herself group a t  recess.  Mary Agatha was divid- 
wavering. Was Emmy Lou’s a sordid soul ? ing  her  button  string. Mary Agatha said 
For next came Confirmation a t  the Syna- she  had  given up tvorldly things, and it 
gogue, and that,  it seemed, meant presents. would be it. sin for   her  t o  own a button 
Gertie wore to school a locket on a glitter-  string. 
ing chain. Rebecca showed a new ring. She offered  Hattie a button.  Hattie re- 
Emmy Lou’s faith was wavering. fused i t ;   she  said if it was a sin to  own a 

About this  time Miss Fanny spoke her  button  string, why should Mary Agatha offur 
mind. Because of excuses and absences, her buttons to  other people, and she wallted 
because of abstractions and absorptions, Miss off. Hattie had an uncompromising  way of 
Fanny  said  marks were low. She reminded putting  things. Hattie wax a Presbyterian. 
them of Examination for  the Grammar School  Emmy Lou felt; anxious. She hacl been 
near a t  hand. Then she asked a little girl ,offered a button first and had taken  it  grate- 
named Sally why she had failed to hand in fully. Her  button  string was short. 
her Composition. But Mary Agatha  assured  her  that lshe 

Sally said her Church was having a season and Hattie  and  the  others of the group could 
of prayer, and her Mother said Sally was own button  strings  where Mary Agatha could 
old enough now to go, and as i t  was both not. A mere  matter of a button  string 

made small difference. They wem 
Heretics. 

Rosalie p u t  her arm about Elnmy 
Lou. Being High Church, She did not; 
take it to herself.  She  took it for 
Emmy Lou. 

Emmy Lou hesitated.  Ought  she 
t o  be offended? Was she EL I-Ieretic? 
Emmy Lou was cautious, for she had 
contradicted  Hattie  about being an 
Animal, and  then had t o  confess on 
paper t h a t  such she was. 

But Sadie had no doubts. Sadie, 
following t h e  revival, had  joined the 
Church, and she fel t  she knew whore 
she stood. “ I’d  have you know,” 
said Sadie, “ I’m a Christian,” and 
Sadie  bogan t o  cry. 

Rebecca Steinam  lifted  her  black 
eyes. She gave .her beringed little 
hand a dramatic and conclusive wave. 
‘‘ You’re all of you Gentiles,’’ said 
Rebecca. 

Emmy Lou left the group, AS 
Animal, Biped, Intermediate, Low 





As sinks the ship at sea, Nor, when my days am gonc3, 
When all is still and the evening dark makes Let  as a derelict  mp evil float;. 

7 .  haste, 
So let my passing be 
Into the bosom of that unfathomed waste 
Where dwell the mingled races ÒT the globe. 
After this voyage short, 
In peace may I take up my destined robe, 

Let  not the ocean mourn 
O’er harm surviving death. Be there no  mote 
Of discontent  left on the  tide o f  man ; 
But o’er that ocean’s breast 
Let  ripples spread in peace ’neath Heavsn’a 

span, 
For aye in port. WhenÎ shall rest. 



UNT LOUISE was opposed to  the Pub- the manner of the  goats  from  the sheep ; but 
lie School. after one learns to  laugh from the corners 

Uncle Charlie said he feared  Aunt of one’s eyes a t  boys, a dividing line of mere 
Louise did not  appreciate  the Democratic aisle is soon bridged. Watching Rosalie, 
Institutions of her country. Emmy Lou discovered this. 

Emmy Lou caught  the word-democratic ; There was a boy in Chapel whom she knew, 
Iater she had occasion t o  consider it  further. but it takes courage to look out of the corners 

Aunt Louise  said that Uncle Charlie was af one’s eyes, and  Emmy Lou could  only  find 
quite right in  his fear, and the end was that sufficient t o  look straight, %hich is alto- 
Emmy Lou was started at  Private School. gether a different thing. But  the boy saw 

Parlor ;-and there being a pupil more than Once the boy’s  name had been  Billy ; later, 
there  were accommodations, and Emmy Lou a t  dancing school, it was Willie; now, the 
being the newcomer, her portion  was a rock- Principal who conducted Chapel Exercises, 
ing-chajr and a lap-board. called him  William. 

There was not even a real Teacher ; only  Emmy  Lou  liked this Principal. He had 
an old lady who called one ‘‘ my dear.” white hair, and  when it fell into his eyes he 

At home Emmy Lou cried with her head would stand it wildly over his head, running 
buried in Aunt Cordelia’s new bolster sham ; his  fingers  through its thickness;  but one 
for how could she confess to  Hattie and t o  did not laugh, because of greater  interest in 
Rosalie that   i t  was a parlor and a lapboard ? what he said. 

Upon consultation, Uncle Charlie said, let Emmy Lou asked Rosalie the Principal’s 
her do as she pleased, since damage to  her name, but Rosalie was smiling backward at  
seemed to  be  inevitable either way, So, a boy as the classes filed out of Chapel. After- 
Emmy Lou, rejoicing,  departed one morning ward she explained that  his name was Mr. 
for the Grammar School. Page. 

Public School being different from  Private  At Grammar School, Emmy LOU continued 
School, Emmy Lou at once began to  learn  to  learn things. The pupils of a Grammar 
things. For instance, at Grammar School, School abjure school bags ; a Geogra,phy nom 
one  no longer  speaks of boys in  undertones.  being a folio volume measurable in square 
One assumes an  attitude’ of having always feet, i t  is  the  thing to  build upon its basic 
known boys. At Grammar School, classes  foundation an edifice of other text-books, 
attend Chapel. There  are boys in Chapel, still and carry  the sum total t o  and fro on an 
separated from the girls, t o  be sure, after  aching arm. 

But it was not a School-it was only a her. Emmy  Lou looked away quickly. 





the office to be whipped. The strap hit a But it broadened : there  are Principals, 
stone in his pocket. So the Principal, who here and there, who can appreciate a Wil- 
went around on Saturdays with a hammer liam. 
tapping rocks, let; the boy off, He didn’t The  cheek of Ernily~Louise might be hot, 
know the boy got the rock out the alhy on but in’her  heart was a newer feeling; was 
purpose. But I reckon boys have some kind of it pleasure ? Something, somewhere, was 
a conscience. That boy felt sort of mean.” telling Emily Louise that William liked her 



the better  for these  things he was laughing 
at. Was she pleased thereat ? Never. Her 
cheek grew hotter. Yet the pleasurable 
sensation was there. Suddenly she under- 
stood. I t  was because of this  tribute t o  the 
condition of her conscience. Of course i t  
would be perfectly proper, therefore, t o  
determine t o  keep up this reputation with 
William. 

There was other proof that William liked 
her. A t  Grammar  School i t  was the proper 
thing  to own an  autograph album. Wil- 
liam’s page  in  the album of Emily Louise 
was a triumph in purple ink upon a pinkish 
background. Not that William had written 
it. Jimmy Reed had written i t  for him. 
Jimmy wielded a master pen in flourish and 
shading, upon which he put a price accord- 
i?gly. A mere name cost the patrons of 
Jmmy a pickle, while ;il pledge to eternal 
friendship or sincerity wasvalued at  a dough- 
nut. For the feelings ’ in verse, one paid a 
pie. 

William  had  paid a pie, and his sentiments 
a t  maximum price thus set forth declared : 

Which angles’ hands  have tied, 

Who shall its folds divide ?” 

“ True friendship is a golden knot 

By heavenly skill its textures wrought, 



“ And a MacLaurin ? ” que- 
ried Emily Louise. 

But  Aunt Cordelia’s enthu- 
siasm  had cooled. 

There carne a time  when 
Emily Louise divined why. All 
at once talk  began at school 
about a thing Zooming ahead, 
called an Election. It seemed a 
disturbing  thing,  keeping Uncle 
Charlie at the oflice all hours. 
And when in  time  it  actually ar- 
rived, Emily Louise could not go 
to  school tha t  day  because the 
way would talre  her  past  the 
Polls.  Yet ordinarily this  was 
only the Grocery; but so dread- 
ful a place is it when it be- 
comes a Poll, that Aunt Cor- 
delia could not go to it  for her 
marketing. 

Hitherto,  except when Miss 
Amanda wanted t o  be funny, 
Emily Louise  had  felt  her  to be 
inoffensive ; but as Election be- 
came the  absorbing  topic of 
Grammar School, a dreadful 
thing  came t o  light--Miss 
Amanda  was a llepublican. 

Hattie  told Emily  Louise ; her 
Voice was I O W  añd full of horror. For Lonise privately. “Are-ayen’t you’a Dem- 
Hattie  reflected  the spirit; o% her State and ocrat ? ”  she inquired. 
Ago;  the  State was in the  South,  the  year The indignant  response of Aunt Louise 
was preceding the ’80’s. was disconcerting. “ What else could you 

Emily  Louise lowered her voice, too; it dream I am ? ’’ she demanded with as- 
was to ask just what is a Republican.  She  perity. 
was conscious of a vagueness. “ You said you didn’t  approve of Demo- 

Hattie looked at her, amazed. “ A Re- cratic  Institutions,” explained Emily Louise, 
publican-why-people who are not Demo- recalling. 
crats-of course.” “ I approve of nothing under Republican 
“ I-low does one know  which one is ? ” domination,”  said  Aunt Louise haughtily. 

asked  Emily Louise, feeling  that  it would be Which was muddling, 
disconcerting,  considering public opinion, t o  “ What’s  Papa ? ” asked Emily Louise 
find herself a Republican. suddenly. 

Hattie loolred. tried. “ You’re what your Aunt Louise, dressing for a party, shut 
Father is,  naturally. I should think yo~z’d her door sharply. 
know that, Emily Louise.’’ One could ask  Aunt Cordelia. But Aunt 

On the way from school William joined Cordelis turned testy, and even told Emily 
Emily Louise. Louise t o  run away. 
“ What’s a Republican, William ? ” she Uncle Charlie was gone. 

asked. There were Auntb ”randa and Tom, so 
His countenance changed. “ It’s-well Emily Louise sought  the kitchen. It was 

-it’s the sort; you don’t want t o  have after supper. Tom was spelling the news 
anything t o  do with,”  said William from a paper  spread on the table, and Aunt 
d nrlcl v. ”randa was making up the flannel cakes for I I - - __  - 

Emily Louise,  knowing  how  William re- breakfast. 
J ”  

garded  her  conscientiousness, was uneasy ‘‘ Who ? Yo’ paw ? ” said Tom. “ He% 
because of a certain  recollection. She must a Republican; he clone edit  that kinder paper 
get to  the bottom of this. She sought Aunt over !cross the Ohier River, he does.” 





t o  survey the class. 
She looked Imitant and 
+undecided, glancing 
f ~ o m  row t o  row; then, 
as from some inspira- 
tion, her face cleared 
and she grew arch, 
shaking n finger play- 
fully. “ To the vic- 
tors belong the spoils, ” 
she said with sprightly 
humor, “ and it will, 
at least, narrow the 
choice. I will ask 
those young ladies 
whose fathers chance 
t o  be of a Republican 
way of thinking to 
please arise.” 

A silence  followed 
--il silence of disap- 

lrnotf that s’ho was wrong. She should pointment t o  the many; then Emily Louise 
read it in hf3r omn autograph alhum, MncLsurin arose. 
jusi; brought t o  Emily Louise for her in- Was retribution following thus fast be- 
scribing. Emily Imisc; remainecl in nt cause of that subterfuge of Mugwump ? 
recess. Verso was beyond her. She rec- Alas for that conscientiousness of which she 



had  once  been  proud ! Was it  the measure fication and pride. ' I  The wife Qf the Presi- 
of her degradation she read on Rosalie's dent-why, Emmy LOU-" 
startled face-Rosalie's face of stricken " I'll  write to  her  Aunt  Katie  this very 
incredulity and amaze ? But no ; Rosalie's afternoon," said Aunt Cordelia. 
transfixed gaze was not on Emily  Louise- But Emily Louise went out and sat on the  
it passed her, to-- side-door step; she  needed soli tude f o r  the 

-1sobeI. Aunt Cordelia was pleased, and Aunt 

eyes flashed  triumph ; her shoulders flung de-. And Emily Louise, with the kiss of Re- 
fiance back in the moment of being chosen.  publicanism  upon her cheek, had s tepped  

Excitement quivered the voice of Miss down from the Chapel platform into ovation 
Amanda's  announcement. I '  The wife of the and adulation, to  find herself the center of 
President of the United States, young ladies, a homeward group  jostling for  place  beside 
having signified her intention of to-day visit- her. Hattie had carried her books, Rosalie 
ing our School, the young ladies standing  her  jacket. William had nodded to her  at 
wilI report. t o  the office at once, to receive the corner with an incidental  carelessness 
instructions as t o  their part in the pro- of manner, and joined the group. Em- 
gramme ; though first, perhaps "-did  Miss ily Louise had stolen a glance at William, 
Amanda read sex through self-" a little anxiously.  Had William's opinion of her 
smoothing of hair-and  ribbons-" fallen ? It would seem not. 

Emily Louise carried her news  home doubt- Yet Isobel had gone home  alone. Emily 
fully, for Aunt Louise  and Aunt Cordelia Louise had seen her starting,  with  sidewise 
were of suc11 violent  Democracy. . glance and lingering saunter should any be 

" You were  chosen "-Aunt Louise re- meaning to overtake  her. But she had gone 
peated-"Isobel t o  make the speech, and you on alone. 
t o  present the flowers ? " Aunt Louise's " Because she never told, " said Hattie. 
face was alight with excitement and inquiry. '' Until she  wanted to  be chosen, " said 

" 1 gave them t o  her up on the platform : it . " But I never told,,'  said Emily Louise. 
a pyramid in alace paper-the  bouquet." Hattie was final. " It's different, '' said 

" And then ? Aunt Louise was breath- Hattie. 
less with attention. The sun went down; the dusk grew chill. 
'' She  kissed  me,"  said  Emily  Louise. Emily  Louise sat on the door-step, chin in 

To where in the aisle beyond stood another  readjustment of her ideas. 

But the head of Isobel was erect, and her Louise  was proud. 

' And what did you do, Emmy Lou ? Rosalie. 

. Aunt Louise gave a little laugh of grati- palm. 



OUI3LE names are childish things; a disconcerting curtness of enunciation t o  an 
therefore Emmy Lou entered  the amazing rapidity of the same. Indeed, gliss 
High School BS Emily MacLauren. Carmichael talked so fast  that Emily got 

Her  disapproval of the  arrangements she a blurred impression of her surroundings, car- 
found there was decided. High School pupils rying away a dazed  consciousness that  the 
have no abiding place, but  are nomadic in contents of certain  jars to the right and. left 
their  habits and enforced wanderers between of the lady were amphibian  in their nature, 
shrines of learning,  changing  quarters as well and that certain  other objects in skin leering 
8s teachers  for every recitation ; and the con- down from dusty shelves were there  because 
stant  readjustment, o f  mood t o  meet  the va- of saurian claims. And because Man is a ver- 
ried  temperaments of successive teachers is tebrate, having an inter%al, jointed,  bony 
wearing on the temper. skeleton, Man stood in a glass case behind the 
Yet  there is a law in the High School supe- oracular priestess of the place, in awful, ar- 

rior to that of the teacher. At the dictates of ticulated, bony  whole, from which the newly 
a gong, classes arise in the  face of a teach- initiated had constantly t o  drag  their  fascin- 
er’s  incompleted peroration and depart. As ated, shuddering gaze. No t  that Emilywanted 
for  the pupils, there is no rest for the soles t o  look, indeed she had no time t o  be looking, 
of their  feet ; a Freshman in the High School  needing it all t o  keep up with MissCarmichael, 
is a mere abecedarian part of an ever-moving discoursing in unpunctuated,polysyllablic A on- 
line, which toils weightedwith pounds of text- of things batracllian and things reptilian, 
books, up and down the stairways of Knowl-  which, like the syllables falling from the lips 
edge, climbing t o  the mansard heights for of the wicked daughter in the story-book, 
Rhetoric, t o  descend, past doors t o  which it proved Iater to  be toads and lizards. 
must later return, t o  the foundation floor for Miss Carmichael was short and square, and 8 

Ancient  History. her  nose was large. She  rubbed it with her 
Looking  back at  the undulating line winding knuckle like a man. She had  rubbed it  one dag 

in dizzy spiral about the stairways, Emily, a t  as she looked at  Emily, whom she had called 
times, seemed t o  herself to be a  vertebrate upon as “ the  girl who answers to  the name 
part of some long, forever uncoiling mon- of MacLauren.” 
Ster, one of those  prehistoric, seen-before-in- It was not a flattering way t o  be desjgnated, 
dreams affairs. She chose her figures h o w -  but Freshmen learn t o  be grateful f o r  any 
ingly, f o r  she was studying Zoölogy  now. identity. Then, too, Miss Carmichael  as 
Classes went to  the laboratory for this sub- famed for her wit, and  much is t o  be over- 

ject, filing into an amphitheater of benches looked  in a wit which in another mfght Seem 
about Miss Carmichael, who stood jn the cen- t o  be  bad manners. Once Emily  had been hazy 
ter of things and wasted no time : she even about the word wit, but now she knew. If 
clipped her words, perhaps that they  might you understand at  once it is  not wit; but if, 
not  impede each other  in their flow, which lent as you  begin t o  understand, you find YO* don’t, 
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that is apt to  be wit. Miss Carmiehael was “ Then  why didn’t you have i t  explained ’? ” 
famed for hers. “ I did try.” Which was true, f o r  Emily had 
Thus called upon, the  girl who answered to gone with questions concerning“perpetuation 

the name of MacLauren stood up. The lecture of type to her  Aunt  Cordelia. 
under discussion  was concerned with a  mat- “ What did you want to know ? ” demanded. 
ter called perpetuation of type. Under fire of Miss Carmiehael. 
questions it developed that the pupil in hand (‘ About-about the  questions at the end for  
was sadly  muddled  over it. US to  answer-about that  one, ‘ Wktt  r n a k ~ ~  

Miss Carmichael t o  play  with the pupil’s mys- “ And what does ? ” said MiSS Carmiehael. 
tification. ‘( ‘ Be a kitten and cry mew,, ” “That’s  exactlywhat I’m trying- t o  iind ou t .  ” 
said she, her eyes snapping with the humor Emily  looked embarrassect. Aunt; C’:ordelia’s 
of it. (‘ Why  mew  and not baa ? Why does the answer was the same  one t h a t  she gave to all 
family of Cow continue to wear horns ? ” the puzzling whys, but Elnily dicl not wml; t o  

ily felt wild.  Miss Carmichael here evidently ‘( Come, come, come,” said Miss Carmi- 
decided it was time to  temper  glee  with some- chael. She was standing by h e r  taMe, and 
thing else. Emily was prepared  for that, hav- she rapped i t  sharply, ‘( And what  does ? ’’ 
ing discovered that wit  is uncertain in its hu- ‘‘ God,’, said Emily desperately. 
mors. She felt  the  general  embarrassment as d m  
“ An organ not exercised loses power to sat down. She felt  Hattie  give quick look at 

perform  its function. Think! ” said niIiss Car- her,  then saw her  glance around. Was it; for 
michael. “ Haven’t you taken down the lec- her ? EIattie’s  cheek was recl. I tosd ie ,  w i t h  
ture ? ” her cheek crimson, was loolring in her lap. 
Emily  had taken down the  lecture, but  she In the High School some llave pamect out rxE 

had not taken in the  lecture. She looked un- Eden  while others are only appro~~ching “ b h u  
happy. ( (  I don’t think I understand  it,” she fruit of the  tree. 
confessed. Hattie had glanced a t  her pro tec  tingly, and 

Under such’circumstances, i t  was a way with types repeat themselves ? 

Why,  indeed ? There wasn’t any sense. .Em- give i t  here. 



.~ 

She t,&ud quicl& and hid her face against 

But later she almost quarreled with Aunt 
the sofa. Emmy Lou had met Self. " O mither, mither, mak my bed 

O malr i t  Saft and narrow : 
Since mv love died for me to-day, 

Cordelia about the sailorsuit. Ïse die flor him to-rnorrowe." - 







.A_. 3 “The bride and her  maidens  sat in her 

l 

i!“ bower-” 
‘1 
.‘; She nodded to  William  loitering 
11’ near  the  High  School  gate, and 
! i  hurried on. She did not want com- 
.‘: pany jus t now : i. 

‘ I  And they ’broidered a sn-ow-white veil, 
~ And their laughter w;ts sweet as tile 

That breathed on the soft south gale.” 
orange flower 

But  here William caught up with 
her.  She had thought he would 
take  the  hint, but he didn’t, going 
with her  to her very  gate. U u t  
once  inside, she drew a long 
breath. The cherry  buds were 
swelling  and the  sky  was blue. She 
took up her  verse where ‘William 
had interrupted : 

“ The bride and her maidens sil; in lier 

And they stitch at  n winding-sheet; 
And they wee11 as the brunkh 0% t h  

bower, 

orange flower-” 

Emily is so absorl~etl :11; the din- 
ner table  that Aunt Cordolitx is 
moved to  argue about it;. She 
sha’n’t go t o  sclmol if sho does 
not eat  her  dinner wlrlerr she guts 
home. “ And that  beautiful dice, 
of good roast beef u n t o ~ ~ c l ~ ~ d , ”  
says Aunt  Cordelia. 
Emily frowned, being intent, on  

that last line, which is not; writhen 
yeb. She is  hunting the rhyme for 
winding-sheet. 

What is this Aunt; (:01*tluli:2 is 
- .-__ . , I . .  __ ., . ..zr--agJl saying? c ~ a t - r n ~  = tl 

‘ c  L UP ? ’ suid Hattie. ‘What ’s  the U P  for? ’ ” How c m   ALU^ CordditL ? .I- i t  
throws one off-it upso2;s ono. 

was finding the use,  the  purpose for i t  all, Hattie chanced t o  be criticising M i m  l,leaton 
these  years of the climb toward knowledge. the next day, saying that she required too lit- 
Some day it would dawn on her that we only tle of her  classes. “ Dut then she is nmru con- 
garner  to give out. cerned  getting  ready  to be marriecl, i rcck- 

from her Latin Grammar, but  she did not un- “ Oh,” said Emily, c ‘  Hattie ! ” Shc? FWR 
derstand the meaning then. In the  beginning shocked, almost  hurt,  with  Hattie. ‘‘ hd1; 
God made, and Man is in  the  image of God. you know about it? ” she went on to axplain. 
She had found  the answer t o  her  discontent; “ She  was going to  Be married and-he-- he  
for  to  create, t o  give out, is the law. never came---he was  dead.” 

She wrote on, head bent, cheek flushed, lean- “ No such thing,” said Hattie. ‘‘ IIe runs a 
ing  absorbed above the paper in her book. feed  store  next my father’s oílico. We’ve got 

On the way home she whispered that which cards.  It’s  the day after school’s out.” 
had written  itself, while 11er feet  kept  time to ‘‘ Then - which - asked  Emily  falter- 
the  rhythm.  It was Beautiful ancl Sad, and i t  ingly. 
was True : “ Why, I ’tleard that the first of t he  year,” 

Cren~e-cl’catu?n, she had repeated in class an,” said Hattie. 



:said Hattie. “ It was Miss I‘Jarmicllael that of Hattie, of Rosalie, of Miss Beaton, its 
happened to.” True. ” 
Enlily went off to  herself. She fe1 t bitter and She took it t o  Hattie,  from some feeling tha t  

cross and disposed to blame Miss 13eaton. She she was mixed up in this thing.  Hattie closet1 
never wanted t o  see or t o  hear of Miss Beaton her Algebra, keeping a finger in the place, 
again. while she took the paper and looked a t  it. She 

Upstairs she took from  her Latin ~hxmmar did not  seem impressed or otherwise, but read. 
.a penciled paper,  interlined  and much erased, i t aloud i n  a matter-of-fact tone : 
and tore it into bits-vicinuslylittlebits. Then flolver sprang from the earth arie day .she went and put  them in the waste-paper And nodded and blew  in a blithesome way. 
bash t. 

garet had said,  and Emily \.vas feeling again,, 
and deeply; later she wrote. 

the paper, nor did it especially apply t o  the You don’t need it.” 
case i n  point. llut then,” she reminded ‘( It’s-it’s for the said Emily. 
herself, bitterly recalling the faithlessness ‘( It’s redundancy, ” said Hattie. 

- -  
And the \ V U ~  sun filled its cup ! 

It idly down where it lately  grew, 
And the same snn withered it up.” 

( (  You just  feel it and then you write,’’ M u -  n careless hand broke it oif and threw 

It was gloomy, that which wrote  itself on (‘ 01 ? ’’ said Hattie. “ What’s the up for? 



OR 

‘ 12 tEd  l y  c. L. Nì?.ttU?l 

T was gratifying t o  be attached t o  a name being  elect  but in a h o w l  e d g e  of the ~ l v y  0% 
again. As a Freshman, personality had those  less privileged ? 
been lost in the High School by reason And mounting the stairs to t h  mansard, 

c of overwhelming numbers. The under-world their door had  ahut upon the  Hatonians;  il; 
seems always to be over populated and was a secret society. 
valued accordingly. But progress in the High And now this porbal stood o p e n  $0 Misa Mac- 
School, by rjgorous enforcement of survival Laurin. 
of the  fittest, brings ultimately a chance  She  took her note t o  Hattie and to Ilosdie, 
for identity. Emmy Lou, a survivor, found a who showed. a polite bu t  somowhat forced 
personality  awaiting her in her Sophomore interest. 
year. Henceforth  she was to  be Miss Mac- ‘‘ Of course  if you have timo fo r  that sort 
Laurin. of thing, ” said Hattie. 

The year  brought further distinction. Along “ As if there was not enough of ~cllool and 
in  the  term Miss MacLaurin received notifica- learning, now, Emily, ” said 1% osalie. 
tion that  she had been elected t o  membership Miss MacLaurin felt disconcerted,  the bulb- 
in  the Platonian Society. ble of her  elation seemed pr icked ,  until she 

l ‘  On account of recognized literary qualifi- began to  think about it, Hattie a n d  Rosalie 
cations,” the communication set forth. were not asked to becorne   P la tonians ;  d i d  

Miss MacLaurin read  the  note with blushes, they  make  light of the  honor because, i t  was 
and  because of the secret joy its perusal not  their honor ? 
afforded, she  re-read it in  private many times  Each  seeks to  be v i c t o r  lin some field of 
more. The first-fruits of fame  are  sweet; achievement, but; each is j e a l o u s  of the 
and as an Athenian might have regarded an other’s field. I-Iattie t h o u g h t  Itosalis frivol- 
invitation  into Olympus, so Miss MacLaurin ous, and Rosalie scribbled nofes under the 
looked upon this opening into Platonia. nose of Hattie’s  brilliant recitations. Miss 

As a Freshman, on Friday afternoons,  she MacLaurin, on the n e u t r a l  ground OP a non- 
had noted  certain of the upper pupils stroll-  combatant, was expected by each to furnish 
ing about the building after dismissal, clothed, the admiration and applause,  
in lieu of hats and  jackets,  with large im- Hattie’s was the field of l e a r n i n g ,  and  she 
portance. She had learned that they were stood,  with  obstacles trod unde r  heel, crowned 
Platonians, and from  the out courts of the with honors. Hattie  meant t o  b e  valedictorian 
un-elect  she had watched them, in pairs and some day, nor did Miss Maclsur in  doubt; &t- 
groups, mount the stairs with laughter and tie would be. 
chatter and covert backward glances. She did Rosalie’s was a different  field. fiers was 
not wonder ; she would have glanced back-  strewn with victims ; vic t ims  W ~ ~ O B Q  name was 
ward  too, for wherein lies the  satisfaction of Boys. 



It was Rosalie’s field  Miss MacLaurin in her “ What ? ” asked Emmy Lou. 
heart longed to enter. But how did Rosalie “ Anything,” said Uncle  Charlie. 
do it ? She raised  her eyes and lowered them What was he talking about ? 
and the victims fell. But every one  could no t  A sense of humor,” said  Uncle  Charlie, 
.be a Rosalie. as though one  had spoken. 

And Hattie looked pityingly upon Rosalie’s Emmy Lou smiled absently. Some of Uncle 
way of life, and Rosalie laughed lightly at  Charlie’s joking which  she  was  used t o  ac- 
Hat tie, cepting as mystifying. 

Miss MacLaurin admired Hattie,  but se- But it was funny about Rosalie and Hattie; 
cretly  she envied Rosalie. If she had  known she was smiling again, and she felt patroniz- 

’how, she herself would have much preferred ingly superior t o  them both. 
Bays t o  Brains ; one js only a Minerva as Miss MacLaurin was still feeling her superi- 
second choice. ority as she went to school the next morning. 

To be sure there was William. Oh, Mrilliam ! It made  her pleased with herself. It was a 
He is taken for  granted, and besides, Miss frosty morning; she drew long breaths, she 
MacLawin is becoming sensitive because felt buoyant, and scarcely conscious of the 
there  is no one but William.  pavements  under her  feet. 

The next day she was approached by Hattie A t  the corner she met William withanother 
and Rosalie, who  each  had a note. They  men- boy. She  knew this other boy, but that was 
tioned i t  casually, but  Hattie’s  tone had a all; he  had never shown any disposition to 
ring. Was it satisfaction ? And Rosalie’s have her know him better. But this morning 
Ia~ghwastouchedwithgrati- 
fication, for the notes were __ 
official, inviting t~~ern ,  too, t o  I p 

(‘ At the High School gate M i s s  fifacLuvrin raised her T e s  again ” 
l____l. 

l 

becorné Platon’lans. 
“ Thinking it over,” said 

Hattie, ‘ 1’11 join; one owes 
something to class-spirit.” 
“ It’s so  alluring-the 

sound,” said Rosalie, “ a 
secret anything.” 
Miss MacLsurin, thinking i t  

overherself  aftershereached 
home that day, suddenly 
laughed. 
It was at dinner. Uncle 

Charlie  lookedup at hisniece, 
whom he knew asEmmy Lou, 
not t as yet, having met Miss 
MacLawin. €Io had heard her 
laugh before,  but  not just 
that way; generally she had 
laughed  because  other peo- 
ple laughed ; now she  seemed 
t a  be doing it of herself. 
There is a difference. 

Emmy Lou was thinking of 
the changed point of view of 
Hattie and Rosalie, ‘ It’s- 
it’s funny-” she explained 
in answer t o  Uncle Charlie’s 
look * 

No ! ” said Uncle Charlie. 
“ And you see i t  ? Well ! ” 

What on earth was  Uncle 
Charlie talking about ? 
‘‘ I congratulate YOU,” he 

continued. (‘ It willnever be 
so hard  again.” !L i._” .I-- 



things \vere different. William and the  other hended  very little of what it was all about, 
boy joined her, William taking  her books, though  it  soullded impressive.  Y O U  called it 
while they all walked along together. ParliamentarY  Ruling. To an outsider  this 

look a t  her. Something told  her  she was Ioolr- to  an end tha t  everybody had seen from the 
ing well, and an intuitive consciousness that beginning. Parliamentary Ruling also s m m ~ d  
the boy, stealing a look at her, thought SO apt  to lead its followersinto pa ths  unexpected 
too, made her look better. even by them, from w h i c h   t h e y  did no t  ~ m n v  

Her  spirits soared intoxicatingly. This was how to  get out, and i t  also l e a d  60 revelations 
a new sensation. Miss MacLaurin did not humiliating to  new members- 
know herself,  the sound of her  gay  chatting The report of the   t reasurer  was called for.. 
and laughter was strange in her  ears.  Per- It showed a deficit. 
haps i t  was an unexpected revelation to  the “ Even with  the  initiation fees and d w s  
Others, too. William was not looking pleased, from new m,embers ? ” asked the President. 
but  the  other boy was looking a t  her. Even so. 

Something made Miss MacLaurin feel dar- “ Then,” said  the  President, “ we’ll llave t o  
ing. She looked up-suddenly-and met the elect some more.  Any new n a m e s  f o r  nomina- 
other boy’s glance. To be  sure,.  she looked tion ? ” 
down quicker, that  part being involuntary, as Names, i t  seemed, were unflatteringly easy 
well as  the blush that followed. The blush was to supply, and  were  rapidly put up and voi;d 
disconcerting,  but the sensation on the whole upon for nomination. 
was pleasurable. But suddedy a Platonian mas upon her feet ; 

raised her eyes again. The lowering a,nd the limited and they had over-stepped  that  limit. 
blush could be counted on, the only hard part The nominations were  unconstitutional. 
was t o  get them raised. The treasurer  at  this was upon  her  feet, 

She was blushing as she  turned to  go in ; reading  from  the  Constitution : “ The rev- 
she was  laughing too, t o  hide the blush. And enues of said  Society may be increased only 
this was the Elixir of which Rosalie drank ; by payment of dues by new rnen~bers”--she 
it mounted the brain. Intuitively Miss Mac- paused, and here  reminded them that   the  
Laurin knew, if she could, she would drink  Society was in debt. 
of it again. She looked backward over her Discussion waxed hot. A constitution had 
shoulder, the boy was looking backward, too. been looked upon as invulnerable.  
Hattie had said that Rosalie was frivolous, At  last a Platonian arose. She called atten- 
that  her head was turned; no wonder her  tion t o  the  fact   that   t ime w a s  passing, and 
head was turned. moved that   the   mat ter  b e  tabled, and the So- 
The next Friday  the three newly elect  ciety proceed with the programme for the 

mounted the  stairs  to the  Platonian doorway. day. 
Lofty  altitudes  are expected to  be  chilly, Frercer  discussion ensued at this. ‘‘ Busi- 

and the elevation of the mansard was as ness  before  pleasure,” said a sententious 
nothing t o  the mental heights upon which member. “ What’s a p r o g r a m m e   t o  a matter 
Platonia was established. Platonian welcome concerning the  Consti tution itself ? 
had  an added chilliness besides, by reason of The sponsor for the motion grew sarcastic. 
its formality. (It developed later  she was on the  programme.) 
The new members hastily found seats. “ Since  the  business of the Society was only 
On a platform sat Minerva enthroned ; no useful as a means of conducting the p -  

wonder, for she was a Senior as well as a gramme,  which was  the  pr imary ohjuct of 
President. The lesser  lights, on each side, thesociety’s  being, she objected t o  tile class- 
i t  developed, \vere Secretary and Treasurer ; ing of the  programme as ~nirnportant.~~ 
they looked coldly important. The other Pla- But the  progranme was postponed. IJi;J11e~1 
tonians sat around. people begin t o  handle r e d  tape, there is 
The Society was asked to  colne to order. always a chance that they get enmeshed in its 

The Society  came to  order. There was no set- voluminous tangles. 
tling  and =-settling and rustling and tardy I t  was dark when t h e   S o c i e t y  adjourned. 
subsidal, as in  the class room, perhaps be- Platonians gave  up dinner and Friday after- 
cause the young ladies, in this case, wanted noons to the canse, bu t  what I’]at;oni~~,n 
the  order. doubted the  worth of i t  ? 
It went on, tho@ Miss MacLaurin was Miss MacLaurjn and Hattie wallzecl hoIn@ 

conscio~s  that, for her part, she compre- together. A t  the  corner   they  Inet  a boy., It 

Miss MacLaurin felt  the boy take a sidewise seemed  almost t o  mean t h e  longes t  way 

A t  the High School gate Miss MacLaurin she had  been  counting. T h e  membership 



was the  other boy 
whose name, as it 
c h a n c e d ,  w a s  
Chester.  He joined 
t h e m   a n d   t h e y  
walked along  to- 
gether.  Something 
made Miss Mac- 
Laur in ’ s   cheek  
quite red;   i t  was 
her blush  when the 
boy joined  them. 

A few  steps  far- 
ther on they  met 
Miss Kilrain, tbc 
new teacher  at  the 

was just as Miss 
M a c L a w i n  was 
laughing an em- 
barrassed laugh t o  
hide the blush. 
Miss Kilrain loolred 
a t  them coldly ; one 
was conscious of 
her disapproval. 
Miss Kilrain’s 

name had been u p  
that  very  after- 
noon intheSociety 
for  honorary mem- 
bership. All teach- 
ers  weremade hon- 
orary members. 

With  the Sopho- 
more  year High 
School pupils  had 
met  several new 
th i .ngs .   H ighe r  
Education was one 

High  School. It  

it; in the person of 
Miss Kilrain. It loolred forbidding. She lower- 
ed her voice  in speaking of i t  and  brought 
the  words  forth  reverently,  coupling  it  with 
another impressively uttered  thing, which she 
styled Modern Methods. 
Miss KiIrain walked mincingly on the balls 

of her  feet. She frequently called the  atten- 
tion of her classes to this, which was super- 
fluous, for so ostentatiously did she do her 
walking one could not  but  be  aware of some 
unnatural  quality in her gait. But Miss Kil- 
rain,  that  they  might  remember  to do the 
same, reminded her classes so often, they all 
took to  walking on their heels. Human nature 
is contrary. 
She also breathed  from  her  diaphragm, and 

urged  her pupils to  try the same. 

‘ *  Don’t you do it,” Rosalie cautioned Em- 
ily; “ look at her waist.’, 
Miss ICilrain came into the High School with 

some other new things-the new text-books. 
There had been violent opposition t o  the 

new books and as violent a fight for them. 
The papers had  been full of i t  and Emmy 
Lou had read the  particulars of it. 

A Mr. Bryan had been in favor of the change. 
Emmy Lou remembered him as a Principal 
way back in the beginning of things. Mr. 
Bryan was quoted  in the  papers as saying: 
“ Modern methods are  the oil that lubricate 

the wheels of progress.” 
Professor Koenig, who was opposed to  the 

change, was Principal at   the High School. 
He said that  the  text  -books in use were 





t ?  

the ide& of Higher 
Education were being 
realized by the  use of 
Modern Methods. The 
spirit of this school 
had  beenEarnestness, 
and this spirit had 
foundvoice ins  school 
paper. As a  worthier 
field for the  talent she 
recognized in the Pla- 
tonian Society, Miss 
Kilrain now proposed 
that this society start 
a paper, which should 
be  the  organ for the 
School. 
It was onlya sugges- 

tion ; but did i t  appeal 
t o  tho talent she re- 
cognized before  her, 
they could bear in 
mind that she stood 
ready to assist them 
with  the advice and 
counsel of  one experi- 
enced in the work. 

Going down stairs 
Miss Kilrain put her 
arm about one of the 
girls, and said i t  was 

thing she admired- 
an earnestyoungspir- 
it. The girl was Ro- 
salie, who blushed and 
looked embarrassed. 

That; meeting was 
the  last of the 13- 
ton ian   ga ther ings  
that might be called 
personally conducted. 
The Plat oni ans hardly 
knew whether they wanted a paper or not, in class she had surreptitiously tried l m  
when  they found themselves full in the hand on a tentative editorial, after this 
business of making one. Miss Kilrain was fashion: 
the head and front of things.  She marshalled " It is our desire t o  state  at the start that 
her forces with the air of one who knows this paper does no t  intend t o  dabble in the 
what she wants. Her forces were that  part muddy pool of politics." 
of the Society which had voted  against Miss MacLawin heartily endorsed the pro- 
the Debate, Miss Kilrain was one who must posed paper, and Ijke Miss IGlrain, felt that 
lead, at something ; if she could not be lead- it would be a proper field for unused talent. 



the name before on all the new text-books listened. T l ~ e ~ l  he got up. I-le puahet1 his h t  
this year introduced into the High School. back and scratched his head and not’i(led 11s 
“ How will I. write this ? ” Emmy Lou in- he surveyed them. Then he put a, l~ztntl in  Ilia 

quirecl of Uncle Charlie that night. “ This pocket and pursecl  his lipn as ho loolrctl down 
letter  to  the International School Boolr Corn- on them. 
p::y ? y ’ “ And what am I to  get, if I give you the 

What’s that ? ” asked Uncle Cllarlie. advertisement ? ” he inquired. 110 was m i l -  
Emmy Lou explained. ing jocosely! and here 11e pinclled Imy’s 
Uncle Charlie looked interested. I C  Here to  cheek plnyfulIy between a, hhuml.) and foro- 

see Professor Bryan, was he ? W m .  Moving finger. 
against Koenig faster even than I pre- Ernmy Lou had kept her wits .  H110 ca r r id  
dicted.” mucl1 paraphernalia  under her am. M.ks Iiil- 
Miss ICilrain had instructed her committee rain hacl posted them thorougl~ly a a  t o  thoir 

further as to what t o  do. business. 
“ You meet me on Saturday,” said l&cy t o  “ And what, then, do I get ? ” rqcatotl  t h o  

Emily, “ ancl we will do Main Street to-  man. 
gether.” Ernmy Lou was producing a paper. ‘‘ A rc- 

She met Lucy on Saturday. Lucy had a list ceipt, ” said Ernmy Lou. 
of places. The man shouted. So did the otllur men. 
“ You-you’re chairman, ” said Emlny Lou, Emmy Lou and Lucy were l)ewil(teretl. 

It was at  the door of the first place on the promised thcm t h e  aclvertisernent, am1 walked 
list, a large, open doorway, and i t  and the back through  the cellar-like S ~ O ~ Q  with them 
sidewalk were blocked with boxes and hogs- to  the  outer door. 
heads  and men rolling things  into  drays. “ Corne again,” said he. 

Lucy and Emmy Lon went in; they  went on On the way t o  t h e  next place they 1ncl?.1; Ern- 
going in, back through a lane between sacks my Lou’s Zncle Charlie. It was noar  his oflice. 
and things stacked high ; it was. dark and I-Ie wax a pleasant person t o   m e e t  down-tow11, 
cellar-like, and smelled of sugar ancl molas- as it usually meant a visit t o  a certain allur- 
ses. A t  last they reached a glass door, which ing candy place. I-Ie was feeling even now in 
was open. Emmy Lou stopped and held back; his clmnge pocket as he came up. 
so did Lucy. ‘‘ I-IOW now,” said he, I C  and where t o  ? ’ ’ 

4 6  you aslc--’ y ‘‘ It’s worth t11e price,” sa id  t h  m:m. IIe 

’‘ You-you’re cl~airn~an-” said Emmy Emmy Lou explained. She had n o t  htlppo11ed 

a 



on his own dhead, ” ;aicl Miss Kilrain ; ‘ I  it’s Friday evenings, ’’ she explained, ‘‘ and I’m 
only another proof of his inability t o  adapt invited.” 
himself t o  Modern Methods. ’ ’ Which was doubly true, for both William 
Next manth wns December.  The HighSchool and Chester had asked her. She was used t o  

adjourned for tho’ holicVays. But the Phton- having William say he’d come round and go 
iana were busy. T h y  were preparing for a along; she had had a boy join her and walk 
debate, a clcbate with the High School boys. home--but this- 
Professor Koenig had thought i t  an excellent (‘ You can’t do it all,” said Aunt Cordelia 
thing, and offered his library t o  the Society positively. l ‘  That Societykeeps you till dark.” 
for use i n  menaration. savine: that a friendly Exnmg Lou knew when Aunt  Cordelia’s tones 

.... 
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But YOU have found many other  strange The years flit by, Emmy LOU, and I Iove you 
things  in  this mysteriousworld-haven’t YOU, still. When YOU contradicted  Hattie about 
Emmy LOU? From your first step in deductive being an  Animal and then had to  confess on 
reasoning-which told you that pencils have paper that such YOU were ; when YOU and your 
a way of rolling off your desk when  you are index fingel: pored over the dictionary’s pages 
gone, and that one  pencil makes many stumps t o  !iscover whether you were also a Heretic ; 
-to the day  when you gazed so long into when you made the  humiliating discovery, for 
Aunt Cordelia’s mirror and  suddenly met Self, a Southern girl, that you were a Republican 
YOU have found your pathway in life hedged because your papa was one-in all these anx- 
right  and  left with strange things-haven’t ious  and  solemn moments my heart went out 
YOU, Emmy Lou? But you looked a t  them so to you, Emmy Lou. 
bravely and smiled so sunnily as you went on And when, at  twelve years, you find yourself 
through  the world-through the First Reader dreaming, Emmy Lou, and watching the 
World, and the  Fifth Reader World, and the clouds through  the school-room window, still 
Grammar Grade World, and the High School I love YOU, Emmy Lou-for your conscience, 
World-through the world of Miss Clara and s-yhichWilliam told about i n   h i s  essay. YOU re- 
the world of the  Large Lady in Black Bom- member, the two girls who met a COW, “Look 
bazine, and the rosy world of Dear Teacher, her right in the  face and p r e t e n d  like we 
and the thorny world of Miss  Lizzie, and all aren’t afraid,”  said the biggest girl. But 
the  other worlds-there  was always courage the  littlest girl-that was you-had a con- 
in your smile and trust in your heart, and science. “Won’t it  be deceiving the COW? ” 
that is why I love you, Emmy  Lou, dearest she wanted t o  know. Brave, honest Emmy 
little girl of all. Lou ! 
I can see you now, opening your Primer at  In every disillusionment-the world has so 

page 17, which  you  know  by heart and iden- many-I feel with you, Emmy Lou. How often 
tify by its picture; and I cm hear you now, the world slaps our ideals i n  the  face, as when 
as your small voice drones forth in sing-song Hattie told you Miss Beaton was going to be 

married, and you, shocked, h u r t ,  told the ro- 
I am as old as my cat. mance  you  had  woven about her .  “She was. 
And how old is your cat ? going to be married, ’’ you said, “and-he- 
My cat is as old as my dog. he never came-he was dead.” ‘No such 
And how old is your dog ? 
My dog is as old as I am. thing,” said Hattie;  “he runs a feed store 

next my father’s office.’’ 
What  matter if  you  held your Primer upside Yes, I love you, Emmy Lou, better than all 

down, as many another Emmy Lou has done the proud  and beauteous heroines in the big 
while reading some  equally affecting narra- grown-up boolcs, because yon a r e  so sunshiny 
tive?  What  matter, Emmy Lou, if you  were  and trustful, so sweet and brave-because 
small in knowledge: you were large in faith. you  have a heart of gold, Emmy Lou. And I 
And a glorious privilege was accorded to Hat- want you t o  tell George Madden Martin (who, 
tie, who had you for her  “nintimate  friend.’’ I hear, is really Mrs. Atwood R. Martin) how 
If many people took you for  their “nintirnate glad I am that she has told us all about you, 
friend,” Emmy Lou, you  would  help them the dearest little  girl since Alice dropped 
very much. I wish you could be  the  “ninti- down into Wonderland-yes, I love you even 
mate  friend” of every Miss Lizzie  who teaches better  than Alice, Emmy Lou. 
in our schools-ït was Miss Lizzie  who threw But here I am still calling you Emmy ,Lou, 
the Green and Gold Book into the stove. I t  and you  have  budded into Mi- MacLaurin, 
would be better for the Miss Lizzies and bet- and are receiving attentions fromwjlliam and 
ter  for  the other Emmy LOUS. Chester ; your mirror has t o l d  you that you 
If all the Miss  Lizzies could read your book, are pretty, and  you have had strange heart- 

, Emmy LOU, how they would  be changeà ! They flutterings, and your eyes have sought  the 
would no longer be like the Cruel Stepmother, ground, and your cheeks have blossomed 
the Wicked Fairy Godmother, the grim and pink. I fear, Emmy Lou, t h a t  ere long you 
terrible  Ogress who dwelt in her lonely  cas- will think more of William o r  of Chester than 
tle,  the school-house, while the  forty  little of any book lover’s protestations.  SO, good- 
girls in the Fourth Reader were the captive by,  Emmy  Lou-be assured t h a t  YOU have my 
Princesses, kept by Miss  Lizzie until  certain  heart, and that I will love you ever. 
tasks were performed. Good-by, Emmy Lou ! 

fashion ’ How old are you, Sue? 



T H E  H O U S E  O F  F U L F I L M E N T  ’9 

spice-calte that Mary  Ann always made 
herself because Alonzo was  never satisfied 
with  any  other, She had brought food 
enough,  though  at first he did not think 
so, and  at  the end appeared a bottle of 
coffee, strong and bright-flavored with just 
enough  sugar in it, the best coffee that 
Alonzo had ever  tasted. I t  renewed their 
cheerfulness when Mary  Ann divulged the 
secret of its possession and explained how 
she had concealed it all the  way in the 
shawl  she carried. They laughed and 
talked  together like a  boy and girl ; the 
soft air blew in their faces, and it was fra- 
grant  with all the spicy fragrance of the 
spring,  ofthe fields that lay  below, warm in 
the midday sun and  cool with the forest 
airs  that  drew down from the deep pine 
and hemlock  woods, which still  kept the 
dark secrets of winter. 

At  last,  with one  consent, they rose ; by 

this  time spring clouds thicker  than  any in 
the morning sky were hiding away the 
sun’s  warmth and brightness. The eIderly 
man and woman stood there a moment, 
looking again at  the village, where the, 
plain, forsaken houses stood together like 
a  forlorn,, unshepherded flock above the 
river, so small, so meagre, so incapable of 
charm and pleasantness, for it was not yet 
the time when June would  lend even this 
dull village some beauty of vines and thick 
leafage. 

I wonder if there’s any young couple 
there now, starting out just as we did, 
without any  more than we  had, and just 
as full of ambition ? ” whispered Mary Ann. 

Alonzo Hallett smiled cheerfully. (‘ Well, 
1 hope so, bless their hearts I ” he said. 

Then Mary  Ann took his arm and they 
started back along the foot-path, to take the 
trolley car again, and go home together. 

E H O U S E  O F  F U L F I L M E N T  
BY 

G E O R G E  M A D D E N  M A R T I N  
A U T l l O R  OF “ B M M Y  L O U :  H E R  B O O K  A N D  H E A R T  ” 

P A R T  I -  A L E X I N A  

- “ Elements,  breeds, adjustments . . , 

A new race dominating previous ones.” 
WALT  WHITMAN. 

C H A P T E R  I 
ARRIET  BLAlIi was seven- that  they declined the hospitality of the 
teen when she  went  with her bride’s family, and from the hotel  attended, 
father and mother and her punctiliously and formally, the occasions 
brother Austen to New Or- for which they had come. I t  takes ease to 
leans, to  the marriage of an accept hospitality. 
older brother, Alexander, his Alexander  Blair, the father, banker 

hther’s business  representative at  that and capitalist, of Vermont  stock,  now the 
place. I t  was characteristic  of the Blairs richest man  in Louisville, was of a stern 

-”--_--- 



ruggedness unsoftened by a long and suc- 
cessful career  in  the  South, while his wife, 
the  daughter of a Scotch  schoolmaster 
settled in Pennsylvania, was the possessor 
of a thrifty closeness  and strong, practical 

Alexander, their oIdest son, a man of 
thirty, t o  whose  wedding  they had come, 
was what  was natural to expect,  a literal, 

lip, above  a beard, ìooked slightly $m, 
and his straight-gazing, blue-gray eyes 
were stern. 

The second son, Austen,  was  clean- 
featured, handsome and blond, but  he was 
also, by  report,  the shrewd and promising 
son of his father, even as his brother was 
reported before him. 

Harriet, the daughter, was a  silent, cold- 
looklng girl, who wrapped hersejf in re- 
serve  as a cover for self-consciousness, but, 
observing  closely, thought  to her own con- 
clusions.. She had a disillusioning way of 
baring facts, in  these  communine,  which 
showed life to  her  very honestly but  with- 
out romance or glamour. 

A t  the  wedding,  sitting in her white 
dress by  her father and mother in  the 
Rower-bedecked parlors of the Randolphs, 
Harriet looked  at  her  brother,  standing  by 
the  girl of seventeen whom he  had just 
married, and saw  things much as they 
were. In Molly, the bride of an hour, with 
her child's face and red-brown hair and 
shadowy  lashes,  she saw a descendant of 
pleasure-loving, ease-taking  Southerners. 
Molly's father,  from what Austen had said, 
was the dispenser of a lavish and  improv- 
ident hospitality and  a genial dweller on 
the  edge of bankruptcy, while the  mother, 
a belle of the '40's~ some one had just told 
the Blairs, seemed  just  the woman to 
marry  her  only child to a man opposed to 
her people in creed, politics, and habits- 
which in 1860 meant  something- but 
son of one of the richest men in the 
South. 

Harriet ate  her  supper close by her father 
and mother.  She did not know haw to 
mix with  these gay, incidental Southerners, 
and sitting  there,  went on with her corn- 
mnings .  She could explain it on  the 
Randolph side, but why Alexander was 
marrying MoIIy she could not understand. 
Shy  and self-conscious, she knew  vaguely 
afa  thing called love. She had met  it in 

.. 

her reading rather  than  seen its acting 
forces anywhere about  her. TO be sL1re, 
her brother Austen had been  engaged ta 
a Miss Ransome, of Woodford County,  a 
fashionable Kentucky beauty.  The  Blairs 
were a narrowly religious people.  Harriet, 
a school-girl then, had stood at the   window 
of the  stately  new  stone house in Louis- 
ville which the Blairs called I1ome, and, 
watching  the fashionable world f low'  in 
and out of the high  old brick cottage 
across the  street,  where Miss Ransorw 
spent much time  with a great-aunt,  had 
wondered. 

after all. Austen's engagement had been  
broken. 

Harriet went back to  Keritucky with the  
question of Alexander and Molly still open .  

A year later her father went South aga in .  
War was loudly  threatening,  and he had  
large interests  in Louisiana and Mississippi. 
There was a certain sympathy and under -  
standhg  between  the  grim-lipped man ancl : 
his  daughter,  and he suggested  that she go  . . 
with him and  see  the child newly born to  
Alexander and MoIly. ' , , . i  

But, reaching New Orleans  to,.find his 
son gone to Mobile, on  .the sa me^ * 

Mr.  B1ai.r decided. to join him,  and  MoHy 
being about  to leave for her .Father's plan- 
tation  with  the baby nnd nursc, that s h c  I 
might  the  more I rapidly convalcscc, i t  w a s  
decided that Harriet accompany her. 

The two weeks  at  Cannes-Brulec w c r c  
strange  to  the girl, thus introctuccd to a ' 
Southern  house overflowing  with gues t s  
and  servants, and shc rz~oved ,amici t h c  
idling and irresponsibility, the  laughtcr 
and persiflage, with  a sense c)f Lxhg out- 
side of it all; and the fhult, try as s h c  
would, her  own. 

This feeling was  strongest  that  Sunday 
afternoon when the gaycty and hadinage 
seemed to  center  about a IICW arrival, a 
handsome,  silver-aurcoled Catholic  priest, 
confessor to half the parish. Genial, pol- 
ished, and affahle, his very  charm scemed 
to  the Calvinistic-bred Harriet to inves t  
h i m  the more with the  seductions of Ro- 
manisrn, as she had been taught to regard  
them. 

There were music, cards, a huge bawl 
frosted with  the icy beverage'  within, and 
t o  the  stunned  young  Puritan the genia l  
little priest in the  midst scemcd smi l ing  
a bacchanalian benediction over all. 

But love had not  proved such a factor 1 

Suddenly above cba 
Ifs voice arose, gay b 
there in the big chair, 
hcr strength so slow 
child Ìn her little mus] 

Baby js four wet 
declaring, and here 
service at Cannes-Bru 
vestments, I'm here 
and mamma's here, E 
a cousin or somethin 
know when I can gr 
shall be baptized here 

And before the S] 

of the dazed  Harriet h 
ing of the ensuing prt 
ing of the pier-table, 
candles -a sudden S 
$\y abandon of these 
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Suddenly  above  chatter  and  music Mol- 
ly’s voice arose,  gay  $ut  insistent - ‘“Olly 
there  in  the big chair,  pale  and  big-eyed, 
her  strength SO slow to return,  herself a 
child  in  her  little  muslin  dress. 

4 6 Baby is  four  weeks  qld,” Molly was 
declaring, 6 6  and  here is Father  ßonot from 
service  at  Cannes-Brulce  and so with his 
vestments. I’m here  and  Harriet’s  here, 
and  mamma’s  here,  and  everybody else is 
a cousin or  something. I ’ m  surc I don’t 
know  when I can get  to  church.  P’tite 
shall be baptized  here,  now.,’ 

And before the  slower comprehen:sion 
of the dazed Harriet Elad grasped  the  mean- 
ing of the ensuing  preparations - the  drap- 
ing of the  pier-table, the lighting of waxen 
candles -a sudden silence  had  fallen ; the 
gay a:andon of these  mercurial  Southerners 
had glven place to reverent  awe, even to 
tears, as the new-horn  representative of the 
Puritan  ßlairs  was  brought  in, in robes like 
cascades of lace, while of all that  followed, 
the  one  thing  seeming  to reach thc com- 
prehension of Harriet  was  the  chanting 
monotone  of  Father 13onot s:ying  above 
the  child, L Mary Alexina- ” 

Later Molly and Harriet  went back to 
New  Orleans,  to find Alexander thoro  but 
his  fither  gone .up to Vicksburg. Molly 
was to keep Warrict with  her  until  his 
retu m. 

Only the girl knew what it meant to 
find herself  near  her  brothcr. I t  was as if 
here was sornethdng.  sane,  rational,  stahle, 
by  which  to reëstablish  poise and  stan- 
dards. Marriet would  have  trembled to 
oppose her brother, so that  to see Molly 
and  Alexander  together  was a revelation. 
His sternness and his displeasurc  alike 
broke as a wave upon Molly,  and  as a 
wave receded,  leaving  her, as a wavc 
would  leave  the sand, pretty  and  sparkling 
and  smiling.  Othcr t h i n g  wcrc rcvela- 
tions to Harriet  too. 

Going down to breakFast one morning, 
she  found  her  brother clean shaven, im- 
maculate,  monosyllakic,  awaiting  thc  over- 
due  meal.  The French windows  wcrc 
open to   t he  scent of lnyriads of roses out- 
side, and also to  the morning sun, far too 
high. The negro  servants  were  hurrying 
to and fro, Molly nowhere visible. 

Latcr,  as  the  dishes  were being u11cov- 
wed,  she  appeared, her unstoclringed  little 
feet thrust  into  pretty  French  slippers, 
and her  cambric  nightgown  by no means 

concealed by a negligée, all lace and r i b  
bons, hastily c:q$t together. Yet she was 
pretty,  pretty like a lovely and naughty 
child. 

Nor did the  embarrassment of Harriet, 
the presence of the  servants,  or her  hus- 
band’s cold preoccupation with his  break- 
fast,  disturb Molly, who trailed along  with 
apparent unconcerI;1 until, reaching  his el- 
bow, she threw a wicked glance at  Harriet, 
then kissed him on  that spot on his head 
which,  but for a few carefully disposed 
strands,  must have been termed bald. 

A t  the  thing,  absurd as it was, there, 
swept  over Harriet the  hot  shrinking of 
one made  conscious of sex for the .first 
time. With throbbing  at  throat  and ears, 
she gazed into her plate, her  feeling, oddly 
enough,  centering in keen revulsion against 
l m -  brother. 

But Molly was  dragging a chair to his 
elbow. c What’s  the fricassee made of, 
Alexander ? ” 

And, her husband vouching her no  reply, 
she slipped an arm about his  neck, and, 
leaning  over, drew  his fork to  her mouth 
and  tasted  the morsel thereon. 

Then she turned her head sideways to 
regard h i m .  Don’t  frown it back, Alec, 
the smile I mean. I adore you when you 
don’t  want to and have to let it come. 
Acknowledge now,  this is the way to 
breakfast.” 

And Harriet, who had been led to regard 
playfulness as little less than vice, was 
conscious of Molly trying  to force a ripe fig 
bctween Alexander’s lips, repressed thin 
lips upon which softening  sat as if afraid 
of itself and her. 

‘ 4  You see,” Molly was explaining, ( ‘1  
couldn’t  get  down sooner. P’tite was 
making  the  most  absurd  catches  at l m -  
nmxluito bar, and Celeste refUsing to laugh 
at  her. You haven’t finished your break- 
fast? Why  must you always  hurry o f f ?  
No,”-- her hand against his mouth - he, 
risen now,  she on a knee in her chair, 
clinging to hin1 ; $ 4  don’t  tell me any 
more about Sumter  having been fired upon, 
alld your being worried  over business. 
I hate business.  What’s anything this 
moment, if you  would only see it, corn- 
pared with  me,  and ripe figs dipped in 
cream ? ” 

And then  the  triumph of her laugh,  as, 
his arnts  suddenly  around  her,  he grasped 
her, lifted, enfolded her fbr a moment, 
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thelx as fiercely put her from him and went 
out, leaving Harriet sick, shaken, at  this 
sight  of  human passion seen for the  first 
time. 

The foZlowing day Harriet’s father re- 
turned  and  she  went  home. 

When she next saw her brother i t  was in 
buisville  where  he  was driven back to his 
own people by reason of his Northern 
creed and  sympathies. His father-in-law 
had  been among  the first to fall in defensk 
of the Confederacy,  and with Alexander, 
now, was his mother-in-law,  widowed and 
dependent,  and a wife in  this sense changed 
from child to woman : -that she was a 
fiercely avowed  Southerner to  the fiber 
of her. 

With his little fainily he remained in 
Louisville a year. If his own people won- 
dered at the extravagance of his wife and 
mother-in-law at a time when  incomes 
were so seriously  shrunken, Alexander was 
too  much a Blair for even a Blair to ap- 
proach the subject. 

The  child was sent daily to his mother’s- 
he saw to that -a pretty baby, the little 
Mary Alexina, and robed like a young prin- 
cess ; but beyond this  he seemed to dis- 
courage intimacy between the households. 
Certainly there was no common ground, 
the  .business  judgment, large experience, 
and .the integrity of the‘Blairs being in the 
constant service of the Government,  while 
rumor had i t  that  the home of young Mrs. 
Alexander Blair was the social rallying place 
for‘Southern sympathizers  generally. 

Suddenly, in the  midst of big affairs, 
Alexander arranged  otherwise for the rnain- 
tenance of his wife’s mother, whom it was 
his to  support for the few remaining  years 
of her life, and  went to Europe with Molly 
and the child. Lang after it came to Har- 
riet’s hearing  that  the frequent presence of 
a young Confederate officer at his house had 
led to  the  step. 

.I t  was four years from this time, in 1867, 
that Alexander Blair, the senior,  died, to be 
shortly followed by his wife, 

Tl1ough the son Alexander returned to 
Louisville of necessity, foflowing these 
events, ‘he  left Molly and the child. in 
Washington with some of her people there. 
And though his interests became centered 
in Louisville again, he never brought his 
family back, but went and ’came  between 
the two places. In domestic infelicity it is 

own people we would hide it from 

longest. I t  was two  years after, in ’Gy, 
that Alexander met his e11d with  the  shock-  
ing suddenness of accidell td  death as he 
was returning East to  Molly and the  child. 

C H A P T E R  I I  
The leisure of a sumrner evening had 
fallen with  the  twilight. Along thal:  street 
in  Louisville wherein stood the Blair  house’, 
with  its porte-cochère, its splendid lawn., 
its carriage driveway  issuillg  through a lall, 
iron gate,  front  doors were  opening and 
family groups gathering. The yards wore 
the fresh green of June. A home coming 
crumple-horn ambled by, her bag swinging 
heavily. In the South, in I 870, cities w e r e  
villages overgrown. 

In the parlor of her  honle,  Harriet Blair 
sat awaiting the  arrival of her  brother 
Austen from Washington,  where  he had 
gone to bring back their  dead brother’s 
child. 

Harriet, at  twenty-six,  in  lusterless 
mourning,  was  handsome and, sonle might 
have said, cold. Her face was finely chiskl- 
ed and framed with light hiiir waving  fro1111 
its parting in curves regular as the fluti$$ 
of a shell. There was ‘a p i s e ,  a cslnpo- 
sure about this Harriet, ~ m k i n g  her.unlïlce 
the  tall, shy girl of nine years before, 

As the bell rang she laid down her bcio l r  
and rose, and a second later A u s t e n  entered, 
leading a little  girl wi th  a rouncl short- 
cropped head. ’ His eyes met  his sister’s in 
greeting,  then he loosed the  child’s hnncS. 
‘ L  This is your Aunt Harriet,  Rlexina,” hc 
said, and  stepped across  the room to stand 
before the mantel and watch the two. 

Harriet bent  and  kissed t h e  small chcek. 
Demonstration,  even to this cxtcnt, lneant 
much for a Blair. Then shc crosscd t h e  
room. She was more tlmn  ordinarily  tall 
for a  woman, with form proporticmcci to 
length of limb, and t h e  beauty of her 
carriage gained by her unconsciousness 
of it. 

Having pulled the bell-cord she came 
back, smiling,  calmly expectzy1t , looking 
from Austen to  the  child, who, seated now 
on the edge of a chair, was regarding her 
with grave eyes. 

“She has a strong look of Alexander,” 
said Harriet, consideringly, c ‘  and a little 
look of you--and of me. She is a l3Iair, 
though I can see her mother ,   toa ,  ‘+011t 
the mouth.” 
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The child  moved  under the  scrutiny, 

hut her  gaze, returning  the  study, did not 
falter. 

Harriet laughed ; was it at this impertur- 
bability ? L ‘  I think, ” she decided, ‘ A  we 
may consider  her a Blair.” Then  to  the 
white  nuid-servant  entering : L You may 
order suppcr, Nelly, for Mr.  Blair and my- 
self. This is Alexina, and, I should say, 
tired  out.  Suppose  you give  her a warm 
bath and let  her go right to bed-have 
you  her  trunk  key, Austen ?-and I w.ill 
send a tray  up  with her supper after- 
ward. ’’ 

Then,  as Nelly took  the key  and went 
out,  Harriet addressed  her  brother.  For, 
apart florn the hygienic  advantages of the 
bath before the  supper, I confess,” with 
faintly discernible  amusement, 6 to a fancy 
for the cerenlony as a form, so to speak, 
emblematic of a  moral washing and a fresh 
start.”  She ended with a raising of her 
brows as shc regarded  hcr  brother. 

Austcn Blair had no use for levity. Mild 
as this  was, he dismissed it curtly. I 
would  suggest,” he said, that you avoid 
personalities ; it can b u t  be injudicious for 
any child to hear itself discussed.” 

Again Harriet laughcd ; she was provok- 
i1yly ~ o o d - h u ~ n q r e d .  4 i Coming from her 
nine years of  life benu:lth Molly’s expansive 
nature, I don’t  think  you nced fear for what 
she’ll gather from mc.” She took the child’s 
hand and lifted her from the chair. Here 
is Nelly, Alesina ; go with her and do what 
she says. Say  good-night  to  your uncle. 
Supper,  Austcn.” 

The dining-room being somber,  one 
might have said it accorded with the 
master,  whose  frown had not al1 cleared 
away . 

Marriet was speaking : What of Molly ? 
Was thcre a sccnc at parting with her 
voluntarily  given-up offspring ? For her 
rnoods, like her tempers, used to  delight 
in being somewhat inconsistent and 
mixed.” 

4 6 She  has in no way ckangcd,” replied 
Austen. Was it this flat conciscncss in all 
he said that nmlc levity irresístiblc to Har- 
riet i n  turn ? L L My intcrview with her  was 
confined to business. That cnded, she told 
me, as an afterth.cmg,rht, apparently,  that  thc 
colored wo~nan was going to remain with 
her, and she supposed Alexina could man- 
age ,on the train. She also told me that 
her Imsl-md had severed crmnecticm with 

the legation and was going back to Paris. 
Alexilla was not with them  at  the  hotel, 
but  with her uncle, Senator  Randolph, from 
whose house Molly was married.” 

“ And  Molly’s parting with  the child - ’’ 
“ Was  a piece with it all, tears  and re- 

lief, just as you would have expected.” 
‘ I  And the husband’s, this Mr. Garnier’s 

attitude ? ” 
‘ I  Was enigmatical ; how far he under- 

stands the situation I had no means of 
judging.” 

“ I’m sorry for the  child,  though,” said 
Harriet suddenly, for if there is anything 
of Molly in her, life according to  the Blair 
standard may pall, and,” whirnsically, 
“ her mixture of natures  be vexed within 
her.” 

Austen  took the Blairs seriously,  and  at 
any  time he disliked the persona! or the 
playful. He spoke coldly. Having given 
the child  over to you from the  moment of 
arrival, of this  initiatory tone you are tak- 
ing I shall say no more. Duties you as- 
sume you do best your  own way.J’ 

Harriet arched her brows. You mean, 
having found better  results followed the 
withdrawal of your over-sight of me as 
mistress of our house, you  are  going  to  let 
me  alone  in this ? ”  

Exactly,” said her brother,  and  there- 
fore on the subject,  now or hereafter, I shall 
say no more.” And it was eminently char- 
acteristic of him that he .never did. 

Meanwhile up-stairs the child had gone 
through with the bath and the  supper like 
an automaton  in Nelly’s hands. 

d 4  She said yes ’ when I asked her any- 
thing,” Nelly reported later. to the cook ; 
‘ 6  or she said no.’ And her. lips were  set 
that hard she might a‘most have been Mr. 
Austen’s  own  child.” 

And that was all Nelly saw in the little 
creature she tucked into the huge square 
bedstead  under the bobinet  mosquito  bar. 
But no sooner had Nelly’s footsteps ceased 
along  the hal l  than  the  child, as one throw- 
ing o# an armor of repression, rolled out 
of the high bed and from under the bar, 
flinging and disarranging the  neat cove,rs 
with passionate fury,  sobbing wildly. A 
beati of gas lit  the room. She pattered 
:m-oss the floor to the opened trunk, and 
\v:hen the little  figure, stumbling  over  its 
gown,  stole back to bed, a heart-rendingly 
1xtttcred, plaster-headed doll was clasped 

its arms. A n d ,  as the voices of children 





of Alexander and Molly ? 
Glancilig about  to assure herself all was 

in order,  she  put  out  the  light,  and,  with 
hand outstretched  against  the  darkness, 
moved to  the  door,  when  there  swept  over 
her again the vision of  Molly clinging  to 
Alexander, and again she  felt  the sur- 
render of the  man,  the fierce closing of 
his arms, and again  she was  shaken by his 
passion. 

And even aftcr she reached her room and 
sat down at  her desk  to  the ledger of house- 
hold  accounts, it came over  her,  and  she 
paused, her lland prcssed to her  hot 
cheek. 

But that a little  creature had cried itself 
to sleep in the next room she did not 
dream. She would have cried herself,  had 
shc  known it, she, to whom tears  came 
seldom and hard. But  she was a slow 
awakening  soul,  groping,  and  she  did  not 
know. 

C H A P T E R  I V  
The next morning Harriet sat i n  Alexina’s 
room putting criss-cross initials on a pile 
of unmarked little  garments. It was  part 
of the creed that clothes be marked. 

Presently, as the child came to her aunt’s 
knee for a completed  garment,  Harriet laid 
a hand on the  little shoulder. Demonstra- 
tion came  hard and  brought a flush of em- 
barrassment  with it. 

6 6 Alexina,” she said, 6‘ you haven’t men- 
tioned your  mother ! ” 

was a torn and  vacant  space facing Alexan- 
der. Had the child removed one ? She bore 
resentment  then ? Harriet had no idea how 
far a child of nine could comprehend and 
feel the situation. 

She would  have been surprised at  other 
things a child of nine can feel, If the rou- 
tine of the house dragged dully to Alexina, 
Harriet  never  suspected it, The personal 
attention was detailed to Nelly, who divined 
more -Nelly, the freckle-faced, .humorous- 
eyed house girl, talcen from the Orphans’ 
Home and trained  by Harriet’s mother. But  
then Nelly had been orphaned  herself,  and 
had known those first  days following 
asylum consignment  and perhaps had not 
forgot. Her sympathy expressed itself 
through  the impersonal, the Blair training 
not  having encouraged the  other. 

6 6  Such a be-yewtiful dress,” said Nelly, 
laying out the clothes for her charge. 

Which was true ; no child of MolIy’s 
would  have suff‘ered for clothes, Molly lov- 
ing  them too well herself. 

a And  s,uch be-yewtiful. slippers, ” said 
Nelly, with Alexina in her  lap, pulling up 
the  little  stocking and buttoning  the  strap 
about  the ankle. 

Alexina’s hand held tight to Nelly’s hard, 
firm arm,  steadying herself- Perhaps she 
divined the intention. Can I corne too, 
when you go to  set  the table? ” she asked. 

But Harriet  never  suspected. Nor again, 
that evening  while she and Austen read 
under  the lamp, did Harriet know  that 



Alexina, standing at the  open parlor win- 
dow  gazing  at  the children playing on the 

6 c As you please ; go if you  want  to,” 
said Harriet  good-humoredly. 

Austen,  too, glanced out. Tiptoe on 
the  stone  curbing of the iron fence perched 
a little  girl, spokesnlan for the  group of 
children behind her. 

4 ‘  Who is the child ? ” he asked his 
sister. 

Her name is Garringford. She is a 
grand-daughter of the old Methodist  minis- 
ter who lives at  the corner ; secretary of his 
church board, or  something, isn’t he ? I’ve 
noticed two or three  little Carringfords play- 

. ing  in  the  yard as I go by, and all of them 
handsome.” 

Austen placed them  at  once.  The child’s 
mother  was  the  daughter of the old minis- 
ter,  and,  with husband and children, lived 
in  the  little  brown house with him. An 
interest in the details of the  human affairs 
about him was an unexpected  phase in 
Austen’s  character. He liked to Icnow 
what a man  was doing, his income, his 
habits, his family ties. 

c I know Carringford,” he remarlted ; 
4 4  he is book-keeper for Williams, a good, 
steady  man. As you say, a handsome 
child, exceedingly so.’’ 

Harriet  watched until the  little niece 
joined the  group outside.  Gregarious 
little  creatures  they seem to be,” she re- 
marked.  There was good-humor in her 
tone,  but  there  was no understanding. 
- The  next day was Sunday. . 0n.Monday 
i t  rained. Tuesday  evening Alexina stood 
at the parlor window as before, looking out. 
The  little figure looked very solitary, 

‘’ May I go play ? ”  suddenly  she asked. 
The voice was  low,  there  was no note even 
of wistfulness, it was merely  the  question. 
There  are children who suffer silently. 

I ‘  Why not ? ”  Harriet rejoined, looking 
up from her magazine. She  was  the  last 
person  to  restrict any one  needlessly. 

The  little niece went  forth.  The chil- 
dren had not C P I ~  for her again.  Perhaps 

they did not  want  her, but, even with Ihis 
fear upon her, go she m L 1 s t .  

At the  gate she paused, and  with t h e  
big house in its imrnacula tc   yard  behind 
her, gazed up and  down. 

I t  was a  quiet  street, wit11 the  houses set 
irregularly back from  fences of varying pat- 
terns, and the  brick side.cvalks were raised 
and broken in places by t h e  roots of huge 
sycamores and  maples a l o n g   t h e  curbs. 

But  the  cropped  head of AIexina turned 
this  way and that  in  vain. T h e  strcet was 
deserted, the  stillness  Ionesonle. She 
swallowed  hard. She k n e w  wherc the 
little girl named Emily  l ived,  fbr h i l y  
had pointed out  the house tha t  first  evening 
as they ran past i n  play. Alexina slowly 
crossed the  street. Emily migh t  bc at 
her  gate. 

B u t  first, as she  went a long ,  came a wide 
brick cottage, sitting h igh  above a base- 
ment, a porch across the front. Alexina 
gazed in between the   p i cke t s  of ,the fcnce. 
I t  seemed nice in there. The ground was 
mossy under the  trees,  and the untrimmed 
bushes  made bowers w i t h   t h e i r  branches. 
She would like to  play in this yard. Mer 
eyes traveled on to   the house. A gentle- 
man  sat  in a cane arm-chair at thc  foot of 
the  steps,  smoking,  and on t h e  porch  was 
,a lady in a white  dress with ribbons. The 
house looked old and   t he  y a r d  looked old, 
and so did the  gentleman, but the  lady was 
young. Maybe she was going t o  a party, 
for it was a  gauzy  dress and t he  ribbons 
were rosy. 

Alexina lilted the  cot tage  and  the  lady,  
and the big, wide  yard.  Solnehow  she did 
not feel as  lonesome as she had. She started 
on to find Emily. But at t11at lnoment  thc 
gate of the  cottage s w u n g  out across her 
path. How could  she know tha t   the  koy 
upon it,  lonely  too,  had planned  the  thing 
from the  moment of h e r   s t a r t i n g  up t h  
street ? 

Oh,” said Alexina, and stopped. She 
looked at  the  boy,  uncolnfortably  immac- 
ulate in fresh white  l inen  clothes,  but he 
was ahsorbed in the flight o[ a bird  across 
the rosy western sky. 

Come  and play,”  said  the  straight- 
forward Alexina. Compan ionsh ip  was what 
she was in search of. 

The  boy,  without l ook ing  at her,  shook 
his head, not so much as if he  meant no, 
but  rather as  if he did n o t  h o w   ho^ to  
say  yes. 



Perhaps  she  divined  this.  Approaching 
the  gate  and  fingering  its  hasp,  she  asked, 

Why ? ” 

Paris.” 
.The gentleman’s ivory-tinted fingers re; 

moved the cigar from his lips.. As ,l1e 
turned  the  western  light fell on his lean, 
clean-shaven face, thin-flanked beneath high 
cheek bones. From between gray brows 
thick as a finger, rose a Louis Philippe nose; 
its Roman prominence accentuated by the 
hollowness of the cheeks. . The iron-gray 
hair, thrown back off the face, fell, square- 
cut,  to  the  coat collar behind. 

Never a  word spoke  the gentleman, onIyi 
cigar in hand, waited, eagle-countenanced, 
sphinx-like. Yet straight Alexina came to 
his side and her baby  eyes,  quick to dilate, 
now confidingly calm,  met  the ones  look- . 
ing  out piercingly from their retreat  beneath 
the heavy  brows. Quite as  a matter. of 
course a little hand  rested on h i s  knee as 
she stood there,  and equally äs naturally, 
his face impassive, did the fingers of the 
gentleman close upon  it. 

A silent compact, silently  entered into, 
for before a word  was interchanged, the 
animated contralto of the  lady  came  down 
from above. 

‘ 6  Who is the  little  girl,  son? What is 
your name, dear i’”. 

Son’s wince was visible.. He had no 
knowledge of the little girl’s name, but  he 
did not  want to say SO. 

But she was answering for herself, look? 
ing up at the pretty lady, dressed as though 
for’ a party.. ‘ G  It’s Mary Alexina Blair,’! 

. . .  
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she was saying,  but my Aunt Harriet says 
it’s to be just Alexina now.” 

silence before she spoke again. I ‘  It  must 
be Alexander Blair’s child, Georges.  Come 
up, dear, and let me see you.” 

But King William,  balancing himself on 
the back of his father’s chair, objected. 
i c Hurry,  then,  mother,” he demanded ; 
I I  we  want  to play.” 

But  Alexina had gone up the  steps 
obediently.  The eyes of the  lady  were 
dark and slumberous,  but  in them  was  the 
slightly helpless look of short vision. She 
drew  the child close for inspection. 

The fiiir hair, the even brows,  the clear- 
gazing  eyes,  she seemed to have  expected, 
but  the dilation  in  those same  wondering 
eyes raised to  hers,  the short upper-lip, the 
fu11 under  one  that  trembled,  these  the 
lady did not  know. A sensitiveness, a 
warmth,”  she said, half aloud. What  did 
she  mean?  Then  she raised her voice. 

i See, Willy Leroy, how  she  stands for 
me,  while you pull away if I so much as 
lay  my  hand  on you.” 

L B u t  you look  so  close,”  objected Willy, 
“ and you fix my hair, and you say m y  
collar ain’t straight. You’ve seen her  now, 
mother ; you’ve seen her close. I want  her 
to  come sit on the  step.” 

4 1  Go then,  little Mary Alexina Blair,” 
said the  lady ; he’s a little  ingrate  whose 
mother has to  barter  with him for every 
concession he makes her.” And smiling 
at herself, her face alight and arch with 
the animation of her smile,  Charlotte 
Leroy sat back in the scarlet settee and re- 
spread  her draperies as a bird its  plumage, 
touching  the ribbons at her waist and  throat,’ 
resettling  them with the air of one who 
takes  frank pleasure in their  presence’and 
becotningness.  This  done, she viewed her 
hands,  charming hands heavy  with  costly 
rings, and  finally,  reassured at all points, 
she relaxed her  buoyant  figure  and looked 
around  with  smiling return to her  surround- 
ings. It  was for no party she was dressed, 
but for her  own satisfaction. 

xi ( 6  Oh,” said the lady. There was a little 

C H A P T E R  V 
Your initials  spell Mab,” King William 

was telling Alexina as they  sat on the  step ; 
that  means  you’ll be rich. Mine don’t 

spell  anything, IJrn named for my  grand- 
father  up in Woodford, William Ransome. 

He’s dead. Father’s don’t either-- Gcorgcs 
Gautier  Hippolyte Leroy. His father rail 
away from France because he was  a Giron- 
dist, and came  to  Louisville  because i t  was 
French. Father’s  been to Paris t o o  ; haven’t 
you, father ? ” 

The  gentleman thus adjured removed 
his  cigar and addressed h i s  wife. ‘ ‘  It 
begins to  anlount to   gar ru l i ty .  If the OP- 
posite sex  produces this a t  ten, what  arc 
we  to expect  later on ? ” 

Mrs., Leroy’s voice had a note of  defense 
in it, as if she  could n o t  brook even 
humorous criticism of t h e  boy. It was 
plain where  the  passionate  ardor  in her 
nature was centered. 6 1  I’m glad, I’m glad 
to see  it,” she declared. 1 1  I was  afraid  it 
was not in him. I was b e g i n n i n g  to fear 
he was a self-sufficient l i t t le   monster .”  

B u t  her son was  cont inuing  the filmily 
history. c Mother’s name  was Charlotte 
Ransome ; wasn’t  it, mo the r  i’ When I’m 
a man :‘m going to  buy m y  grandfather’s 
stock farm  back, and we’ll live t l~crc ; 
won’t  we,  mother ? ” 

But  the  impulsive Char lo t te ,   veer ing  
around,  here  took  her husband’s  side. 
4“‘ I’m going  to- I ’m g o i n g   t o , ’  ” she  
mimicked the boy, t h e n   b e g a n  to c h m l  
derisively as in words  familiar t o  both. 

AH~E 2% y o n  dorz’t believe ntc 
A n d  thiuk 1 tel l  a l&? - ’I  

But it only gave  him an idea. Me was n o t  
often a host,  it  was g o i n g  to his hcad. 

Wait I ”  he ordered, to whom it was not 
quite  clear, and tore into the house, to he 
back almost  at  once, bearing a beribboned 
guitar, 

“Now,” he said, depos i t i ng  it upon his 
motherJs lap ; !IOW, sing i t  for her ; sing 
i t  right,  mother. It’s the 6 Ram of Derby.’ ” 
This  to Alexina, with a sudden  shyness as 
he found himself addressing her, 

But she, unconscious soul, did not 1-cc- 

ognize it,  hers being an all-absorbcd in- 
terest. Reassured, young William wen t  on. 

There was a William Ransome once, 
when he was  little,  sat on   Gene ra l  Wash- 
ington’s  knee, and General Washington 
sang h i m  L The Ram of Derby.’ Go o n ,  
mother, sing it.” 

And Charlotte,  with eyes  laughing down 
on the  two  upturned  faces, 4 went on ,”  
her  jeweled Angers b r i n g i n g  touch (3.r a 
practiced hand upon  the s t r i n g s ,   h e r  buc.,.y- 
ant figure responsive to the rl~ythnl, while 





But Nelly couldn’t say, except  that 
they’re the only ladies on the  street  not 
knowing each other.” 

The  two  went in. Alexina dropped 
Nelly’s  hand and walked into  the parlor 
and across to Harriet’s knee. Austen sat 
reading on the  other side of the table. 

I’ve been over  to a boy’s house,” said 
Alexina ; his  name is King  William and 
their  other  name is  Leroy.’’ 

Harriet held the cambric strip of em- 
broidery from her and viewed it. ‘‘ Austen,’’ 
she asked, is Alexina to  play indiscrim- 
inately  with  the children on  the  square i’” 

Austen looked across at his sister. It 
is within  your  authority t o  decide,” he re- 
turned, d d  but I know of no reason why she 
should  not.” 

Harriet made no response. Outwardly, 
she was concerned yith some directions to 
Nelly, waiting to  take  the child to  bed, 
Imt inwardly she was wondering if Austen 
ever could have cared for this  Charlotte 
Iiansorne. 

I-le sat  long after Harriet had gone. Then, 
rising  abruptly, he went  out  the front  door 
a:Id walked  to  the  corner of the house. 
The  light was out in the coachman’s room 
above  the  stable, and the  master could go 
to bed secure  that his oil was  not  being 
wasted. 

That  was  all,  yet he  did not go in. The 
night was perfect, full of moonlight  and 
the  scent of earth and growing  things. 

It was so still the  houses a b l g  the street 
seemed asleep. 

Almost furtively, the gaze of Austen 
lifted to  the  cottage,  dark and silent across 
the way. He had been the  one  who would 
not forgive ; the  other  had been  only an 
impetuous girl. 

He stood there  long.  Perhaps his face 
was colder, his lips pressed to a thinner 
line ; perhaps it was the  moonlight. Then 
he turned and went  into  the house. 

C H A P T E R  V I  
Alexina came  to Harriet with Information. 

( 9  Emily goes  to  school to her aunt, and 
King William2!oes there  too.” 

Do they . returned  Harriet. Her in- 
terest  was  good-humored  rather  than ardent. 

1 ‘  I’d like to go too,” said her niece. 
‘ 1  Oh,” from Harriet,  understanding  at 

last ; but isn’t school about  over ? ” 
‘‘ There’s two weelrs morc.’’ 
1 ‘  If it will make  you  happy, why not, i% 

the teacher  does not objcct: ? ” 
So Alexina went  with ErniIy to school. 

King William was  there,  but he hardly no- 
ticed her ; he seemed gloomy and given ta 
taking  his  slate off into  corners. 

He don’t want to come,” cxplaincd 
Emily ; d 4  he’s the  only boy.” 
. Then what  does he conle for ? ” queried 
the practical Alexina. 

I His mother won’t let  him  go  to a pub- 
lic school.” 

There  was  more to be learncd about 
William. He fought  the  boys  who  went to 
the public  school,  because they jeered him 
in  his ignominy. Alcxina saw it happening 
up the alley but,  strangely  enough, when 
William appeared at  school  he seemed 
cheered up,  though  something of a wreck. 

Out of school, Alexina oftcn  went over 
to Emily’s house to  play,  Therc were no 
servants  there,  but  her mamma beat wp 
things in crocks, and  her  great-aunty, a brisk 
little old W O I ~ I I  with  sharp eyes, made 
yeast cakes and  dricd them out undcr the 
arbor and milked the  cow,  too, a~ld Emily’s 
littIe hrother,  Oliver,  carried milk to the 
neighbors. Once, in the oil-cloth covered 
kitchen, Alexina was allowed to wield a 
mop in a dish-pan and,  still again, to  stir 
at batter i n  a bowl. 

In the room which would l ~ ~ c  been the 
parlor in another  house, Iimil.yY”s grand- 
father Pryor, sat  at ;I table \vitIl hooks 

! 



around  him,  and  wrote on big  sheets of 
paper in  close  writing. He was a stern  old 
man  and his hair  stood  out  fine  and  white 
about his head. Once, as she passed across 
the  front  porch, he looked a t  Emily,  then 
stopped,  pointing to the  chain  about  her 
neck. I t  was Alexina’s little  gold necklace 
which  Emily  had begged to  wear. 

( 6  Take it off,” he said. 
Emily  obeyed,  but  her  cheeks  were flam- 

ing,  and  when  he  had  gone  she  threw  her 
head  back. When I ’ m  grown, I mean  to 
have them of my own, and wear  them, too,” 
she  said. 

Emily  seemed  happier  away from home. 
L Let’s go over  to  your  house,”  she  always 
said.  She  liked  grown  people,  too,  and 
Uncle Austen  once  even  patted  her  head,  and 
after she had gone said to  Aunt  Harriet : 

A handsome  child,  an  unusually  pleasing 
child. ” 

But while Alexina played  thus  with 
Emily,  more often sl~o trudged  across  to 
King William’s. 

The nature of engrossnxnt  was  different 
over  there. Often as  not it was theology, 
though  this,  to be sure,  was  the Captain’s 
word  for it, not his son’s. 

Willy’s  mother,  like  Aunt  Harriet,  was a 
Presbyterian. L If  I had been a better one,” 
she  lamented to  her husband  one  evening, 
t ‘  I would  know how to  meet his questions 
now. You don’t take one  bit of the respon- 
sibility of his religious training, Captain 

The crecd of King William’s mamma, 
when size came to formulate it, secmeci a 
stern  one,  and it lost  nothing in its setting 
forth by reason of  hcr  determination to do 
her  duty  by  her son. 

Thank Heaven I had to sit under  these 
things  when I was a child,  however I hated 
it then,  or I could  not do my part by 
h im now,” she told the Captain. I 
want  him, ” fervently, 6 6 to  be  everything 
I am not.” 

Which  might,”  suqysted  the  Captain, 
b e  a prig, you know. 
B u t  King  William,  listening,  drank in 

these  things. He had a garden  patch in 
the  back  yard  and knew the nature and 
habits of every  vegetable  in  it. He was 
strictly a utilitarian and weeded  out  sickly 
plants  and  unknown  cotyledons  with a 
ruthless  hand. 

Alexina expostulated. Maybe it 11urts 
’em,” shc fearcd. 

Leroy. 

skulking around, before a threaten’lng dish- 
rag or broom, there was Charlotte to be 
beguiled from more serious occupation into 
doing  her son’s bidding. 

Charlotte was always busy. The cottage 
and all in it had come to her from her 
father’s aunt.  She had been accustomed 
to  seeing  the  windows, the furniture, 
the  mirrors,  the silver  door  knobs shining. 
Therefore,  she knew such things ought to 
shine, and since there.was no.one in  these 
days  but herself to’do  it, she cleaned, pol- 
ished, rubbed,.and  went  to bed limp. 

One afternoon in  the  late fall the chill 
dren  sought her. She was pasting papers 
over glasses of jelly, i r  We went over 
the river to  see  the boat yesterday,” King 
William was saying to Alexina as they came 
in,  4’Tell her  about  it,  mother ; about  the 
gold star  at  the bow-” 

The papers did not  want  to stick. He’s 
a bad boy, little Mab,” Charlotte informed 
her. c c  He made me take  him’over before 
he’d promise. to go to’ the  party he’s asked 
to. He wants to be a little boor who won’t 
know how to act when he grows up.” 

‘6 I’m never goin’ to parties when I’m 
grown  up, so what’s  the use  learning how 
to act at ’em now?” argued her son. 

Charlotte  dropped a mucilaged  paper. 
‘ 6  But you promised,” she reminded him 
anxiously ; g 6 you promised - ” 

c c  Oh, well-” admitted  her son. 
Charlotte kept a Are in her parlor. Coal 

was at a fabulous price in the  South  that 



c winter,  but  she had never  known a parlor 
without a fire. Here she  and  the children 
sat  in  the afternoons. Often the Captain, 
returning  early, joined them  there. 

d 4  Georges,” said Charlotte upon one of 

The Captain smoked in silence. Perhaps 
he  had realized i t  before. His keen eyes 
however  were  regarding  her. 

But,J’ said Charlotte,  we  go  on  acting 
as though  we  were rich.” 

3 these occasions, ( 6  we are poor.” 

I :  

3 

f$ “Just SO,” said  the Captain. 
( (  When  your  trousers  get shabby, you 

order  more  like  them. DiPd you  ever ask 
ybur tai?.or if he has anything  cheaper? ” 

Now, trousers of that pearl tint peculiar 
to  the finest fabrics were  as characteristic 
a part of the Captain’s garb as were  the 
black coat,  the low cut  vest,  the linen 
cambric  handkerchiefs, like  small table- 
cloths for  size, the  tall  silk  hat,  and  the 
Henry  Clay collar above  the black silk 
stock.,. .. ‘ 

I Did you  ever ask him if he  had any- 
thing  cheaper, Georges ? ” 

I can’t say,>’ admitted  Georges, (‘that 
I ever .did.”  For the Captain  had  never 
asked his tailor a price in his life. When 
the bill carne he paid it. But it takes in- 
c,orne* to ’ meet eccentricities of this+ sort, 
while ‘now - 

Did the Captain, glancing from his wife 
to the  boy  on  the ffoor, seem to age, t o  
shrink in his chair? For Charlotte  was 
thirty-two and the boy was ten  and  the 
Captain  nearing sixty. . 

And when  your  shirts  and Willy’s 
things  and  mine give out, I’ve been going 
riglzt‘on <to the sisters ordering more. Con- 
vent  prices  are  high, Georges.” 

The Captain had nothing to say. 
L Adele has been telling me tha t  she  cuts 

dowp her eldest boy’s things for the  little 
one.’> Ad,ele was  the widow of a Confed- 
erategeneral.‘ So I borrowed her patterns. 
Listening to Adele talk, I realized,  Georges, 
that you and  Willy and X have  to lcarn how 
to be poor.” 

I t  was at this point that  Charlotte  brought 
forth from  the chair  behind  her  a  volumi- 
nous broadcloth cape, such as men then 
wore for outer wrap, and  spread it on  the 
mahogany center-table. 

It’s. perfectly good, if you did discard 
it, and I’m going , to  cut it into  something 
fox Willy. I didn’t tell Adele I never had 
tried,  she is so capable. but I borrowed her 

patterns.” And Charlotte  brought forth 
a paper roll. 

The  Captain, in the  arm-chair, sal: and 
watched. Alexina, from his knee,  whcre 
he had a way of lifting her,  watched too. 
Willy, from a perch on the  arm of the sofa, 
offered suggestions. 

This  was early. in the  afternoon. At six 
o’clock, the  Captain,  lighting  another of an 
uninterrupted series of cigars, was still 
watching silently.  On the sofa sat Char- 
lotte, in tears. On the  table,  tailor  fixhion, 
sat King William, sorting  patterns,  while 
Nelly, who had come for Alexina,  stood by 
and directed, 

i How does he know ? ” Mrs. Loroy, 
watching  her son a little  anxiously, asked 
the Captain. 4 6  X wouldn’t like him to de- 
velop such a bent. He doesn’t get it from 
you - or from me. ” 

I look a t  my legs,” said William,’ nnd 
then I build it that  way.” 

Another  afternoon the  Captain looked up 
from his smoking and spolre to Charlotl+ 
The  children. were on the floor turning the 
pages of a picture paper. 

We have succeeded i n  securing, ?Ire 
loan on a mortgage on thc  haat.  Cowan 
arranged it through his bunk. I t  was nt a 
higher .rate  than  we l g c 3  agrc,ed’, on, ’ hut 
we’d lost all the  time  we cc)uld spare. We’ll 
push ahead .now arid have  things finished 
by spring.” . 

That .night, over  at  the Blairs’, as Alcxina 
climbed into  her place at  the table ‘Au+t,cn 
was speaking to ,Harriet. d 1  You cctnember 
I told you I was.  looking for an investment 
of the proceeds of thqse bonds of  Alexina’s, 
which matured the  other clay ? Tllis morn- 
ing I took a mortgage o11 a boat Cowan i s  
building at his yard.” 

Alexina 1 w m i  hcr namc, but did not 
understand. 

C EI A PTE l i  V I  X 
There came a day  the following spring 
when Alexina, seeking  ,her aunt, wept. 

Harriet gazed a t  her dismayed,  at a loss. 
Heretofore Alexina had talten her  tears to 
Nelly or had kept them to herself. 

( 1  They  are  going away,” she said, 
King William and  them ; going i n  jhc 

boat.” , . , 
This, as a matter  to  cry  about, I ,was a 

mystery to Harriet. , l d  Going where ? ” she 
asked. 
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together,  while I rustle  around  fer fresh tea. 
Mis’ Thomas,  get Mis’ ßenson a clean  cup.” 

For a moment  or  two Mrs. Nitschltan 
cowered in her  chair, puIling with  trembling 
fingers at   her torn coat sleeve. Then, 
throwing her apron  over her head,  she  broke 
into wild sobbing, which alternated.  with 
a rasping  and  mirthless  laughter.  “The 
‘strikes,”’  said Mrs. Evans composedly, 
pouring  boiling  water in  the  tea-pot. I r  It’ll 
be a relief fcr her ; jusJ let her be.” 

I r  I-Iow’d ever we poor  women bear  our 
lives if it wasn’t  fer ’ern T ” murmured Mrs. 
Thomas. “Lay off your hat, Mis’ Benson,” 
she continued in a voice which was as oil. 

Idow’s your  health,  now? If  it’s the 
lungs, this is jusJ the  place fer ’em. If it’s 
your  liver, well, I’d say a cup of sage tea 
night an’ mornin’. Oh, you got your  hand 
tore, didn’t  you  Why,  it’s a real bad 
scratch. I x t  me rub in a little  ‘Rocky 
Mountain ’ salve-do.” 

You’re all  very kind,”  said  the mis- 
sionary,  burying  the  hatchet in one of her 

charming smiles. ‘ I  I am  sure I shall be 
happy here.” 

“Well, woman dear,  what  are we on  earth 
for?  TO do fer  others, I say,” broke in 
Mrs. Nitschkan, who, despite  her disheveled 
appearance, had  quite recovered herself and 
was even more desirous than  her sisters to 
ignore the  past. 

But Frances Benson was not one to  be 
misled by April sunshine. She therefore 
hastened  to  make  hay while the weather 
was propitious. “Will all you ladies be a t  
the meeting  to-night, prepared  to assist me 
in every possible way ? ”  looking  from one to 
the other. 

“Well, I guess yes,” said Mrs. Nitschkan 
heartily,  speaking for all. “You can depend 
on us, Mis’ Benson, now and hereafter. As 
the Bishop said to me the  other  day settin’ 
in that. very chair you’re in, an’ a-smilin’ 
that sweet smile of his’n: ‘Some missioners,’ 
he says, ‘has tact, an’ some has common 
sense ; but I do believe there ain’t one of 
’em but what’s  a plant  my  Father planted.’” 

THE H O U S E  O F  F U L F I L M E N T  
BY 

LEX INA BLAIR, at  twenty, 
returned  from school to  her 
uncle’s home  with  but small 
emotion, as, a t  fourteen, she 
had left  with  little regret. 
Yet ’ the shady  streets,  the 

open front  doors,  the welcomes called from 
upstairs  windows as she  passed, evidences 

that she was back among her people in the 
South, all at  once  made her  glad to be here. 

How could she  have  felt emotion over a 
mere return  to Uncle Austen’s house ? She 
might have felt  enthusiasm over Nelly, but 
Nelly was married to  the  ardener  at her old 
asylum and a Katy ha taken her place. 
The house was the same. If only  its  stone 

t 



Harriet:” 
Harriet  laughed,  rather pleased than  not, 

but  she still was studying  the girl. “She is 
impulsive  and she doesn’t look set,”  the  aunt 
was telling herself-was it  gratefully ? ‘ I  per- 
haps she is less Blair than I thought.” 

Austen Blair now too, in fact, viewed 
his  niece with complacency-she fulfilled the 
BIair requirements--but he  talked of other 
things. 

I t is the  intention of your  aunt  and my- 
self,” he  told  her  promptly, “ to  introduce 
you a t  once to what wilI be your social world. 
I t is well for  every  one  to have local attach- 
ment.” 

As the  matter progressed i t  appeared  that 
social introduction, as Uncle Austen under- 
stood  it, was largely a matter of expendi- 
ture. In all investment  it is the  expected 
thing  to place  where there is likeliest return. 
Therefore  he scanned the  invitation list 
earnestly. 

“She  can afford to do the thing as i t  
should he done,” he remarked to Marriet. 

“She 7 But Austen-” Harriet hesi- 
tated. i supposed it  wis  ours,  this affair ; 
it seems the least-’, 

Austen looked at her. A t  first he did not 
comprehend,  then he replied with some as- 
perity. “ I  have so far  kept  sentiment  and 
business apart in managing Alexina’s af- 
fairs.” * 

Harriet  was silenced. I t  was becoming less 
and less wise to oppose Austen. He  had his 
own ideas  about  the  matter.  “The  thing is 

to be done handsomely,”  he  set  forth, r r  but,” 
as qualification, ‘ I  judiciously.” 

Therefore he stopped  an  acquaintance on 
the  street a day  or  two before the  affair.  “Are 
we to  have  the  pleasure of seeing you on 
Tuesday ? ”  he  asked, even a little  ostcnta- 
tiously, for  the  young  man  had  neglected  to 
accept or decline. 

Austen  reported the  result to Harriet. 
“For  there is no use  ordering a supper  for 
five hundred if but  four  hundred and ninety- 
nine are coming,” he told her. 

“No ? ”  said Harriet. 
‘ c  Exactly,” said  her brother. 
Akxina, present at  the  conversation, 

looked from the one to  the  other. Uncle 
Austen was Uncle Austen; there was a slight 
lift of the girlish shoulders as she admitted 
this. But Aunt Harriet- 

For Harriet  had  changed. She had becn 
changing‘these past  two  summers. She was 
absent, forgetful, absorbed,  even  irritable. 
Aunt  Harriet ! And  recallcd, she worlld 
blush and look about in startled fashion. 

Alexina and Harriet had been always on 
terms  friendly and  pleasant,  but  scarcely  to 
be called intimate;  terms that ,  after a cor- 
dial good-night, closed the door between  thcir 
rooms. And while the girl had been con- 
scious of a fondness for  her serene and 
capabfe  aunt,  there were times too when, 
met by  that  same  serenity, she l z a d  felt 
she must rebel, and in  secret had thrown 
her young  arms  out in impotent,  passionate 
protest. 

But now Aunt  Harriet  forgot and neglected 
and grew cross like any one, and the senten- 
tious utterances of Uncle Austen irritated 
her. Alexina,  going into  her room onc 
day,found her with her head bowed on the 
desk. Was  she crying ? The girl slipped 
out. 

Was Aunt  Harriet  unhappy T The hcnrt 
of Alexina warmed to her. 

The evening of Alexina’s return hemp 
Harriet  had come to her door. To twenty 
years, thirty-eight scems pitiably far along in 
life, yet Marriet called up no such feeling in 
Alexina. No passion of living writ itself on 
Galatea’s cheek while she was in marble, ancl 
Alexina, opening  tlle  door to the tap, thought 
her aunt beautiful. 

“ I f  there  are callers to-night,”  Harriet 
said, I want you to colne down. My friends 
are not too elderly,” she smiled in the old 
good-humored way, “ to  be  nice to you this 
winter.” 
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So later  Alexina  went  down  to  rhe  library, 

a room long  unfurnished, now the  only  really 
cheerful room in the  house.  Was it be- 
cause  Harriet had furnished  it ? 

The  girl  always  had realized in an indefi- 
nite  way  that  Harriet  was a personage;  later, 
in their  summers  away  together,  she dis- 
covered tha t  men  liked her  handsome 
aunt. 

ln  the  library she found a group who, 
from  the  conversation, seemed to   be accus- 
tomed to dropping in thus in casual  fashion-, 
There  were men of capacity and presence; 
one  felt  that,  even in the  case of that  long 
avowed person o f  fashion, Mr. Marriot  Bland, 
who  was  getting  dangerously  near to that 
time of life when he would be  designated  an 
old  beau. He was a personage, too, of his 
type.  Alexina  shook  hands  with  him  gaily; 
she  had  been  used  to his coming  since  she 
first  came  to  live with Aunt  Harriet and 
Uncle Austen,  Harriet  introduced  the  others. 
The girl’s spirits rose; she felt  it  was nice 
that  she should be  knowing them. 

And  thcy ? What  does middle-age fed,  
looking  upon  youth, eager-eyed, buoyant, 
flushed with  the first  glow from  that un- 
known about to dawn ? 

Oh, it was a charming  evening.  The girl 
showed  she  thought  it so and  smiled,  and 
the men smiled  too, as they joined in mak- 
ing  her thc  young  center.  Perhaps  there 
was a tender  something in the smiles. Was 
i t  ,for their own gone  youth ? 

One, a Major  Rathbone,  stayed  after  the 
others  left, I-Ie sat  building  little  breast- 
works  on the  center tahle out  of matches 
taken  from  the  bronze  stand  by  the lamp, 
and as he  talked he looked over  every now 
and  then at I-iarriet  on the  other side. 

In thc  soberer  reaction following the break- 
ing up of the group, Alcxina, too,  found  time 
to  look a t  Harriet. It was an Aunt I-Iarriet 
that  she had never seen before. The color 
was  richly  dyeing  this  Harriet’s cheelts, and 
the  jewel pendant a t  her  throat rose and 
trembled  and fell, and  her  white  lids fell too, 
though  she  had  laughed when her eyes met  
laughter and something else in the brown 
eyes of the  Major fixed on  her. 

It: was of Mr, Marriot  Bland  the Major 
was speaking,  his  smooth,  brown  hand ca- 
ressing  his  clean-shaven  chin. 

“So cruelly  confident  are  you coId Dianas,:’ 
he was saying. “‘Now, even a Penelope 
must hold out   the lure of her web to  an old 
suitor, b u t  you Dianas-’’ 

Alexina laughed.  She had  jumped 
promptly  into a  liking for  this lean, brown 
man  with  the Iceen humorous eyes and the 
deliberate  yet  quick movements, and now 
absorbed in her thoughts, was unconscious of 
her  steadfast gaze fixed on  him, until he sud- 
denly brought his eyes to  bear an hers  with 
humorous  inquiry. 

“Well ?’I he inquired. 
Now Alexina,  being fair, showed blushes 

most embarrassingly.  But  she could laugh 
too. 

“What’s  the conclusion ? ”  he demanded ; 
“or would it be wiser not  to press inquiry ? ” 

Alexina  laughed  again. She knew she 
liked this Major. 

“ I was wondering,”  she confessed. r‘ You 
are so different from  what I expected. I 
heard  Aunt Marriet and Uncle  Austen dis- 
cussing one of your editorials, so I read it. I 
thought you would be different-fiercer may- 
be, and-er-more aggressive.” 

Alexina began to  blush  again. The Major 
was so edified at something  that his enjoy- 
ment was suspicious, 

“But  no man is expected  to live down to 
his  editorials, Miss Alexina; I write ’em for 
a living.” 

Ne stroked his chin as he regarded  her, 
but  there was laughter too out of the tail of 
his eye across at  Aunt  Harriet, who was 
laughing also, though she looked teased. 

Later Alexina learned  more  ’about  this 
Major Rathbone. I t  was Emily Carring- 
ford who told  her. Emily came over 
promptly  the  day  after Alexina’s return and, 
admitted  by  Katy,  ran up as of old, 

Alexina,  hearing her  name called, turned 
from a mel& of unpacking as the other 
reached the open doorway. 

“011, Emily,” she said, and stood and 
gazed. 

Emily  stood too, archly,  and,  meeting 
Alexina’s look, laughed.  Her  blush was an 
acknowledgment; she did not even pretend 
to  misunderstand Alexina’s  meaning. 

‘ I  Aunt  Harriet  told me how-how lovely 
you were, and Uncle Austen told me last 
night  that my friend, Miss Emily, he con- 
sidered an ‘unusually good-looking woman- 
a handsome  woman, in fact.’ ” The niece 
had her uncle’s every conciseness of tone as 
she quoted. “But  -somehow with it all, I 
wasn’t prepared-’, 

She carne forward  with  hands  out. 
Emily  forgot to  take  the  hands.  “Did  he 

say  that, really, Alexina ?”  



Uncle Austen ? No ? Did he, really ? ” 
But  the  surprise in Alexina’s voice was 

unfair to her uncle. To help people 1 

eral social economy,  as indeed he had  point- 
ed out  more  than once to those he was thu 

She  pushed  Emily  into a -  chair. 
I C  Is i t  pleasant-the choir ? ”  she  began. 
“Pleasant ? Well,” Emily looked away 

and colored, “ I  like  the money; I’ve never 
been able  to  have  any clothes before. There 
was a scene a t  home about it-my singing, 
I mean,  in  any  but  my own church, and 
For money. I t  was grandfather, of course; 
it’s  always been grandfather. I-Ie says  it’s 
spiritual  prostitution, whatever he means  by 
that,  taking money for praising  the Lord in 
XI alien faith.”  She laughed in an off-hand 
way. “No, I’ll be  honest. I’d have  to be 
sooner or  later  with you, anyhow. I hate it- 
not  the  work  and rehearsals so much;  but 
the  being  patronized. When some of those 
women stop me, with the air of doing  the 
gracious thing, to tell me they have enjoyed 
my  singing,  oh, I could-’’ Again she 
laughed,  but  her cheeks were blazing. Then 
she leaned over  and fingered some of the 
girlish  fineries strewing  the bed. I hate 
i t   a t  home, too, when it  comes to being 
honest  about  things. Six of us, with grand- 
father  and  Aunt Carrie  making-eight, in  that 
little house! ” 

Later, Alexina  chanced to refer to Major 
Rathbone.  She  spoke enthusiastically, 
Alexina either liked  people or she did  not 
like them. 

Hadn’t you heard  about him ?”  asked 
Emily in  surprise. I r  He met Miss Harriet 
two years ago, and  heJs been coming ever 
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since. It’s funny, too, tha t  he should. 
He’s ihe Major Rathbone, you how-” 

B u t  Alexina looked unenlightened. 
“Why,” said Emily, ‘‘ the  Major  Rath- 

bone who was the  Confederate guerrilla- 
the one who captured  and  burned a train- 
load of stuff your grandfather  and Mr. Aus- 
ten had contracted to deliver  for  the govern- 
ment.  I’ve  heard people tell  about  it a doz- 
en different ways  since he’s been coming to 
see Miss Harriet.  Anyway,  however i t  was, 
the government at  the  tirne  put a price on 
his head and  your  grandIather ancl Mr. Aus- 
ten doubled it, And now they  say he’s in 
love with Miss Harriet ! ” 

In love ! With Aunt Harriet ! Alexina 
grew hot.  Aunt  Harriet ! She felt  strange 
and queer. But Emily was saying more. 
“Mr. Blair and Major Rathbonc  aren’t 
friends even yet; I was here  to  supper with 
Miss Harriet one evening last winter, and 
Mr. Blair was furious  over an editorial by 
Major Rathbone in the paper t h a t  day 
about solne political appointments from 
Washington. Mr. Blair had had something 
to do with them, had  lieen consulted  about 
them from Washington, i t  seems. Major 
Rathbone’s  a  Catholic,  too.” 

I t  rushed upon Alexina t h a t  shc had 
spoken to  the Major of a family discussion 
over l i s  editorials. 

Emily stayed  until  dusk. As hlexina 
went down to  the door with  her, they met 
Uncle Austen just coming  in. I-IC stoppcd, 
shook  hands, and asked how nmt’tcrs were 
in the choir. 

As Emily ran down the  steps  he acldrcssed 
himself to his niece. “ A  praiseworthy 
young girl to  have gone so practically  to 
work.” Then as Emily at   the  gate looked 
back,  nodding archly, hc repeated it. “ A  
praiseworthy  young girl, praiseworthy and 
sensible,” his gaze following her, “as well 
as handsome.” 

He went in, but  Alexina lingered on the 
broad stone steps. It was October and the 
twilight was purple  and  hazy,  Chrysan- 
themums bloomed against the background 
of the  shrubbery;  the maples along the 
street were drifting  leaves upon the side- 
walk;  the sycamores stood  with their shed 
foliage like a cast  garment  about  their  feet, 
raising giant  white limbs naked t o  heaven. 

ib There were lights in the  wide  brick  cottage. 
Strangers lived there now. A swinging sign 
above  the  gate set forth that a Doctor Ran- 
some dwelt therein. 
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The  eddying fall of leaves is depressing. 
Autumn  anyhow is a melancholy time. Al- 
exina,  going in, closed the door. 

C H A P T E R  I I  
The  Blair  reception  to introduce their niece 
may  have been .to  others  the usual matter 
of lights an.d flowers and music, but  to  the 
niece i t  was  different,  for it was her affair. 

She  and  her  aunt went down together. 
The  stairway was broad, and to-night its 
banister  trailed roses. 

AIexina was radiant. She even marched 
up  and kissed her  uncle.  Things  felt actually 
festive. 

All the  little social world was there  that 
evening. Alexina recalled many of the girls 
and  the  older women; of the older men she 
knew a few,  but o f  the younger only  one 
could she remember as knowing. 

He was a rosy cheeked youth with vigorous 
curling yellow hair, and he came up  to  her 
with a hearty swinging of the body,  smiling in 
a friendly  and  expectant  way, showing nice, 
square  teeth, boyishly far  apart.  She Itnew 
hin1 a t  once; he had gone ta dancing school 
when  she  did, and she was glad to see him. 

‘c Why, Georgy,” she said, and held out a 
hand.  Then  it was borne in upon her  that 
Georgy wore a young down  on his lip and 
was a man. 

“Oh,”  she  said, blushing, ‘ I  I hope you 
don’t  mind ? ”  

Ne was blushing too, but  the smile that 
showed his nice  spaced teeth was honest. 

“No,” he said; ‘‘ I don’t mind.” 
Which Alexina  felt was  good of him and 

so she  smiled  back  and  chatted  and tried to 
make it up. And Georgy lingered and con- 
tinued  to linger and  to blush beneath his al- 
ready  ruddy skin until Harriet,  turning, sent 
him away,  for  Harriet was a woman of the 
world and Georgy was the rich and only child 
of the  richest  mamma present, and  the  other 
mammas were  watching. 

Alexina’s  eyes followed him as he went, 
then  wandered across the long room to Em- 
ily.  She had expecte‘d to feel a sense of  re- 
sponsibility  about Emily, but Uncle Austen, 
after a long  and precise survey of her from 
across  the room, put his eye-glasses into 
their  case  and  went  to her. His prim air of 
unbending  for  the festive occasion was 
almost comical as he brought up  youths  to 
mallte them known. This done he fell back 
to his general  dut+ as host. 

But Alexina, watching Emily, felt dissat- 
isfaction  with  her; her archness was over- 
done, her laughter was anxious. 

Why should Emily stoop  to  strive so ? 
With her milk-white skin and  chestnut hair, 
with her red lips and  starry eyes, there 
should have belonged to her a pride and a 
young dignity. Alexina, youthfully  stern, 
turned away. 

I t  brought her back to the amusing  things 
of earth, ‘however, that Uncle Austen should 
take Emily  home  when it was over. Would 
Emily be arch with Uncle Austen ? Pic- 
ture it ! 

Several of the older men lingered after  the 
other guests were gone, and they, with Har- 
riet and Alexina, had coffee in the library. 
The orderliness of the room, compared  with 
the disheveled appearance elsewhere now the 
occasion was over, seemed cheerful, and these 
men friends of Aunt  Harriet were interesting. 
The talk was personal, as among  intimates. 
The local morning  paper, opposed to Major 
Rathbone’s own, it seemed, had taxed  the 
Major with aspiring to  be the next nominee 
of his party for Congress. And this was 
proving occasion for much banter  at his ex- 
pense by the  other men, for the  truth was 
the Major was being considered as a possi- 
bility, but a possibility tempered, for one 
thing, by the  fact  that his guerrilla past shed 
a somewhat lurid light upon his exemplary 
present. 

“But why want  to keep it secret as if i t  
were something dark  and  plotting ?”  in- 
sisted Harriet Blair. “Why  not come right 
out and admit your willingness if your  party 
wants you ? ”  

The men laughed in varying degrees of 
delight at this  feminine  perspicacity. The 
Major regarded her with  somewhat comical 
humor, looking a  little  shamefaced,  though 
he was laughing too. “ For the  fear my 
party can’t afford to  have me,” he answered. 
r r  It talces money. They are casting  about 
for a richer available man  first,  and,  that 
failing, why-” 

Here Austen ßlair came in, bringing a 
breath of the November chill. Or was i t  his 
own personality that  brought  the chill, 
Alexina wondered. For, to  do him justice, 
there was a distinction, a fine coldness, a 
bearing  about him which distinguished him 
in any company. 

Promptly on his coming the group broke 
up. The others passed into  the  half  to  hunt 
overcoats, but  the Major paused to address 





she closed the door and turned back to the 
parlor. 

Harriet had sunk upon a chair, and in her 
eyes, looking far off, was a light, a smile, or 
was it tears ? 

She sprang up and turned, her face one 
heavenly blush, as Alexina entered. Had 
she thought  it would be he ? 

"Gone S Oh, Alexina, I must-I have to 
tell him. Ring the bell. John must go €or 
Ilinl. After what has hammed I cannot 
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“And  the doctor-what did he  say ?” de- 
manded  Alexina. 
‘‘ He  said ‘Good Lord, man!’ and he swore 

iust awful at  lohn being so slow helping get 

Harriet all at  once was herself, perfectly 
controlled. 

“Go  get  me my long cloak, please, Katy,” 
she  said. 

“Oh, Miss Harriet,” from Katy;  “you 
ain’t  thinking of  it-goin’ out-it’s sleet- 
in’ awful-without the carriage ! ” 

going for  it herself. 
Alexina followed her. “What is it,  Aunt 

Harriet ?”  she begged. “Where  are you 
going ? ” 

Harriet answered back from  her own door- 
way. “To the infirmary.” 

Action is the  one  thing always understood 
by youth. Alexina entirely  approved. IC  1’11 
go too,”  she said, and  ran  into her room to 
change her wrap  for  a’darker one. 

There  was  but  one infirmary at  the  time 
in  the  city,  and  that a Catholic institution. 
They could walk a square  and  talte a car  to 
the door. AIexina, in her haste, never 
thought of money, but  Harriet, as she came 
down, had  her purse. 

Neither spoke on the way; i t  was all they 
could do to keep umbrellas open in the fierce 
drive of wind and sleet. Alexina bent her 
head to catch  breath;  the sleet whipped and 
stung  her face, the wind seized her ioose cape, 
her  light  skirts, bellying them  out  behind her. 
But  Harriet,  ahead, tali, poised, went  swiftly 
on, and,  in  the  light from the  street gas-post 
as they waited  for a car, her face showed no 
consciousness of storm or of aught  about her. 
Yet it was Harriet who stopped  the  car, who 
made  the change, and paid the fares. The 
ride  into  town was  in silence. I t  was  Har- 
riet who rang  the bell before the infirmary 
building,  who led the way over  the icy  pave- 
ment,  up  the wide brick walk through  the 
grounds;  it was Harriet who rang  the bell at  
the  big  central door, and  it  was she who en- 
tered  first  past  the  little  Sister who opened 
that door. 

Not that  the  little Sister meant  to  permit 
it-it was against d e s ,  she assured them ; 
visiting  hours  were over. She could tell 
them  nothing.  The doctors were with the 
gentleman now. 

But  she  let  them in. Prison doors must 
have  opened  to  Harriet  that  night.  She 
would have put  the  little  Sister aside if need 

be and walked in,  Alexina felt  that. Per- 
haps  the  little  Sister  felt  it too. She glanced 
a t  Harriet  furtively,  timidly,  and,  murmur- 
ing  something about  going to  see, glided 
away. 

The two  stood in the haII, Alexina gazing 
at the  patron  Saint of the piace, in marble on 
his pedestal.  After a time  the  little Sister 
returned and told  them  the  doctor would see 
them presently and said something  about the 
parlor, but  Harriet shook her head. 

Again they  waited, the  woman and the 
girl sitting  in chairs against  the  painted wall, 
facing  the  Saint in  his  niche. The instincts 
of long ago arose within Alexina, and uncon- 
sciously her lips moved for  comfort  to lzer- 
self in a prayer  to  the  benign old Saint be- 
fore her. There was nothing  incongruous  to 
her  that  she was using a little  form of child’s 
prayer  taught her by  her  Presbyterian  aunt. 

And still they  waited, so long that Alexina 
felt  she could not  stand  the  silence longer, 
or the waiting. She IooIted at  Harriet, who 
was gazing before‘her,  her face colorless, her 
eyes unseeing. Alexina began to wonder if 
the  Sister  had  forgotten they were there. 

But at last  she  came  stealing noiselessly 
back, and, following her, a young man. 

Alexina recognized hin1 at  once as the 
young doctor  she  had seen  going in and out 
the cottage, and whose name she remem- 
bered was Ransorne. 

Harriet arose to  meet him. I-Ie was young 
and boyish. He loaked unnerved. , “The 
others will be down in a moment-the other 
doctors-” he told  her, “when I saw i t  was 
bad-you know l’m just beginning-I 
turned it over.” 

His nice blue  eyes  looked quite  distressed. 
‘ I  How bad ?”  asked Harriet  steadily. 
I-Ie looked at  her quite  miserably,  the boy; 

then he gathered himself together. 
“May I ask-I beg pardon-may I ltnow 

who I am talking  to ?” though truc to  tcll 
he knew who she was, living as he did across 
from her, but  in his young  embarrassment 
did not know how to say so. 

The tall, beautiful  wonml stood a moment 
beFore him, then a slow color came up over 
her throat  and face. “ I  am Miss Blair- 
Major Rathbone is----”’ 

Alexina  had  conle close to her side and hcr 
young eyes were on the doctor’s appealingly. 

He understood;  doubtless he had heard the 
two names connected  before; the  aflairs of the 
wealthy Miss Blair and  the  somewhat fa- 
mous editor were  likely to be talked  over in a 
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AleXina moved from  her chair  to  the win- 

dow  or  to  the fire and back again. Now and 
again she knew that she must  have slept a 
little, her head against the table. so the 
night passed. 

The square  framed  by the window sash 
was turning  gray when there came a move- 
ment, and the eyelids of the  face on the pil- 
low  lifted.  Harriet was leaning  over  before 
the others, the nurse or  doctor, got  to  the 
bed,  and must have been there when the eyes 
opened. She must have seen consciousness 
of her presence in them, too, and possibly 
questioning.  For she spoke rapidly, eager- 
ly, like one who had said the  thing over  and 
over in readiness for the  moment, though 
her voice shook. “You said you loved me 
from your soul, and, living or dead, would 
go on loving. and wanting my  love?” she 
asked him. 

There seemed  no wonder in the voice re- 
plying, only content. There was even the 
usual touch of humor in his reply. “And will 
go on wanting your love,” he said. 

“But I am here to tel1 you how I love 
you,’’ she returned. 

The room was still, like death. Then in 
the man’s voice : “ Is this pity,  Harriet ? ”  

Her voice hurried on. “And how, living 
or dead, I will go on Ioving and  wanting 
you,” she told him. 

It was no pity  that trembled in her voice; 
it was passion. He moved. Alexina sobbed. 

After a time he spoke again. I t  was to 
call  her name, to say it as to himself. This 
time  he knew i t  was love this woman was 
talking of, not  pity. 

“ I  could not  bear it  that you should not 
know,”  she hurried on to tell him. “ I  
made them let me come to  you.” 

“You know then,  Harriet;  they  have told 

She was human ; the sound that  broke 
from her was the cry of a rent soul. 

The doctor, who had gone  back to the 
mantel, crouched over the fire. The  Sister 
seemed to shrink into  the shadows  beyond 
the  narrow bed. Alexina clenched her 
hands, her head on her arms outstretched on 
the  table. 

But  Harriet had regained herself. I 
am here to ask you something. May I be 
married to you-now-at once, I mean ? ’ J  

His response was not audible,  only  her re- 
ply.  “Oh, surely you will. For  the rest of 
my life-to have been-you  will give me 
this, won’t you ?” 

;ou ? ’) 

There was a quick movement  from him, 
and a sound of warning  from  the  nurse who 
moved forward  out of the shadow. 

Material things seemed to come  back to 
Harriet. Alarm sprang  into  her voice. 
‘‘Shall I go away ? ”  she asked the nurse, 
even timidly. 

The answer came  from  him. “No ; oh, 
no. Since it  may be for so little  time I 
may ask  it of you ; stay  with me, Harriet.” 

She turned to the  doctor. 
“Stay,”  he told  her, poor boy, new to 

these  things. 
“Then give me my way,”  Harriet begged, 

turning  back again. She had forgotten  the 
others already. “You said that  after  what 
happened between you and Austen you want- 
ed it known how you felt to me. I-Iaven’t I 
the same  right and more,  since it was my 
brother who said it,  to  want the world to 
know how I feel t o  you ? ” 

They could feel the  laugh in his  reply. 
“The world, the world, as il: you  ever cared 
for  what  the world-come, be honest, I-Inr- 
riet ; you say  this in the  generous desire of 
making it up to me.” 

“But I do-I do care. I could clap my 
hands, I could glory to cry  it from the housc- 
tops, how I care, how I arn Ilere, on my 
knees, begging you will marry me.” 

“You  are  kneeling? Yes ? Kneel then ; 
even that, since it  brings you closer. ß u t  
let’s not  talk o f  this now. I ’ m  not used to 
the, knowledge o f  the -first yet. Will you put 
your  hand in  minc, Harriet ? ”  

The girl over in the corner, her head in 
her arms, felt  that  her  heart would I1rc:ak. 
And this was love. This great sad thing was 
love. 

He was talking  again. “ I nevcr  thought, 
surely, to be a stick of a man like this. I 
could have made a royal lover, Harriet. A 
man’s blood at  forty is like winc a t  its 
fullness. My head-won’t lift-Cod, that 
it should come to .fincl n1c like this!  yet, kiss 
me,  will you, Harriet ? ”  

But a moment  and she rcturned to Ilcr 
pleading. “They will send mc away  from 
YOU, you know. They won’t let me stay. I 
have no right to  be herc-unlcss you  give  it 
to me?” 

Was she using this, the infcrcnce, to move 
him ? 

For he caught  it  at once. You C;IIIW--I 
see, I see.” 

But she had fled from  her position. I t’s 
not that, as if l cared, as if you thought 
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I cared. I t’s because I want  to  have 
been-” 

But the  other had stuck. ‘ I  Is the  doctor 
there ? ” he asked suddenly. 

The young fellow came to the  bed. 
“ I would like to see Father  Ryan,” said 

the  Major. 
The priest  came. The two were  inti- 

mates. I-Ie listened to the  instructions,  the 
exigencies of the case to be met by him. A 
license  was necessary. “And try  and  get 
Miss  Blair’s brother to accompany you, and 
to conze here with you ; you will make it all 
clear  to h i I n . J ’  

1-1 arriet was looking u p  at  the priest. She 
saw h i m  as the  friend of the man  she Ioved. 
“And  you will come back and  marry us 
yourself, won’t you ?I’ she asl<cd. 

He  was looking down n t  her. Even after 
the long night, i n  the cold light of a winter 
dawn,  and in the  gruislzness of an evening 
gown in daylight, she was triumphantly 
beautiful. With her hand on the snzootlt 
brown  hand of the Major, she sat  and loolced 
up’ a t   the  cassocl~ccl  priest. ‘The marble OT 
her  face Ilad given way to a divino liskt and 
radiance. 

He loolcccf down o11 her. 
“ I will c m ~ e , ’ ~  he told her. 
I t  was SOIIIC hours before he was back. 

The young  doctor  had gone and come. 
Dawn  had  broached  into a gray and sullen 
day. Brealcfast was scnt u p  and placed in 
an adjoining room for I-.Iarriet and Alexina. 
The girt triccl to eat, if only to  seem grateful 
to the Sister  bringing it. ß u t  Harriet only 
wandered  about ttzc room, and, when Alex- 
i n a  brought lzcr a cup of cofTcr, shook hcr 
head.  She  watched  the door until  the doc- 
tors wcre gone a n d  she might  return to h i m ,  
the11 went i n  and sat  by hin1 again. His 
eyes wcrc closed, but his hand, seeking as 
she s a t  clown, found hers. Later,  as  the 
priest  returned,  the gaze  from the pillow 
turned to the door cagcrly, Austrn was not 
with h i m .  The  face stecled. 

“I’lze Mother  canle in ,  and  at a sign from the 
priest  they  gathered around, Alexina, the 
young doctor, the nurse. 

With his hand in Harriet’s  tlrc  Major fol- 
lowed to the end- 

Nor was he going to  die. There was 
deeper knowledge of life yet to learn for the 
woman by him. 

Afterward, Doctor Ransome drove AIexina 
home in his buggy, where she and  the ~ 0 1 ~ -  
ble, excited Katy packed some things for 
Harriet. 

“And Miss Harriet never to let us hear a 
word, and Maggie  and. me never closing our 
eyes all the night, Miss Alexina,” Katy said. 
And Aunt Harriet  a person usually so obser- 
vant and punctilious about everything! 

“And Mr. Blair,  he asked where you were, 
Miss Marriet and you, when he came, And 
then he dressed and went to the  party he 
was going to take you to, as if nothing 
had happened. And the Father came this 
morning and talked, but Mr. Blair hardly 
said a word, and when they left the priest 
went one way and Mr. Blair he went the 
other.” 

Doctor Ransome canle in his buggy and 
took Alexina back. On reaching ‘the infir- 
mary  they found that Major Rathbonc’s sis- 
ter from ßardstown, who had been sent for, 
Izad arrived. Alexina had not known that II! 
Izad a sister until she found her in the room 
next t o  the Major’s, with Harriet. 

She was childlike and small and was Iook- 
ing a t  I-Iarriet, helpless and frightened, She 
was, it proved, twenty-three years old, and 
a widow with two children. 

“And Stevic takes care of us,” she ex- 
plained. “Stevic” was the Major; ‘(US’’ 
was hersel% and the babies. 

She had brought both tlie babies. “ I  
couldn’t leavc them and come, you know,” 
slzc said. 

One of them lay on thc bed, asleep, a little 
chap  four years old, his coat unfastened, 
his hair tumbled. The other,  the younger, 
asleep too, lay on the mother’s Itnee, Har- 
riet regarding him. Ne was aquiline, lean 
and handsome, baby as he was, like a little 
deer hound. 

“ I-Iis name is Stevie,”  said Stephen’s sis- 
ter. 

Harriet looked up from the child to the 
mother, almost jealously. “Then he is mine 
too; I have solne part in him too, since his 
name is Stephen.” 

(To be corttimed) 



T H R E E  P O E M S  
BY 

F L O R E N C E  WILKINSON 

THE H O U S E  T O  HIS FIRST MISTRESS 

CROSS my  threshold they  have  gone, A Many the  steps  and sweet, 
But yours  alone that I love best 

Is the  rhythm I repeat, 
From  days when  you and I were young 

And autumn flamed across the  street, 
Remembered trailings of your  skirt 

And hauntings of your feet. 

The  generations conle and go 
And ! have held them  dear ; 

Between the  lattice  and the hearth 
They dance  and  disappear, 

But echoing through  their songs at night 
I t  is your voice I hear 

That knew me when I was unknown 
Conceived me out of dust  and stone, 

And loved m e  in that bygone year. 

J took you to my lonely arms, 
You were the soul of m e ;  

There was no speech between us twain, 
There needed not  to be ;  

Your  watchful  nights were mine, were mine, 
And mine  your minstrelsy. 

Your seal upon  my forehead is, 
Forever  still to be. 



one question about 16s sister; mere curi- 
osity must have clcmanded that much, 
Alexitla. thought, having a lively  curiosity 
herself. To bc sure, Aunt  Harriet, from 
Uncle Austen’s standpoint, l m ì  outraged 
every  convention  to which they hacl been 
bred; she had nmbricd a n lnn  betwcerl whom 
and her family  there had been bitterest 
enmity, hetween who~n and her bratlrcr there 
had been personal cncountcr ; she had gone 
from her brother’s roof to be rnarricd in a 
Catholic institution,  by a Catholic priest. 

I t  almost  made Alcxina laugh when she 
summed u p  the enormity of the oflending. 
She gloried in it herself; she adored Aunt 
Harriet  and lovecl her for it. 

ßut  the fact that  her uncle could thus 
ignore the whole subject made it harder for 
Alexina to go ta him about x matter which 
had arisen concerning herself. 

A letter ,had conle to her From her mother. 
Though it was eleven years since SIX had 
seen thehandwriting, she knew it, as Katy, 
bringing  the mail, hancled it to her. 

I t  seemed to Alcxina that her pulses 
stopped  and  the  tide of her blood flowed 
backward, Katy, closing the  door as she 
went, brought her to herself, and she flung 

sprang up and went about her household 
duties, as if in interviews with grocery man 
and butcher, with cook and laundress, she 
could Earget that  her  mother  had written 
her, that the letter lay up-stairs awaiting 
her. 

She would not read it, slze assured herself; 
but all the while she knew that she would, 
andwhenthe  timecame  she opened it quietly 
and read it through. Then she put it in 
its envelope and  threw it  from  her again 
across the room, ancl sat immovable, the 
lines of her young face setting as though by 
some steeiing process. Suddenly she caught 
sight of her face in the glass. On it was the 
1001~ of Uncle Austen. 

She sprang up and, dragging forth her 
cloak and hat and furs, fled from the house. 
She must turn  to some one, she must get 
away  from the llorror that was upon her.  She 
would go to Aunt Harriet. 

I t  was a frosty day and a light fall of snow 
was on the pavements. She met Dr. Ran- 
some and Emily Carringford strolling along 
as though it were summer.  She had intro- 
duced him to Emily, and one would say she 
had done him a good turn.  She smiled as 
they called ta her from across the street. He 
admired Emily and  it looked as if Emily- 



he meant  to swing off and join her. She W& 
seeing a good deal of him these  days. She 
shook her head and pointed with her muff, 
and a momentlater  turnedinat the1  nfirmary 
gate. She  had walked rapidly and felt better 
somehow. The Major  was daily growing 
stronger though the fear was that he  might 
never walk again, but,  rather  than accept 
this  verdict, he and Aunt Harriet were going 
East  for advice or, if need be, to  Paris. 

Paris!  The  horror surged back  upon her. 

the gat;-and stood engrossed with thk misery 
of it, for  it was from Paris her  mother had 
written to say  she was coming to her. 

“ I have reached the end of my money,  ma 
chère,’ she wrote, ‘ I  as you come into yours, 
which Austen, being a Blair, wilt have cared 
for. I will teach you to love life, now that 
you are grown. When you were a child 
you were impossible; you disconcerted and 
judged me, but it is unfair to  let you taste 
life according to Blair seasoning only. So 
write me, ma fille,  mon enfant, of your where- 
abouts, in the  care of your Uncle Randolph 
in Washington, for I follow this  steamer 
across.” 

And then, as though her mood had 
changed : I C  In any case, I shall not  trouble 
you long. I t  is  my lungs, they tell me. I t  
is a curious sensation, may you  never  know 
it,  having your furniture seized. Le bon 

j Dieu and Celeste have stood between me and 
much.” 

Celeste! Tall, gaunt, and taciturn -ne- 
gro mammy  to Alexina and to Molly before 
her. Celeste! I t  all stifled the girl. She 

with the mother, and the child had been 

And where  was M. Garnier, the  husband 

d 

i 

3 hated Celeste. Celeste had chosen to go 

i left by  both. 

2. -“ the promising young  French poet ”---as 
I Uncle Randolph had termed him to some one, 

! 

II 

in the child Alexina’s hearing, those years 
ago. The letter made no mention of him. 

Afexina closed the Infirmary gate  and 
walked up thewide pavement to  the en trance. 
The  little Sister knew her well now and 
smiled a welcome as she let her in.  Passing 
along the hall Alexina hesitated before the 
marble saint in  his  niche. Hers was no con- 
troversial soul; what  she  wanted was com- 
fort. Perhaps  the blend of Presbyterianism 

and Catholicism may  be  tolerance.  Then 
she went on through  the  spotless halls to 
the second floor. 

As the door opened Harriet looked around. 
She  had been writing by the  Major’scouch, 
and he  had fallen asleep, his hand on hers, 
the portfolio lying open on her  lap.  She 
smiled at  Alexina, then nodded at the  hand 
detaining her. 

Could it be the same Aunt  Harriet,  this 
yearnirig-eyed woman ? Her  hair,  always 
beautiful, had loosened, and  drooped  over 
her temple, and  the  thought  swept upon 
Alexina, how human, how sweetly  dear  it 
made her look, this  touch of carelessness be- 
cause of greater concern. I t  moved  the  girl, 
bending to kiss her, to slip to  her knees 
instead  and throw adoring young  arms 
about her. 

And then a strange  thing  happened;  the 
head of the woman drooped for  support 
against thegirl’s shoulder and,  with a sudden 
trembling all through her, Harriet began to 
cry,  Only for a moment;  then,  lifting  her 
head and putting  the  hand of the sleeper 
gently on the couch, she arose and  drew  the 
girl over to  the window. 

‘‘You go to-morrow?” asked Alexina. 
‘ c  Yes ; Dr. Ransonle has  arranged  to go 

with us then. I don’t know why I cryJ  for 
he”s better. He’s been dictating  an  editorial. 
I’m unnerved, I suppose, and it’s beginning 
to tell.” 

“You are worn out  with the  strain, 
Aunt Harriet, and  the worry and  unhappi- 
ness.” 

“Unhappiness ? ”  Harriet  laughed a little 
wildly. “Unhappiness 7 I thought you 
understood better  than  that. T’ln happy, 
for the  first time in  all my easy, prosperous, 
level life. It’s out of the  depths we bring 
up happiness, Alexina. And  come  what 
may, I’ve known, am knowing it-nothing 
can  take  the knowledge from  me now.” 

She was crying  again,  her head  bent  against 
the window pane. “ I never knew how to 
get near to any  one : I’ve been alone all my 
life till now. Maybe you have been lonely 
al1 along. I didn’t know. Living  with 
Austen and me-oh, I’m sorry for yau, 
Alexina. I’m going away now with  Stephen.; 
but when we come back I mean t o  make  it 
up to you and see that you have  opportunities 
and  friends. Oh, Alexina, we do all need it, 
the joy of having  some  one needing LIS, And 
you’ll be nice t o  Louise for me, won’t you, 
while  we’re gone ? ”  
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Louise  was the  sister of Stephen,  and she 
and  the  babies  were to  remain  in Louisville 
in the house the Major and  Harriet  had 
taken  against  their  return, an unpretentious 
house on a cross street. 

“Stephen  has  arranged  it all,” Harriet was 
saying;  “he  won’t let me do  a thing. Me 
will not consider for a moment  that  he  isn’t 
going to be able to keep his position  on  the 
paper; they’re  filling it for him among  them- 
selves still. I f  he wasn’t so-so fiercely 
proud ! It’s Austen  that rankles, you see.” 

There was a movement on the couch. 
Harriet  went  swiftly  over  to  the walrer. I t  
is on Olympus they  take  time  for  deliberate 
and  stately progression ; Harriet  had conle 
down to  the  human world. 

“It’s a soporific thing,”  quoth  the Major, 
“listening  to one’s own editorials. I never 
heard  one  through before. You there, 
Alexina?  Where  have  you bcen these  two 
days ? I hope you’re  not holding it  against 
us that Georgy is sending all his flowers to 
me?  It’s his delicate way, you see ; reach- 
ing.  round  through me via Harriet  to 

There was a tap  and  the  Iittle  Sister 
entered. I t  was company. I t  was always 
company. The Major’s life had been close 
to  the  heart  and  center of things. I t was 
laughable  to see the reserved I-Iarriet’s pride 
in his popularity.  It was a certain  judge 
this  time,  and  with him an old comrade  at 
arms, come up  from  the  Pennyroyal  to see 
him. 

‘ I  But  had you better?”  Harriet  expostu- 
lated. 

‘” The Major caught her hand and laughed  at 
her. “But these are fond farewelIs,  you 
see, dear lady,” he explained. 

Was he  drawing her to him by the hand he 
held ? For  suddenly  Harriet  bent  over  and 
kissed him ; nor  did Alexina feel any con- 
sciousness or  shame,  and  the  little  Sister 
went  out  softly  with glistening eyes. 

So it  canle  about  that Alexina did not open 
her  heart to Harriet after all, and the  aunt 
went  away  next day without knowing. 

Yet  Harriet influenced the  girl in her de- 
cision. 

Alexina, standing  at  her window, watched 

you.” 

some one, who had opened  her arms  to Louise 
and  the babies, whose days were full of 
thought  and planning, and  through whose 
eyes  shone something never there before. 

Alexina Ieft the window and re-read the 
postscript of her Iet,ter. “ In any case I shah 
not  trouble you long. I t  is my lungs, they 
tell me, I t  is a curious sensation, may you 
never know it, having your furniture seized, 
Le bon Dieu and Celeste have stood between 
me and  much.” 

I t  was to her uncle after all,, that Alexina 
went with the  matter  that night.  He was in 
the parlor reading  and laid down his paper 
to give attention. The substance of the 
letter heard, the two  perpendicular lines be- 
tween his brow relaxed, for  it was acase of 
his judgment being justified and a man likes 
to feel he has been right. , 

“ It is what I expected,” he said, r r  only I 

it has been longer coming. She has her 
father’s people in  Washington, she has no 
claim on you.” I-Ie lifted his paper. 

l 

i 

“ ßut--” said Alexina. 
Ne lowered it and waited. 
Her mouth grew set. He always made 

her stubborn. Fingering the upholstery of 
his  chair, she looked a t  him, though it took 
courage to look a t  Austen Blair under some 
circumstances. She found herself suddenly 
disposed to defend her mother. “ But if I 
feel a claini-2, Uncle Austen? I wanted to 
tell you I think I ought  to write  her to come,” 

“Come where?” asked Austen Blair. 
To be sure-where could she write her to 

corne?  There fell a silence. 
Then he spoke, and curtly. In three 

months you will be of age, a fact no doubt 
which  your mother has remembered. Until 
then I forbid  it ; after  that it is your affair. 
In  the  interim, it has been my intention, and 
I meant  to say as much to you, tomake you 
acquainted  with  your affairs. I had expect- 
ed you to  live on in my house. Under  the 
conditions you propose you will, of course, 
make  your own  arrangements.” 

Alexina  listening, looked a t  him. One 
wouId have said  tears were welling. Nad he 
raised his eyes to hers, put  out a hand- 

But he returned to his paper. 
Her cheeks blazed, her head  went UD, and 

a sparrow tugging >t some morsel that had something ran like a vivifying flame o&- her 
fallen  upon  the snow and essaying to fly face. It was a pity Austen  did not see her 
upward  and away with it. She was lone- then. He demanded  beauty in a woman. 
some ; the house was so big; i t  seemed so He should have seen his young niece angry. 
empty. She was thinking  about  Aunt Then she turned  and went up  to her room 
Harnet, who was giving her  strength  out to and wrote her  mother  to corne. But, the 
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partially  acquainted  with  her affairs. 
The  evening  her uncle chose to go over  the 

whole with her, AIexina, in the midst of it, 
put a hand  timidly on his. “ I  am gratefu1, 
Uncle Austen,  you know that,” she said. 

The  matter of the mother was fresh be- 
tween them. “ I have been paid, as any one 

“What was tcLname of the  boat?” Alex- 
ha’s voice sounded  suddenly strained  and 
odd. 

“The King WilIiam,’ ” said Austen. “The 
boat  never paid for itself, and  the mortgage 
was foreclosed and  the  boat soId.” 

The girl’s eyes narrowed with curious ín- 
tentness. As she listened she pushed her hair 
Sack  with the  hand propping her head as 
if its weight  oppressed her. “And then? ” 
she asked. r r  Here  are more entries.” 

I C  I bought  the  boat in at  a figure a little 
over  the  mortgage; river affairs weredown. 

I Later, a couple of years-you’ll find it there 
-the boat sold for double the price.” 

She dosed the book. “That’s enough, I 
believe,” she  said,  “for one evening.” 3u t  
i t  is doubtfui if he was at  all aware of any- 
thing  strange in her tone. 

She tripped on her  skirts, so impetuous 
was her flight up  the  stairs, and, in her 
room, flung herself upon the bed. Her hands 
even beat fiercely as she cried,but there was 
no doll Sally Ann to be gathered in  for 
comfort now. 

They had  loved  her, they had been good 
fo her, Mrs. Leroy had rocked her, the Cap- 
tain had held her on his knee. 

She  sprang  up  and went to bathe her eyes. 
If she knew where  they were, or how to find 
them, she would go- 

She wondered if Emily or her mother had 
known about this. 

She went to the CarringFords’ the  next 
afternoon. She liked to go over to the  little 

brown house and she liked Emily’s strong.. 
featured, outspoken mother,  there was a 
certain homely charm  even in the clear- 
starched, fresh calico dresses she wore. 

Mrs. Carringford was drawing large loaves 
of golden-brown bread from  the oven as 
Alexina came in by way of the  kitchen door. 
The smell of it was good. 

“Wait a moment,  Alexina,” she  said, as 
she rose and  turned  the loaves out onto a 
clean crash towel spread  upon the  table. I C  I 
want  aword with you before you goup-stairs. 
It’sabout Emily-you know, I suppose, that 
your uncle is coming over  right  often  to see 
her ?-That big hat looks well on your yel- 
IOW hair, Alexina-And I ’ m  p i n g  to be 
plain:  it’s bad for Emily ; she’s disconten- 
ted with things now-she always has been.” 

Alexina’s eyes dilated. “Coming to see 
Emily ? Does-does Emily wan t ,  him t o  
come ? ” 

“Alexina,” called Emily  down the stairs ; 
aren’t  you coming u p ? ”  
Alexina went up to the room which Emily 

shared with her two little sisters. I t was hard 
upon her. There were various attempts to 
have it as a girl fancies her  room. ‘The airi- 
ness of Swiss muslins, however cheap,  the 
sheen of the color over which the airiness lies, 
the  fluttering of ruflled edges, these seem to 
be expressions of girlhood. Bu t  Emily’s 
little sisters shared the room with her. They 
were there when Alexina entered. 

“Now go out,” Emily told them ; “we 
want to  be alone.” 

The  little girls looked up. Miss Alcxina 
was tall and  fair and friendly, she wore 
lovely dresses, she went to balls, and t h y  
adored her. 

She felt t he  flattery and liked it toa. 
“Oh,” she interceded, ‘ c  no, don’t, Emily.” 

“Yes,” said Emily ; “we want to talk. Co 
on, Nan-Nel1 ; don’t  you hear ? ” 

The little sisters gathered up books and 
dates with some show OF resentment ; it  was 
their room  too. Emily shut the door behind 
them. 

The breadths of a  light-hued sill: dress 
were lying about  the room. Ernily was rip- 
ping on the waist. ‘‘ It’s a  dress Miss I-larriet 
gave  mother for  a quilt while you were away, 
but I told her il would be no such thing i% I 
could devise it otherwise.” 

She frowned,  then threw  the  waist down. 
“Not that  I don’t hate it-the devising, the 
scheming.” 

I wouldn’t do it,” said Alcxina bluntly. 

Wh.ich is easy f(  
Emily, -her eyes swe 
to tue. Harriet Bla 
girl. 
“Y es,” said Alex 

true.” ït was part c 
fairness, But you 
of mine; I’ve reasol 
all.” 

The color heighte 
she looked eager. 
variously. The 
abased and denied t 
needs. Emily exul 
rich fabric, in the € c  
Was the grandchilc 
reaction? The soul 
the o€d preacher sav 
abyss. . 

‘‘ I t ’ s  for the Or 
said Emily, “Of 
cituse I have a voict 

Y e t  knowing t h  
would have been 
tion in Emily’s tor 

AEexina got up : 
didn’t want to discl 
after all. 

Down-stairs she 
lessI shining kitchi 
soft-soap is used al 
liked it  ; all her 
homely details of 
she had gotten he] 

You remembel 
Mrs. Carringford. 

Why, yes ; I 
day.’) 

‘I Did you know 
IC Wasn’t it bec 

thing into that--F 

‘I Boat”-Mrs. 
ward-“ and so h; 

Sold,” supplic 
did people know 

The plain-spokl 
embarrassed. ‘‘l 
how it is in a  ne 

“Then you knl 

(c  Boat 7 ’, suggc 

gage a ) L  
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table  the  next morning. She made one or 
two attempts  at conversation. ‘ I  I go to- 
day, Uncle Austen,” she said at  last, and, 
leaning forward, pushed a paper across the 
table  to him. I t  was the final statement 
of the household expenditures  under her 
management. 

Her board  from her first coming had been 
paid into.  the general house fund, and, ac- 
cordingly, she had included against herself 
charge  for  these several  days in  the new 
month. 

Noting  it, Austen Blair nodded;  it was the 
first  approval accorded her for some time. 

She laughed. “ I  go to-day,”  she re- 
peated. 

Her uncle, who had risen, put  the  paper, 
neatlyfolded, into his wallet, then crossed to 
.her and  put  out his hand. 

“ I will not see you again then ? ” he  said, 
and shook hands. 

A moment  after  she heard the  front door 
close. 

There were the  servants to  bid  good-by 
and  that being done there was no excuse 
to linger. 

i t  was  a warm May day;  the magnolia in 
the  yard,  the pirus  japonicas, the calycan- 
thus,  the horse chestnuts, were in bloom. 
The lawn was  green, the edges of the gravel 
paths newly cut and trim. Alexina, in  her 
muslin  dress and Leghorn hat,  turned on 
the  stone flagging and looked back at  the 
home she was leaving. Home ? 

The girl, pausing  in  the  yard of the hig 
I1ouseJ glanced across the street to a shabby 
old brick  cottage. Her affection was for  it. 

The  hotel was in the business part of the 
,. city  near  the river. A street  car would < .  

bling, her throat was dry. 
In  the  suite she had  talten, c?. bed- 

room either side opened into a connecting 
parlor. I t  was the knob o f  the parlor- 
door she turned  after a tap.  Then  she 
went in. 

Why, you tall,  charming, baby-faced-! 
Celeste, Celeste, here”s your baby! Come 
here to me, Malisel Why  the  child’s hands 
are cold !” 

How foolish ta  have  dreaded i t  so ! I t  
was all gone-even  the  restraint. The 
twelve  years were as  nothing. She was 
again the  baby child, Malise, so-called by 
her mother’s people. 

And her mother ? The lincn pillows  on 
the sofa beneath  her head looked cool and 
pleasantly  rumpled, and the sheer  white 
wrapper  was fine and softly laundered as a 
baby’s. Her hair,  hanging in two  plaits  over 
the pillows, had no suggestion of carclcss- 
ness-it looked childish, it  looked fascinat- 
ing, it looked lovely. 

The mother,  holding  her child’s hands, was 
gazing  up  curiously, interestedly, her lips 
parted, as pleased interest will par t  any 
child’s. There was contagious  laughter  in 
the eyes too, the laugh of expectancy  about 
to be gratified, as  with children while the 
curtain goes up on a new scene. “You are 
as pretty as you can be, Malise; the Blair 
features used to look so solemn on a baby! ” 

“ Li]’ missy -” 
Alexina looked around. I t  was Celeste, 

tall, brown, regarding her  with  covert eyes 
as of old. Celeste had  never loved  her,  the 
child had known that ; her love belonged ‘to 
the mother,  her  first  charge, her  Southern 
born, all her own. The father’s  blood in 
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this second child was alien ; Celeste had re- 
sented  it as she had resented that  father  and 
all his kind. She had been jealous for  the 
mother  against  the  father  and child  from 
the first. 

Alexina, drawing a hand from her mother’s, 
gave it to Celeste. The old woman took it 
loosely, then  let  it drop. Things were to be 
as of old, then, between them. 

The girI turned back to I ~ c r  mother. 
“ But, Molly ”-the name carni: naturally ; 
she had known  her  mother by no othcr- 
“your  health, you know; tell me about 
that.” 

What did this dilation in  Molly’s eyes 
mean i’ And she glanced  sidewise,  secretly, 
as if at  .Fear of sotne clreadcd thing,  lurking. 

D i d  I write about that  ? Oh, well, 
perhaps I was, then,  but  nut now ; not at  all 
now.” 

The  huste  to disclaim  was feverish, and 
the Iod<: dirccted by Celeste at  Alexina was 
sullen, even while the old woman’s strong, 
resistless brown hand was pushing  her 
mistress back c ~ n t r )  the pillows. 

“Gat ta res’ lil’ while, p’tite ; got to min’ 
Celeste an’  lay  back an’ rcs’ now.” 

Then ta her daughtcr, who suddenly  felt 
hersclf a little  co~npellcd  creature again, so 
was she carried  into  the  past by the old’ 
woman’s soft, Creole slurring : “’Tain’, lil’ 
missy; ’tain# like Madarne Garnier  she 
aire sccck act~ral, b u t  jus’ she taire, easy 
like.” 

Madame  Garnier! ’I‘hat meant Molly! 
The illusions were all gone. The girl bacIted, 
from t h  couch. ‘I’welve years rolled be- 
tween Molly ;lnd lrersclf, years full of resent- 
ment. A slow red  came up and over the 
girl’s face. 

But Molly, l~ack u1m1 the pillows, gave 110 
sign, She flung her piaits out o f ,  the way 
and slipped her arms  undcr l m -  llead. TIrerc 
is a slenderness  that is not meagerness, b u t  
delicacy; thus slight, thus  pretty, were 
Molly’s wrists. ‘ l’h arms under her head 
tilted her ,facc so the light Cell an it. It 
was a narrow pic1u:urt Facc with 110 lines to 
mar i t s  delicacy. ‘I’hc odd difTerencc i n  the 
eyebrows, which hrzd fascinated Alexina 
as a child, one nrclled, one straight, lent 
laughter to it even i n  repose. Yet the lnoutll 
drooped, like ;L child’s, with pathos and q > -  
p a l ,  Could one say no to that 1~1o~ltl1, it 
was so wistful ? It was an alluring face, a d  
 nov ved you so to tenderness, to CIO battle, 
to give protection, that  it hurt .  

“Throw ofl your  hat, Malise,” suggested 
Molly. “Celeste, take her parasol off that 
chair. ‘There is so much to hear  about. I 
asked la femme de charge, when she was in 
this morning, if she’d ever heard of the 
Blairs. Everybody used to know every- 
thing about everybody when I was here 
before and the  servants most of all, and, 
mon Dieu, she knew all about them. ‘She’s 
married-Miss Blair,’ she toId me. ‘ 1  
Itnow that,’ said I .  For you’d mentioned 
that much in your letter, Malise. ‘She ran 
off to get married,’ said she. ‘Oh, hush,J I 
told  her.” 

She had retained her very colloquialisms, 
this Molly, too unconscious and too indoIent 
to Iwow she had them, probably, or to care. 

“ S O  she told me all about it, how tall, 
cold, proper  Harriet had run off from Blair 
proprieties and Austen, to  marry a South- 
erner and a Catholic! It’s as i% the virgin in 
marble had stepped down and done it!” 

Molly was amused. I t  narrowed her eyes 
till they laughed tlzrouglz the lashes. 

“ I never heard anything so funny in my 
life, Malise, as-as Harriet eloping. What is 
it Jean Carnier would quote from his adored 
Shakespeare about Diana and her icicles? 
Make m e  stop! It hurts me-to laugh. 
011-0-11, mammy, Celeste-Cod, mammy!” 

The appeal died in a little choke, and 
the morsel of handkerchief pressed to her 
mouth showed a spot of crimson, but Celeste 
was already  there, putting Alexina aside. 
‘‘ You can ring h’ lil’ ice-yonder,” she told 
the girl jealously. “ Then, efen I were lil’ 
missy, I’d go in there-that one is yop 
room-an’ I’d shet my do’h.  When it’s 
over with, p’tite won’t  want fo’ you to have 
been in heah.” 

But pushed into the adjoining room and 
with the door shut between, Malise stiIl could 
hear, She did not want to hear; she  tried 
not  to hear. She was awed and  frightened. 

“Am I going ta die  this time, Celeste? 
T’nl afraid, mammy; my hands are cold. 
Don’t rub them with the rings on, you fool; 
you hurt. No, no; don’t go away, mammy! 
mammy! It couldn’t sleep last night ; that’s 
why I’m-l’m tired. The night was SO long 
and I was afraid. I see Jean when I try  to 
sleep. I hear him cough. Give me sorne- 
thing  to malte me sleep-oh, mammy, give 
it  to me.” 

The girl in the next room stood gazing out 
thr: window over the roofs and chimney 
stacks at  the yellowtideof theriver sweeping 
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down  towards  the pier bridge spanning  it, 
but  she  was  not seeing it.  She was filled 
with  pity  and  terror. 

I t  grew  quieter in the  next room, then still, 
then  the  door between  opened and closed. 
I t  was Celeste, outwardly  unmoved  and 
taciturn. 

“p’tite’s gone to sleep. Shall I help lil’ 
missy unpaLk her  things?” 

C H A P T E R  V I 1  
Summer in a half-grown Southern  city is full 
of charm;  pretty girls in muslin  dresses stroll 
the  shopping  streets  and  stop on the side- 
walks  to  chat  with each other  and  with 
callow youths; picnic parties  board  the 
street  cars,  and  in  the evenings sounds of 
music  and  dancing float ou t  from open 
doors  and windows along the residence 
streets. 

Alexina, chaperoned by  Harriet Blair, 
would have  found herself in these  things,  yet 
never  quite of them. 

“Malise,” Molly said quite  earnestly, a 
day or so after  her coming ; “don’t  you  think 

I t  was stuffy ; hotel rooms in  summer are 
apt to be;  Alexina  felt as apologetic  as if 
Molly were  the  one who had given up a 
spacious  comfortable home to come and live 
in rooms for her. “I’m sorry,”  she said. 
She  had explained the necessity for  it before. 

“ I  thought you’d gotten  the  bank  to  take 
charge of your affairs,” Molly reminded 
her; so why do we have  to  stay ? ”  

“ I  have,  but  it’s  a different thing,  very, 
from  having Uncle  Austen, personally-” 

She  stopped ; i t  might seem to be remind- 
ing Molly that  she  had caused the  break 
with  Austen Blair. 

But Molly never  took disagreeable things 
personally. .. She threw her arms  back of her 
head.  “Can’t you  propose something to 
do ? ” she  entreated. 

“We might go round to  the stores,” sug- 
gested  Alexina  doubtfully.  She  hated  stores 
herself. 

Molly brightened. ‘ I  l need some summer 
things.” 

Alexina agreed, yet she wondered. Seven 
trunks  can disgorge a good many  clothes; 
“mere  debris  from  the wreckage of things,” 
Molly explained,  though  they  didn’t look it. 
Yet  in a way Alexina understood. I t wasn’t 
the actuaI  things Molly wanted,  it was the 
diversion,  and at  the suggestion she cheered 

’ it’s-er-stuffy-here ? ”  

up. “You look pretty in summer clothes, 
Malise,” she  stated,  with  graciousness, as 
they started. On the  way she went in and 
bought chocolates; not  that  she wanted 
them either-it was too  hot  for  candy, she 
said-but one  must be doing  something. 

Coming out  the  door  they met Georgy, 
who promptly  stopped.  He was a beauti- 
ful youngster, with a buoyant  and splen- 
did heartiness.  And now he  was flushing 
ruddily  with  pleasure  up  to  his yellow hair. 

Alexina blushed  too,  she  hardly knew 
why, except that he did,  and told his name 
to Molly, who regarded Ilin1 with smiling 
eyes and  gave  him-her  hand,’whereupon he 
blushed still more and  then  suggcsted  that 
he go along with  them. 

A  group of young  matrons  and their 
daughters  stood  at  the  door of the shop to 
which  they were bound,  chatting, in easy 
warm  weather  fashion.  Alexina knew  them 
slightly  but Georgy knew  them well, and 
they were greeted  with  salutations and 
laughter. 

Molly smiled too, an  interested smile 
t h a t  brightened as she was introduced, and 
she remembered having  known  the mother 
of this one when she, Molly, had lived in 
Louisville before, and  the  husband of an- 
other one, and all the while she  was Ictting 
her eyes smile from  one  to  the  other of the 
group,  who meanwhile were  telling Georgy 
in chorus  that  they were planning  a dance. 

Dance? Molly’s eyes grew inquiringly 
eager.  Favors were they  speaking  of? 
She  had  a  trunk full of Parisian knick- 
knacks,  she told them. ‘‘Conle around  to 
the hotel,”  suggested MoIly, “all o f  you; 
why not now ? ”  

And so it was that  the  stream of things 
gayest  caught Molly and Molly’s daughter 
into  its swirl. The  banks  along  the way 
were flowery, the  sky  was  blue,  and Alcxina 
began  to find the  waters of dalliance sweet. 
Hitherto girlish groups  had seemed to make 
themselves  up  and  leave  her  out,  and  there 
had always been a disconcerting lack of 
things  to  talk  about in  dressing-rooms and 
strictly  feminine assemblies. Now she found 
herself in the  planning  and  the  whirl,  happy 
as any. 

There was exhiIaration, too, in this sud- 
den realization of what  an  income  meant, 
which she hadn’t  had  much  opportunity of 
learning before. 

These  days  she  laughed out of very ex- 
uberance  and  sudden  joy in living. 



inference seeming to he that Georgy, modest 
as he was, some day himself meant to sup- 
ply it. 

Mr. Allie told Georgy that a waiting dam- 
sel was expecting him,  then  took Georgy’s 
place. He did not speak for a while and 
Alexina never was talkative. 

Would YOU rather go in and  dance T ”  at 
last  he asked. 

“Why,” said Alexina; “no.” Which was 
not quite true for she loved to dance these 
days. SIX used to be afraid s h e  was not 
goi11g to have ;L successive partner  and it 
marred the iull enjoyment of the one she 

Stili, any one would be  flattered to have 
Mr. AIlie aslcing, so she said no. 

“Then we’ll stay,” he said; which was not 
brilliant, to be sure, but it was the way ‘Mr. 
Allie said things which made them seem 
pregnant of many meanings. 

AFter that neither of them said a word, yet 
Alexina’s pulses began to beat. The big 
side yard upon which the steps descended 
was flooded with moonlight, and a mocking- 
bird was sending forth a trial note or two. 
And it was June. 

“For you  know,  really,  you’re the very 
dearest O F  them all,” said Mr. Allie, with 
s o f t  dccision, as if he had been arguing 
about it, 

There wasn’t a thing to say and she could 
not llave said it if there had Ileen. 

“And I’ve known a good many,” can- 
tinued Mr.  Allie, which probably was true, 
only Mr. Allie ltrzew how true;  but I’ve 
ncvcr felt j u s t  this way about any of them 
before.” 

’I’l~en they sat very still, and the  bird nate 
rose and fell. 

“Maybe you’d rather go in,” said Mr. 
Allie as the music began  again. Was it 
hurt in his tone? 

had, but IIOW- 

“Oh,” said Alexina; “no.” 
Mr. Allie picked up the end of the scarf 

which had fallen to the stepsand pu t  it about 
her shoulders again. It brought his facc 
around w11et.e Ize COUIC! see hers. Was l x  
IaugIzing? Or were his eyes full of reproach ? 
For wllat? f-le did not look a bit like a con- 
temporary of anybody’s mother. Yet per- 
l1aps the mustache  that drooped over the 
mQUth did hide-lines, and  the lazy eyes 
so111etimcs did loolc tired.  Youth has its 
dreams, vague, secret, yet the  Prince of the 
dreams should be no Mr. Allie with eyes that 
look weary and tired. 
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ri(  I f  1 thought,” said Jvlr. Allie softly,  oh, SO 
softly ; “if I thought  that you could care F’ ” 

“Oh,” said Alexina ; no, I couldn’t.” 
Then she sobbed. I t  seemed cruel to 

Mr. ,411ie. 
Then  they talked it over, he so gently, she 

with self-reproach and little  chokes against 
tears. He even held her hand, she too 
tenderhearted  to know  how to  take it away, 
and  the remorse eating  into her  heart was 
forgotten somewhat in the glow, the wonder 
that this thing,  this sad but  beautiful thing 
should come to her, Presently he took  her 
in. The rest of the evening sped hazily. 
Going home, she talked to Mr. Allie and 
Molly as in a dream. 

Reaching the hotel, and in their own 
apartment, Alexina dropped down on the 
sofa, her wrap and fan falling unobserved, 
and  sat, chin on palm, shyly  remembering, 
shrinking a  little, and blushing. Suddenly 
conscious, she turned  and  found Molly in 
her doorway between, undressing, and look- 
ing  at her with knowledge and with  laughter. 
She had  forgotten Molly, who had been 

. rummaging  and had  brought out some olives 
and crackers  and wine.  Molly lunched at  
all unheard-of hours. 

Alexina sprang -up. She turned white, 
then scarlet. 

‘ I  ‘Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest 
chuck,’ Jean Garnier would say,” Molly 
began, unloosing her waist and laughing 
agam. “Mais non, mon enfant, you take 
these things too seriously; it is time  you 

’ understood. He has said as much  to  every 
pretty girl there, one time and another,  and 
to most of their mothers before them,  only 
they all understood. It’s very charming in 
you, of course, right now, and to a  man  like 
him, irresistible but, sti]l--Malise--” “ 

AIexina looked at Illolly. Then  up welled 
a red that rose to her  hair  and spread down 
her throat  and over her bare  young shoul- 
ders. She would never misunderstand 
again. I t  is a crue1 thing, the hotness of 
shame.  But Molly was staring. Malise was 
beautiful with her head so proudly up and 
h e r  cheeks flaming. 

There was more to understand.  They 
were a gay crowd, the  young people and theIr 
elders with whom Molly and  Alexina and 
Georgy were going. Things came  to Alexina 

“ I t  isn’t just nice,” she told Molly 
anxiously,  an evening at  the Willy Fields’; 
“Ceorgy says you’ve all  been in  the  pantry 

slowly. 

opening more champagne. I’m sure  they’re 
acting like there’s been enough,  and he 
thinks, too, we ought  to go home.” 

“Good  Lord,” said Molly. She looked so 
slender, so childishly innocent  standing  there 
where the  daughter  had  drawn  her aside, one 
couldn’t believe she  had  said  it.  This is the 
way you used to go  on  when you were a 
child. One would think you’d had  your 
fiIl of what people ought  to do, living  with 
the Blairs.” 

Alexina loolced at  her.  That Molly should 
dare allude to  that  past  this  way! Then 
she  went  and  found  her  mother’s  wrap and 
brought  it. 

“Put  it  on,” she said. 
Molly laughed  rebelli6uslyJ thcn waver- 

“We  are going  honw,” said  the  daughter. 
Molly essayed to  put it on but  didn’t 

seem able to find the hooks, and Alexina, 
hardening  her  heart, would not  help her, but 
went to find Georgy. He was looking stern 
himself, and forlorn and  young,  and  the  fact 
that she knew why d i d  not  serve  to malte 
AIexina happier. 

The  cars  had  stopped  running and they 
walked home,  leaving l~ilarity  behind  them. 
Molly was acting  stubbornly, her tones  wcre 
injured, and  her  talk  incessant. Alexina 
couldn’t make  her  stop, 

“Jean was just  such  mothcr clog as 
iVIalise,” she told  Georgy. “ He was forever 
harping  about  proprieties, and he wore me 
out  trying  to  make  me  tie  my money up; 
Malise isn’t  stingy, I’ll say  that though she 
might  have been-she’s a Blair. Jean 
shivered over  spending money. And  after 
there wasn’t any  left, he used to sit and 
cough and  cry  over his Shakespeare about 
it. He  had  thought he was going to be a 
great poet once, himself, Jean had.” 

In the light of the  setting moon one could 
see Molly’s childlike face;  and  her voice, 
with its  upward cadence, was  more  plaintive 
than  the face. ’The very look and  the  sound 
of her were sweet, seductively  swect. 

“He liked to believe himself a Gascon  too, 
Jean  did,  and  he loved his Villon too. Me 
wasn’t well ever,  he  couldn’t  always  breathe, 
Jean couldn’t, but  vraiment, he could swag- 
ger as well as any.” 

The  night was  still, the  streets asleep. 
Nearing the  hotel now, the  way led past 
blocks 0% warehouses and wholesale estab- 
lishments. Molly stumbled  over a grating. 
Ge0rg.y steadied her. ?*hey went  on,  their 

ingly. 
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“Thank  Cod !” he gasped. “The first We turned  to look for  our  friend.  A  little, 
shot.” draggled, black rag  lay  on  the  lawn. Not 

We leaned over  the puma. “Quite  dead,” all black ; there  was a splash of crimson on 
said Rend.  “Through  the  brain, I think. the  breast. And  beside the  limp  body  a 
Ah, but  did  you see King Coal ? ”  His  voice baby-girl hid her face in the  grass  and  sobbed 
choked  with  pride. for her  playmate. 

THE H O U S E  O F  F U L F I L M E N T  
B Y  

G E O R G E  M A D D E N  M A R T I N  
A U T H O R  O P  “ E M M Y  L O U :  H E R  B O O K  A N D  I l G A R T ”  

P A R T  I I - C H A P T E R   V I 1 1  i 
T seemed all at  once  as if some close upon  the heels of rccklossncss. I3ut if 

, *  wilful perversity had seized Molly went, the daughter had to go fo r  
Molly ; at  home she was so this  very reason, though she could  not 
petulant Alexina dared  not tell Emily  this. So she spoltc o f  o thcr  

to make her cough ; abroad  Austen ? ”  she aslccd. (‘ Is kc still taking 
1 cross  her, for to anger her was  things. “Do you Itnow anything (J Uncle 

she was gayer  than any, almost -to recltless- 
ness. Celeste, taciturn  and  secretive,  kept 
herseIf between mother  and  daughter insis- 
tently,  and often the door to Molly’s room 
was loclced until  afternoon. Mrs. Garnier 
must not be disturbed, she said. 

One of these times, a  day  in late July, 
Alexina went  out to the Carringfords’. Emily 
knew of most o f  the comings and goings of 
Alexina  and her mother,  and  in  her  heart 
probably  was envious, though  to  Alexina she 
was concerned. 

“That picnic of last week is being talked 
about,”  she  remarked. 

Alexina  flushed,  but she  was honest. It 
ought to be,” she said. Gaiety  can  tread 

his meals down-town ancl sleeping at t11L 
house ? ” 

Emily 1oul;ed conscious. “ Yes,” she said ; 
(‘ I think IIC is.” 

Somehow Alcxina felt 1:11at limily not 
only knew but  wanted it to hc €clt that sho 
knew. ’I’l~en why hesitate and say anly that  
she thought so ? 

l-IOW’s Garrarcl ? ”  Alexina asltcd sud- 
denly. Garrard was young Dr. Iiansomc. 
Emily flushed a little b u t  shc answcrecl, un- 
concernedly, “Well enough, I r ccko~~.”  

On Alexina’s return  to  the  hotcl, the clerk 
stopped  her in the corridor,  looking a little 
embarrassed  under  the  clear,  surprised gaze 
of the young lady.  “It’s  about c?. little 
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matter wlth Mrs. Garnier ; it’s been running 
two  months now.” 

, A moment  after, as she went on blindly up 
the  stairs, a folded  paper in her hand,. she 
understood ; understood  what Georgy had 
ofFered to  share with  her, what  the  taciturn 
secretiveness of Celeste meant.  She went 
in through  the  parlor  to her  mother’s room, 
from  which of late she had been so much 
shut  out. 

“Molly,” she said, her voice sounding 
strange to herself, as she held out  the  paper 
open. 

Molly, risen on her pillow, loolted at  it, at  
her,  her eyes  growing big. She was frigh- 
tened,  and cowered a little,  crumpling some 
letters i n  her  lap. Don’t look a t  me like 
that,  Malise,” she said, “I’ve some of the 
money  you  gave me left-I’ll help  to pay 
it.” 

That  she  was afraid only because of the 
bill ! 
. “Oh-” Alexina breathed it rather  than 
uttered it. 

Molly, risen from  her elbow to  sitting’ 
posture,  was looking a t  lier with big, miser- 
able eyes, her throat, so slight and  pretty, 
swelling  with  the sobs corning. 

But  thc  other came first,  and  with it came 
the terror, “ Malise, Malise, hoId me ; hold 
me. I’m  afraid !” 

Celeste was out. 
Alexina,  holding her mother, could reach 

the bell, and rang it, again, and again. 
“Oh,” she said to the boy when he came ; 
“get a doctor,” 

“What  one ? ”  11e asluil. 
AIexina remcrnbered  Dr.  Ransome. 
Then shc sat  and fed ice to Molly and  tried 

to keep hcr still. It is a fearful thing  to feel 
the close, dinging touch of a persan we are 
shrinking  from. I t  was a hot,  drowsy after- 
noon.  The cloclc on the parlor mantel ticked 
with  maddening reiteration. I t  seemed 
hours  before Dr. Ransome came. Then a 
moment  later Cclcste returned. Molly flung 
her arms out to  thc old woman. 
“ l-le’s dead, nlammy,” she wailed ; 

‘ l  Jean’s  dead ; the  letters  came  after you 
went-and I’m afraid, I ’ m  afraid 0% it; I’m 
afraid to die !” 

I t  was to Celeste Molly hacl to tell it. The 
daughter  listened with rernorse, and a sud- 
den  resentment toward Celeste, too. 

Molly was not going to be better  right a! 
once, and Alexina  and Dr. Garrard  Ran- 
some had many opportunities  for talk. She 

stopped him in the parlor, as he was going, 
one morning. i t  had been  on her mind for 
a long time  to ask him something. . ‘‘ It’s 
odd, your name being Ransome,” she said. 
“Mrs. Leroy, who used to live where you do, 
had been a Miss Ransome.” 

“She’s my Cousin Charlotte,” . said the 
young fellow ; that’s how my mother came 
to  fancy living where we do, when we came 
down from  Woodford to Louisville.. She 
used to visit the  Leroys  there,  you see.” 

“ Really 7 ” said Alexina. “They were very 
good to me.” 

The blue eyes of the doctor were regarding 
her  intontly, but as if thought were concen- 
trated elsewhere. I wonder if it was you 
Cousin Charlotte meant? I was down there 
two winters ago, for a month.  They live in 
Florida, at a place called Aden.” 

“Yes,,, said Alexina ; “Aden.” 
“And she asked me about some young 

girl who, she said, lived across from the cot- 
tage. Of course I didn’t know.” 

“ I wasn’t there  then,” said Alexiga ; “ I  
was at school, They were good to me ; are 
they well-and happy?”  The eagerness 
was good to see, so dejected  had the girl 
seemed of late, 

“Well-yes-or were when mother, last 
heard. Happy too, I reckon, as it’s count- 
ed with us poor families used to better 
things.” 

“Tell me about them, if you don’t 
mind? They were the best  friends I ever 
had.” 
“ Well,” he said, looking rather helpless in 

the undertaking, “there  isn’t much to tell. 
They’re  getting  along, The Captain was 
bookkeeper for a steamboat line down there, 
went home every week, but, somehow, a 
year ago, they dropped him ; he’s, getting 
old, the Captain is.’, 

‘ I  Yes, he must be, the Captain. And 
Mrs.  Leroy ?’, 

“Cousin Charlotte? Well, she’s  Cousin 
Charlotte. Some ways she’s a real child 
about things and mighty helpless when it 
comes to managing. But  she never thinks 
about repining, and it’s funny how she’ll do 
whatever Icing tells her.” 
, “And he ?”  

* I  King ? Oh,  he’s all right. Queer fellow 
though, some ways, imperturbable as a 
young owl. Best poker player down there, 
and  tl~at’s saying something. It’s motley, 
Aden is, like all those small towns since the 
railroad went through ’em.” 



state was brought about  by her  ow*<choos- 
ing only made  her crosser. What was it 
in Emily’s manner?  Had she grown more 
beautiful in a night ? 

She dropped into a chair and, hoiding her 
parasol by either end across her knee, Ioolted 
over at Alexina on the stool, and, looking, 
laughed. I t  was a Iaugh made of embar- 
rassment and complacency, half shy, half 
bold. 

“Your Uncle Austen  asked rue last night 
to marry  him,” she said. 

“ Emily-” Alexina sprang  from the 
stool and stood with  apprehension  rushing 
to her face in rising coÎo; and dilated gaze. 
“ Ol1-Emily ! ” 

Was it  foreboding in lier eyes as they 
swept Emily’s girlish lovcliness ? 

I r  I-Ie didn’t seen1 to mind  my being poor,” 
said Emily ; “he  said it was lny ]>ractical 
and praiseworthy way of going to work that 
made him first- Oh, Alexina,” she Go~OrC!ci 
and looked ai: the  other, “ h c  didn’t  wen 
mind our  little house-and mother  doing  the 
work.” 

A  sort o f  rage against  Enlily scizcd Alex- 
ina. She stamped her ,foot. 

“Oh,” she cried, “why shouIdn’t hc the 
rather go down on his unbending knees in 
gratitude  that you’ll even  listen i” You’re 
twenty-one and he’s f~lty-onc. You’ve 
everything, you’re IoveIy. Ycm’vc your 
voice,  you haven’t  begun to live yet--oh, I 
know he’s my uncle, and I rcmcmbcr all he’s 
done for me, but I’ve known h i m  years, 
Emily, years, and I’ve never scen Uncle 
Austen laugh-once.” 

What on earth lu s  laughing to do with it ? 
AIexina always was queer. 

This from Emily. Not that sl-rc said it, 
except in a puzzled, uncom~r“l1encli~g  stare 
at Alexina, the while she returned to what 
she had come to communicate. “We’re go- 
ing  to be married the Arst day c$ October,” 
she said ; “Mr. Blair has to go East on solne 
business then.” 

Alexina drew herself together with a 
laugh. What was the use-yet she could 
not divest herself o f  a responsibility. 

She looked at  Emily who was loalting 
a t  her. Their eyes met, Alexina loolted 
away. 

‘‘ Emily,” she said, there’s sometl1ing,” it 
took effort to say it, “s~mething maybk you 

Y 

charming in her  fresh white dress, made 
Alexina cross, She felt wilted and jaded, i h a d t  thoug! 
and who cared if she did ? That her present I 
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haven’t  thought of. I t  came to Aunt Har- 
riet, and  it comes to everybody, I feel sure. 

- Won’t  you be  cutting yourself off from  any 
right to  it ? ”  The red was waving up to 
Alexina’s very hair. 

Emily showed no  resentment a t  this im- 
plication  which both seemed to  take for 
granted,  but then she was not following 
Alexina  very closely, her own thoughts being 
absorbing. “The wedding will have to be 
in our  little house,” she  said, “so it won’t 
malce much difference about the  dress; 
nobody’ll be  there,  but for the rest, I’m 
going to  have some clothes. I told mother 
and father and grandfather so this mor- 
ning.” 

Alexina went over and seized the other’s 
hands as children do. A softer feeling had 
come over  her. Perhaps Emily was doing 
this  thing  to help her people. Besides, she 
and Emily had used to weave wonderful 
garbs in bygone days, for  the wearing to  the 
Prince’s ball. To be sure, one  had never 
pictured an Uncle Austen as the possible 
Prince, but still Emily should have  them, if 
she  wanted  them. 

Alexina’s gaze fell upon a flower lying on 
the floor, which had dropped out of Garrard 
Ransolne’s buttonhole. The boy loved 
flowers as most men from the blue-grass 
country do, and the cottage yard was a wil- 
derness of them. She had almost  forgotten 
Garrard’s  share in this. She picked the 
flower up  and handed it to Emily. ‘ I  Dr. 
Ransome has been herc,” she said, feeling 
treacherous-for the  other man,  after all, 
was her uncle. 

Emily took  it, and laid it against  the lace 
of her  parasol, this way and that. 

I ve always, as far back as I can remem- 
ber, meant  to be somebody, something,” 
said Emily,  She said it  without emotion, as 
one states a fact. ‘r‘hen she rose and picked 
up  her glove. “Sometimes I’ve thrown  my 
arms out  and felt I could scream, it all 
seemed so poor and crowded and hateful to 
me,” which was large unburdening of  self 
for Emily. Then she  went. At  the door 
she laid the flower on a chair. 

The  three weeks of Molly’s illness brought 
it to  the end of August and, as she conva- 
lesced, Alexina began to plan for Aden. In 
the  midst of her preparations the Major and 
Harriet  returned. 

She went out  to  the house the morning of 
their arrival.  The luggage was being un- 
loaded at the  curb as she reached the gate. 

4I ? 

T ’ Y  

Wearing  voices as she stepped on the porch, 
Alexina looked in at  the parlor window. 
Harriet, her hat  yet on, was bending her 
head that little Stevie, urged by his mother, 
might kiss  her. The  baby was  no shyer 
about it than  the woman, yet  the woman 
smiled as the baby’s lips  touched her 
face. 

As she rose she saw Alexina and came 
to  the door to meet her. She kissed the 
girl almost with  embarrassment, yet kept 
hold of her hands, and  suddenly her eyes 

the Major. 

like a very child and cried on. 
Alexina, groping for his hand, held to it 
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P A R T  I I I  

( c  Joy will be part of the Kingdom of God.” 
RENAN. 

C H A P T E R  I 
Immediately  after  the wedding Alexina and 
Molly went South. Molly turned  petulant at  
sight of Aden and Alexina could not  blame 
her ; indeed, she and Celeste were of a mind 
with her as they  drove from the  station  to 
the hotel. The horses ploughed through 
loose, grayish sand, the sidewalks along the 
street, ostensibly the business thoroughfares, 
were of board, not in the best of repair, and 
the sky-line of the  street was varied accord- 
ing  as the  frame stores had or  did  not  have a 
sham  front  simulating a second story. Men 
sat on tilted chairs  beneath awnings along 
the  way  and  stared  at  the  occupants of the 
carriage  as it passed. I t was mid-afternoon, 
which, in Aden, seemed to  be a glaring, 
shadeless hour  and,  but for  these occasion- 
al  somnolent  starers, a deserted one. Yet 
people lived here, existed, spent their lives 
in this crude, poor hideousness, this mean 
newness ; the Leroys lived here ! And that 
their son would let them, would remain him- 
self ! 

“What dici we come for anyhow ? ” queried 
Molly. “The world is full of charming 
places. You do adopt the queerest notions, 
Malise.” 

MaIise sat convicted. I t  had sounded so 
alluring-so suggestive of charm  and lan- 
guor ; the very name of Aden had  breathed 
a sort of magic. And she  had come, too, 
buoyed up  by a  large and epic idea of resti- 
tution. How foolish, how young, how almost 
insulting  from  the Leroys’ standpoint  it sud- 
denly seemed. 

“We  spent two  winters in  Italy,  Jean  and 
I, and  one in Algiers,” Molly was saying re- 
flectively. “Heavens, Malise, they’re buiId- 
ing  that house on stilts, right over a sink hole 
of tin cans.” 

For  the  matter of that there  were tin  cans 
everywhere ; it was most depressing. 
“ Even Louisville was better  than this,” 

said Molly grudgingly ; “don’t look so re- 
signed, Malise ; it’s not becoming.” 

They  turned a corner and the  driver 
stopped before a long two-storied building, 
painted  white, which proved to be the hotel. 
I t  stood UP from the  street on wooden posts, 
the  space between latticed. A railed gallery 
ran across the  front and steps ascended, 
midway of its length. Two giant live-oaks 

flanked the building either  end,  the wooden 
sidewalk cut  out  to encircle their great 
roots, and, while hand-bills and placards 
were tacked  up and down the rugged, 
seamy trunks,  yet  gray moss dropped 
from the branches and  swept  the gallery 
posts. The building loolted roomy, old- 
fashioned and reposeful, and Alexina’s 
spirits rose. She gathered  up  the wraps, 
Celeste the satchels-no one ever looked 
to Molly to  gather  up anything-and they 
went in. 

The place seemed deserted and asleep, but 
just inside the doorway, where the hall 
broadened into an ofice, a man stood looking 
through a pile of newspapers. His clothes 
were black and his vest clerical : below its 
edge hung a small gold cross ; he turned 
politely, then said he would go and find 
some one. 

“Dear me,” said Molly, brightening, 
“he’s handsome.” 

Two days after  they were settled in 
comfortable rooms overlooking the hotel 
grounds, A slope down to a small  lake 
boasted some gnarled old live-oaks and 
pines, and one side was set out  with X young 
orange grove. Across the laltc one coulcl 
see several more or less pretentious new 
houses built around  the shorc. The breeze 
tasted of  pine and Molly had slept a night 
through without coughing. 

“But, Heavens!”  she  complaincd, the 
second afternoon, lolling back in a wooden 
armchair on the hotel  gallery ; “isn’t  there 
anything  to do ? ” 

Alexina and the young man in clerical 
garb were her audience. I-Ie was tkc Rev- 
erend Marrison I-Ienderson and had charge 
of the Episcopal Church of Aden and lived 
at  the hotel. I-Ie seemed a dcfinite and 
earnest man. His blond profile was strong. 
I t  was a rather immobile face  perhaps,  but 
it lighted with  very evident pleasure as he 
answered Mrs. Garnier. 

How would you like to  drive out to 
Nancy ? ” he proposed ; “ it’s quite an affair 
for a lake down here. There’s a young fel- 
low there who rents  sail-boats.” 

“Charming,” agreed Molly, sitting  up : 
“you have ideas ; you  can’t have been liere 
long.” 

Mr. Harrison smiled, though  it was an 
acknowledging rather  than a mirthful smile. 
LiFe is too earnest  for  mere laughter,  but his 
zeal to serve Mrs. Garnier  was not  to be 
doubted. 



“What  do  you  say, Miss Blair ? ”  he asked, 
turning  to  that  young person. 

“Who-l T ”  Alexina  had been leaning 
forward  with  her elbow on the  gallery railing, 
her  cyes  looking OR to a line of pines against 
the  sky,  wondering  how  she could find  out 
about  the Loroys, and if she really wanted 
to. She came back to the  veranda  and  the 
present. “ I think  it would be  charming, 
too,”  she  replied. 

“‘Ilen we’ll go right  away, so as t o  see tIx 
sunset,” he said, and rose ; “you will need 
wraps ,for Mrs. Carnier.”  Somehow a man 
never  thinks the other woman will need any- 
thing. 

I-Ie spoke  briskly  and  went off down the 
plank sidewalk toward town with a swing, 
for  the  day  was  fair,  the  air  soft,  and  the 
blood in thc  Rcverend  Henderson,  despite 
thc  dogmatic  taint in it, was  red  and 
yaung. 

Out at I...slte Nancy Osceola, a young 
fcllow in flannel  shirt, Icniclcerbucl~crs, and 
canvas shoes, was  scanning the shore  from 
it wooden pier which ran out  the  extent of 
shallow  watcr,  having  just  made  fast the 
sail-boat  rising and falling  with  the sweIl at 
the pier’s cnc’t. 

A grove of wcll grown orange  trees  stretch- 
ed u p  t l x  s l o p  from the water,  the  trees 
heavy  with  fruit rmci  loalcing sturdy  and 
wcll  cnrccl fo r .  ‘l’o tlze right  stood  the  frame 
packing shcltls, a n d  beyond, amid highcr 
foliage ;qainst the ccrulcan sky, showed a 
house roof, 

But the young fcllow un the  pier  was gaz- 
ing in the  othcr clirection, where, through  the 
straight  vistas o f  the grove, a carriage was 
being drivcn  under  thc  trees,  thc top swcep- 
ing the fruit-ladon branches, then hc hal- 
l~oed  as I w  started i n  thc pier, but a negro 
man digging among the  trccs  had  dropped 
his spz~dc ; m i  was  running up. The carriage 
stoppcd and the young  minister of thc Aden 
Episcopal (:hurch  got  out.  Naturally,  it 
was  to be suppsed ,  it  was some person with 
no more COITIIIIQII sense. 

But there were ~ the r s   t han  the Reverend 
Mr. I-Ientlcrson dcsccnding-two ladies, 
sornc party  from  the lmtel corne for a sail, 
probably. 

I t  was the duty af colorcd Pete  to go with 
sailing  parties,  but  there  was  work  that  he 
shouId ,finish this  afternoon.  The old dar- 
ky was backing  the horse. The minister 
and  the  ladies  were  approaching. 

1 

The young fellow was just in from a sail, 
having been down to  the sedge land with his 
gun,  but he would go again. He gave a call. 
“It’s al1 right, Pete ; go on with  the ditch- 
ing.” 

His eyes were indifferent as he watched 
them approach, though  their glance was 
straight and clear and keen. Suddenly the 
look changed, intensified, and  the  young fel- 
low’s shoulders squared, 

The minister led the way, talking with the 
pretty, slight woman who  stopped  with pro- 
test each step as her feet went down in sand. 
Behind them came a jaunty-looking young 
girl  with light-footed carriage. The wind 
was ruffling  and tossing her hair  and she 
held to her h a t  as she stopped under the 
orange trees to look upon the prospect. 

But  the eyes watching her did not turn, 
knowing the scene on which she was gazing, 
I t  was Lake Nancy, long and lizard-like- 
its  sapphire  water shimmering  beneath the 
breeze-stretching westward between curv- 
ing, twisting, inletted shores, fringed near at 
hand  with  the bright green of young oranges 
and lemons and further on by the darker 
live-oak and pine, while on the opposite 
side tlze line of forest stretched heavy and 
somber,  trailing gray moss hoariness into 
Nancy’s lapping waves. 

And while the girl gazed on Nancy the 
young man watched  her with a curious in- 
tentness but with no doubt. Then he walked 
in the length of the pier to meet  them, and 
as the girl’s eyes came  around to him she 
changed to a startled pallor, white as her 
serge gown, and her cyes dilated,  then into 
them câme eagerness. 

Except  for a tightening pull on muscles 
about. nose and mouth  the young fellow 
stood impassive. 

The color rushed back  into  the girl’s face. 
The  young man had  turned and was shalting 
hands  with Mr. Henderson who was men- 
tioning names, but  the girl had her back 
to  them and was studying  the  outstretch : 
l m -  head was high. 

When she turned again Mr. Ilenderson 
was carefully  piloting the  other  lady  into 
the  boat, “Malise,” that  lady was calling. 
Malise, forced by this t o  come and be helped 
in, found herself in the  stern.  But her 
throat, because of a choked-back sob, hurt, 
and a vast homesickness and sense-of futility 
was upon her. 

When presently she could look UP and 
around,  the  little  craft  was skimming out 
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across  the  lake  to deep water where it 
shifted  and flew westward into  the dying 
aft ernoon, 

There were billowy puffs  of clouds high 
above, softly  flushing  into rose with a golden 
fleeciness to  their edges. Her mother’s 
talk  and  dulcet-toned laughter  reached the 

the seats, running about, came together at  
the bow, and  he, with an elbow on the rail, 
was looking at  hlolly. Such a wistful, 
pretty child she looked in her white  canvas 
dress, with her wind-blown, gauzy veil flut- 
tering from her  hat. 

Alexina’s eyes were fixed  on them, but she 
was conscious, too, of a gaze on her, which 
for all her hot  pride  and  hurt she could not 
look around and meet. Once, when the sail 
was shifting and she knew the eyes would, 
perforce, be concerned  therewith, she stole 
a hurried  survey  and saw a well-knit figure, 
quick in its movements, the muscles playing 
beneath  the flannel  shirt. A discarded coat 
was upon the  seat near her. 

Down, please,” came in  cool, deliberate 
tones from the owner of the  coat  and  the 
gaze. The  head of the girl went down, while 
the  sail swung about.  The boat dipped, 
righted,  then flew ahead, following the curv- 
ing shores of the lake. 

The very  air seemed flushing, the shim- 
mering  water  had a thousand  tints, the 
shores  slipping  by breathed out odors of 
mold  and leaf and vine. The western sky 
was triumphing, clouds of purple and of 
crimson  lifting  one above another about a 
gulden  center,  and  they in the  boat were 
speeding  into  the glory, the very rosiness of 
the  air seemed stealing down upon  them and 
enveloping  them ; the sense of avoirdupois, 
of gravitation,  was lost; one  felt winged, up- 
lifted,  it was good all at  once, it was good to 
live, to be. 

The eyes and  the gaze were on her again, 
she  felt  them  and turned  suddenly and 
faced  them.  The look she met was deep 
and warm, b u t  it changed, holding hers, 
grew cool, enigmatical, impersonal. Did he 
not know her  then, or did he not  want  to 
know her? 

This  time  tears of hurt  and pride  rushed to 
her eyes, He  was watching, but she could 
not  get her eyes away, even with  those hate- 
ful tears welling. 

The sail shifted, for no reason apparentIy. 
“Down, pIease,”  he commanded, But as 
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the  boat dipped, shook itself, righted again, 
and flew on through  the rosy light,  his head 
came up near hers and his voice, in the old, 
boyish way, said: 

“ Really ? ” 
Sudden light shone  through the  tears in 

the girl’s  eyes. Molly would have  wrung her 
hands  with an artist’s anguish, this was the 
place for  coquetry ! 

“ I  thought you  didn’t want  to know me 
and I was hurt,” said Alexina. 

“ I t  was yours to know first,”  said Wil- 
liam Leroy stoutly,  but his eyes were 
laughing. 

“Oh,” said Alexina doubtfully,  “why, yes; 
perhaps it was,” and  then she laughed too, 
gaily. 

C H A P T E R  I I  
As Molly, Alexina, and Mr. Henderson sat on 
the  front gallery of the hotel the  next mor- 
ning, they were joined by one Mr. Thompson 
Jonas,  a lawyer of Aden, who lived above his 
offìce and took his meals at  the hotel. 

Mr. Jonas was small, wiry, and muscular, 
of Georgia stock, with a fierce little air and 
a fierce mustache, and quick, bright blue 
eyes, never still. He had  sprung to  the aid 
of Molly and Alexina one morning, and 
flung a door open as they passed from  the 
dining-room, and speedily they were all good 
friends. 

it was characteristic of him that  he should 
have Dung the door back, not merely opened 
it. There was  something of homage in the 
act.  Within the body of the  little  man was 
the chivalrous spirit of a Chevalier Bayard, 
a Cœur de Lion. The big soul of Mr. Jonas 
was imprisoned in his pigmy person as the 
spirit of the genii in the casket. 

Mr. Jonas was a Nimrod, and even now 
stood  in hunting accoutrements, seeming 
rather  to  have been shaken into his natty 
leggings, than  they  to  have been drawn onto 
him. There was a flare and  dip  to his wide 
soft  hat  and a jaunty fling to his knotted 
tie. His dog, a Gordon setter  bitch,  sat on 
her  haunches by him as  he stood, his fingers 
playing with her silky ears. 

“Now, you’d better come go with me, 
Henderson,” he was  urging ; “the buggy3 
here at the door. You need  it-you  need 
this sort of thing more.” 

IC It’s a busy day  with me, thank you,:” 
answered the Reverend  Henderson,  a  little 
coldly. For this Mr. Jonas was a man of 
no church. His faith, he had frequently 



assured the  young clergyman, would long 
ago have died for  breathing space in any 
creed he yet  had met  with. 

“When you’re  older you’ll understand 
better  what I mean, my dear  boy,”  the  little 
man  had in good part  and cheerfulness as- 
sured  the  other ; “ come round  and use my 
books any  time  you lilre.” 

For the soul of  Mr. Jonas enthused-or 
convinced its  owner that it did-over Con- 
fucius and  further reveled in  the belief 
that it delved in occult Icnowledge ; it also 
led him to place the volumcs of the early 
Fathers on his book-shelves and  the liter- 
ature of the  Saints  and of Kant  and Comte 
and Swedenborg; it conducted  its owner 
to the  feet of Emerson and  Thoreau; it made 
him talk Darwinism. Jesus Christ and 
Plato, Mr. Jonas loved to say, made up his 
ideal phikxophy. 

Mr. Henderson, on the  other  hand, spoke 
of church buildings in Aden other than his 
own as assemblying plnscs, I t  was inevi- 
table he did  not  give his approval  to Mr. 
Jonas, H i s  feeling against the little man 
even made him enulneratc  the  occupations 
ahead  for the day, as i f  it was a sort of avow- 
al of the faith  ta  thus  declare  them. 

“ It’s a busy day with me, thank you. I 
have a feast  day  service, and a  guild  meeting, 
besides my parochial  duties  and a vestry 
meeting for the  evening.” 
“ Dear me,” said Molly, looking n t  him, “to 

be sure-I’d fargotten you’re a minister.” 
The young  man looked up, instant self- 

arraignment in his face for permitting it 
to be  forgotten. , 

When do you have service ? ” Molly was 
saying. “We must come over-Malise and 
1 .” 

He  told her gravely. 
Mr. Jonas was standing  against  thc gallery 

railing, rising  and falling on his neat Iittle 
toes, the setter’s eyes following his every 
movement, He was facing Mrs. Garnier 
and her daughter, looking from the mother, 
with her red  brawn hair  and shadowy lashes, 
to  the girI, quite lovely also, when she smiled 
in this  sweet,  sudden  way up  a t  him. She 
had nice hair too, something  the color of 
wild honey. 

“Charming women, charming women ;IJ 

he was summing thcm up  ; yet could Mr. 
Jonas  have called to  mind  any women, the 
old or young,  the forlorn or  charming, who 
had not  moved him to chivalric emotion in 
some form 7 

and brought her up  the steps to Alexina. 
Charlotte’s embrace was eager and ardent ; 

then she cried a little with her face against 
the girl’s shoulder. 

“For my youth,” she said the next in- 
stant, lifting her head and smiling at  the 
girl. “I’m almost a middle-aged woman, 
little Mab ; I’m nearly  forty-five and I don’t 
want  to be.” 

Vivacity, as of old, dwelt in Charlotte’s 
face  and animated  her lively movements, 
but her brilliant eyes were somewhat sunken, 
as happens with women of marked features 
and dashing beauty ; the skin was growing 
sallow too, and as the cheeks and  temples 
drew in, the features stood large. 

“ I  don’t know how to grow old,” said 
Charlotte, and truthfully, “ 1  don’t” know 
how to let go, I haven’t the resourcefuIness, 
or quiet, or repose, for an old woman.” 

Always, way  back as Charlotte  Ransome, 
she had loved the showy, and  she loved it 
still, as evidenced by the scarlet ribbon from 
which her fan hung, and  the flowered muslin, 
showing the hand of vilIage dressmaking. 
But she bore herself with the smiling pleasure 
of a child in them. 

Willy joined them. He had been talking 
with Mr. Jonas, and evidently  had declined 
the expedition too, for  the  little man, calling 
to the setter, went off grumbling  and  up- 
braiding the lot of them. 

“We came early to avoid the  heat,” Char- 
lotte explained as they  went to join Molly 
and Mr. Henderson. 

Molly’s  eyes swept Mrs. Leroy’s youthful 
fineries wonderingly, curiously. I t  was m 

- -  
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-credit  to Molly that her sixth sense lay in 
an  instinctive seIection of the  appropriate 
in  the  beautiful. She  wondered much like 
a child  wonders  over  the  mysterious,  at 
what she, more  often than  not,  saw on 
others. 

She lolled back now in  her simple dress, 
of which  Alexina had reason to know the 
cost,  and  she lolled indifferently-Celeste or 
some  one would press out  the  rumples when 
need be-then she held a pretty  hand  out  to 
Charlotte. 
, But Mrs. Leroy, the  greetings over, spread 
her  draperies  with some care and  absorption 
as she  sat down. She was another  type of 
helpless person, the reverse of Molly, with a 
carping sense of responsibility. 

MoIly’s gaze followed her concern with 
* lazy  interest in which lurked laughter,  for 

the  dress  upon which the  care was bestowed 
was so-well- 

Alexina’s  face grew-hot : she hated Molly, 
whose every  thought she was reading ; and 
so, by  the girl’s arrangement,  they fell into 
two  groups, Molly and  the  men malting one, 
King William  perched on  the railing of the 
gallery,  and Alexina and Mrs. Leroy the 
other,  drawn a little  apart.  There  was so 
much to say. 

“We see  the  Kentucky papers,” Charlotte 
told  Alexina; “so I know of most of the  hap- 
pening$.” She  drew a little  breath.  “And 
Austen Blair is married ? ” 

“Yes,” said Alexina, “just  before we 
came.” 

Charlotte was regarding her like a child 
with a secret trembIing on its lips, “1 was 
engaged  to him once, Alexina, and we broke 
it.” Light from many sides began to  break 
in  upon Alexina. . 

“Why,”  she said ; “Mrs. Leroy !” 
It’s odd, isn’t it ? ” said Charlotte. ‘ I  He 

was the  only man  ever caring  for  me  that I 
never subjugated-except  Willy here-” 
Her voice brightened, while she nodded,  in 
her near-sighted way,  at Mr. Henderson. 
“As for him, he’s ruled me and  browbeat 
me all his life.” And CharIotte smiled con- 
tentedly  at the minister. 

Alexina reached out  and,  with a passion- 
ate sort of protectingness, took hold of the 
be-ringed hand wielding a fan  with  vivacity 
and  sprightliness. 
“ I wish  we couId have given him more  ad- 

vantages,” Mrs. Leroy  was continuing, ‘‘ but 
he’s had to  plan for us somehow, instead. I 
remember  he wasn’t eleven years old, though 

it seemed natura1  enough he should be doing 
it at the  time, when  we came over from St. 
Louis to Louisville without his fa ther ,   and 
Willy had  ta  buy  the  tickets  and  check  the 
trunks. I suppose I ought  to  have  realized 
it,  but I néver had  done  such  things in my 
life, and I lost my  purse  in  the depot, I re- 
member, and a gentleman  found it, and so 
Willy took hold. 

“We  sent him into town  here,  after we 
came  to Aden, to  the  Presbyterian  minister, 
who taught him. He  wanted  to go to college, 
not  that he’d admit i t  now. Then as soon 
as he was any size he  began  at  his  father 
about recIaiming the  grove. Tha t  is, Willy 
planned and Georges listened.  Willy’d got 
an  idea  from Mr. Jonas  that the railroad 
was coming through  some  day,  just as i t  
has, but it’s  been a long pull a n d  a wait, 
for  this is the first  full yield for his  trees. 
He’s been offered seven  thousand for t h e  
crop as it hangs, but  the  mortgage is 
eight thousand on the  place, which went 
for fertilizing and  ditching  and sheds, a n d  
living, you  know, so Willy is holding  for 
eight thousand  and Mr. Jonas is urging for 
nine.” 

Charlotte’s pride in these  statements was 
beaming. 

“As soon as the  grove  proves  itself, the 
place will sell for  several  times  its old value, 
and we’re going back to Kentucky-to 
Woodford. Willy wants to buy  back my 
father’s farm-not that  he’ll let me say that‘ 
he does, he’s so afraid o f  admitting any- 
thing,  but when he  was  nineteen, three years 
ago, he had  the measles-wasn’t i t   dear  and 
comical, like he was a child again-and h e  
Iet me hold his hand, in the  dark  room, you 
know, and we talked  about  it,  when WC 
would go back.” 

The girl  was patting  Charlotte’s hand 
softly and winking  back  tears  while she 
laughed. Why  tears i! She  herself  had no 
idea. 

Mrs. Leroy had a thousand  questions to 
ask, she said, but  somehow she never got to 
them. 

‘‘(Dear me,” she  said  presently,  “we  have 
to go and l’ve talked of nothing but my own 
affairs.  In my solitude  down  here I’ve 
grown a shameless egotist.” 

As if she  had been ever  anything  else, 
the unconscious soul ! 

“But to be with  one of my  own sex- 
some one linked with  the  past, tao--’ IS ex- 
tenuation. There’s so much a woman  can’t 
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talk of with men, they  have such different 
ways o f  seeing things, and  let her love her 
men folk never so dearly, if there’s none of 
her own sex around, a woman’s lonesome, 
Alexina.” 

“Yes,” said Alexina; (‘she is.” But she 
said it  absently, for she was conscious of 
King William’s gaze being upon her. She 
looked up laughing, yet a little confused, 
for his look was warm. 

He slipped along the railing,  leaving Mrs. 
Garnier and  the minister chatting.  in this 
bIue serge suit and straw  hat  he looked very 
like the King William of long ago, dark, keen, 
and  impatient. 

“What do you think of  it-Aden ? ”  he 
aslted, 

I ‘  I like it,” said Alexina ; “somehow as 
soon as you are in a thing  the scene changes 
to  out of doors ; it used to  be  Indians  on 
the common, or Crusoe in the yard, back 
there in Louisville.” 

“You began by saying you liked it,” he 
reminded her. Rid he think to tease? His 
eyes werc naughty. Here was a zest; this 
was no Georgy. 

“And X do,” she said, standing  to  it. “1  
do like it.” 

Was he always laughing at  people, this 
William Leroy ? 

“They  are coming to spend a day  with us 
this weck, Alcxina and her  mother,” Mrs. 
Leroy l w e  told her son, at which for all the 
imperturbability of his countenance, Afex- 
ina was conscious of something a little less 
1q7py about the son. 

“They’re  very good to come,” he respond- 
ed. The tone might be called guarded. 

Certain rccolIcctions were crowding  upon 
Alexina. Mrs. Leroy’s management, her 
housekeeping, even to a child’s comprehen- 
sion, Ilas been palpably erratic  and unex- 
pected. 

The girl understood his masculine help- 
lessness. I-Iers were the eyes that laughed 
now. 

*‘I’ve set  the  table in your, house be- 
fore,” she  informed him, “while you  made 
toast.” 

His countenance cleared. He. met her 
gaze  solemnly. It’s a bargain,” he said ; 
“what  day,  mother ?”  

That night Alexina was chatting  with 
Mr. Jonas. She liked him. “You  said this 
morning,” she reminded him, “that Mrs. 
Leroy was the wisest, foolishest mother- 
what  did you mean ? ”  

Besides, what would they find at Lake 
Nancy ? It would be poor, she expected 
that, and it might be-pitiful? Not to her, 
not to her, but Molly was so unable to see be- 
hind things; if a thing was poor to Molly it 
was only poor, and she said so. Alexina 
hoped her mother wouldn’t go. 

But when Friday came Molly, in feverish, 
restless state, was ready for ahything. She 
even brightened up over it, and it was Alex- 
ina who was petulant, and put on one dress 
and took it off, and tried  another, even with 
William Leroy down-stairs in the wagonette, 
waiting. 

But she felt better as she carne out into 
the sunshine. The dress she had finally de- 
cided on seemed to  settle  on her into  sudden 
jauntiness. 

William Leroy shook hands. There  was 
a comfortabk sense o f  humor  about him. 
“ It’s fair  to divide families into component 

parts on occasions,” he stated,  and put 
Alexina in a place by his own and Molly 
behind. Molly pouted. 

‘rAnd, besides,  we are going to drop Hen- 
derson at  a sick parishioner’s on the way,” he 
said, with  a naughty glance at her. ‘ I  I met 
him starting to  the livery stable  just now 
and stopped him.” 

Molly’s face cleared. She  met his eyes 
with insouciance, but, somehow, one felt all 
at once that  she liked him better. 

Mr. Henderson came out  with a satchel 
and climbed in. He looked stern  and unin- 
viting, Alexina thought,  but  the note of 
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Molly’s random remarkings promptly brigh- 
tened. Willy flicked the  whip above the 
big gray span and off they  trotted across 
town, westward. 

The morning was keen enough so that  the 
sun’s warmth  was pleasant and quickened 
the blood.  Aden  was left behind.  Here 
and  there on the  outskirts, frame-houses, 
crudely  and hideously cheap, were building; 
land everywhere was being  cleared, the 
felled trees lying about,  the whirl of a por- 
table sawmill telling  their  destiny, while 
burning  stumps filled the  air  with creosote 
pungency. 

Then  the despoilments of progress were 
left  behind  and  the untouched  pine woods 
closed about  them, and trees rose tall, 
straight, twigless, to where a never-ceasing 
murmur soughed, and the  light came sifting, 
speckled, and flickering through  the gloom, 
upon  the  sandy ground  and  scrub palmetto 
beneath. 

Alexina breathed deep. I t  was quiet  and 
peaceful and solemn. 
‘‘ Isn’t i t  ?” said Willy sociably. 
She looked up ; she hadn’t spoken. The 

trees thinned,  grew sparse, and  the road 
came  out  into  the open. A mile further  on 
they  entered a belt of hummock land, a wild 
growth of live-oak, cypress, magnolia, thick- 
eted,  intertwisted, rank. Gray moss trailed 
and  swept their faces as  they passed under, 
vines  clambered  and  swung and festooned, 
gophers crawled out of the  path,  and a 
gleaming  snake slid across the road and  into 
the  palmetto undergrowth. 

He  was looking at  her  as  they  came  out, 
she flushed  and  ecstatic. 

“But wait,”  he said, “until I show it  to 
you after a while, in bloom.’’ 

Just beyond the hummock he  drew rein 
at a clearing before an  unpainted  frame- 
house,  even  cheaper and  more hideous than 
the most. Mr Henderson got  out, WilIy 
handing  the  satchel  after him. 

“ I  t’s a death-bed,” he said under  his 
breath  to  the two, as the  minister  went  to- 
ward  the house; “that’s  the pitiful part of 
it down here, people taking all  they’ve got to 
get  here,  to die.” 

“Don’t-don‘t tell about it,” said Molly 
sharply. 

King  Leroy  touched the mules and  they 
went on. A little  later Alexina felt Molly’s 
hand  upon her. “Come back  with me, 
Malise,” she begged. Her  face looked drawn I 
and  gray. 

P 

“But we’re there,”  explained King, and a 
minute after  turned in at  an old iron gate, 
flanked by two  ancient live-oaks. An  Osage 
hedge, cut back  upon old woody stock, 
stretched about  the place either side from 
the  gate.  Within,  the  driveway  made a 
sweep off towards  buildings  in the  rear, while 
a shell path led up  to  the house, which was of 
frame, wide, with porches across the  front, 
up-stairs and down. Bermuda  grass covered 
the  sandy surface of the  yard, which was 
large and sloped back  towards  the lake, vis- 
ible through  the grove. Here  and  there a 
banana  plant reared its ragged luxuriance 
and a stunted palm or two ; there was an old 
rustic  seat  beneath a gnarled wild orange 
tree. 

As King helped them  out,  Charlotte  ap- 
peared and came animatedly  down  the  path 
between the borders of crepe  myrtle. Alex- 
ìna  ran  ahead to  meet her. The girl’s hands 
were quite cold. Mrs. Leroy’s white dress, 
relic of bygone  fashion, fluttered  with rose- 
colored ribbons, and  suddenly  Alexina seem- 
ed to see a wide old cottage in a shrub-grown 
yard, and on its porch a  lady in a gauzy  dress 
with rosy ribbons, gathering a little child 
into her lap. 

The girl threw  her  arms  about  this Char- 
lotte in the old white dress, and  then, because 
her eyes were full of foolish tears,  ran  on, for 
the Captain  was on the porch, in a cane  arm- 
chair, a line of blue  smoke trailing u p  from 
the cigar in his fingers. Laughing  and 
breathless she went  up  the  steps  and  their 
eyes met,  never a word spoke  either,  but  the 
hand of the man closed on  the girl’s and 
rested there  until  the  others  came  up. 

“Willy wouldn’t let me  do a thing  about 
your corning, Alexina,” Mrs. Leroy began, 
as she reached them, “he  said he’d tend to  
it himself. He wouldn’t let me give a direc- 
tion. He’s fussy sometimes and  notionate. 
It’s like the  time when the  surveyors were 
staying  with us, and Mandy set  some dishcs 
on a chair. I’d already told him she  didn’t 
know how to clear a table for dessert  and  he 
said I ought to  have  taught her.” 

The girl’s eyes .. danced.  “You’re all of 
you the same, the  very  same ; not  one of the 
three has changed.” 

Charlotte  beamed. She  took  it  with  un- 
disguised pleasure that  she  had  not clxanged, 

Willy carne round the house. He  had 
taken  the mules to  the  stable. “I’m hold- 
ing you to  that bargain,” he reminded 
Alexina. 



Molly looked bored.  Such  things  were 
only  playful  and  interesting as she was part 
of them.  Then she said  she was tired. She 
evidently had no  mind  for a morning  with 
Mrs. Leroy. 

r‘You shall go UP and lie down in my 
room,”  said  Charlotte. 

The three women went in. The hall divid- 
ing the house  was  wide  and high, its floor of 
boards n foot wide, and  bare  but  for a central 
strip of carpet. An old mahogany  hat-tree 
stood against  one w a l l ,  a mahogany  sofa 
against  the  other,  with  straight baclced cllairs 
flanking  both. It was all laboriously  clean 
and primly barc. ’I‘lte rooms  up-stairs were 
big, with old nrnlmgany furniture  set  square- 

l Y  “.:.11cy ciicin’t want  me to bring  the fur- 
niture,  Willy a n d  Iris father, when  we came,” 
Charlotte  told Alexinn ; “i t  cost more to get 
it  hcrc t h a n  to buy IICW. R u t  I didn’t  want 
new ; I wrantcd this.” 

Everything was  innoLent of covers or 
hangings,  nor wcre tllcre  any  pictures.  She 
cxplaincrl this, 

“ I don’t Itnow how to elrive nails,” she 
tolcl t h ~ t r ~ ,  “and Willy ancl the  Captain 
don’t c ; ~ .  Willy had the house papered 
this i d 1  i n  case o f  people  coming about  buy- 
ing, ; m i  the p:qxr”ing men took the nails out 
of thc w;dls ancl Willy won’t bother to put 
them in, ‘I‘lrcy’rc 1\11 in  here,” 

Charlott~ tlicln’t IIICLUI the nails ; she threw 
open :I closet dour r ~ n d  ancestral Iiansomes, 
neatly sct against tlze walls,  peered out of 
the  cIarlc. 

Alexinn put  ;L lr;u~d  over  Charlottc’s on the 
c l O o ~ - l < ~ ~ ~ ) b .  M~lly  y~twncd. 

“ It sccnls chilly hcrc in my room,”  said 
Cl~arluttc ; “ t l ~ e  sun isn’t round this  side 
yet. Put your hats o11 the bccl and Mrs. 
Garnier shall go lic c m  Willy’s sofa.” 

‘I’hcy .followed her across the hall. “ He 
has his bed a , n d  things in there,”  she explain- 
ed, nodding towards an adjoining room, 
“ ;1nd IIC I w p s  Iris books and such in 
hcre.” 

C h  the  f-loor, otherwise  uncarpeted,  lay a 
bcnr skin. ’I‘hcre was a  sofa against the wall 
and n plrzin cleal tnblc in the  center of the 
r o m ,  piled with pnpcrs, books and pipes, 
about a l a m p .  1 I~cre were sonle clrairs, a 
gun rack, antlcrs,  an  alligator  skin,  and some 
colorcd  prints of Englisl~ hunting scenes on 
the walls, and an oId-fashioned brass  mount- 
ed cellarette, hung i n  an angIe. The south 
window lookcd a u t  across the grove upon 

a ,out them. 

e .  

of Jesus, Pole on Whist, Hoyle, Tom 
Sawyer, Past  and  Present, Pickwick 
Papers, Herodotus,  an unbroken shelf of 
Walter Scott, A Pair of Blue Eyes, Cousin 
Pons, Drainage,  Pendennis, Small Fruit 
Cul ture. 

Why, here was a world, within  these glass 
doors, she did  not know, Yet she had read 
diligently among Uncle Austen’s books. 
She looked back in memory  over his shelves. 
Macaulay, yes, Uncle Austen cared so  essen- 
tially for MacauIay, and  for Bancroft and 
Prescott, and  Whittier  and Lowell, There 
were the  standards in fiction and poetry in 
well bound sets, Uncle Austen himself 
admired  Alexander Pope and Franklin’s 
Autobiography ; he liked Charles Reade’s 
novels, toa, bearing on institutional re- 
forms- 

Here Mrs. Leroy and Molly came back, 
Molly  in a white  wrapper  and Charlotte bear- 
ing a pillow and a silk quilt. 

“ Willy’s calling,” she told Alexina ; “he 
wants you.” 

Willy was a t  the  foot of the stairs. He 
waited for her to get down,  watching  her 
hand on the  banister. The wood was dark 
and the hand was white  and slender. Then 
he held out a big checked apron. She walk- 
ed into it and looked over her shoulder while 
he tied the  strings  behind. 

I t  takes time  to set a table, when neither 
is just certain where things  are  to be found. 
Hunting  together in sideboard, cupboards, 
and on pantry shelves  brings about a feeling 
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so much, too, to  talk about. 

pausingwith a goblet in hand  to ask it. 
“ Have you forgot-” Willy, producing a 

“ Yes,” said Willy. 

looking at  her, hiTmouih  odd,  yet smiling, 
too. ’ She was an honest and a pleasant 

8 
of knowing  each other very well. There was 

$h t*> “Do you remember--” I t  was Alexina 

- -  
carving set, would-rejoin. 

Presently  she paused. Twice she started 
to speak,  hesitated, then got it  out.  “There’s 
a thing I want  to ask you, or  rather  want 
to say-” Her voice was a little  tremu- 
lous and breathless. 

- 

“You - you remember - that  is, you 

She was looking: awav from him and  he 
haven’t  forgot the ‘ King William ?”’ 

thing  to look upon. “Why,  yes,”  he told 
her; “as well  as I remember the  raft we 
put off on from the desert  island and  the 
plains, back  of the stable-have you for- 
gotten  the trackless plains where we sat 

* 

down to  starve in the snow, with  never a 
sign of deer or buffa10 for  days,  or even 
a thing on wing? We’d just lighted  on 
Hiawatha  those  days.  There was an In- 
dian, by the way, came  up  from  the  grass 
water  yesterday  and  brought us venison for 
to-day.” 

I t  was evident Willy did  not mean to  let 
her  return  to  the  subject. 

Presently Alexina untied  the apron. “ I  
must see your mother some,” she said. 

“But  she won’t want  you,” declared his 
mother’s son ; “she’s overjoyed  to  think 
you’re with me. She  thinks  there is 
something  deficient in her son ; she in- 
sists I’ve never spoken to a girl since 
we left  you  in Louisville. Besicles, she’s 
in the kitchen ; hear  her  out  there now, 
all fluttered herself and  fluttering  Aunt 
Mandy.” 

But Alexina would go. “ I  nlust call 
Molly  in time  for  dinner,” she insisted. 

(To be continued) 

THE NEW L O V E  
B Y  

WITTER B Y N N E R  

C ONTENT  beneath a lulling tree 
That I and crickets know, 

To keep awake, I count  the  birds; 
They  twitter  to  and fro. 

You think  no girl could ever love, 
So dull a lad as this? 

You never  saw a neater girl 
Than on; .I us’d to kiss. 

P 

And yet I did not dally long, 
Nor  want  her here  with me : 

The  sun  and I are keeping tryst, 
And she would make us three ! 



THE H O U S E  O F  F U L F I L M E N T  
B Y’ 

G E O R G E  M A D D E N  M A R T I N  
A U T H O X  O P  “ E h l M Y  L O U :  H E R  R O O K  A N D  H E A R T ’ ’  

P A R T  I I I - C H A P T E R  I V  
OW William Leroy  supposed 
Mrs. Garnier to be in his 
mother’s room. A moment 
later he followed Alexina up 
the  stairs, meaning to get 
son1ething out of his desk 

which he wished to sl~oow her. I-Ie was a 
most clirect ~ 0 ~ 1 t h  considering that he was, 
by his mother’s confession, a timorous one. 
There was an odd little smile about his 
mouth  pcrhaps because all things loolrcd 
plcasant  right now. 

His nature was practical  rathcr  than san- 
guine and  built in  general only  on things 
nchievcd, but to-slay the  fruit was hanging 
golclon on thc trees and  the grove was one of 
tlzc fcw ncw ones in bearing. Ide had an- 
ticipated the railroad by several  years in 
planting, and now the grove and house were 
going to  bring a figure larger than he had 
ever hopcd for. 

As the Israclitcs yearned  for Canaan, he 
was looking towards the  pastoral lands of 
ICcntucky. To-day, far the once, he would 
let this new buoyancy,  this unanalyzed op- 
timism, run warm i n  his blood ; why not? 
He was  young, he was strong, he was master 
of his circumstances for  the .first time. 

He went “p the steps lightly,  springily, 
with a sort of exuberant joy in the mere 
action. His canvas shoes made no sound. 

The stairs  landed him at his own  door. He 
brought up short. 

Alexina was standing midway of the 
tl~reshold ; he thought he heard a sob. 

She turned hurriedly, her hands out- 
spread across the doorway as by instinct. 

“ Don’t,’’ she begged ; “ please go away.” 
Then as he wheeled, “No, don’t; wait-” 
She swallowed before she could speak. 

“ It’s Molly,” she said. “Can you  send us 
back to town ; she’s-she’s-” 

“Not well,” thé daughter was trying to 
say. The boy’s straightforward eyes were 
fixed on hers inquiringly. 

“What’s the  use; I can’t lie,” she broke 
down miserably. ‘‘1 ought not to have 
come with her.” Her arms dropped from 
across the doorway. In all perplexity he 
was waiting, He had a glimpse of Molly 
within, drooping against the table, and her 
eyes regarding them  with a kind of furtive 
fear. 

Mis hunting flask from out the cellarette 
was there on the table. 

The girl was speaking  with effort. “I’m 
sorry ; she must have  felt  bad and found it.” 

She suddenly hid her  face in her hands 
against the casement. 

That roused him. He felt dazed. I t  
needed a woman here to feel the way. 

‘ I  1’11 get mother,” he said. 



He went do& the sieps  two at a time. 
There was no sensitive  apprehension in 
his  manner when he brought her back, as 
there was often concerning his  mother ; he 
knew her  strength as well as her incompe- 
tencies. 

Alexina as she passed but went o n t o  Molly, 
whose  eyes,  full of shame and fear, were 
dully  watching  the scene. 

Charlotte  put her arms about her, drew 

Molly drooped, trembled, then  turned and 
clung to her crying piteously, “You’re 

He said they all come down here to die. 
2 sorry for me. I did it because I’m afraid. 

Malise don’t- know, she don’t understand, 
she’s hard.” 

You go down to your dinher, Alexina,” 
said  Charlotte ; c c  it’s waiting. Oh, yes, yes ; 
you will go.” There was finality  in the tone, 
very different  from Charlotte’s usually in- 
definite  directions. “Leave your  mother to 
me ; oh, you needn’t tell me anything  about 
it, I know. And take  that hardness out of 
your  face, Alexina ; it’s your own fault if 
you let this  embitter you ; it’s. ourselves 
that let  things spoil our lives, not  the things. 
I’ll tell  you something that  you  may believe 
I know, something  that I told Willy at  a 
time his arrogance seemed to need the knowl- 
edge. My father-my great, splendid, hand- 
some father-a11 my life  was-this way. But 
he came straight home to  my mother, and 
so she  kept him from worse, and held  him to 
his place in  the world. Keep on loving them; 
it’s  the only way. Many a  time we’ve all cried 
together  like babies, father  and mother and 
I, by  her sofa-” 

“Willy,” called Charlotte. The boy  ran 
up from below. “Take Alexina down to 
her  dinner  and afterwards take her out of 
doors. No ; you’re not going back to the 
hotel ; not to-night. Willy can send Peter 
in  for  your woman and  your things, for 
you’re going  to  stay here till she’s better  and 
you see this  thing differently.” 

That  evening King and Alexina sat  on  the 
1 edge of the pier, the water lapping  the posts 

beneath  their swinging feet. He was peel- 

ing joints of sugar cane and handing  her 
sections on the  blade of his knife, she  trying 
to convince herself that  they were as tooth- 
some as he insisted they were. He could 
idle like a child. 

But the girl’s mind was back  there  in 
the house. “According to  your mother,” 
she was saying, “there’s got  to be affection 
back of the doing of a duty.” Poor child, 
she was putting  it so guardedly, so im- 
personally, she thought. 

“Well,” said he, dropping his unappreci- 
ated bits of cane, piece by piece into the 
water, “that’s a woman’s way of looking a t  
it.” 

“What’s  a man’s ?”  asked the girl a t  
that,  “how does a man do hard things ?”  

“He just goes at ’em, I should say,”  said 
he, “and doesn’t analyze. He’s got to 
be at something, you know, it’s part of the 
creed.” 

“What creed ?”  demanded Alexina. 
“Mr. Jonas’s.JJ 
“Oh,” said Alexina, “yes I see.” 

C H A P T E R  V 
Molly, Alexina and Celeste stayed a week a t  
Nancy  with the Leroys. It.was a household 
wherein there was no strain, no tension, 
though, to be  sure, there was small rnanage- 
ment. One  had a comical apprehension 
that Mandy the cook and  Tina  the wash- 
woman kept  their families off the gullibility 
and good faith of their mistress. 

Alexina was sent into  the sunshine. 
‘ I  Keep her outdoors,” Charlotte com- 

manded Willy ; f r the  child’s morbid.” 
Mr. Jonas drove out  with trophies of game 

as offerings to Mrs. Garnier. One morning 
Mr. Henderson came  with him in the buck- 
board, and Molly and  the two men sat in the 
sunshine on the porch and talked. 

“Did he die?”  she asked the minister 
presently. 

c‘ Who ? ” 
“The  man  at  the house where you stopped 

that  day?”  She asked i t  as  one  driven to 
know,  even while apprehensive of the an- 
swer. 

Exultation leaped  for an instant  to  the 
young man’s face-a stern joy. “ He died,” 
he told her, Crbut in the  faith  at  the end.” 

‘ I  In what  faith?” Molly asked curiously. 
She was a child in so many things. 

“The church,”  he told her, with reproof in 
his tone. 



The click of MiTJÖnas’s incisors upon in- 
‘cisors  chopped the air. 

But Molly moved a little nearer the minis- 
ter. 

“Yes,” she agreed slowly, unwillingly al- 
most ; “they al1 do. Father Bonot used to 
say  i t  over  and over. They all corne back to 
the  church to-to die.” 

She was shivering. 
There was  a quick, snapped off h’ah from 

Mr. Jonas. 
Mr. Henderson looked bewildered. I did 

not  know; then, Mrs. Garnier, you are-” 
“ I’m a Catholic,” said iVIoIly, a little in 

wonder. 
‘‘ Romanist, I’ said the  other gently. 
But Molly wasn’t listening nor would she 

have ltnown what  the distinction meant, 
Ilad she been. I t  was Mr. Jonas  who  gave 
forth  another sound that was almost  a snort, 
and  marched ofF to where King and AIexina 
were sitting on the step. 

Molly watched him go, then gIanced 
around  as if to insure aloofness and leaned 
forward  her fingers pulling at the edge of 
her handlterchief. 

“You helped him to die, and you’re a 
priest-one sort of a priest-and I want  to 
tell you-’’ 

“NO,” said the  other ; “you do not under- 
stand ; let me malte you see.” 

“ I t  doesn’t matter,” said Molly ; “ no,” 
hurriedly, “let me tell you, I want  to 
tell you. I t  will help me. I take things- 
X have to ; anything  that will malte me for- 
get  and malte me sleep. I’m afraid-I take 
it because I’m afraid to die,” 

He lool<ed at her out of dull eyes. She 
was, self-avowedly, everything he held ab- 
horrent-alien, worldly, and weak. He  stam- 
mered something-was he asking God to 
help her, or himself ?-and left her. 

Later as he and Mr. Jonas drove back to 
Aden tile eyes of Mr. Jonas snapped. “You’re 
brewing mischief to your own or somebody 
else’s peace of mind, you always are when 
you look. like that.  Out with it, man.” 

Why Mr.  I-Ienderson should out with  it, 
he himself knew less than any, but Mr. Jonas 
had a way. 

The minister’s words came forth with 
effort. 

“I’ve been seeking light to Itnow why 
Mrs. Gamier was sent down here. I’ve 
never cared for a woman before ; I can’t 
seem to  tear it out. But to-day it’s made 
clear;  she was sent to me to be saved.” 

corners of her eyes, laughing. 
There answered the faintest flicker of a 

smile somewhere in the old Roman €ace. 
The girl returned to  the  study of the  dark 

beauty on the ivory again, its curly tresses 
fillet bound, its snowy breasts the more  re- 
vealed than hidden by  the short-waisted, 
diaphanous  drapery. 

“And because i t  had been your father’s 
locket,  with you and your mother in it, Mrs. 
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you. l’ve  had ’em in my pocket waiting 
the  opportunity  three  days now.” Which 
was true. He had been going for them  that 
first  day. 

He  produced a small card photograph, 
somewhat  faded which taken in Alexina’s 
hand, showed her a little girl’s serious face 
with  short  cropped hair. 

f, how,” said Alexina approviigly,  studyi& 

“Turn  it over,”  said Willy Leroy. He had 
a way of commanding people. Some day 
Alexina intended warring with him about  it, 
but  she  turned  it over now. The lines in- 
scribed on its reverse were in  a  round and 
labored script  that,  despite effort, staggered 
down hill. 

r‘ I wrote ‘em,” said Willy Leroy, “moi, 
myself, with gulped-down tears a t  leaving 
you. I’ve never  written any since.” 

She was reading  them. 
“Out  loud,”  he commanded. 
She read them aloud. She was laughing, 

but  she was  blushing  absurdly too. 

This i s  AEexìna and she 

Plays like f tell her and she 
Cried becaase had to come away 
And this i s  AleXina.” 

IS Q but She 

“He thinks,  your son does,” said Alexina, 
addressing herself to  the Captain, “that he 
was a precocious person, whereas he was 
only-” 

“Young,” said the Captain. 
Lamentably egotistical,” said Alexina. 

“Give i t  to me,”  said Willy, “ my picture 

“No,” said the girl ; I want it.” 
“Yes.” He said it with the King Wil- 

liam air.  She  made a  little mm.tl.1, but 
gave him the  card, which he put back  in 
his wallet and  the wallet in an inner pocket. 
“You’re welcome to a copy of the lines,” 
he said. 

Alexina, bestowing on him a  glance of 
lofty  disdain,  departed high-headed in to 
the house. 

But he  ran  after her and stooped that  he 
might look into  her face--was  he laughing 
at her? 

“Oh,” she  said,  and wheeled upon him, 
but she  had to laugh  too, such was the high 
glee behind  this sweet gravity  on his counten- 
ance. Glee there was yet something else 

and  my feelings thereon-’, 

c 

too in the  dark eyes laughing a t  her, some- 
thing unconsciously warm and caressing. 

The girl ran quickly up-stairs. 
And WiIIiam Leroy, brought  to  himself, 

stood where she left him. The  hand  on  the 
newel post  suddenly closed hard  upon  it 
then he straightened and walked into  the 
parlor and,  sitting down, stared  at  the em- 
bers of the wood fire, as one  bewildered. 
Then his  head lifted as  with one who under- 
stands. On his face was a strange look and 
a light. 

C H A P T E R  V i  
Alexina went up to her mother  and Mrs. 
Leroy. Molly was lolling in a big chair in 
the sunshine, idly swinging the  tassel of her 
wrapper to  and fro. The shadows about her 
eyes were others  than those lent  by  the 
sweep of her child-like lashes and she looked 
wan but she looked at  peace too. In her 
present state  the flow o %  Mrs. LeroyJs per- 
sonal chat was entertainment. Now, there 
was always one  central theme to Charlotte’s 
talk, whatever the variations. 

“He hasn’t  a bit of false pride, Willy 
hasn’t,” she was stating.  “After  his  father 
lost his position, those  two years before the 
trees began paying, there’s nothing Willy 
wouldn’t turn his hand to. He carried a 
chain for the surveyors and went as guide 
for  parties hunting  and fishing in the 
glades.” 

hlolly?s attention sometimes wandered 
from these maternal confidences. 

“You were Charlotte Ransome beFore you 
were married, weren’t you?”  she aslced ir- 
relevantly. “You used to corne to New 
Orleans winters, didn’t you ? You were at 
a party  at my Uncle Randolph’s once when 
l was a girl, and you were spoken o€ as a 
great  beauty, l remember. There  was a 
pompom head-dress too,  one  winter,*calIed 
the Charlotte Ransome.” 

The Charlotte  listening,  only the  vivacity 
of smile and eyes left of her beauty,  the 
Charlotte living the obscure life of a little 
raw Southern  town,  let her needle fall,  the 
needle she  handled  with the  awkwardness of 
a craft acquired  late. She was darning an 
old table-cloth, come down from her mother’s 
day,  that  day when triumphs  and  adula- 
tion  made up life, and when cost o r  reck- 
oning was a thing she  troubled not herself 
about. She was that  Charlotte  Ransome 
again, called up by Mrs. Garnier, Charlotte 
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Ransome, the  beauty,  the  fashion,  and the 
belle. 

“Oh,” she said, “ the  joy of youth,  the  joy! 
Old Madame d’Arblay, the Louisville mil- 
liner, devised  that pompom  head-dress out 
of her  own cleverness, and I remember my 
old Aunt  Polly Ann Love tried to talk  her 
down  on  the price. How it conles back,  the 
intoxication of it,  and  the living. Drink 
deep,  little Mab, it ?ever offers twice. I 
seemed to  have  divined  it  never would be 
again,,’ 

The girl looked from  one woman to  the 
other. Molly still pursued  this  thing called 
adulation,  and Mrs. Leroy, big-hearted, 
simple-souled as she was, looked yearningly 
back on tha t  which was gone. 

Was this all then ? Was life forever  after 
empty,  except as with Mrs. Leroy, of duties 
that occupied  but did not  satisfy?  And 
what of women who  are  neither  beauties  nor 
belles ? What has life to offer them ? 

A vast depression came  over  the girl. And 
was this all ? Both women bore  witness 
that  i t  was. 

I r  I heard tell in those days,“ Molly was 
saying to Mrs. Leroy, “OF a dozen men in the 
South you might  have  married. How did 
you come” - curiously - “in  the  end  to 
marry  Captain Leroy, so much  older, and 
SO quiet, and--er----”’ 

Charlotte was too simpIe to  resent  the 
question, which to her  meant  only affection- 
ate interest and besides, she was an  egotist, 
and  livened  under  talk of herself. She had no 
concealment ; indeed, Izad she been cognizant 
of any  skeleton in the  family closet, it  must 
speedily have lost its gruesomeness to her, so 
constantly would she  have  it  out,  annotating 
its anatomy to  any who showed interest. 

8 5  c c  Because he came  to us in our troubles,” 
said Char-lotte, “ to  mother and me when 
.father died. He was shot, my  father, you 
know, ín a political quarrel on the  street in 
Lexington,  the  year before the war.  And 
Captain Georges came to us. We’d always 
known him ; his father and  my  Uncle Spotts- 
woad  Love  operated  the first brandy dis- 
tillery  in  Kentucky.  Captain Georges had 
brought l m  pretty things from New Orleans 
and Paris all my tife. I meant  never  to 
marry, then;  I’d been unhappy. But it 
turned out we were poor, and SO, when 
Georges said %or me  to  marry  him so he” 
could care for mother and me, why-” 

“Oh,” breathed Alexina. I t  was denun- 
ciatian. Certain scenes of childhood had 

burned  into her memory, which she had in- 
terpreted  later. Molly had not loved daddy, 
either. , 

“No one was ever so good, so nobly, gen- 
erously good to a woman as Georges has been 
to me,” Mrs. Leroy was  saying;  “and even 
in our  poverty  he  and Willy have managed, 
and kept it somehow from me, and long, oh, 
long ago, I came to  love him dearly.” 

The  young arraigner, hearing, gazed un- 
convinced.  She  pushed the weight of her 
hair back off her  forehead, as she always 
did when impatient. “Came to love him 
dearly.”  With  that mere affection which 
grows from association and dependence, and 
habit. 

The girl sitting on the window-sill in the 
sunshine, drew a long breath. There was 
more in  Iife than these two had  found, and, 
all unknowingIy, they  had proved it. 

C H A P T E R  V I I  
Charlotte  kept them with her the week, then 
Molly turned restless. 

‘‘ I can’t stand  hearing another thing  about 
Willy, Malise,” she dedared. “ I  think he’s 
a very  dictatorial and outspoken person my- 
self.” 

So Molly and Alexina and Celeste went 
back  to  the hotel, which had filIed during  the 
week of their absence. There was life and 
bustle in the halls as they went in and, from 
their windows up-stairs,  they could see the 
la le  gay with  sailboats. 

The taIk  down-stairs concerned dances, 
picnics, fishing parties. The somnoIent 
Molly awoke, languor fell from her, and  she 
stepped  at once to  the center of everything 
gay,  the embodied spirit of festivity. Mr. 
Henderson,  incongruous element, was there 
too,  with  deliberate election it would seem, 
for Molly’s eyes did no inviting or encourag-. 
ing. She did not need him in capacity of 
attendant  or  diverter these  days, and it was 
clear that in any  other capacity he embar- 
rassed her. But he was not deterred because 
of that. 

“You are corning to church, remember,” 
he told  her on Sunday morning. 

Molly did not  even play a t  archness with 
him now ; she looked timid. And at the hour 
she  went,  and Alexina with her. They had 
heard him offìciate before, and it seemed 
the mere performance of the  law;  but  into 
the  dogmatic  assertions of his discourse 
to-day glowed that fire which is called 
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F U L  F I L M E N T  

There was a lake  party  one  night.  They 
took boat at  the hotel  pier in various  small 
craft  and followed the chain of lakes to an  
island  midway of the  farthest.  The moon 
was up as they  started. 

The  party was of the  gayest,  and one 
might have said that Mr. Henderson  was 
out of his element. Certainly his face  was 
hardly suggestive of hilarity.  But  he fol- 
lowed Mrs. Garnier into one of the  larger 
boats and took his place with a sort of dog- 
gedness. Even in the moonlight the  shar- 
pening angIe of his cheek-bone was visible 
and the deepening of the  sockets in which his 
eyes were set, eyes that followed Mrs. 
Garnier  insistently. 

Molly being of the  party, it followed that 
Alexina was too, but  that William Leroy was 
of it seemed to quicken something in his own 
sense of humor. His manner  with  the  gay 
worId was perhaps a little  stony,  He  avow- 
ed, when thus accused by Alexina  and Mr. 
Jonas,  that  it was to cover bashfulness. 

“ I  hate people,” he declared. 
Yet, for a bashful youth,  he was singularly 

deliberate  and  masterful,  seeming to know 
what he wanted  and how to  get  it .  To- 
night it was that Alexina  go with  him in 
a small boat.  The  others  started  first, a 
youth in a striped flannel coat,  strumming a 
guitar. 

King put  out  last.  He rowed slowly  and 
often the  boat  drifted. Wllen they  entered 
the lock connecting the first lake with the 
next,  the  other  boats had all passed through. 
The moon scarcely penetrated the  dense 
foliage on the  banks above them,  and  the  rip- 
ple of the  water  against  the boat seemed 
only to emphasize the silence-the aloofness. 
There must have been an early  blossom of 
jasmine about, so sweet was the  gloom, 

When they passed out  into  the  vaulted 
space and open water of the next laltc, the 
other  boats were far  ahead. The tinkling 
cadence of the  guitar floated back to them. 

He rowed lazily on. Presently  he  spoke. 
‘ I  I wonder if you remember how we used to 
talk, way back yonder, about the  land of 
Colchis ? J J 

said  Alexina ; I remember.” 
I believe we are  there  at  last.  We closed 

the  contract  for our oranges to-day.  It’s 
pretty  fair gold, the  fruit in  Colchis. We 

-pick for delivery on Monday.” 
He never  had talked  to  her of personal 

affairs before ; i t  was Mrs. Leroy who had 
told  her what’she Imew. 



* 

G E O R G E  M A D D E N  M A R T I N  487 
“There  are several  possible purchasers 

looking at   the  place, we are  going  to sell, for 
dwellers in Colchis, you know, are  only 
sojourners ; they long for home.” 

“The  Jasons,  too ? ” 

“This  Jason worse than all. He wants 
four seasons to his year,  and to hear his 
horse’s feet on pike, and to  put his  seed into 
ioam.” 

They  slipped  through  the  next lock and 
out  upon  the long length of Cherokee, the 
lake of the island  which  was their  destina- 
tion. I t  seemed to bring self-consciousness 
upon  the  speaker. 

“YOU  are so the same as you used to be,” 
he  said; “ I  forget. How do I know you 
want to hear all this ? ”  

l r  YOU do  know,” said Alexína honestly. 
He did not answer. They were  coming 

up to the other  boats now, beached at   the 
island.  Lights were flickering up  and  down 
thc  sand  and  the rosy gIare of a beach fire 
shone  out  from  under  the  darlmess of the 
trees.  Figures  were moving between it 
and them and  they couíd hear voices and 
laughter. 

‘ I  You do know,” repeated  the  girl. 
They l u d  grounded. Me was  shipping 

the oars. Then he  got up and held out a 
hand  to  steady  her. She, standing,  put 
hers  into  it. They did not 1ook at each 
other. 

‘‘ Yes,” he  said, ‘‘ I do know. You’re too 
honest to  pretend.” 

I-Ie helped her along and  OU^ upon  the 
sand. ‘There was a negro bay  awaiting to 
talce charge of the  boat.  They  went up the 
slight  declivity. He had nbt loosed her 
hand, she had not  withdrawn  it.  The 
laughter,  the  chat,  the  aroma of boiling 
coffce, the rattle of dishes being ufipacltcd 
rcachccl them. ‘They stood for a moment in 
the shadow,  then  hcr  hand  left his and  they 
went to join the others. 

The dozen men and women were grouped 
about  the pine-knot: fire, for  the  warmth was 
grateful. 

There was badinage  and  sally,  light, ,fool- 
ish stuff, perhaps,  but flung like shining 
n e b u k  along  the  way  by  youth in its whirl 
of mere being. It is good to know how to be 
frivolous  sometimes. Alexina felt the ex- 
hilaration of sudden gaiety,  daring.  She 
sat down by the  youth  with  the  guitar and 
the  striped flannel coat. 

c‘ ‘  And both were young, and one was 
&&i@Z,’” warbled the owner to his guitar, 

making room for  her. “Right here, Miss 
Blair,  by me.” 

More than one presently  stole a look at 
the  tali,  rather  handsome Miss Blair, hither- 
to conceded reserved and different  from her 
mother.  She was Iaughing  contagiously 
with  the  youth,  and  in  the  end  she gained 
the guitar over which they were wrangling. 
She knew a thing or two  about a guitar her- 
self, it seemed-Charlotte Leroy could have 
explained how-as many  chords as the 
owner anyhow. But  the  young Leroy, it 
would  appear, was sulky, certainly un- 
sociable, sitting there, removed to  the out- 
skirts of things, to  smoke and stare  at  the 
moon. Yet never once did the girl look his 
way.  It was .enough that they were to re- 
turn  together. 

Nor was she  paying  attention  to Molly 
either. There  are  times when the  mad leap 
and  rush of  one’s own blood absorbs all con- 
sciousness. 

Molly was gay too, feverishly  gay. Some 
one  had brewed a hot something for the 
delectation  and comforting of the chilly ones, 
and Molly’s thin,  little  hand was holding out, 
her picnic cup as often as any one would fill 
it. I t  was Mr. Jonas who presently took the 
cup  away  and tried to wipe a stain off the 
pretty dress  with  his  handkerchief. 

I t  was late when the  start homeward was 
made. King came over to, Alexina. . .  

“ I have  to ask you to change to the large 
boat going back,” he said, a little  stiffly 
perhaps ; “Mr.  Jonas is taking Mrs. Garnier’ 
in the small one, and Mr. Henderson says 
he will see to you.” 

When she  answered her voice was sfightly 
nonchalant. 

” Why not ?” she  said, absorbed in putting 
an her jacket. 

She took  her place in the  boat  by Mr. 
Henderson. Evidently the evening  had 
gone wrong  with him for his face was ghastly 
in the moonlight, and his long, nervous 
fingers  never  stopped fingering the  little gold 
cross  hanging below the line of his vest. 

William Leroy did not  return  with  the 
party  at all.  Not that she was concerned 
with that, Alexina assured herself proudly; 
it was only that she could not  help  hearing 
the  others wondering a t  his entering a boat 
with  the negro boy and rowing swiftly  away 
up  the lake. I t  was clear to her.  Lake 
Nancy would have been the next  lake on the 
chain had  the  channel been cut  and he meant 
to  tramp across home, to save himseIf the 



4% T H E  H O U S E  O F  F U L F I L M E N T  

trouble of going back to  town.  She didn’t 
t h ink  he  had very good manners, at  any rate. 
Yet,  when  the boats came in at   the hotel 
pier,  it  was William Leroy who  met  them. 
He  waited  for AIexina and walked with her 
a little  ahead of the  others  up  through  the 
yard.  “Mrs. Carnier is not well,” he told 
her. “ I  went home and drove in and Mr. 
Jonas is putting her in the wagon now. We’ll 
t a k e  her  out  to mother ; she’s al1 upset  over 
something.’, 

She stopped  short,  having  forgotten her 
mother. “ I can’t let you,” she declared, 
+‘it isn’t right  to Mrs. Leroy.” 

‘ r  Mother’s waiting,” he said.  “You’d bet- 

Mrs. Leroy said that people always obey- 
ed the  Icing William töne.- Alexiba stood 
hesitating. He waited. 

Then she went. 
He was in the wagonette when she and 

Celeste carne out. The place was still  and 
deserted, even Mr. Jonas  had gone, for 
which Alexina  was grateful. 

Molly was on the back seat,  and Celeste, 
gaunt and  taciturn,  started  to  mount beside 
fier. 

She protested.  “Not you, mammy ; 
go in  front. I want Malise-not  the big 
Malise, you know-the little one.,’ 

T h e  girl taking the  wraps  from the old 
woman,  got in by her mother  and began to 
put a shawl  about her. The dew was falling 
heavily. Molly touched  her hand.  “Once 
Alexander said to me, ‘Let Malise keep 
t ight hold on you , Molly.’” 

Wilfiam Leroy was flicking the mules, 
traveling briskly through the  sandy streets, 
and talking to the old woman, but  she was 
sullen and the conversation died. 

Alexha’s  heart waschoking her. Herfather 
-daddy---i\rIolIy had spoken to her of daddy. 

And all the while MolIy was talking on, 
feverishly, incessantly. ‘‘ You must keep 
him  away, Malise, that minister, he worries 
me and his eyes make me uncomfortable, fol- 
lowing me. He makes me remember things, 
and l don’t want to. He says it’s his duty. 
He said to-night, I’m not going to-get well, 
and that he had  to tell me in order to save 
me from myself. Make him keep away from 
me, Malise ; I’m afraid of him. I took  it, 
tbat, to-night,  to forget what  he said-say 
it isn’t so, Malise-say it.” 

Willy leaned back over the  seat,  talking in 
steady, everyday fashion. “‘There’s the 

moon 
nier ? 
no ; it 

setting  ahead of us ; see it, Mrs. Gar- 
Everything’s so still, you say ? Why, 

:’S not so still. There is a cock crowing 
somewhere, and that  must  be a gopher scut- 
tling  under the  palmetto. Now, look back- 
ward. See that line of light ? It’s the 
dawn.” 

C H A P T E R  V I 1 1  
The  next evening a t  Nancy, an hour  or  two 
after supper, King William was tapping a t  
Mrs. Garnier’s door, which was ajar. 

“She is asleep,” warned Alexina ; from 
within. 

“Then come on out,”  he begged ; “the 
moon’s up.” 

“Go on,” Mrs. Leroy told  her, “Willy 
wants you,” which to  Charlotte was reason 
for all things. 

“ I t’s windy,” he called softly, “bring a 
wrap.” 

The girl came, bringing her reefer jacket 
and her Tam,  and  put  them on in the hall. 
The  jacket was blue, the  Tam was scarlet, 
and  both were jaunty. Me regarded  her 
in them with  satisfaction. 

“Now,  there,” said he, with  King William 
approval, ‘ I  I like that.” 

They  went  down and  out.  She was tired, 
she said, so they  sat on the bench  under the 
wild orange. The moss, drooping from the 
branches, fluttered  above  them.  The wind 
was fitful,  lifting and dying. I t  was a gray 
night, with  scattered mists lying low over 
the lake, while a  shoal of little clouds were 
slipping across the face of the moon. 

“ I t’s been too soft and warm,”  said Willy ; 
“it can’t last.’” 

But Alexina shivered  a little €or there was 
a chill whenever the wind rose. 

“Walk down to the pier,” he begged, “and 
back and then  you shall go in.” 

The  path led through  the grove. Stop- 
ping to select an orange  for her, he passed his 
hand  almost caressingly up  and down a limb 
of the  tree. 

“And you begin to pick the oranges Mon- 
day,”  said Alexina. 

“ Monday.” 
“And  this is Thursday.” 
They walked on. He  was peeling away 

the yellow rind that  she  might  have a white 
cup to  drink from. 

c c  I won’t  be here to see the picking,”  said 
Alexina. ‘ I  1 have to go to Kentucky for  two 
weeks, something about business. Uncle 



I 

too, asking me to stay with  them.” I couldn’t ; but that it should have to be 
L ~- ~ - - I  

It’s-it’s a business proposition,” said 
Alexina. But it took a bit of courage ta 
bring it out, 

he begged. W& he liughing ? 
r r  But I am mad,” she returned promptly. 
“ B u t  don’t go in, either way,” he said: ’ 

The morning after dawncd sunless and chill. . 

The sky was a pale leadcn, below which dark- 
er Imsses of clouds scurried. ’I‘he wind blew 
strong, steady, resistless. A t  breakfast they 
all sat shivering, 

“Have ~ e t e  start ,fires,’’ said Ring Wil- 
liam to Charlottc, “and you had better move 
Mrs. Carnier over to my room before night.” 
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“ Y  es,” said  the son , “and falling.” 
All morning  it fell. At noon i t  registered 

forty degrees. The wind still swept a gale 
that whistled  and shrieked at  the corners of 
the  house  and  the  three women passed the 
morning in  Charlotte’s room, shivering about 
the  open fireplace, while Pete  spent his day 
chopping  and  bringing in arm loads of fat 

King’s straight  dark brows. “ It’s thirty- 

ini. ItJi clearing, too.” 

pine  wood. All thë sense of dissatisfaction 
with Aden returned. Desolate gray  sand is a 
hideous exchange  for sward, and orange  trees 
look  like toys from a Noah’s ark. 

At  dinner  there was a furrow between 

eigh-f  degree;,” he told his father,  “and fail- 

Afterwards  hewas  talking  to  Pete in the 
hall. “No, sir,” reiterated Pete, “we’s too 
far below the line. Ain’t  never heard of such 
a thing down here.” 

At  four o’clock King  came in to say he was 
going to  town. “ It’s down to  thirty-four,” 
he told  his father. “ I’m going in and tele- 
graph up the river for reports.” 

“And  what  then,  son?”  asked  the Cap- 
tain.  “What can you do?” 

I t  was a hitherto unexperienced danger 
threatening Aden. But  youth  cannot  sit 
and  wait. Alexina,  from the window in 
Charlotte’s room, saw King William fling 
himself on his  horse a t  the  gate  and gallop 
off. The  wind had ceased. The live-oaks 
on either  side of the old iron gate  stood 
motionless, their moss hanging in dreary, 
somber  lengths.  There was no sound of bird 
or insect. And it was cold-cold. Alexina 
had a jacket over her woolen dress, for Aden 
houses are  not  built for cold, which poured in 
a t  casements,  beneath doors, at keyholes. 
Molly on  the couch, drawn up to  the fire, 
coughed, and coughed again.  Alexina went 
to her. “ I ’m cold,” she complained ; ‘‘ and 
how  dreary  it is.” 

I t had cleared and  the  sky was a pale, chilly 
blue.  The  sun  set in a yellow pallor. The 
night fell. 

King came in and warmed his hands  at 
the parlor  fire, Alexina and  Charlotte  had 
come down  now. “Thirty-two,” he told his 
father,  “and falling.” 

Neither  the  Captain nor his son  ate much 
supper,  but near-sighted Charlotte,  absorbed 
in things at hand, seemed unconscious of 
anything  more amiss than discomfort from 
the cold. After  supper  the son disappeared. 

Molly was  coughing  sadly. They  had 
.moved her bed across to Willy’s sitting-room 

and a fire  crackled on the  stone  hearth  but 
it was to be one of the  nights when she would 
not sleep, or but fitfully, and  when  Celeste 
and Alexina would not sleep either. At  nine 
o’clock they  persuaded her to bed. 

‘‘ But talk, Malise, you  and  mammy talk, 
I don’t have chance to think  when people 
keep on talking;  and,  mammy,  rub my 
hands, i t  helps, to  have  some  one rub 
them.” 

At  ten she wanted a drink of water. 
Alexina went  to  the window where she had 
set a tumbler  outside.  The  night was still 
and clear, the  stars  glittering. The  moon 
would rise soon now. How large the  grove 
showed itself from this  south  window, 
stretching  away to the  southwest  around 
the curving  shores of Nancy. As Alcxina 
opened the window she shivered despite  the 
heavy wool of her  white  wrapper and as she 
took in the glass, was it ? Yes, over  the 
surface of the  water  radiated a ferny, splin- 
tery film, which was ice. 

Molly, feverish and restless, drank  it 
thirstily, and  said i t  was good, but i t  roused 
her so that  she began to  talk  again. 

“He said I couldn’t prevent  his  praying 
for me.” She was harping on the  minister. 
“For my soul,” she laughed  uneasily. ‘‘ I 
told him to  let  my soul alone.  It’s per- 
fectly funny, Malise, that I’ve got to be 
prayed over when I don’t  want to Ise.” 

The night wore on. Celeste was  nodding 
even while her brown hands  went on rub- 
bing up and down the slim white  wrist and 
arm. 

The wood on  the  andirons  broke and  fcll 
apart.  The room grew  shadowy. “ Ruilcl it 
up, Malise,” begged Molly ; “ I like it  light.” 

There was no more wood upstairs. It was 
past twelve o’clock and  the house was still. 
Alexina opened the  door  into  the  hall. A 
lamp in case of need,  because o f  Molly, was 
burning on a stand. Alexina had remem- 
bered there was wood piled on the  parlor 
hearth. Mer slippcrs  were  noiseless. 

Down-stairs she paused,  then t iptoed to 
the  front door. The  big  thermometer and 
barometer in one, hung  against a side oE the 
recess and could be seen through the  glass 
side  lights. It was bright  moonlight now ; 
the shadows of the rose vine were dear  cut 
on the porch floor. She Iooked a t  the tller- 
mometer. She looked again. 

I t  had come then,  what  never  had come to 
Aden before. From the  talk o f  the day she 
had gleaned enough to know that   the  fr.irit 
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hanging on William Leroy’s trees was but 
so much  sodden, worthless  pulp. 

She  turned back toward  the  parlor where 
the firelight was flickering out  the door- 
way, then stopped. lie was in his father’s 
chair before  the  hearth. Mis elbow  was 
on  his knee and the  hand on which  his 

‘chin was propped was clenched. The flame 
flared up, His face was haggard  and Izarsil. 

Alexina fled back up-stairs. Molly had 
fallen asleep ; Celeste was nodding. 

The girl shut  the door and dropped in a 
little heap  on the bearskin before the fire. 
She was shivering, but in her eyes, fixed on 
the embers, was a yearning, brooding Iight, 
that made them  beautiful. Then suddenly 
she hid her face ’ in her hands, her head 
bowed on her knees, and began to cry. 

(To  be concluded) 

O N E  H U N D R E D  M A S T E R P I  
O F  P A I N T I N G  
B Y  J O H N  L A  F A R C E  

A U T i I O R  OP “ G R E A T  M A S T E R S ”  

T R I U M P H S -  
S the song and the verse re- 
corded success, so also has the 
work of the  hand in the  arts 
of the I~and-the arts of archi- 
tect ure, sculpture,  and  paint- 
ing-from their most vague 

beginning. Mostly these  early  testimonials 
are nlere  records ; often, however,  associated 
with some ideals-naturally tlzosc of religion, 
0% observance-d  duty  to  the forces which 
perhaps give succcss. Sometimes  they are 
testimonials to personal valour in the pcrson 
of the ruler, who triumphs  over his bound 
enemies in Assyrian sculptures or fights the 
Lion Iland to  hand. 

That good taste of the Greeks,  which we 
can never too much admire-so much is it a 
record of intellectual sight and of moral bal- 
ance-preferred to record triumphs by some 
devotion  to  the Cods who give the  battle, or 
else by solne image, which tl~rough praise of 
God and EEeroes, apart from men tlzemselves, 
might not wake that Nerncsis which they 
knew hangs forever over each  attempt  at 
seXf-glorificatiom That pcrfect taste is not 
so far from  later recognition OF the religious 
necessity of attributing n11 triumph and all 
success to  something  outside of us. 

With  the Roman world the  testimony is 
more  brutal, and as the ruler is a form of God, 
as the State and God become  one, there i s  
perhaps more  harmony than we discern 

P A R T  O N E  
easily today. With  the crash of Rome and 
the  triumph of Christianity comes of course 
some element of the Christian spirit, but 
still we see the Emperor,  often a half bar- 
barian, placed on the right hand of the lowly 
Christ in Byzantine mosaic. He is his Vice- 
regent, a sort of Lieutenant,  and he continues 
the Roman tradition. Then the chivalry of 
the Middle Ages, the absorption of alt in ser- 
vice to  the Church, or to  the Blessed Virgin, 
or to the Blessed Saints,  or  to Christ Himself 
the Head, wipes out  the record of personal 
triumph. Churches are built, windows are 
placed, saintly  stories are painted almost as 
alonenzext for success. With the necessary 
reaction, with the  breaking up of the ties to 
the superiors of hierarchy, with the asser- 
tion 0% personal value and valour comes first, 
and in Italy,  the record of the glory of the 
City, Occasionally this is, in a smaller way, 
a memorial of some great lord of personal 
promise or achievement, but it is .the City 
which is first glorified. Any smaller attempts 
here and there  are  unimportant,  and drowned 
in the praises and lauds of Venice as painted 
by her artists. No songs since Roman days 
have heen as fine in praise of the majesty of 
the City‘s farne. “ Nil visere majus.” Their 
meaning was sufficient, their  theme  grateful 
enough to lift the  painters  with them. In 
whatever case, that. something that painting 
alone can give-the cry a% music excepted- 
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remains  for us, to whom Venice is  but a 
name,  her  glory all departed. But,  never- 
theless, we see and  sympathize  with  the idea 
of success depicted ; as we do in music’s 
triumphs which are  for us, and are our own, 
though  their  meaning  was once for  others 
and  not  €or us at  all. What is the  exact 
cause of these  representations  and  triumphs 
having come to be the greatest  types is 
difficult to establish. Why, especially, when 
the  function,  the  external  representation of 
the  pomp of power was so often seen by 
1 talian eyes in Pontifical splendours, or in the 
ceremonial of churches ; in all processions 
of civic and  government display ; when the 
imagination of writers and of painters  in 
Florence, in Milan, or elsewhere, was called 
to instil poetry  into every  detail ; when 
Italian records are full of them ; when 
fortunes were spent  upon  them ; when a 
special form of poetry consecrated that 
name of “Triumph” for ideals such as Chas- 
tity, Love, or  Death (in verse we know they 
bore the  name Trionfi). When painters  and 
sculptors  again  translated  these poems of 
literature  into engaging- shapes, why  was i t  
left t o  Venice the commercial  alone to feel 
the  great  breath of joy and elation that ani- 
mates these great wall or ceiling pictures, 
which takes  them  away from local conditions 
and makes  them  types of the  pure  ideal ? I t  
may be  that  the  other previous forms, ex- 
hausted first attempts based on  the  copying 
of external realities-and not on the realities 
of art, in which colour, line, and  spaces  are 
the bases and realities of fact used t o  exczcse 
these means af a ~ t .  

The  great  painter,  Paul of Verona, fits so 
absolutely by his temperament, his training, 
and his methods of painting,  into  the repre- 
sentation of scenes open  to  the public eye, to 
which also belong  a certain proportion of dis- 
play, a certain  idea of function,  that  he seems 
to  have  invented  the occasions for  them. 
Other  Venetians  have  also spread  open great 
surfaces of architecture in which move their 
crowds : the needs of the time, which as we 
know determine  the  forms of talent, called 
for big spaces to be  adorned in  churches, in 
the  meeting places of convents, of palaces 
private or public ; other  painters  have filled 
these needs of the  day,  but none as if they 
had  aIways  wished  for such a  chance and felt 
themselves in their  proper home. A cool 
and  temperate  lighting, a wise and  temper- 
ate  arrangement  and balance,  a wise and 
temperate expression even in such a drama 

as  that of Christ  falling below the weight of 
the cross, have  always been with Veronese. 
But  the  larger  the  space to fill, the  more fig- 
ures to be invented,  the  more difficult the re- 
lations of real life and  arbitrary  arrangement 
of imaginary spaces, the more a t  his  ease 
seems this modest, most balanced,  most 
gentlemanly of painters. So complete is his 
equipment, so thoroughly  has  he  understood 
the necessities, or  what  one  might call the 
duties of the paintings to be seen on big 
stretches of wall or ceiling-which must be 
seen from  many places and still  keep beauty 
of line and  arrangement,  and  tell  their  story 
however looked at,  in  light,  and half light, 
and shadow-that we pass  a little  too easily 
and call this  decoration  and  not  drama.  But 
the essential good taste  which is Veronese’s 
marlt  and  his  serenity of mind  made him 
decide the  proper course. In  the  great spread 
of wall paintings, which must  remain before 
the  spectator  whether  he wishes to see or 
not, i t  is evident logic that peace and  order 
and  absence of disturbance  or  sudden  appeal 
should be  the law. Veronese is, therefore, 
the  great  decorative  painter,  whatever else 
we  may  think of him,  and it is bu t  right 
that  fate should have called him to  paint 
the  great  function of Venice Triumphant, 
in perfect  union  between the  idea  and  the 
artist. That  triumph is one of peace, of 
serene  established success. If centuries of 
war, of financial and  diplomatic  struggle, 
of commercial  effort,-of continued  industry, 
have been the  beginning of this  day of peace, 
there is  almost nothing in the  serene  picture 
to recall it. Only such  matters as belong  to 
great festivals ; the  putting of the  people in 
order and in  their places ; some troops of 
guards  making a police enough to remind  the 
happy ones at  home  that  outside  and  far 
away there  are men on watch,  and all the 
security of discipline and courage. Two 
horsemen ride through a  crowd which is there 
to enjoy the  spectacle  and  take  them as part 
of it. All but  these few guards look up to 
where above,  over  many  steps, ufon which 
ride  the horses, and  on  the  last  one of which, 
the Lion of St. Mark spreads  his  imaginary 
wings, rises a  palace solid but  imaginary, a 
painter’s dream of architecture,  but  the 
dream of a painter  learned  in  other  arts. 
Were it more real we couId not  explain why 
such things occurred there ; we should feel 
that in a building  built by hands,  subjected 
to  the conventionalities and  the necessities 
of the builder,  gods would not float  from 



ha ! hee-hee ! Yip. . . . Blame 
clumsy fool ! . . . P-too ! Y es, in my 
mouth  and in my ears and down the  back 
of my neck. All over.  Running  out of my 
sleeves. Everything I got on is just  ruined. 
Completely ruined. Come on. Let’s go 
home.  There’s nothing  more to  see, much. 
Aw, come on. Well, stay if you want to, but 
I’m going  home and get some dry clothes on 
me. You get  me to go to another Firemen’s 
Tournament and you’ll know it. Look at  
that  monkey  from Caledonia laughing at  
me, For half a cent I’d go up  and  smack 
his face  for him. I . . Aw, let  up on 
your  “Where’s Caledonia now?” Give 
us a rest. Well, are YQU coming, you 
folks ? . . . Kind of a. fizzle this  year, 
wasn’t it ? 

However, after supper, with  dry clothes 
on, i t  isn’t so bad.  The  streets  are packed. 
All the firemen are parading  and  shouting : 
“Who?  Who ? Who are we ?’, The Cal- 
edonias got one more prize  than our boys. 
Well, why shouldn’t they?  Entered in 
three more events. 1 don’t see as that’s 
anything  to  brag of or  to  carry  brooms  about. 
All the fife-and-drum corps are  out  and  the 
bands are all playing ‘* Hiawatha”  at once, 
but not  together. Not all either. There’s 
one band in front of I-Iofmeyer’s playing 
“Oh, Happy Day ! That Fixed my Choice.” 
That’s funny : to  play a hymn-tune in front 
of a beer-saloon. Hofrneyer seems to  think 
it’s all right. He’s inviting  them in to  have 
something. “Took the hint ?”  I don’t 
understand. . . . Oh, is that so? I 

didn’t know there were other words to  tha 
tune. 

See that woman with  four  Iittle ones. Her 
husband’s carrying  two more. ‘I I want  to 
go howm? Why caint we gow hwwm 7 I 
do  want  to gow howm pretty soon. I want 
to gow na-ow !” Eh, Mary, how wouId you 
like t o  lug them  around al1 day  and  then 
stand  up in the  cars all the way home ? - 

Well, good-by. Hope you  had a nice 
time. Give my  regards to all the  folks. 
Don’t be in such a rush, my friend. . . . 
Oh, did you see? I t  must be the  man  that 
got  hit on the head with  the ladder. Taking 
him  home on a stretcher. Gee ! That’s 
tough. Skull fractured, eh ? Dear ! Dear ! 
I hear  they have been keeping company a 
long time  and were to have been married 
soon. No wonder she cried and  took  on so. 
Poor girI ! Yes, it’s the women that suffer. 
. . . Oh, quite a day for accidents. I 
didn’t mind though  after I had changed my 
clothes. I took some quinine and I guess 1’11 
be all right.  Lucky  you got a seat. Well, 
you’re off at  last. Good-by. Remember 
me  to all. .Good-by. 

Well, thank goodness, that’s over. An- 
other ten  rqinutes of them  and I’d have- 
Well, Mary, what else could I do but ask 
them home after  he told me what  they  did- 
n’t have  to  eat  at  the Ladies’ Aid ? . . . 
I t  was all right. Plenty good enough. Bet- 
ter  than  they  have  at home and I’ll bet on it. 
The  table looked beautiful. I’m glad the 
Tournament doesn’t come but once a year. 
I’m about ready to  drop, 

THE H O U S E  O F  F U L F I L M E N T  
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P A R T  I I I - C H A P T E R  X 
I-IE Captain, Mrs. Leroy, and Me trudged  sturdily  and was whistling 
Alexina, on thegallery,  watch- under bis breath as he went. 
ed King as he trudged across “ B u t  it’s a debt-I owe it to you,” said 
the yard. He was going for the girl suddenly, turning on the  Captain. 
h i s  horse that he might  take a She spoke with vehemence, entreaty,passion. 

-telegram in to Aden for Alex- í‘We put  that aside the  other day-dis- 
ìna, who was to  leave the following  morning. cussed,”, said the  Captain  gently. 
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You did,”  declared the girl ; “ but not- 
you can’t say I did. And Mrs. Leroy saw 
the  right,  the  justice of it, when I talked  to 
her up-stairs. 

‘ I  But I hadn’t  heard Georges then,” Char- 
lotte  hastened  to  say,  “and I see now how 
you’re trying  to  make a purely  business 
affair a personal one.” Poor Charlotte,  she 
did  not  see  anything of the  kind,  she  was 
quoting  the  Captain. 

&S a taking  advantage,  and  hard,  and 
mean,  it was the pound of flesh, and you said, 

“The  boy will fight that  part  out,” said 
the  Captain.  The words sounded finaI, but 

L “ B u t  it is a debt,” declared the girl, crying 
a little  against  her will, “and you have  no 
right to refuse me. The whole transaction 

Mrs. Leroy, that  if the grove  could  be held 
a year  or two, and  not sacrificed right away 

I 

the  hand  laid on the girlish one clasping the 
arm of his chair  made  it right. 

Ir How can  he?” she insisted, with  stub- 
bornness. 

“ I don’t know,” said the  father. 
The  three  sat silent. King, waving his 

hat  at  them as he rode  around,  stooped 
from his horse, opened the  gate,  and  went 
through.  He was not a person to  be offered 
sympathy.  Right now he  was absorbingly 
cheerful. 

“But Mrs. Leroy admitted,” Alexina be- 
gan  again,  her  under tip trembling. 

*‘No, Alexina,” said Charlotte  hastily ; 
“ I didn’t. Or l ought  not to have,” she 
added honestly. ‘‘ I’ve never set myself 
against Georges in  things  concerning  Willy 
since we came down here. We  talked i t  out 
then, Georges and I. It’s been hard to see 
Willy fighting  things;  he was  born impe- 
rious, but he’s used to battling now : and I see 
what Georges meant. It’s better  for people 
to learn how to  battle. If I had  ever been 
taught-” 

The sufi was slanting in under  the old 
wird orange  tree  onto  the gallery.  Again the 
three  sat  silent.  Then  out of the silence the 
Captain spoke. He was an old man who had 
Iaid down  the  burden of labor,  to lift  and 
carry  the heavier load of inaction  in silence 
as  he  had  carried  the  other. His tone was 
impersonal. 

rrThere  was a giant wrestler, one  Antaeus 
of Lybia, if I remember my classics, Alexina. 
King  used to lie on  the rug when you both 
were  children,  and  read you about him. So 
many  times as this Antaeus was  brought  to 

earth, he arose  renewed, if I recall. The  
boy must wrestle with his own fate.” 

C H A P T E R  X I  
On entering Uncle Austen’s house, self-con- 
sciousness and  constraint closed in like  bars 
across the door of spontaneity.  Alexina. 
had arrived the  night before and  they  were 
at  breakfast. Uncle Austen  was  facetiously 
affable, and his sportive sallies, not  being 
natural  with him, embarrassed his  audience. 
There is something almost pitiable in the 
sight of middle-age grown playful. 

Emily, Uncle Austen’s wife-embarrass- 
ing realization in itself-looked in her  plate 
constrainedly, so that Alexina, if only that 
his further pIayfulness might  be  prevented, 
threw herself into  the  conversation  and  chat- 
tered  volubly, but in vain,  for Uncle Austen 
found  chance to reply. 

There was complacency in his  facetious- 
ness too. He  had  married  him a wife, and 
the pride of the  thing coming to him this 
late,  made  him a little  absurd,  and  yet, Alex- 
ina reflected, he was  a man of big  ability 
and varied interests,  prominent in whatever 
large  enterprises the  city  boasted,  banks, 
railroads,  bridges ; a  power in the  Repub- 
lican party of his state, his name  standing 
for respectability, wealth,  and  conservatism. 

“I’m  taking  pretty good care of your old 
friend  Emily, Alexina,” Uncle Austen was 
demanding playfully,  as he arose from the 
table- “She’s standing  transplanting  pretty 
well,  eh ?” 

Emily got  up  abruptly, so abruptly  her 
chair would have  turned  over  but  for his 
quickness in getting  there to  catch  it:  but 
his good-humor was proof even against  this, 
though he ordinarily frowned a t  awkward- 
ness. He  set  the  chair in place  and,  taking 
Emily’s hand as they all went  from  the room, 
patted  it  ostentatiously. Alexina  grew hot. 

“A  pretty  hand, a hand  for a man to be  
proud to own,  eh,  Alexina ? ” 

Emily almost snatched it away  and 
paused at  the  foot of the  stairs. 

“Good-by,” she said. 
He was finding  his overcoat  and  feeling 

for his gloves. Then  he  took a little whísk- 
broom  from the  rack  drawer  and  brushed 
his hat  with nicety. He was  smiling with 
high humor. The  man’s  content  was  almost 
fatuous. 

“I’m glad to have  you  here, Alexina,” he  
said ; “very glad. I will feel that  Emily is 
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having  the companionship  she ought  to  have 
in my  absence.” 

The click of the door as he closed i t  seemed 
to  breathe a  brisk and satisfied  complacency. 
Emily  had fled up-stairs.  AIexina followed 
her slowly. 

How strange  it seemed to  hear  her moving 
about in what  had been Aunt Harriet’s room. 

“Come  in,”  she called. 
Alexina  went  in. 
“He  might  at least have re-furnished it, 

mightn’t  he ?” said Emily, with a laugh. I t 
was  not a pleasant laugh. “What would 
you like for  dinner ?”  she  asked,  her  hand 
on the bell. 

“ J  don’t care,  anything,’’ said Alexina. 
’ r  So i t  doesn’t  cost  too  much,” said Emily, 

laughing  the  laugh  that was not  pleasant. 
Later,  the conferences with  the  servants 

aver,  she  sat down to  make  certain  entries 
in the  ledger,  open on the desk.  Alexina 
picked  up a magazine. 
“ Me asked me one  day,” said Emily,  tur- 

ning, “what had become of an end of roast 
that  ought to have come back  made  over,  and 
said  there  must  be  waste  in  the kitchen.” 
‘‘ Don’t,” said Alexina. “ I  wouldn’t, 

Emily.” 
“Why  not ? You knew i t  all before.” a 

Alexina flushed. “Y es,” she  said slowly, 
‘‘ I did. I knew it-before, How are  your 
mother  and  the  little girls, Emily?” 

“Mother-oh, all right. He  told  me  to 
ask Nan  and Nel1 over every  Friday  from 
school to supper,  and  mother  and  father  and 
Oliver  over  to  Sunday  night tea. ‘ I t  ought 
in the  end,’ he told me, ‘to  make  an ap- 
preciable  saving in your  mother’s provid- 
ing, these  continued absences from  stated 
meals.’” 

“You mustn’t, Emily. Tell me  about  the 
winter.  Nave you been gay ?”  

“Gay T ”  Emily wheeled from  the desk. 
She gazed a t  Alexina  almost wildly. Then 
she  laughed again. “Gay ! oh, my great 
Heaven-gay ! Then you don’t  know? I’m 
going to  bear him a child-and, oh, help 
me somehow, Alexina, I loathe him.” 

A child, Uncle Austen and  Emily a  child. 
A warmth, swept out of Alexina’s very 
soul and enveloped her. She knew, and 
she  did  not know. Other women, and girls, 
had taken  it  for  granted always that  she 
knew, and talked on before her. I t  meant 
to her  something vague, unapproachable, 
veiled, and a great overwhelming conscious- 
ness stifled and choked her. 

e 

‘ I  I went  out on the platform of the train 
while  we were away,’’ Emily was saying, 
Emily who, never even in childhood had 
curbed a mood, a dislike, a humor ; “and 
tried  to  throw myself off, but I was 
afraid.” 

Alexina shrunk. ‘ I  I mustn’t listen-you 
mustn’t. tell me-it’s between you and 
him, Emily.’J 

Emily had  got  up  and was walking 
about. 

‘ I  He offered Oliver a place in the bank, 
to please me, I thought. Oliver’s nineteen 
now. The place had been paying eighteen 
dollars  a week, and Oliver had only been 
making twelve. So he offered i t  to him at  
fifteen. ‘To the benefiting of both sides,’ 
he came  home and told me.” 

Emily  stood  stilt, her eyes tearless and 
hard.  “Put on your wraps,  Alexina, and 
we’ll go drive. It’s like a duty, a task,  the 
exercising of the horses. I t  hangs  over me 
like a nightmare  that I’ve got  it  to do,  until 
I’ve gone out  and gotten it over.” 

“ Yes,” said Alexina, on familiar ground, 
I r  I know. l’ve hated those horses too, be- 
fore you. B u t  you  ought to  be like Aunt 
Harriet, Emily ; don’t be like me-tell him 
so. ” 

Emily, unloclring the  wardrobe door, sud- 
denly flung up her arms against  it  and hid 
her face in them.  “I’ve  tried, I have tried, 
and I can’t-I can’t; I’m afraid of him, 
Alexha,” 

Eut  the child coming-their child ? Per- 
haps  the child would make it right? When 
it came, Emily would love her child ? Per- 
haps she  did, she never talked  about  it 
afterwards, and Alexina never  saw  her 
with  it ; it died in the summer, soon after 
its coming. 

When she  did see the two again, her uncle 
and Emily, on her own return to Louisville 
in the  late fall, the embarrassing playfulness 
had left Unclé Austen. Perhaps  the steely 
coldness of his manner was worse. Had 
Emily dared-even in her mourning, there 
was something  about her that was reckless. 
But she did not  dare. She was twenty-two 
and he was fifty-two, and she was to live 
afraid of him, to  see him an old man, for he 
is living now. 

C H A P T E R  X I I  
Marriet laughed a t  Alexina’s wonder over 
her. I t  took me a time  to realize that 



hospitality means the incidental oftener  than 
the invited,” she confessed. “My guests, 
you know, Alexina,  were formally asked, 
and the  other would have fretted me. That 
was why, I suppose, I had no intimates.” 

Harriet never knew, it would seem, 
these days, whether the Judge, the Colonel, 
Father Ryan, the man from the ofice  chat- 
ting in the library  with the Major, one or all, 
were going to stay for supper or were not, 
yet she had come to the place where she 
could  smile in serene and genuine welcome, 
the while everybody moved up and the col- 
ored housemaid slipped in an extra chair 
and plate. 

And she only laid a hand on the spoon 
with which little Stevie hammered his 
plate. 

‘ I  I’d take  it away and spank him myself, 
you know,” confided Louise,  Stevie’s mother, 
to Alexina ; “ I do  spank William.,’ 

But all of life  seemed to be moving for 
‘ Harriet  with serenity. Every trivial hap- 

pening  was  swallowed up in the joy that 
death had spared her  her husband. And 
the Major, whatever the agony, the horror, 
preceding the acceptation of a maimed Iife, 
had not last the vital grace of humor.  Life 
flowed in and  out of the Rathbone home 
with him for center, as it had used to do in 
and out of his office. The room where he 
sat amid his papers and books was a rallying 
place, because the strong will and person- 
ality of the man in the wheeled chair  made 
it so. 

“He’s been meaning far years to do a 
series of guerrilla articles a magazine has 
wanted of him, and now he’s at  them,” said 
Harriet, “and he has given in this far, in  his 
stiff-necked  pride, that he’s bought an inter- 
est in the paper for me, and  it keeps him in 
touch and absorbed,” 

The Major had been watching Alexina. 
At the end of several days’ observations, he 
leaned back in his chair and addressed her, 
His eyes were humorous. “There’s an en- 
couraging promise about you, Alexina,” he 
informed her. Then he  caressed his lean 
chin with his lean, smooth hand. “A prom- 
ise that gives me  hope.  You’ve laughed 
at  my jokes since  you’ve  been here, and not 
from mere politeness either. Now, Harriet 
smiles out of the goodness of her heart be- 
cause she thinks she ought to.” 

But he caught at Harriet’s hand, even 
while they all three laughed, for it was patent 
to everybody that Harriet had no idea what 

his jokes were about, which was the  amusing 
thing o€ all, seeing that it was the Major’s 
humor that she confessed had  attracted 
her. 

And yet, the eyes of the man often 
deepened and glowed as he watched  her 
moving about the house, for she made  even 
the trivial  duties seem beautiful  because Of 
her unconscious earnestness and her joy in 
their doing. 

C H A P T E R  X I I 1  
On the  return to Aden, that last hour on the 
train, Alexina was trembling. She was glad, 
glad to be back, yet of the  actual  moment of 
arrival she was afraid. 

I t  was Peter, and alone, who met her at 
the  station with the wagonette. The high 
ecstasy of her shrinking fell like collapsing 
walls beneath her. Life was gray, level, 
flat. 

“Mrs. Garnier’s po’ly this mornin’,” Pete 
told her as they  drove homeward. “Mis’ 
Cha’lotte wouldn’t leave her to come, and 
Mr. Willy, he’s  been gone for a week now, 
down to the grasswater with a pahty of 
gen’l’men, as guide.” 

#She felt strangely tired  and quiet. I t  
was going to be hard to seem as glad ta be 
back as she ought, Yet  the world, as they 
drove  out  to Nancy, was rioting  in bud 
and new  leaf and bloom.  Magnolias were 
uplifting  giant  ivory cups of heavy sweet- 
ness ; every tree-trunk,  rail, and  stump 
bore a clambering weight of yellow jas- 
mine bloom ; the  tai-tai-drooped pendulous 
fringes of faintest  fragrance, and wild con- 
volvulus ran riot over the palmetto. There 
was bird song and sunshine and ecstasy 
everywhere. 

And she could not feel glad, she could not 
feet glad, 

Promptly Molly dragged the girl off to 
their room. She looked slighter and more 
wistful-eyed and bored to death. “You 
promised  me we would go early in March, if 
I stayed  out here-you promised, Malise. 
And I’ve stayed. You promised we’d go to 
The Bay, where there are people, and hotels 
and it’s  gay. And it’s  March-now. You 
look so tall  and cold, Malise-what’s the 
matter T” 

Alexina, restless and absent, wandered out 
on the porch to  the Captain.  She chatted 
to him about Louisville, but there were 
sharpening angles about his face that  made 

e 



but  since he was to return & the sixth, 

But the very day  the  letter  from The Bay 
reached her, a Seminole came up from the 
glades with  game from King and a note. 
The party was considering making a longer 
stay, he wrote  to his mother, so she need not 
worry in  case he did not return, 

‘‘ I told him in my answer,” said Charlotte, 
“ that  you all were going. Dear me, I’ll miss 

‘ I len  he would know, he would know, and 
if he did not come it would be because it was 
his desire  not  to, 

Molly confessed to a few bills in town. 
Malise had left money, yet Molly had man- 
aged to make accounts a t  a fruiterer’s, the 
caf6, as it called itself, the  drug  store,  the 
stationer’s, and the two dry-goods establish- 
ments. 

Blairs,” Molly told her, “you know, 
Malise, they’re  really  mean,  Your grand- 
fa ther  BlQir carried you out  to  their  gate 
once to see a hand-organ man and his mon- 
key. You were  too pleased for  anything  and, 
when the man finally moved away, your 
grand%ather told you, ‘Say good-by to  the 
monkey, Alexina.’ ” 

Truth  to  tell, Molly and Charlotte seemed 
to have had a fine time in the absence of 
their two youthful monitors. Charlotte was 

why- 

you SO.” 

“I’m glad you’re not stingy like the.  

Whatever  the Captain thought, he sat un- 
moved ín the midst of the deluge of water 
and mopping that suddenly swept about 
him on the porches. There must have been 
Dutch in Charlotte somewhere, for hospital- 
ity with her meant excess of cleaning. 

I t  was a miserable week altogether to 
Alexina. The days dragged through to 
their nights, and the nights to morning. 
She had never known so hateful a time. She 
hated  the grove where thousands of oranges 
gathered into piles, lay rotting,  and where 
the smiling trees, wherever their buds had 
escaped injury, were putting out scattered 
blooms; she hated the lake and the Chero- 
kee roses in bloom,. she hated the crepe 
myrtles  and the camellias in the yard. To 
walk  meant wading through  sand,  there was 
nothing in town to make the drive worth 
while. The shame, the sting was in every- 
thing that ’was beautiful, that she should 
care. 

Mr. Jonas and Mr. Henderson drove  out 
one evening, Mr. Jonas  to  talk over  matters 
with  the Captain. Alexina wandered off 
by herself. 

Presently she heard Mrs. Leroy calling 
softly, I r  It’s your mother,” she told Alex- 
ina in a whisper, as the girl came back to the 
house, I r  I don‘t believe Mr. Henderson is 
good for her.” 

Molly was talking to Mr. Jonas, rapidly, 
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eagerly, like one defending self, as AleXina 
r e a c h e d  them. Mr.  Henderson was regard- 
ing her  out of somber eyes. 

“ It’s  not  that I think I’m sick,” filofly 
-was saying,  “like he says I am. I’m better, 
reallys much better, only while  he  was 
talking about,  about things-it’s, a dreadful 
religion his--I’d rather  be without any, like 

ean,  than  have one like his-I remembered 
QW Father Bonot used to pull the oranges 

fur me I couldn’t reach.  Here’s  llilalise 
carne back. Malise,  let’s not go to The 
B a y  after all ; lJm tired, let’s go to Cannes 
Bru’f6e. He’s there, Father Bonot is, they 
t o l d  me in Washington. He’s an Old, old 
man.  Let’s go back home  there.” 

“Why yes,’” said the girl, “if you  want ; 
yes, w ~ I  go.” 

“You were a little baby at Cannes Brulée 
-y,es,Ia animatedly,  “that’s what we’ll do. 
\Ve 11 go home to Father Bonot,  híalise.” 

A t   t he  touch of Mr. Jonas the minister 
s t a r t e d .  His face was gray. Then he got 
up and followed the other. On the way into 
Aden in  the  buckboard he hardly spoke 
u n t i l   t h e  hotel was reached. 

Mr.  Jonas  stopped  the mare before the 
p l a n k  sidewalk. The minister came to him- 
self  as out of chaos. 

“My God,’? he said. 
Mr. Jonas  turned the wheel. “Only 

y o u r s  ? ” he rejoined briskly. 
The minister, on the sidewalk now, looked 

up at him dazedly. “ I  don’t  know what 
y o u  mean,”  he  said. 

“Not yet,”  returned Mr. Jonas, with cheer- 
ful reassurance;  “you will,  you will, though.” 

50 again Alexina made plans. They 
w ~ o u l d  go on the eighth as before, she and 
C e l e s t e  and Molly, but they would  go to 
C a n n e s  Brulée. 

Supper was over and  the Captain sat smo- 
ing in his cane chair on the gallery. If King 

% r a s  coming, i t  would be to-night ; the train 
f r o m  the  south  came in at seven, and he 
knew that  they were going. 

Alexina, sitting on the steps betow him, 
w a s  glad it was the Captzin out here with 
h e r ,  rather  that  the others. It was  like the 
q u i e t  and cover of twilight, the silence  of the 
C a p t a i n .  Moving a little, she put a hand up 
on the arm of his chair. His  closed  upon it. 
H is eyes were resting on her strong, beautiful 
profile, though  she did not know it. 

T h e  moon came  up- The clock in  the hall 
sltxuck eight. Molly was  lying on the sofa 

inside, Mrs. Leroy moving  about as was  her 
wont, straightening  after  the  servants  had 
gone, and  innocently  unsystematizing  what 
little system they employed. 

Outside sat  the man and  the girl. .There 
were night calls from  birds  and insects, but 
beyond  these  sounds, the girl’s heart, listen- 
ing, heard- 

Between where the  road emerged from  the 
hummock and the  gate to Nancy was a 
stretch of old corduroy  road  over a marshy 
strip. Elsewhere a horse’s hoofs sank  into 
sand. Willy Leroy would ride  out, if he 
came, probably on Mr. JonasJs  mare. 

The girl sat, all else abeyant, listening. 
She heard the  first hoof-beat, the  first  clat- 
tering thud on wood. Her  hand slipped 
from  the Captain’s ; she  sat still. 

She sat stiller even as Willy rode in and 
called ha1100 to the house,  while  his mother 
and Molly, and even Celeste, came  out. She 
hardly moved, as  he  touched  her  hand,  and 
went past  her  with  the  others  into  the house, 
and left her there. 

She hardly knew how long i t  was they 
came and  went,  Fete  with  the  horse to the 
stable, Mrs. Leroy getting  the boy his sup- 
per. The  talk of the  father  and  mother 
and son rose and fell within. 

She heard them closing shutters,  hunting 
lamps, and  moving up  the  steps.  But he 
came out  and  sat on the  step,  near her, and 
yet  far away. 

They did not look toward each other. 
And yet  he knew how  she looked, fair, still, 
perhaps  a little cold ; and she knew how he 
looked, tanned and bronzed,  yet good to see 
in his hunting clothes. 

Shy as two  young wiId things  they  sat, and 
wordless. 

Presently he spoke,  looking away from 
her. 

“Mother wrote  me you were going. I 
came up  to  say good-by. They’re  to  wait 
for me in camp.” 

After  that  they  both  were  silent, how long 
neither knew. Then  the  girl  stood  up. 

“ I t  must be late,”  she  said. 
“Oh,” he said, “no-” 
‘gYesJJJ  she  said ; ‘‘ I think you’ll find it 

is. Good-night.” 

C H A P T E R  X I V  
In her packing  Alexina had  left  out a muslin 
dress for Mrs. Leroy’s evening. Going up 
from the hurried supper to dress, she glanced 



at it,  then  drew  forth a box from a trunk 
and pulled  the  contents therefrom.’ The 
dress that  came  forth shimmered and 
gleamed  and floated, it was a thing  that 
mus t  have enfolded any woman to’beautiful 
lines, and  have  made  any  throat,  any head 
lift. I t  was a purchase  she had been in a 
way ashamed of, tempted  to  it in a moment 
of weakness, urged on by Molly. 

Now she laid i t  forth  and dressed with 
care,  grave  as some  young.priestess. Molly 
Watched  her curiously. Even at the hotel 
there had been occasions for  only simple 
da thes ,  

But the girl even  brought forth some 
leather cases, Generally it was her little 
pose t ha t  she did  not care for jewels, but in 
her heart  she loved them, as  every woman 
does, primitive or civilized, young  or three- 
score-and-ten, Now she put  on  what  she 
had. Of late  the fairness of Malise had 
deepened  into  abiding  beauty,  yet  it was 
t h e  garb she  was emphasizing, it would 
seem, not  the personality. 

You’re curious,” said Molly. I would 
have  thought  it was  a time  for  the simplest.” 

“Should you ?” said Alexina. 
The evening turned  into a really sponta- 

neous  little affair, I t was the sort of thing 
the young people of Aden-dwellers in the 
various frame houses about the town, all 
sojourners from a common cause-some- 
body’s health-it was the sort of thing  these 
young people got up  about every other  night 
in the year. Two mandolins, a violin, and 
a h a r p  made music. A college boy with a 
cough,  and a Mexican bar-keeper played  the 
mandolins,  the local boot and shoe  dealer 
the violin, an Italian the  harp,  and  the 
whole called itself a string  band, 

Charlotte Leroyt in a rejuvenated dress of 
former splendor,  was the beaming soul of 
delight.  That Alexinx,Willy, and Celeste had 
really seen to everything  Charlotte  had  no 
idea, for neither had she sat down that day. 

But she beamed now, while Molly’s low 
laughter rose softly. 

Alexina  rearranged lights and adjusted 
decorations.  She  went  out  to  the kitchen 
and took a reassuring  survey. Later, she 
to ld   t he  Aden youths who asked, she  didn’t 
believe she meant t o  dance, They did not 
press her; perhaps it was the gown, perhaps 
it was her manner preventing. She laughed, 
as if i t  mattered ! She talked  with Mr. 
Jonas, but all the  time she knew that Wil- 
liam  Leroy, in his white flannel clothes, was 
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outside, smoking on the gallery. After a 
while she went out. He was leaning against 
a pillar, and  turned a t  her step. The night 
was flooded as by an ecstasy of moonlight. 
His eyes swept  her  bare shoulders and 
arms,  the shimmering  dress, the jewels, then, 
turning, he looked away. 

rrCome and dance,”  said Alexina. 
“ I don’t know  how.” 
“It’s your own fault,” said the girl as 

promptly ; “you climbed up on back sheds 
at dancing schooI so you wouldn’t have to 
learn.’’ 

I C  I t  gave me my own satisfaction a t  the 
time,” said he. 

“There’s so much that’s your own fault,” 
she  returned,  “and which you cover up by 
pretending you don’t  Iike or want, You’re 
as human as any one eke. You make your- 
self believe you don’t want  things because 
you’re stubborn and proud, but you do, you 
do.” 

“Under proper conditions,” he  admitted 
largely, “ I might, yes.” 

“Under  any conditions, in your heart you 
want  them, we  all want them ; you’re not 
different.” 

Well, and what then ?”  
“You are  not honest. that is what then,’’ 
“ WeII,” he returned; I r  and  what then ?” 
She was aImost crying. “You exonerate 

yourself, you condone yourself, you say you 
would, you could, you will-some day, if- 
if thus  and so. You think some better con- 
dition is going to bring the confidence to be 
what  nature meant you to be; yes, you do 
think it ; you do, you do. But it has to grow 
out of yourself. I can tell you that, and 
when the time you think for comes, to be 
what you’d like to be,  you’ll have lost- the 
power. I want to say it, I mean to  say it, 
I want  to  hurt you, J hope m y  saying it can 
hurt you, so I can go away glad, glad I’ve 
hurt you. There, I’ve said it ; don’t stop 
me, don’t; I came to  say  it and I’m going 
back now.’’ 

He was breathing,  hard. “Oh, no,” he 
said, “you’re not.”  He glanced around. 
Then he stepped down from the gallery and 
turned. “Come, let yourself go, 1’11 steady 

She hesitated,  brushing some wet from her 
cheek  with her hand. She did not know 
until  then  there had been tears. 

“Come,” he reiterated. I t  was the tone, 
women, even Molly, obeyed. 

She slipped down and he caught her and 

you. ” 
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set  her  on  her  feet.  “Pick up your dress,” 
he said, “ the  grass  is wet.” 

Everywhere, i t  seemed, there  were couples 
strolling. Around to  the right, by  the side 
door  with  its  little vine-covered pent house, 
was a bench  beneath a tree;  Aunt Mandy 
and Mrs. Leroy aired  their crocks and  pans 
thereon.  He  led  the way to it, spread  out 
his handkerchief,  and AIexina, gathering  up 
her  gleaming dress, sat down. The comical 
side of it must  have occurred to him, the girl 
gathering up a dress fit for a princess, to  sit 
there.  He  laughed,  not  an altogether  humor- 
ous laugh. 

“Illustrative of the  true  state of things, 
as i t  were,” he said. ‘ I  I proffer my  lady a 
milk-bench.” 

A sob rose in her  throat. “ I hate you,” 
she said hotly. 

“That you bestow feeling, of any  sort, to  
such degree, is  flattering,” said he nastily. 

‘ I  You’re very rude.” 
I t  puts us on a sort of equality,  and 

establishes  me  in  my own self-respect, so to 
speak, to have  face  to be rude to une grande 
dama-,’ 

“You’re not  honest,  and you know it, and 
it’s hurting you while you’re doing  it.” 

“Just so,” said William, after  the fashion 
of his father.  “Where  are  you going ? ”  

“To the house.” 
“Come back.” 
“ I  won’t. I’ve said what I had  to  say.” 
He  came  after her. “And  now you shall 

listen.” They stood and looked at each 
other. Her eyes  measured him with some 
scorn, his met  the look  squarely. “ I care  for 
you as the only thing worth  while in life,” he 
said. 

“l’ve  not so much  pride left you need 
think  you  have to say  that  to  save it,” she 
burst  fort h. 

“You are  the  one  not  true now. You 
know  it ; you  have known it right along. I 
hadn’t even the  arts of your world to know 
how to conceal it.” 

“My world !” said Alexina. 
“Very well ; let’s both be honest. I’ve 

fought it because I’ve had enough decency 
to see the impossibility-oh, my God !- 
what’s  the use  being fool enough to talk 
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about it. I haven’t  one cent on earth that’s 
my own ; I’m worse than a beggar, if we 
are going to be quite  honest  about  matters, 
since I’m a debtor.” 

“Oh,” said Alexina ; “oh, don’t.” 
“I’ve fought it  out,  or  thought I had, 

down there in the glades, and  then got up 
and came back  because I couldn’t let you go 

“I’m glad,” said Alexina ; I’m glad.’’ 
“You don’t know what you’re saying.” 
“ I  do know,” said the girl. “I’m glad, 

I’m  glad-” 
“AleXina !” 
“I’m glad.” Her young face was white 

and solemn in the moonlight, but her  eyes 
came up to his with  a  splendid courage. 
‘ I  I’m glad,” she repeated. 

I t  might have been a moment,  an  hour, 
a day,  an aeon, the  two looked a t  each other. 
Then  their  hands  went  out to each other,  for 
very need of human  touch in the  great  awe 
of it. 

-without-” 

When he  spoke both were  trembling. 
“Will you wait ? ”  he asked her. I t  may 

be Tong.” But  the  note in  his voice was 
new. The fight even then was begun. 

“Yes,”  she  told  him, grave eyes meeting 
grave eyes, for young love, like all young 
things, is solemn. Then he  drew her to  him, 
and sight and sound went  out, and the solid 
round earth was spurned. And yet  they 
were but two of the long, unending  line, 
mounting thus to  God and His Heaven, for 
it is for this we are come into  the world. 

Suddenly Alexina slipped her  hands  from 
his and fled. 

Molly was on the porch with Mr. Jonas. 
A toy harness $rom the cotillion favors 
jangled on her dress. She had sunk laugh- 
ing on a bench to  get  breath. 

ccYes,” she told Mr. Jonas, “we go in the 
morning, to Cannes BruKe.” 

Alexina was coming up on the porch and 
to Molly. Straight  she slipped to  her knees 
and her arms  went round  her mother. 

“Dear me, Malise,” said Molly. 
The head of the girl hid itself in the  curve 

of the mother’s  neck and shoulder. 
“Dear me,  Malise,” said Molly ; “you’re 

such a child.” 

END 


