THE

L l[S 10 EQ??“URNAL

Ten Cents | 1894
‘The-Curtis-Publishing-Company-Philadelphia-



To
Cot}k
4 a ksh.

Then cook him—
In COTTOLENE.,

Fry your fish and other things in Cottolene,
the new shortening. All good cooks to-
day use it in place of lard for every cook-
ing purpose. They find

COTTOLENE

much better in flavor, much more econom-
ical, much more healthful. Be sure and
get the genuine. See that the trade mark
—a Steer's Head—is on every package.
Sold everywhere in 3 and 5 pound pails.
—~MADE ONLY RY—

The N. K. Fairbank
Company,

Chicagzo. St. Louis, New York,
Boston, Philadelphia, Mou-
treal, San Fraucisco.
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Some soaps are said to contain an ingredient “ good for the skin.”
Suppose they do. Would such an application have any effect? If
the soap is “good” for anything, should it not wash away its own
elements, and leave the skin clear?

Is it not more likely that the “ good for the skin” ingredient is
there to conceal the odor or appearance of a poor soap?

Dr. James C. White, of Haivard University, says:

“‘There is no positive virtue in carbolic, tar or other medicated
soaps for ordinary purposes.”

Ivory Soap contains nothing, is nothing but soap—pure soap.

G.17. CoPYRIGHT 1893, BY THE ProcTER & GamsLe Co.
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“ Mrs. Winterbourne had risen to greet them as they stepped from the carriage

THE GATHERING OF THE WINTERBOURNES
By Marjorie Richardson

[With Ilustrations by Irving R. Wiles)

HE old Camford station

carriage, drawn by a

melancholy black beast

with a wisp of a tail

and a scraggy mane,

moved slowly along

the causeway. The

horse lifted his feet

heavily as though a

four-pound weight were attached to each

hoof, and scuffed through the dust, send-

ing clouds of the gray powder through the

Wneless windows of the old hack. Jeffrey

interbourne leaned far back in his corner

of the carriage and wiped the grimy tears
ostentatiously from his eyes.

‘“Yes, dear,” said young Mrs. Winter-
bourne sympathetically, “ 1 know the dust
is awful, and the horse too—'’ putting her
head out of the window and glancing at
the gently ambling steed. * Whipping
seems to do no good either. It just makes
him go up and down a little faster in one
spot and doesn’t urge him ahead any.
But what can you expect in a deserted
little village like this?”’

‘Oh,” yawned Winterbourne, ‘I don’t
complain of the horse. It is the natural
Fait for him to assume after serving for the
ast twenty years in funeral processions—
and of course that is the only use a horse
could possibly be put to here—but I can’t
help thinking of the cruise we have been
done out of, all on account of an old lady’s
whim. Why couldn’t she have raffled off
the heirlooms? Saved no end of bother—
and fighting, too, I fancy.”

‘“ Now, Jeffrey,” returned his wife a little
sharply, ‘‘I hope you mean to show more
diplomacy than that while we are at ‘The
Locusts,” or every one will think you take
no interest, and some little insignificant
thing that no one else cares for will be
shoved off on us, and you know I have set
my heart on having the picture of your
great-grandmother Winterbourne.”’

‘“ A dowdy-looking girl with china blue
eyes, shoulders shaped like an hour-glass,
dressed in a table-cloth or some window
curtains, and the canvas so black now that
it looks like a spirit picture. No, Nina, I
sha’n't work for that. You'll have to fight
for the Copley yourself if you want it. The
only thing [ really care for is the silver
punch-bowl Aaron Burr gave my great-
grandmother on her wedding-dav. Now

way one naturally expected her to, the
heirlooms had not been hers a month be-
fore she wrote to the Winterbourne grand-
children, requesting their immediate pres-
ence at “The Locusts,” the old homestead
in Camford.

Although the unpleasant duty of distrib-
uting the relics had been imposed upon
her—so the letter said—she had decided to
throw off the responsibility by allowing
the heirs to divide the things up among
themselves.

‘“ Your grandfather,’”’ she had said in
conclusion, ‘‘left this task to me, instead
of doing it himself, because—as you well

sacrifice,”’ put in Miss Dorinda, with a side-
wise simper at her-elderly relative, ‘ don’t
we?’’ casting a soft, appealing glance at
the group on the piazza.

* Eminently,” replied Mr. Sydney Winter-
bourne, his speech rendered a trifle unin-
telligble by the pepsin tablet on his tongue.

‘“No sacrifice at all,” said Mrs. Winter-
bourne bluntly, without looking up from
her knitting-work. ‘It is all.on my own
account, for I did not want the trouble of
willing the things away. Besides that, it
upsets my nerves to have people waiting
around for me to die. Now don’t trouble
to disclaim that, any one of you. 1 know
the remarks that would have been made:
‘I shall hang the Copley there, after my
step-grandmother dies,’’”” mincing the
words out in a thin, high voice. ‘ ‘I shall
have punch served in the old Aaron Burr
punch-bowl if my step-grandmother ever
goes off ,’ "’—this last in a deep grow! with
an off-hand shake of the head that sent the
iron-gray curls on either side of her temples
bobbing up and down. ‘‘Don’t try to
soften the world down for me. I know it
well.”

There was a snap in the old lady’s eyes
and a flame in her cheeks that made one
as wary of entering into an argument with
her now as in the years gone by.

‘‘—er—that punch-bowl is a fine bit of
silver,” remarked Morgan hastily. * Do
you remember it, Jeffrey? Why not all
come in and take a look at the whole col-
lection? Grandmother has spread them
out in fine array for us.”

““That’s right,” said the elderly woman,
rising briskly and leading the way into
the library. ‘‘ To business at once. The
quicker the choice is made, the better.”

She threw up the window-shades with a
snap, and the slowly setting sun filled the
room with an amber glow that touched the
punch-bowl aslant, giving its gleaming
sides an extra burnish, and shone full on
the treasured Copley, bringing out the

quaint picture of Theodora Winterbourne
clearly on the dark canvas. The painting
was leaning against an old gilt harp, the

g:')operty of the same Theodora Winter-
ume—and bits of antique furniture, old
silver pieces and bric-a-brac were scattered
about the room.

‘‘ You know that this portrait,”” said Miss
Dorinda, putting her hand caressingly on
the frame with a touch of ownership, *‘ was
in the house on Beacon Hill—mv home. vou

“*Why then,” exclaimed Nina Winter-
bourne eagerly, “if it is the romance of
the thing that we are to consider, I think
{)effrey should have the Copley, for he

ears the very name of the old Tory who
owned it, don't you know, ‘Sir Jeflrey
Winterbourne Winterbourne’?”’

*“Only ‘mister,””’ put in Jeffrey plain-
tively from the other end of the room
where the three men were examining the
old punch-bow] with covetous eyes.
Then: ‘“Well, what have you decided
about the portrait? I am rather inclined
to think it should go to the oldest heir.”’

A pink flush spread over Miss Dorinda’s
face, and she became suddenly absorbed
in making out the inscription on an old
snuff-box.

“There is no oldest heir when it is a
woman,” grunted Sydney Winterbourne
under his breath. Then aloud: *‘The
portrait does not concern me at all, but I
own | want the punch-bowl.”’

‘‘So do I,”” announced Jeffrey calmly.

‘“And 1,” put in Morgan.

‘“You forget; you are not a Winter-
bourne,” reminded Sydney. ‘ You have
no right of choice.”

‘“But I have,” cried Sally vivaciously,
“and I think the Copley should go where
old families are recognized and appreci-
ated, as they are only in Philadelphia.
There is a space in our gallery where Penn’s
ancestral portraits are hung just large
enough for this picture—and it is a con-
sFicuous place for it too, and in a fine light.
If this comes to me I don’t care anything
about the punch-bowl.”

“Nor I. It is so suggestive of—liquor,”’
shuddered Miss Dorinda.

‘‘ Remarkable characteristic of a punch-
bowl,” breathed Jeffrey. * Why not toss
up for these two relics that are in such de-
mand ?”" he added addressing the entire

grou(g. -
“QOh,"” said Nina with a protesting little
cry. ‘*No!gon might lose.”

‘“Of course, if you gamble, some one
must lose,”™ observed her husband in de-
spair.

‘1 am sorry to interrupt this agreeable
little family conclave,” broke in old Mrs.
Winterbourne suddenly, her sharp eyes
glancing from one flushed face to the other.
** But tea is ready. You can resume your
discussion immediately afterward, you
know.”’

The evening drageed itself wearilv away

r
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nervously, ‘‘you won't be home till eleven
or twelve, and with all this silver spread
out, and no man in the house—"’

Old Mrs. Winterbourne gave an indig-
nant sniff.

‘ Rubbish and gammon, Paulina,” she
said. ‘I should like to know if I am not
capable of taking care of my own house?
The silver will be put in the safe, and at
night I always keep two loaded pistols on
the hall table at the head of the stairs.”

‘“How accommodating of you,”’ ex-
claimed Jeffrey. ‘‘I leave my punch-bowl
in dyour charge then, grandmother, and I
bid you all good-night with a feeling of
perfect security,”’ and in another moment
the three men were tramping along the
country road toward Daneville.

The women thus deserted tried drearily
to keep up a conversation until the great

clock in the hall struck ten. Then Sally
Morgan rose with alacrity.
‘ Good-night,”” she said. *‘ This is my

béd-hour in the country. Would you mind
if Ilighted the lamp in the library for just
one minute, grandmother?’’ she addedina
lower tone. ‘I want to see how my—how
the Copley looks by evening light.”’

“We will all come,”’ sai iss Dorinda
‘I wish to look at it again my-

Old Mrs. Winterbourne lighted the lamp
and then moved energetically about the
room locking the windows and putting
some of the most valuable silver pieces in-
to the small safe which was built into the
wall near the chimney-place.

The other women stood silently before
* the portrait.

‘“If it comes to me, I shall have the
frame changed,” said Sally Morgan at
length, rubbing her finger critically across
the tarnished %lilt. “éipher gets up de-
lightful old-fashioned frames if you are
willing to pay for them. Now, cousin
Dorinda, don't look so shocked, and Nina,

ou are only a connection by marriage.

{‘here is no need of your drawing down
the corners of your mouth like that. You
know very well that such a worm-eaten
old specimen wouldn’t be tolerated any-
where—except, perhaps, in Boston,” she
added under her breath. Miss Dorinda
was heard to murmur something which
sounded like * vandal.”

‘“ Nonsense,”’ cried Sally in her sprightly
way. ‘‘You shall see how much better
one of Cipher's frames will bring out that
picture. Here, Nina, help me draw it for-
ward a little, will you, I want to see if I
can get any music out of this old harp.
The strings seem to be really in very good
condition.”

She screwed up several of them and
struck a hoarse, wailing chord.

‘““ Horrors,” she cried, putting both
hands to her ears. ‘‘Lean the picture
back again. This harp will never do for
anything more than a rest for its mistress’
portrait.”’

“[ thought ten o'clock was your bed-
hour, Sarah,” remarked old Mrs. Winter-
bourne from the doorway.

‘“Yes, grandmother, we are coming,”
cried Sally putting out the light hastily and

roping her way into the hall. ‘“How
growsy country air makes one,’’ she said,
stifling a yawn as they all ascended the
stairs together. ‘‘There is no need of
sowing sﬁsep-seed here. I shall be dream-
ing in five minutes.”

And true to her word, she was dancing
the minuet with Aaron Burr before the
others had put out their lamps—priding
herself on the grace of her courtesy, and
listening to his whispered flatteries with an
eager ear. It seemed to her that she had
been asleep a long time when Nina’s voice
close to her ear roused her.

Young Mrs. Winterbourne was standing
in the moonlight beside her bed and was
shaking her violently.

‘“‘For mercy’s sake,”’ she was saying be-
tween her chattering teeth, ‘“‘wake up, Sally.
We're being robbed.””

Mrs. Morgan sat up in bed, and with her
woman’s first instinct opened her mouth to
scream, but Miss Dorinda’s hand was
pressed on her lips. .

‘Don't be a simpleton,’’ said the spinster
in a harsh whisper. ‘You don’t want to
lose everything we have. The thieves are
down in the library picking the lock of the
safe and the men are not back yet. If they
hear a sound they will just take what they
can and leave. They’ll probably murder
us too,”” she added hastily as she saw by
Sally’s ex?ression that that thought brought
only relief, ’

‘‘Can’t we call grandmother?”’ moaned
Mrs. Morgan helplessly.

‘“No, we can’t. Herroomis in the wing,
and besides we have no time to lose. We
must go down at once and—s4oof them.”’

The spirit of 76 was speaking in Miss
Dorinda now. The simpering spinster of
the afternoon had made place for the res-
olute woman determined to protect her
property.

‘1 was going down for a glass of water,”
she continued, ‘“‘and from the hall I dis-
tinctly heard the click of their tools. Nina
has the big musket which hung in the front
chamber. T have one of the pistols and
here is the other for you. Don't hold it by
the muzzle, child!”

“We must creep down to the library
door," quavered Nina Winterbourne, “‘and

wait till we hear the sound again, then we
must all fire ; and for pity’s sake don’t have
hysterics, Sally.”

Shivering and breathless, but too fright-
ened to rebel, Mrs. Morgan followed the
two women as they stole noiselessly down
the stairs till they reached the library door.
Then came an awful moment of waiting.
The solemn *‘tick, tick ’’ of the hall clock
only made the silence all the more terrible.
Miss Dorinda raised her pistol and listened.
Suddenly there came from the library an
unmistakable sound—a scraping noise fol-
lowed by a sharp click.

‘‘ Fire,”’ shrieked Miss Dorinda discharg-
ing her pistol. There was a roll like heavy
musketry from Nina’s weapon, followed
by a loud crash, for Mrs. Morgan’s nerves
had deserted her completely, and instead
of firing she had thrown her pistol in the
direction of the safe.

There was a sound of something break-
ing—a heavy fall, and then all was still.

Jeffrey Winterbourne was fitting the
latch-key to the front door when the deaf-
ening uproar arose and died away. He
dashed into the house in a second’s time,
and hurriedly lighted the hall-lamp so that
Sydney Winterbourne and Morgan, who
had been loitering behind, caught sight of
the strange scene immediately after they
heard the report of the pistols. Sally
Morgan lay in a dead faint on the hall floor
and Nina Winterbourne crouched against
the wall with both hunds pressed over her
eyes. Miss Dorinda stood straight and
firm beside them, gazing, by the aid of the
sudden flood of light, into the library.
Several frightened-loof(ing maids were
%eping over the balusters, and old Mrs.

interbourne’s voice could be heard call-
ing anxiously from above, inquiring 'the
immediate cause of the commotion.

Miss Dorinda glanced around once me-
chanically at the little group of pale-faced
men and then looked back at the corner of
the library.

‘‘Sally strung up the harp last night,”
she said in a strange voice. ‘‘She forgot
to loosen the strings again and the damp-
ness snapped them one by one. We
thought it was burglars breaking into the
safe. We have protected our property, and
we have ruined—my Copley.”

* * * * * * * *

‘“Well,” began Jeffrey the next morning
at breakfast, breaking the silence that had
ensued ever since the gathering about the
table. *‘ As yet we have not accomplished
the errand which brought us all together at
‘The Locusts.' "’

‘““The Locusts,”” repeated old Mrs.
Winterbourne in derision. * Better for
the time call it ‘ The Hornets.” When I
asked you here I supposed you would each
show some amiability and divide the relics
as fairly as possible.”

 But, grandmother,”’ expostulated Miss
Dorinda with gentle irritability, ‘‘don’t
you think it was natural for us each to want
the heirloom of the greatest ancestral
value in the Winterbourne family ? *’

‘“No—can’t understand it at all. ITama
Jones,’’ returned the older woman sharply.
“From what 1 have always heard these
heirlooms have brought nothing butquarrel-
ing ever since they left their original own-
ers. But the Copley will never be fought
over again,’’ she added atrifle triumphantly.

“Of course the most desirable thing to
be had now is the punch-bowl,”’ remarked
Mrs. Morgan.

““Oh, why don’t ¥ou still take the Copley,
and tell the old families of Philadelphia
that the canvas was punctured by the bul-
lets fired by the descendants of William
the Conqueror, and that you would rather
part with the picture than the holes?”’ pro-
posed Nina rather venomously.

‘“The punch-bowl would be an acquisi-
tion,’’ began the Boston off-shoot.

‘“Oh, cousin Dorinda,” rebuked Jeffrey,
‘“think of the liquor it has held! On the
night of Theodora Winterbourne’s wed-
ding, Aaron Burr filled his glass from it
with the toast : ¢ Our country-women—for
whom we would die—but for whom we
should die,’ and then proceeded to die by
drinking to each country-woman present.
Think of it, cousin Dorinda.”’

“Ye-e-s, I know, but I could tur it
into a flower-bowl and keep it filled with
roses—"’

“I am the eldest male Winterbourne,””
interrupted Sydney gruffly. ‘* Itshould be
given to me and cause no 1ll feeling either.”

‘ Reflect a moment on the horrible indi-
gestion the contents of the flowing bowl
would give you,” reminded Jeffrey.

““Though, perhaps, in making the punch .

you might omit the lemon and sugar and
spirits, retaining only the hot water.”

“You are too flippant, cousin Jeffrey,”
said Miss Dorinda peevishly. ‘We shall
never come to a decision if you rattle on
like this.”

“Itis an absurd idea any way, leaving
the choice to us,” grumbled Sydney.
** Grandmother, you did wrong in not in-
terpreting the wiﬁ more literally.”

At this rebuke a dangerous light shone
in Mrs. Winterbourne’s eyes, and the flame
deepened to crimson on her cheeks, but
she merely pressed her lips together and
took no part in the discussion that followed.
The grandfather—heretofore always spoken
of with the reverence amounting almost to

‘afforded to her.

awe, which the descendants accorded to
every Winterbourne ancestor—was now
severely censured for the careless disposi-
tion of the heirlooms. His wife was also
blamed—as openly as the relatives dared
in the elderly woman’s presence—for
shirking the duty thus placed upon her.
Then when all of that was left behind, and
the punch-bowl brought up again, the con-
versation grew more and more heated.
Miss Dorinda wept scalding tears when her

- claims were derided. Mr. Sydney Winter-

bourne lapsed into a surly state of gruff-
ness when his demand was pronounced
preposterous. Mrs. Pendleton Morgan
grew speechless with indignation because
no one would even listen to the punch-bowl
beinF carried to Philadelphia; and the
whole group turned fiercely upon Jeffrey
when he serenely announced that if he did
not receive the coveted bowl he would in-
sist on having it sold for old silver. There
seemed to be no way of satisfying the
claimants. Four Winterbournes clamor-
ing for one heirloom made the position
difficult.

In the midst of the fracas old Mrs.
Winterbourne, with a resolute step and
erect head, left the dining-room. She went
directly into the library—decision written
in every line of her face—and seized the
silver bowl in a firm grasp. A moment
later she was in the kitchen, emptying a
large iron boiler of the hot water it con-
tained. Then, with ruthless hands, she
slid the venerable punch-bowl into the pot
sideways, and placed it on the stove.

‘I have carried out the directions of the
will now to the letter,” she said, grimly
watching the bowl dissolve into a shape-
less mass, as the old persecutors viewed
the writhings of the martyrs. *“It will
never cause any more dissension or discus-
sion.ﬁ 1 have disposed of this heirloom as [
saw fit.”

POST-GRADUATE COURSES FOR WOMEN
BY J. MACDONALD OXLEY, B. A, LL. B.

NE of the most significant and
satisfactory signs of progress to
be credited to our century is the
rapid and remarkable develop-
ment in the facilities afforded
for the higher education of
women. How interesting it

would be if the most intellectually ambi-
tious woman of the year 1800 could revisit
the glimpses of the moon for a brief space,
that we might take her the rounds of
Newnham and Girton in England; of
Vassar, Wellesley, Smith, Bryn Mawr and
Radcliffe College in the United States, of
Toronto and Dalhousie Universities, the
Donalda Institution, and Mount Allison
College, Canada, where the fair girl fresh-
man either has it all her own way or is free
to enter into unhandicapped competition
with. her brother, man! With what grow-
ing wonder and delight would our ghostly

uest recognize that her brightest hopes,
ger strongest desires for the advancement
of her own sex, had been more than ful-
filled, and that the stigma of intellectual
inferiority so unjustly laid upon her had
been removed forever !

The eagerness with which woman has
seized her opportunity, and the almost
startlin§ly good use she has made of it,
are no less notable than the fact of its bein

It would seem as thou E
the previously pent-up ambitions of the
sex, %aving at last found a proper outlet,
were rushing forth in a volume, whose
strength is the greater because of the long
restraint, and which may, after the novelty
has a little worn off, abate in some degree.
Indeed the men may hardly be blamed if
they should seek to comfort themselves
with some such view of the case, for they
certainly have of late been badly worsted
in many a hard-fought field.

THE extraordinary success achieved by

Miss Fawcett at Cambridge, when she
won the unparalleled rank of Plus Senior
Wrangler, is fresh in the minds of all. But
she by no means stands alone. Miss
Piercy, of the University of London, re-
cently distanced all her fellow-students in
the medical examination; Miss Diana
Thomas led the highest class in English,
and Miss Margaretha Stoer held the same
place in French; Miss Jane Holt was facile
princeps in experimental physics, and the
names of other ladies were to be found
upon the honor lists.

The same story comes from kindred in-
stitutions. Miss Fleury won first place in
the Medical School of the Royal University,
Ireland, and Mdlle. Belasco, a beautiful
Roumanian girl, the highest honors of the
Law School ; while to take an illustration
from our own side of the ocean, at Toronto
University, Miss Louie Ryckman, a be-
witching blonde in the early twenties, led
her class throughout her whole course, and
wound up by taking high rank in two dis-
tinct lines of honor studies, her achieve-
ment finding fitting reward in an important
educational appointment commanding a
large salary. In all these cases the two
sexes met in unrestricted rivalry. It wasa
fair fight with no favor shown. The glories
won by the girls are, therefore, dimmed by
no qualifications, nor marred by any short-
comings.

NOT only so, but if any general conclu-
sion may be drawn from the experi-
ence in England in connection with the
recent University Extension movement it
would appear as if the women were deter-
mined to surpass the men in numbers as
well as proficiency. At the Cambridge
higher local examinations held not long
ago, forty-one women and only three men

resented themselves as candidat=s; at

radford there were twenty-four women
and one man; at Leeds, thirty-five women
and two men; at Manchester, forty-three
women and one man, and at Liverpool,
fifty-nine women and one man.

The desire and the fitness of the fair sex
for university work have, therefore, passed
entirely out of the region of experiment,
and become established beyond all cavil.
Wherever the doors have been opened to
the ladies they have hastened to enter, and
they have entered to stay. There is a
door, however, into a still wider sphere of
intellectual attainment that yet remains
jealously closed against them, and at which
they have thus far knocked in vain. Re-
treating step by step before their patient,
determined onset the men have surrendered
one after another of what they consider
their peculiar privileges until they have
made a last stand at the solitary one re-
maining—they exclude their petticoated
rivals from the post-graduate courses.

A lady graduate, with honors of Toronto
University, desiring to prosecute special
branches of study beyond the facilities
afforded her there, sought admittance to
Johns Hopkins, and her application was
met with a polite but firm rejection. Clark
University proved equally inhospitable.
The women'’s colleges could not take her
any farther than she had already gone.
So she was compelled either to abandon
her design or cross the ocean in order to
E)osecute her studies at the University of

ndon, where the way was widely open.

Here, then, is a state of affairs that de-
mands immediate attention. Why should
women be excluded from the benefits of
the generous provision that has been made
for the prosecution of post-graduate
studies? Whatever argument might be
adduced to justify this exclusion would un-
doubtedly apply with equal force to admit-
ting them to the universities. But this has
been done in spite of opposing argument
and vested prejudice, and the results have
turned both into laughing stocks.

It would be interesting to know the real
reasons that inspired the authorities of

ohns Hopkins in barring the door of their

institution against a woman. Have mas-
culine skepticism as to feminine capacity
for advanced study, and masculine dislike
of feminine competition here finally en-
trenched themselves?

IT is not enough at this day that a girl
may go to college, complete a curric-
ulum as liberal as that provided for her
brother, and graduate with as high honors
as he. Her opportunities should not end
there. If she sees fit to put before herself
a life of scientific research, rather than one
of domestic felicity, they should go as far
as any institution of learning can take her.
There is no reason why women should be
content with positions as teachers in high
schools, preceptresses in academies, or
even professors in ladies’ colleges. They
ought to be free to allow their ambition to
soar as high, yea, as a seat within the
mystic circle of Johns Hopkins itself, and
to quote the expressive phrase of dear old
I})]an"l' Peggotty, ‘‘I can’t say no fairer than
that.

That this freedom will ere long be theirs
is no more a matter for doubt than the ex-
istence of the Washington Monument, and
in the meantime it is very satisfactory to
note that with characteristic enterprise
women have already in some degree taken
the matter into their own fair hands. I
refer to the European scholarship lately
founded by the alumnz of fourteen of the
colleges admitting women to their classes.
This fellowship is worth five hundred
dollars a year, and is to be granted, not
upon competitive examination, but the
judgment of a competent committee, to a
girl duate of not more than five years’
standing who wishes to further prosecute
her studies in England or upon the con-
tinent.

The intention is not to award it to one
whose asﬁiratious point toward law, medi-
cine or theology, but to one who might
have in mind a professorship in a woman'’s
college, or the pursuit of independent in-
vestigation along scientific or literary lines.

The ladies to whose liberality this fellow-
ship is due have set their so-called lords
and masters a noble example, and one
which is to be hoped will not fail of due
effect. Woman should stand on a perfect
equality with man in every sphere of in-
tellectual endeavor. No barriers should
be placed in her path. Whether the ballot
be woman’s right or not the privilege of
post-graduate study unquestionably is, and
neither she nor those who sympathize with
her must be content until this is opened to
her in the fullest degree. By way of con-
clusion a good way of bringing this about
may be suggested : Let it be a condition of
future bequests or donations to the univer-
sities that they admit the women to their
post-graduate courses.
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AN ARTISTIC DESIGN FOR A HALL FIREPLACE (Illus. No. 7)

THE MANTEL AND THE FIREPLACE
By J. Harry Adams

NE of the reasons that some houses
contain such unsiil::y affairs at the
chimn?'-f{)lace is ause the man-
tels and fireplaces are the last things

thought of when building a house, and
consequently instead of having them de-

Louts Xv STYLE (lllus. No. 3)

signed to match the interior they are, asa
last resort, purchased from some dealer
and placed in position without regard to
their surroundings.

On this page are a few illustrations of
tasty and comparatively inexpensive man-
tels, some of which can be made by any
cabinet-maker or good joiner carpenter,
while others of brick, tile and iron may be
constructed by a manufacturer of mantels
and fireplaces. All the designs here given
are of the latest and most popular stvles.

OLD COLONIAL STYLE

THE design for an old Colonial mantel,
Illustration No 1, suggests a simple
and tasty affair for a bedroom, boudoir or
sitting-room, and is one that any cabinet-
maker may construct. If itis to be made
of natural wood the caps to the columns
and garlands, with bows and ribbons
across the frieze, etc., should be carved,
but if it is to be of piece or white wood,
and an enameled or painted finish is de-
sired, the ormaments may be of papier
maché or other composition.
A mantel shelf in most cases should
be made as long as the total width of a
chimney breast, and should project out
from the wall a sufficient distance to
afford a good resting place for a clock
or other ornaments. Plain or embossed
tiles of any desirable size and color, as
well as frames and iron linings of in-
numerable designs, can be purchased
from and set in position by fireplace
manufacturers, so it does not follow
that because a fireplace and fixtures are
rurchased at one place the mantel must
re also—indeed it 1s always wise to look
well before purchasing anywhere.

MODERN COLONIAL MANTEL

DESIGN for a modern Colonial man-

tel of neat appearance is shown in
Illustration No. 2, and is admirably
adapted to a reception-room or boudoir.
This mantel will appear at its best in some
light wood, such as natural cherry, maple
or white wood, or with an enameled finish
in ivory or cream white, while the high
parts of the ormaments should be touched
with gold leaf to lend a contrast and to
emphasize the relicf of the ornament of this
modern decoration of an old-style mantel.
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A LOUIS XV MANTEL

lN Ilustration No. 3 is a suggestion for a

pretty mantel suitable for a reception-
room ; a daintier or more beautiful style
could not be designed. This mantel to
look well should have a white and gold
finish ; the mirror in the top should not be
beveled, but of the very thinnest French
plate %ass, while the facing to match
should be of white marble or onyx orof a
very delicate pink Numidian marble.

‘The frame around the fireplace opening
will look best gilded, while the iron lin-
ings to the fireplace may be brass-plated
instead of black, which would lend too
great a contrast to the light coloring
of the mantel and white facings.

THE MANTEL ORNAMENTATION

MANTELS in this style are gener-

ally made of white wood or
cherry with the ornaments of papier
maché or other composition over
which the paint or enamel is placed.
For mantel ornamentation papier
maché has proved a very superior
comgosition, and where a few years
ago but little of it was used, at the
present time it plays an important
part in the decoration of mantels
and fumiture, as well as walls and
ceilings, as it is far less expensive
than wood-carving and a more ar-
tistic feeling can be obtained in the
modeling.

A SPECKLED BRICK MANTEL

N Ilustration No. 6 is shown a
suggestion for a narrow Tiffan

or speckled brick mantel wit
wrought iron angles, frames, brack-
ets and jamb hooks and with a
wood shelf and top board. There
are several styles of bricks suitable
for this purpose that can be selected
at a tile or fireplace wareroom, and
are of several colors, such as red, buff, sal-
mon and cream ; red or buff will harmo-
nize best with the black iron trimmings, and
should be set up with mortar that is tinted
the same color, so the joints will not be too
prominent. The iron frames and angle
irons are to be studded at intervals of four
or five inches apart with irregular-shaped
bolt heads to lend them an artistic appear-
ance, and the top board should be deco-
rated with three nicely-carved wreaths and
ribbons to line with the brackets under the

THE OLD COLONIAL MANTEL (Illus. No. 1)

shelf. This mantel, if built into any room,
will be a very unique and attractive affair.
It is suitable for a hall, a dining-room, a
library or a smoking-room.

With the addition of a pair of andirons
and some logs any room which contains
this mantel and fireplace will be particularly
attractive and comfortable. A pile of fire-
place cushions will enhance its charms.

AN INEXPENSIVE MANTEL

N lllustration No. 5 is given an idea for
a mantel of terra vitria tile with wrought
iron trimmings, a mirrror in a recess and a
shelf and top of wood. As the lines are
simple it will be found an inexpensive
mantel to build. The Renaissance decora-
tion on the panel of the top is to be carved,
also the small leaves at the corners of the
shelf.

A pleasing combination of colors for this
mantel would be to have the tile a rich
old orange, the iron a dead black and the
woodwork of ocak a medium antique color.
Another can be obtained by having the

THE MODERN COLONIAL DESIGN (lllus. No. 2)

tile a rich olive green, the metal parts of
old brass and the woodwork of mahogany.
Any one of these combinations makes an
effective and extremely handsome mantel.

OLD DUTCH MANTEL

ANOTHER idea, and foran old Dutch man-
tel of tile, metal and wood, is suggested
in Illustration No. 4, and to carry out the
effect in the true form the tile should be
either a bottle green or an old blue ; the
metal frames, studded with bolt heads, can
be of either brass or iron, while
the wood shelf and top should be
of oak or mahogany. The doors
of the small cabinets at either end
of the shelf should have in each
six old Dutch bull's-eyes of col-
ored glass leaded together. The
hinge straps and escutcheons on
them are to be of the same metal
the tile work is bound with. The
balls at the ends of the side chains
are cast affairs and studded with
spikes to lend them an antique ap-
gearance, while the plates at the
ottom, and fastened to the face
of the side piers, are to be of sheet
iron decorated as the drawing

shows.
This style of mantel is very
guaint and original, and gives a
ecidedly unique look to a room.

HANDSOME HALL MANTEL

N Illustration No. 7 is a design

for a handsome hall mantel

suitable for a countgy house. The

base is to be of Tiffany brick and

matched stone with a rock face ; the upper

part is of wood with a shield, wreath and

ribbons carved in high relief on the panel
of the top.

This mantel will not look well made less
than seven or eight feet long and should be
at least eight feet high.

The arched opening with the hobs, one
at either side, is a pleasant feature in a
fireplace, and departs from the stereotyped
idea of a square opening or a half-round

tnn cn feantiantly: ~--—
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LIVING BEYOND
By Mrs. Van

HAT half the world that
‘‘gets up, works, and
goes to bed,” would
doubtless be surprised
to learn that women of
the privileged classes
know what fatigue
means, and yet there
does exist a form of
ariness, resulting from overtaxed nerves,
re intense, more depressing, than any-
ng known to tired muscles.

A woman should recognize the fact that
: has her limit of power, just as much
a steam engine, and to go beyond it
to strain and injure that most marvel-
5 of all machines—her body —sometimes
it repair. Her mission in life is to make
me happy—to be its sunshine, its com-
t and 1its conscience, but how can a
man be just to the children, who are
sy from exuberance of health and spirits,
en every sound causes her nerves to
rate painfully because they are tense
m overstraining ?

AMMA is ““cross’ is often the children's
| verdict und:r these circumstances.
1en her husband returns, after the
igues and annoyances of his day, what
; she to offer him but the dregs of her
1austion? A wife’s influence largely de-
1ds upon trifles, and few men are insen-
le to the charm that lies in ready smiles,
iming good humor, a che:ry manner
1 a sympathetic listening to what they
.y have to say. :

fsl woman should never be too tired to
ile.

3rilliant women, good women, beautiful
men have failed where commonplace
2s of amiable disposition have succeeded
keeping their husbands’ love and enjoy-
: their entire devotion.

Mlen look for a home whose atmosphere
restful and cheerful, and no woman,
artired from whatever cause, can be its
piration. It should therefore be laid
wn as a principle that one has no more
ht to live beyond one’s strength than
yond one’s income.

HERE is no doubt but that the life of a
woman in normal health, at the present
y, is a complex one, and in the large
es the demands made upon time and
ength are legion. It is no wonder that
iy fall by the way.
Her house must be clean and orderly
m garret to cellar, which entails most
nute and unrelaxing supervision. There
ist be no waste in the kitchen, no shirk-
: nor slurring of duties in any department
service. Her table must be well and
intily supplied, for she is the caterer;
- children well brought up, for she is
ponsible for their morals and for their
nners—from the care of their immortal
1ls to the care of their nails. She must
‘e them, not only her attention, but her
mpanionship, that her influence may be
ly felt. She must see to it that their
:ss and her own shall be selected with a
‘w to securing the best results with the
st expenditure. She owes it to her hus-
nd that every dollar shall do its duty.
measure of church work is expected of
r, not only by her pastor and fellow-
rshipers, but by her own sense of right,
d her sympathy and charity are called
th by many private cases of want and
row, if she has a h:art and a con-
ence.

she be so fortunate as to have her
mother living it is but the happiest
:nding of duty and pleasure to devote
ich of her time to that best of friends,
d other members of the family expect
hare of her attention as their just due.
>r husband’s relatives must not be neg-
‘ted, nor must she be forgetful to ‘‘do
le kindnesses.”” Friends and acquaint-
ces call and their visits must be returned.
1e obligations of society are exacting,
d she cannot ignore them without in-
itice to herself aad her children, who,
er, will look to her for the social stand-
¢ that shall open to them the doors of
spitality and friendship for both pleasure
d profit. Friends in affliction, friends
:overing from illness, friends to whom
me new joy has come, those about to go
a journzy or those lately returned, all
ve an especial claim upon her. She
18t ‘“rejoice with them that rejoice, and
ep with them that weep.”” Her health
juires regular outdoor exercise and time
st be found for that. To be ‘““an cour-
¢ of what is going on in the world, she
1st skim the daily papers, read the last
7iews, books, and notable magazine
icles.  She is expected to know about
: latest **fads,” and if she be not a
:mber of some class or classes for the
Itivation of her mind, if she does not
end lectures on biology, the Delsarte
stem, etc., she is regarded as quite hope-
sly behind the age. Time for the study
music or art, if she has been blessed
th these talents, must also be found.

THEIR STRENGTH
Koert Schuyler

DOU BTLESS this life of constant activity
is an attainable one to a woman in
robust health. She may accomplish much
by systematizing her duties and pleasures,
but one whose nerves are delicate, to whom
the daily routine of living is already a tax,
must recognize her limitations and live
within them. It is by a careful sifting and
choosing that the unnecessary may be elim-
inated, and strength husbanded and leisure
secured for that which shall bring the
largest return of happiness and usefulness.

Worry is a prolific source of nervous
fatigue, and one of its commonest forms
is that of ‘*borrowing trouble,” as it is
called. It has been justly said that ‘‘no
one ever sank under the burden of to-day,”’
but it is when that of to-morrow is added
that the weight becomes unendurable.
God promises no strength to bear what
He sends until He sends it.

OME one has said, *‘I have been sur-

rounded by troubles all my life long,

but there is a curious thing about them—
nine-tenths of them never happened!”

1 once heard of a lady who wrote down
in order the particular fears and anxieties
which were harassing her, inclosed the
paper and sealed it, hoping by this kind of
mechanical contrivance to be enabled in
some surt to dismiss the subject from her
mind. The paper was put away and for-

otten. Several months later it came to
ight, when she found that not one of the
fears therein set down had been realized,
and the difficulties had all been smoothed
away before she came to the time for their
solution.

AMONG the minor sources of worry most

women would rank the servant ques-
tion first, perhaps. There are women who
become almost ill over the delinquencies
of their servants, or even over the necessity
of di:schargin%1 them—not feeling equal to
coping with the possible impertinence or
objections that the delinquent may ad-
vance.

Human nature is much the same, how-
ever, whether in kitchen or parlor, and
one lady whom I know said to me, “I
have kept house for twenty years and I
have never had any trouble with servants.
I always endeavor to treat them as I should
wish to be treated were I in their place.
I show them that I do truly wish to make
them happy, and expect and receive in re-
turn their most faithful and devoted serv-
ices. I never allow myself to find fault
when I am irritated, nor in the presence of
a third person, and 1 believe in praising
and commending whenever it is possible.
I speak to them with the same courtesy
and cordial friendliness of manner that
I should appreciate were I living with
strangers away from my own people, and
I find that it exorcises bad tempers and
discontent like a verg magic. relieve
myself of much care by throwing it upon
them, looking to each for perfection in his
or her department—not on the ground that
it is my right, but because of my faith in
them individually, as willing and anxious
to do their best to please me. If I am
sometimes disappointed—it does not har-
pen very often—I remember my own fault-
mess and reflect that one cannot expect all
the cardinal virtues at from fifteen to thirty
dollars per month.”” This may not solve
the problem, but it may be suggestive as
the real experience of one woman, and
peculiarly fitted, I think, to those to whom
‘“ the grasshopper is a burden.”

THERE is a vexation, an impatience, an
exaggerated importance attached to
little things that grow apace if uncontrolled,
and we become the slaves of anxieties and
annoyances of every kind. Such feelings
are as contagious as the small-pox, and
the peace and happiness of a whole fam-
ily are often temporarily destroyed when
the mother and mistress loses her serenity.

Some women's lives are necessarily over-
crowded. Their position, ability or un-
selfishness has made them responsible for
the interests of others which may not be
neglected, though they faint under the
daily burden.

To such 1 would say don’t brood over
the matter, or fall into the habit of pitying
yourselves. Improve every opportunity for
rest, and rest absolutely. Force yourselves
to eat regularly—the human machine must
have fuel. Fresh air is the best possible
tonic, and a half hour spent in a public park
brings more refreshment than an hour in
the confusion of city strects. Nature is
a gentle mother, and soothes while she
strengthens.

Our great Captain’s eye is upon you—
‘ praise God and take courage.”’

We must not be so busy talking, and
planning, and teaching ourselves, that we
forget to listen to what God may have to
say to us. Tired women who *‘go apart
into a desert place to rest a while’ may
learn deeper truths and lead worthier lives
than the ‘‘many, coming and going, that
have no leisure so much as to eat.”

GREAT nerve doctor, famous in two
continents, says that ‘ Every woman
whose nervous strength is at all depleted,
or whose life is an active one in many
directions, should devote a half hour to an
hour of every day to absolute rest isolated
from all. Her room should be darkened
and orders given that she shall not be dis-
turbed, when, with closed eyes and relaxed
muscles, she shall lie prostrate, hushin
herself to all busy thoughts and cares, an
striving to attain to a condition of quasi
inanimity. Even ten minutes so spent will
be a refreshment, and the busiest life may
spare that much from its activities, since
one is thus made capable of longer endur-
ance.”

The physician before quoted thought that
the most convincing argument he could
advance to recommend his plan of a regu-
lar noonday rest was that it is the best way
known to science to brighten young eyes
and retard the dreaded coming of wrinkles
to the middle aged.

In this busy rush of life we all need to
pause now and then to take breath. We
are too busy planning for happiness in the
future to enjoy life in the present. As
Sydney Smith says, ‘“We are, in our search
for happiness, like an absent-minded man
looking for his hat, while all the time it is
on his head.” We are so busy getting
ready to live, that life is over before we
have time to realize what we have.

WHEN THERE IS A SURPLUS
BY ALICE BARTRAM

ERHAPS there is no happier time

in the housewife’s life than the

/| daf’ in which she begins to
realize that the hardest part of

her home-making is passed.

After struggles and self-denials

business prosperity makes it possible for

- her to indulge her individual taste and fan-

cies. Now the question confronts her,
‘““What shall be done with the surplus
which remains after the legitimate needs of
housekeeping have been satisfied?”’ In
the first place, it is well to bear in mind
the probability that in a few years, at most,
a new home will be required to express the
new fortunes of the family. In our Ameri-
can civilization few rhen and women end
their domestic life in the house in which it
was begun. It seems to be an almost
national instinct to save and plan in the
early days of matrimony against the time
when a home shall be bought or built. It
is wise, therefore, for the housewife to
have this end in view, and act accordingly.
There are two old sayings, the truth of one
of which emphasizes the fallacy of the
other. The first and true one declares,
‘‘It is better to have a large income and a
small house than to reverse the condi-
tions’’; the second tells us that ““It is
better for a man to lodge in excess of his
fortunes than beneath them.” The first
point, then, is to remain in the small home
until there is a good working surplus, in-

stead of moving into larger quarters with -

no margin for increased expenses.

OREIGN writers on domestic economics
declare that Americans have no idea
of comfort. It is, at least, suggestive in
this connection to remember that ‘‘The
Columbian Association of Housekeepers’’
have discovered that the American family
spend a larger proportion of their income
upon their clotﬂing than on their homes,
and more for the furnishings of their
parlors than for the proper equipment of
their kitchens. The second point, there-
fore, for the housewife to consider is that
the legitimate use of the surplus is to in-
crease the comfort of her home, not the
splendor of her own personal belongings.
In other words, dainty laces, diamonds and
handsome furs should be the last or crown-
ing expression of prosperity, not the first
indications of success. A well-appointed
home is the only suitable background for
rich and expensive clothing, and a woman
makes not only a financial mistake, but
an a@sthetic blunder, when she encourages
her husband to give her elegant ornaments
before she is able to dress in keeping with
them. In the third place, it is wise to re-
member that *‘ the life is more than meat
and the body than raiment.” There is no
more proper use to which to devote the
surplus than that of saving the strength and
physical well-being of the housewife. It is
better to have a competent, well-trained
maid at increased wages than to be tor-
mented with cheap labor and consoled
with plush chairs in the parlor.

Granted, however, that the housewife
does stay in the old, plain home until,
without anxiety or debt, she can move to a
handsome house on a more fashionable
street, and there yet remains a surplus.
What shall she do with it?

First remembering Mrs. Whitney’s say-
ing, ‘‘ Elegant serving is the soul of f’iving,”
let her increase and beautify to as great
an extent as possible her table plenishings,
for several reasons. First, for the educa-
tional effect upon her children; second,
for the more perfect exercise of the grace
of hospitality, and third, for the reason that
when the new home comes it is the greatest
of helps to have a suitable collection of
table furnishings to place in it.

URNITURE dcsirable for one house is
often very ugly in another, and will
look shabby when surrounded by new
woodwork and walls, and no matter how
good a shopper the housewife may be she
will regret investing in curtains and por-
tidres that in a year or more are hopelessly
out of fashion. Good silver, like wine,
improves with age. Start your collection
not with the souvenir after-dinner-coffee
spoons of the day for occasional use, but
with forks that are a necessity at least
twice a day. Buy a dozen of medium size,
then, when you can afford it, a dozen large,
massive ones, and relegate the former to
breakfast, tea and dessert use. Two dozen
of each are not too many. Then buy
knives of two sizes, and table and tea
spoons to correspond. When you have
secured a proper, practical equipment in
this direction consider the matter of the
larger articles of furnishing. Instead of
putting money in fragile china, or investing
in so-called ‘‘ complete decorated sets,”
buy silver-plated vegetable dishes, soup
plates, platters and tureen. Their first
cost is not much greater than that of good
china; they will last a lifetime, and are
especially desirable, because they kee
their contents hot to the close of the meal.
By selecting the plainest designs a set may
be Eurchased, one piece at a time, and yet
make a harmonious whole. Two platters,
one tureen, two oval and two round dishes
will meet the demands of the ordinary
family. The round dishes are equally suit-
able {or puddings and entrées, and by buy-
ing two porcelain pans for each dish can
easily be made to do extra duty. After
these purchases are made accessories may
be secured in the shape of after-dinner-
coffee and orange spoons ; oyster, fish and
salad forks, with sugar-sifter, tongs, tea-
ball and cheese-scoop. There are almost
countless dainty little things which cost
less than a tidy or painted milk stool
adorned with rigbons, the possession of
which stamps you as a cultivated, refined
housewife, and without which your table,
no matter where it may be spread, will
lack that air of refinement so essential to
good serving. In spite of the allurements
of harlequin sets in bright coloring there is
nothing more satisfactory than gold and
white china in Copeland, Wedgwood or
Minturn. If at any time in the future you
aspire to pink luncheons or green dinners
you will have a harmonious background to
work with, instead of clashing colors to
reconcile.

Crystal is an investment never regretted
by the prudent woman. It should often
be substituted for silver, especially where
absolute cleanliness is hard to attain. Re-
ceptacles for sauces, conserves, milk and
butter should be of this ware, and there is
no more beautiful salad-set to be found
than a cut-glass bowl with plates to corre-
spond. These plates may be purchased
separately, and in the end will not cost any
more than those of handsome china.

FTER the table is furnished there are
two other sources to which the sur-
plus may be directed with profit. The
first is the purchase of good pictures.
These should never be bought to fill up a
space on the wall, but for their intrinsic
worth. Nothing so betrays a lack of
culture or its possession as the character
of the pictures to be seen in the home. It
is better to have one good painting, which
age will improve and the growing reputa-
tion of the artist increase in value, than to
have your walls crowded with impossible
water-colors in gorgeous frames, and cheap
etchings and crayons which are simply the
fad of the hour. By frequenting galleries
and studios, instead of blindly relying upon
the stock of the so-called art departments
of dry goods stores, you can buy often at
the same cost a picture which will be a joy
forever, instead of a miserable makeshitt.
Rugs are satisfactory things in which to
store some of the housewife’s savings.
For the ordinary purchaser the Anatolian,
Carabagh, Daghistan and Cashmere are
the best. Age and service give them a
velvety sheen, and subdue their coloring to
artistic beauty. It is greater economy for
the housewife to cover the shabby carpets
of the old home with these, instead of in-
vesting in floor coverings which will be
useless in the new house.

lT seems hardly nccessary to speak of one
use for the surplus—the highest and
best of any mentioned—the buying of
books. No home can be truly furnished
without them, and if the mother, instead
of frittering many little sums away on bon-
bons and sweetmeats for the children,
would store some of the surplus in standard
works and good periodicals there would
be less danger of dyspepsia, physical and
mental. By buying one book a month a
library can be built up, and the expense
scarcely noticed.

There is no surer test of character than
prosperity. You cannot judge of people
while their actions are controlled gy ne-
cessity. It is only when power and oppor-
tunity are given to them that they reveal
themselves. The day when the surplus is

ut in her hands is the day in which the

ousewife is weighed in the balance, and
found either wanting in judgment or rich
in the true estimate of values.
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MISS MARIA’S FIFTIETH
By Octave Thanet

[With Illustration by Alice Barber Stephens]

5SS MARIA KEITH
was sitting at
afternoon tea
on her piazza.
Miss Maria (as
the whole town
calls her, in an
affectionate fa-
miliarity dashed
with pride, for
Miss Maria is a
great personage in the little university
town) always serves afternoon tea. That
is one reason why we admire her ; she has
traveled and known the great—at least the
moderately great, in other lands; she
speaks two modern languages besides her
own, with extreme correctness as to gram-
mar and a perfectly unconcerned English
accent, which, indeed, is so frank and
proud that it quite overquells criticism ;
and if any foreigner of distinction comes to
our town we always bring him to see Miss
Maria. No longer young, she has the com-
posure and readiness of an accomplished
woman who has always been admired.
She is tall and of a magnificent bearing,
and if her thick hair is gray the silvery
shades only enhance the ﬁ':esh delicacy of
her complexion and refine her rather large
but well-cut features. Her
beautiful dark eyes are as
brilliant as they were when
the college students used
to sit up nights to write
gg:try about them, and her
utiful smile is gentler
now than it used to be.
Miss Maria may be a little
imperious, but there is no
kinder nor more generous
woman living, and why
should she not like her own
way, as the saying is, when
her way in most cases is
such a thoroughfare of
sense and virtue?
Miss Maria’s sister, Mrs.
De Forest, lives with her
in Miss Maria’s house,
which is one of the show
houses in town, Miss Maria
being a wealthy woman.
The house faces the college
campus and is the only one
in the block. That implies
a yard of noble dimen-
sions, even for the West,
where we covet space and
cannot breathe too close
to our next-door neighbor.
It is a picturesque yard
with its ancient trees and
velvety turf and the tall
hydrangeas that simulate
perpetual bloom, thanks to
a vigilant gardener and his
greenhouse. The house is
an American architect’s
fantasia on the medizval
theme of an Elizabethan
plaster and timber house—
all in wood but the timber
effect emphasized by paint.
Instead of the contracted
and incommodious porch
of the original mansion a
deep veranda runs half
around the house, expanding in front, and
its floor of stained and waxed pine is pro-
tected by a rough stone wall which creep-
ing plants wreathe with lovely tints of
green. A hospitable company of room
armchairs and luxurious wicker-wor
‘“rockers,”’ clustered about a shining tea-
table equipage, cause more than one party
of students to loiter as they pass.

Miss Maria sat at the head of the table.
On a chair near her lay a gorgeous tangle
of shifting hues, scarlet and gold and dull-
tinted greens, Miss Maria’'s embroidery
that the sun was blazoning. On eitherside
the stately hostess sat Mrs. Caroll, wife
of the president of the university, and Mrs.
Allison, wife of the dean of the medical
school. They were both comely women.
Mrs. Caroll had an air of distinction ; Mrs.
Allison was little and graceful and always
wore bright colors. Opposite, Mrs. De
Forest shrank out of view in a low chair,
behind a brilliant hibiscus. Really five years
younger than her sister she looked older.
She did not resemble her sister. Miss Maria
had the mien of a queen, or rather the pop-
ular notion of a queen, for real queens often
are dumpy, and sometimes stoop. Her
noble head reared itself above her stately
shoulders in magnificent lines: she ‘‘ walked

pretty in her youth, but now the hair be-
neath the widow’s cap was grown thin,
though black as ever. Her face had an
habitual dull pallor and was lined and hol-
low-cheeked ; it looked like a burned-out
face. The eyes were the beautiful Keith
eyes ; but a wholesome mirth sparkled in
Miss Maria’s eyes, and these eyes were list-
less and sad.

In truth they had wept themselves dim,
since they saw Virginia De Forest’s hus-
band and little son shot dead at her feet
during an attack by Indians. Every one
knew the story of Captain De Forest's last
ﬁiiht, and it was usual to drop the voice
te ling the tale, as one ended, ‘* When the
rescuing party got up to them Mrs. De
Forest was loading and firing with the men.
They do say she killed an Indian herself.
Poor thing, she has never recovered from
her blow.”

The intense affection that she had lav-
ished on her dead she transferred to her
only sister. Her fortune was equal to
Maria’s, and what she did not spend in
charities she loved to squander on Maria’s
fancies. Half the rare old etchings that
were Miss Maria’s delight Mrs. De Forest
had bought to surprise her. She decked
her sister with gems. She insisted on

and there were gooseberry jam and plum
cake and Scotch short bread.

“It’s all just as nice and indigestible as
it can be,” says Miss Maria jubilantly, ‘ do
eata lot!”

‘ But what do you surpose it will do to
us?’’ laughs Mrs. Caroll.

‘“Nothing,”’ Miss Maria replies firmly ;
‘“an occasional spree like this doesn’t hurt;
take a muffin, see how hot they are and the
butter just sozzling round. I wish I dared
offer one to those students foing by.”

Mrs. De Forest, who had been compos-
edly hemming dish-towels—her work for
leisure hours was always of the strictly
useful type, and her single bit of fancy was
crocheting wash-rags—looked up, and
glanced at the little group of young men
a}]j)proaching. The men were all rather
shabbily clad, evidently belox;ﬁing to the

oorer class of students. As they trooped

y another young fellow came around the
corner. He was of another type, which
was visible as much in his manner and
carriage, as in his neat gray suit and silk
shirt. He lifted a smart straw hat, with
the university gold and crimson about its
crown, and smiled frankly while he bowed.

A stranger would have seen that all four
women eyed him with carefully-suppressed
eagerness.
was purely a vivid curiosity, but in the
sisters it had a character of pain. Mrs. De
Forest returned the coldest recognition to
his greeting. Miss Maria smiled and made
the first half of a gesture of invitation, but
dro%ped her extended arm, shutting the
forefinger of beckoning in with the others
on to the palm of her hand, and cast a

“ He lifted a smart straw hat, with the university gold and crimson about its crown "

undertaking all the drudgery of housekeep-
ing. albeit Maria really enjoyed the care of
a house. She detested gayety, yet she en-
couraged every little enterprise in enter-
taining that occurred to Maria. Only that
afternoon, on their way to the house, Mrs.
Allison had said to Mrs. Caroll, ‘‘ Vinnie
simply obliterates herself for Maria.”’

The answer of Mrs. Caroll surprised her.
It was : ‘“She thinksshe does, but I wonder
if Miss Keith has not to pay for it some-
how.”

Therein Mrs. Caroll showed her discern-
ment. Happy and united as they seemed
(and on the whole, were) there was a tiny
cloud between the sisters. They never
alluded to it. The widow often wondered
drearily whether she could have prevented
it ; sometimes she grew hopeful and fan-
cied it was not there. And to do Miss
Maria justice she blamed herself for it and
hid it out of sight. But during the last
three months circumstances had deepened
this mere shadow of tacit estrangement.
Was it circumstances that played the evil
angel with the firebrand, or was it gossip?
Mrs. Allison and Mrs. Caroll could not help
questioning ; neither could they help being
observant of each slightest action of the
sisters. There seemed nothing but a

swift glance that was almost of entreaty
towarﬁ Mrs. De Forest's perturbed face.
The young man did not halt. He went
down the street with a swinging, elastic
gait, as handsome and (fallant a young fig-
ure as any mother could covet for her own.

“I think that young Armstrong is the
handsomest boy I have seen in an age.”
Mrs. Caroll dropped the remark into her
teacup. ‘‘Did you ever notice his eyes?
They are real blue, like a sapphire, and he
is so graceful I like to watch him.”

‘“ Do you think him handsome, Maria?”’
said Mrs. De Forest. Commonplace as
the question was a kind of white heat of
excitement crumpled the muscles about
her mouth and leaped out of her black
eyes ; both the other women saw it.

But Miss Maria was making fresh tea.
She did not look up, and she answered
sedately : ‘“ Yes, I think he is very hand-
some ; %:e is a fzood boy, too.”” There was
something ugly in the hush after Miss
Maria’s speech ; one felt the electric throb-
bing of passion, although the scene was so
peaceful—nothing to hear at all and nothing
to see except one frail woman whose face
had gone quite white, sewing swiftly.

*“Do you like grass-cloth for towels, or
linen?”’ asked Mrs. Caroll desperately

In the two visitors the interest

way, the birthday comes next month. You
remember 1 promised you a party, and a
garty I am going to have. It will be just
efore commencement and every one will
be here and I shall have a very pretty party.
I have always held that there ought to be
some time, some marked time, when a
woman should definitely announce herself
as no longer young, and fifty seems a nat-
ural milestone. After fifty } shall change
my style of dress; my old lady clothes ar¢
making. They will be like the clothes
that I wear now only a little graver and a
little richer, and—I shall wear caps!”’

‘“Caps!’’ cried Mrs. Allison, ‘good
gracious !’

*Certainly,” said Miss Maria, *‘ caps are
very becoming to me as well as suitable to
my declining years. Oh, | assure you I
don’t intend to make a frump of myself.”

‘‘ But caps,’’ Mrs. Allison pursued feebly.
‘I can’t think of your pretty hair in caps.
Mysie" (Mysie was Mrs. Allison’s married
daughter who had lived much in England
and had what the people in Wiatioc called
notions) * Mysie is wild to have me put on
caps, but I tell her when my hair goes I
shall scud under bare poles. You see’’—
apologetically—* Doctor hatesto see me in
them ; he knows I am getting on in years,
but he hates to confess it. And as for you,
Maria, if you had a husband—"

‘“But as I haven’t a husband,’’ said Miss
Maria composedly, ‘‘at least 1 can have
caps.”’ She reached for the plate of cake
and began to press it on the company.

“It is a real English plum cake,” said
she, ‘‘whether that is to its credit or not.
The receipt was given by an English lady

to a Southern friend of
mine who gave it to me.”
She sent a glance over the
mounds of speckled yel-
Iow, at Mrs. De Forest,
who was sewing rapidly.
Miss Maria drew an imper-
ceptible sigh. ‘“That cake
has associations to me,”’
said she. ‘‘The first time
I ate it was on my friend’s

plantation, and I was sittin;

on the veranda. She ha
just brought out a plate of
this cake smoking from the
oven, and | had a piece in
my hand when I was aware
of a bare-footed little crea-
ture, pattering over the
ravel up to me. ‘Please,
ady, will you give me
some of that fur my maw?’
he said. He was dirty and
ragged, yet he looked,
somehow, like a child that
was not always dirty and
rafgie.d, and he had taken
off his dusty black felt hat
when he spoke. He could
not have been more than
ten years old, but he had
a huge 'possum and a lank
dog, the 'possum trailing
from his wrist and the dog
at his heels. ‘I got suthin’
to swar fur it,” said he,
‘and I like fur to git more
truck—aigs and meat and
cornmeal, please—it's a
turrible good, fat 'possum.’
‘I asked how he got the
'possum ; he said he had
lent his dog to a darky the
night before and the ’pos-
sum was the rent. He and
his mother had come into
the country in a mover’s
wagon, one of those cloth-
covered things that we used to call prairie
schooners out West. They were work-
ing their way south; his father had been
killed in a fight with a ‘mean man,’ and
after that his mother and he had trav-
eled on alone ; but she fell ill with typhoid
fever—of course, he didn't know it, but
that is what it was—and they were obliged
to halt. There they were 1n a miserable
cotton picker’s house on the outskirts of
the plantation, so leaky and dismantled
that 1t had been deserted, the woman sick
in bed—or what they called a bed—and
her only nurse and provider that ten-year-
old boy. Yet he told me that when he went
out and brought in some eggs and some
milk in a bottle she would not touch them
because she knew he had taken them. It
was pitiful to hear him tell the story. ‘She
didn’t eat nary ; we had corn bread and a
little bit of po’k, but she cudn’t swaller,’
he said, in his dreary, sweet-voiced, South-
ern drawl, ‘so I hooked the aigs and the
milk ; I milked a cow—I didn’t milk mo’n
a pint—jest inter a bottle ; but maw, she
sayd : ‘Ambrose, you take them thar
things back, and you steal ary nother thing
I'll bust you’ haid, I will."” Maw is dret-
ful good an’ hones’, so then I did not know
whut to do, an’ I put it up mebbe 1 cud
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cottage, and we moved the poor woman
to Aunt Hollie’s cabin. That night I
stayed with her. The boy was in a little
bed in the same room. Toward morning
I could see that the poor woman was sink-
ing, but we rubbed her with brandy and
gave her brandy to swallow, and did what
we could. She did not seem to recognize
us. Once only she spoke ; shesaid: ‘Am-
brose, make a fire, honey,” and a moment
later, because we had put warm flannel
on her she fancied the fire was made.
‘ That’s a good boy, you was allus a good
boy, sonny ; when'T git better——' but she
didn’t finish the sentence; she smiled and
turned her head ; and when we looked at
her again she was gone.

‘“Mrs. Caroll, you are not eating any-
thing.”

*I think I forgot myself in the story,”
said Mrs. Caroll. “ Please do go on, Miss
Keith ; what did the boy do?”’

Miss Maria glanced at Mrs. De Forest,
who had not once raised her eyes from her
towels; it appeared to Mrs. Caroll that
she drew the thread in and out with a sup-
pressed vehemence.

‘‘The boy?’’ repeated Miss Maria. ‘I
felt so sorry for him; he was so fond of
his mother—so unusually fond ; indeed not
willing to go to sleep lest she should want
him, and so plainly anxious about her. I
thought I would not tell him until morning ;
it is so much harder to suffer at night.
But he waked up, and I saw him sitting
up in bed and beckoning to me. He
pulled me down. ‘How's maw?’ he whis-
pered. ‘She is better, Ambrose,’ 1 said.
‘ Has she took her milk?’ he said, staring
at me, with an anxious look that I found it
hard to meet. ‘I gave her her milk, Am-
brose.” ‘When?’ said he. ‘Some time
ago.” He let his bony little arms drop
and gripped his poor little narrow chest
with both those claw-like hands. Some-
thing seemed to choke him before he could
speak. ‘Is maw dead?’ he whispered—
such a whisper! Such pitiful eyes staring
out of his little starved face! I—I couldn’t
tell him,”’ said Miss Maria, catching at her
voice for a second. ‘‘I took him in my
arms and I believe I very nearly cried
over him.

‘“ But he pushed me away to run to his
mother, and all the grief, child as he was,
he had stifled lest it should disturb her,
broke forth with a frantic violence—I
didn’t dream that a child could suffer so.
He fell down on the floor and clung tom
dress. ‘Oh, my good woman,’ he shrieked,
‘ain’t there some way of raising from the
dead? There was aman—don't you know?
—maw tole me about it—and he had two
sisters and they got him raised from the
dead. He was a good man, but maw was
a good woman—oh, she was, she was!’
And then, with tears and sobs, he poured
out the story of their hardships; it was a
cruel story, such things make one wonder
why they can be permitted. It seemed to
me that déad woman was a martyr; she
had worked until she fell and died, only
thinking of her child ; and to the hideous
end never giving up her simple code of
principles. That woman had a sweet and
heroic soul no matter how squalid her sur-
roundings !’

‘“ Yes, she had,’” said Mrs. De Forest.

The red rushed into Miss Maria’s cheeks ;
she flashed a glance at her sister full of
emotion, but beyond the others’ decipher-
ing.

& What did you do with the boy?"
asked Mrs. Allison.

‘“We found a home with a good farmer
in the neighborhood for him when he got
well, but he was ill with the fever a lon
time. He grieved so for his mother it
nearly killed him. Iremember one night—
we had moved him to the house, and he
had the next room to mine—I heard him
moving about and went in to him, and will
you believe that poor little creature had
crawled about and was tryin%l to dress
himself. ‘Oh, my heart, my heart feels
like it jest got to jump out, it hurts me so,’
he wailed, clutching at himself. ‘Let me
go, lady, Elease let me go! Oh, I jest got
to ;‘zo back to the house in the woods and
build a fire and hang maw’s dresses round,
and maybe I won’t ﬁael so lonesome! Oh,
I did try to take care of her, I did, I did!
But I was so little and I didn’t know, and
I stole them things and made her feel bad,
and she sayd: ‘Ambrose, if you ev’ do
hook anything agin, I'll bust you’ haid!’
Oh, my dear maw, she nev’ did speak to
me agin!’ He repeated the words with
the most heart-breaking intonation—such
singular words to treasure; yet he was
right. The roughness did not mean any-
thing. I told him the last words that she
did say, which seemed to comfort him;
and [ took him in my arms and soothed
him to sleep. Just before he went to sleep
he patted my check and said, ‘ You’ face
feels like maw’s. Will you let me be you’
little boy?' And I said yes.”

Mrs. Caroll and Mrs. Allison were both
wiping their eyes; Mrs. De Forest sat dry-
eyed, but with a strained look of excite-
ment in the face. She began to speak
when Miss Maria hesitated.

“You may as well hear the rest of the
story,” said she. ‘‘My sister nursed the
child through the fever; he was, I have
been told, a very attractive, manly and
affectionate boy. I did not see him, so [

cannot speak except from other people’s
opinions. Maria became very much at-
tached to him; she’’—Mrs. De Forest
swallowed and set her lips more firmly—
‘‘she wanted to adopt him. I was not
willing. I suppose I have too much family

ride, for one thing. I—I suppose I was
Jealous of anything coming between Maria
and me, for another. 1 did not realize
how much she gave up when she finally
consented to let the child go. Isometimes
wish that I had acted differently.”

‘I am sure you acted for the best,’" said
Mrs. Allison, rising. *‘‘But, Miss Maria,
when I am listening to you I forget all
about Dr. Allison waiting at home for me.”

This opened a path of escape for Mrs.
Cfaroll, who was not slow to avail herself
of it.

The two visitors went decorously, with a
polite bustle of cheerfulness; but they
sighed with relief when they were past the
corner.

‘I {eel as if 1 had just escaped out of
the heart of a thunder-cloud,” sighed Mrs.
Caroll. ‘““Why do you suppose she told
us that story ?”’

Mrs. Allison had daring flights of imag-
ination occasionally; she had one now.
‘I suppose, really,”” she ventured, ‘‘ Miss
Keith was letting us see the disappoint-
ment of her life. Well, Vinnie is responsi-
ble for it ; it is as if she were to say, ‘ You
spoilt my chance of happiness, I gave it
up for you; now I have another chance,
make amends by giving up to me now!’”

‘““What do you mean?’’ inquired Mrs.
Caroll, not quite sincerely.

‘“You know what I mean; the town is
talking about the attentions of that young
Rufus Armstrong to Maria Keith. He
goes to see her two or three times a week,
and when Mrs. De Forest was in Chicago
he was driving with her, and up there even-
ings almost every night in the week. Why;,
you must know the talk about it.”

‘It is nonsensical talk—she is thirty
years older than he.”’

‘That is what 1 said to Doctor, but he
said there was never any guessing what
vagaries an old maid might not have, and
that Armstrong was just the handsome,
soft-mannered kind of chap that women
can’t resist.”

‘“If Miss Keith can’t resist him I should
think the young fellow could steel his heart
ﬁgai,nst a woman thirty years older than

e.’

*“He is poor, maybe, and she is rich,
and she is still a very handsome woman ;
don’t you remember that French woman—
what’s her name—Lenkers or something
like that—who was a raving beauty at
sixty odd?”’

‘I used to think it possible,’’ said Mrs.
Caroll, not trying to enlighten Mrs. Allison
regarding Ninon de L'Enclos, ¢‘I used to
fancy that suddenly, when it seemed too
late, Miss Keith had found that she could
love a man ; and it seemed a pathetic and
miserable thing to me, at her age, with her
honorable position, and her sister bound
up in her. I hated to suspect it, but I did
until to-day. To-day I am sure it is all
stuff.”

*“I wish 1 could think so, too,"” sighed
Mrs. Allison. ‘‘I’'m sure I'm ready enough
to be convinced. How do you make it
out?”’

‘“Well, you heard her talking of her
fiftieth birthday; you can’t persuade me
that a woman about to make a fool of her-
self by marrying a man thirty years younger
than she is, is going to flaunt her age in the
face of the world. Caps, too! &hy, it's
stuff and nonsense!”’

‘““But I almost know that Vinnie is
dreading it. Didn’t you notice how she
looked?”’

‘““Mrs. De Forest is so jealous of her
sister she is capable of cooking up any-
thing in her mind.” :

‘“Well, I hope you are right,”” Mrs.
Allison reiterated. ‘It is dreadful to think
such things, but Doctor says all the men at
the Whist Club were believing it.”’

While Miss Maria was thus discussed the
subject of the discussion sat alone with her
sister.

Virginia was bitterly conning the emo-
tions of the last month, When did the
monstrous thought enter her mind that her
sister could so forget her dignity—‘‘her
honor,” Virginia passionately called it,
forgetting that marriage is always pre-
sumably an honorable estate—as to think
of marrying that boy? Who was the first
to suggest the poisonous suspicion? And
why had Mana told that story to-day?
Much of it was new to her. She had been
so hurt in her gride, in her jealous affec-
tion, in every fibre of her heart by the bare
supposition of Maria’s letter that, impul-
sively, she had taken the next train south,
and offered her sister the immovable option
of either giving up the ‘little cracker
vagrant” or her. The sisters had one
miserable interview, in which Virginia’s
hot heart had poured out lava-like re-
proaches and taunts, burning more cruell
than she knew, and then she had fled bac
to the dismal little inn of the place, to the
dismay of Maria’s Southern friend, who
almost wept at such perversion of her hos-
pitality. Then the next day came Maria’s
submission. But not until the boy was
gone had she relented enough to set foot
within the same house with her sister.

When they did meet it was as if nothing
had happened, and sedulously Virginia
tried to cover her sister's disappointment
with every material pleasure she could
invent.

‘1 gave up my whole life to her,” was
the younger sister’s stormy cry to her own
soul; ‘““I never denied her but that one
thing in my life, and yet she has never for-
given me. I never see her look at a child
that I don’t feel she is resenting my depriv-
in%_her of that happiness.”’

hen there came the same thought that
had occurred to Mrs. Allison. Did she
want her to make amends for opposing
her ten ﬁears ago by not opposing her now?

But that was so different, she argued;
that had not been wicked and degrading.

Maria’s little story had curiously softened
her heart toward the boy. If he had come
to them she might have grown to love him;
they might both have been happy in him.

Were he with them now there could be
no question of this awful other thing. And
then, as one rends a veil, she rose up
trembling at a flash of thought.

“Maria,” she said, ‘“‘how old is Mr.
Armstrong?"’

Maria, too, rose. Attempting to steady
herself by the table, somehow she brushed
one of the precious cups to the floor; she
did not even look at it.

‘‘ He is twenty years old,”’ she said, pale
as Virginia.

‘“And what is his full name?”

‘“His name is Philip Ambrose Arm-
strong,’’ said Miss Maria.

Hardly knowing what she did Mrs. De
Forest dropped into a chair and covered
her face with a dish-towel—that being the
only screen at hand.

Maria approached her timidly; except
for her own tempestuous emotion Virginia
must have marveled at her proud sister’s
manner.

‘T meant to tell you, I truly did,”” she
said, ‘‘I meant to teﬁ' ou before my next
birthday ; that is why { began the story—
Eartly why—for I wanted the others should

now, too, but I hadn’t the courage to
finish before them.” She touched Vir-
§inia’s shoulder softly. ‘‘Indeed I have
elt remorse at deceiving you all these
gears, but I hadn’t the courage to make a

reach between us. People suppose [ am
so fearless—that is all they know about it—
I am a coward where I love people. I was
a coward with you ; I couldn’t bear to hurt
you after you had been hurt so dreadfully.
And 1 could not give him up. Vinnie,
dear, consider how 1 had nursed him
through that fever. The doctor said 1
saved his life. I gave him his life, Vinnie,
what could his mother do more?”’ The
blood dyed her face and throat, but she
spoke resolutely. * Vinnie, don’t think it
impossible, after that month I was fighting
for his life and he couldn’t bear to have me
out of his sight, I felt as if I were his
mother. [ had a dream, too—I don't be-
lieve in dreams, but this one has haunted
me ever since. His mother seemed to be
telling me such a long, sad story of her
life, and I was crying over it, and then
she gave me the boy. ‘Make his life hap-
pier,’ she said. So I could not give him
up. But I deceived you. I pretended to
send him away. Then, afterward, he came
back. Lydia took care of him. I gave
her money. I have always seen him every
year; I have written to him each week;
whatever he wanted I loved to get and
send him. Up-stairs in a little box [ have
all the letters he has written me, from the
scrawly little things just after I left him to
last year.- I had to stoop to mean devices
and deceit to conceal this from you, and it
has made me miserable. Try to forgive
me, Vinnie.”” She leaned over her; she
would have kissed her if they had been a
little further out of view.

Mrs. De Forest very gently pushed her
away. ‘‘Please don’t talk to me now,” she
said. “Idoforgive you, but—I am dizzy.”

She walked off into the house, up-stairs
to her own room.

That evening at dinner a little note lay
on Miss Maria’s plate :

“I do forgive you; please forgive me.
By-and-by I will talk to you about it.
Your loving sister, VINNIE.”

Maria read the contents of the note.
““ Thank you,” she said to Mrs. De Forest,
who had just entered. ‘‘I hope your head-
ache is better, dear.”

Thus do we make believe to hoodwink
our men servants and women servants.
But Elizabeth Akers, who had been Miss
Maria’s maid for twelve years, smiled to
herself.

‘It is all gone,” said Mrs. De Forest.

She made no further reference to the
conversation then or durini the week, but
Mrs. Allison almost fell off her porch-chair
that same evening, beholding Mrs. De
Forest and young Armstrong driving to-
gether.

‘1 don’t see anything remarkable in
that,” said Dr. Allison. *‘Vinnie has suc-
cumbed to Maria, that’s all. But it is an
awful pity. The strangest thing is that he
seems a nice, modest, manly fellow. But
he is in poor business, poor business.”’

For the next week rumor busied itself
about equally with Miss Maria’s birthday
party and Miss Maria’s possible marriage.
It was related that the greenhouses far and
wide had been stripped for the function;

the lawn was to have lanterns and tents,
and in the great hall the family Bible,
erected on a stand and surrounded by
flowers, was to proclaim to the world the
right of Maria Keith on that particular day
to have a golden birthday. There were
half a dozen varying tales of Miss Maria's
costume; it was black velvet, it was mauve
satin, it was white satin. The only point
of agreement was the cap. One wild
legend declared that Miss Maria was going
to be married. She had consented to
marry young Armstrong, and she would
defy public sentiment by thus obtaining a
large audience under false pretenses to ﬁer
bridal. Mrs. Caroll, who pronounced this
the most impudent nonsense, could find
no ground except the fact that all the
clergymen of town were invited to the
ceremony. Miss Maria had soon stated
positively that no presents were to be ac-
cepted, but one or two old friends ventured
to send gifts.

Mrs. De Forest had the unanimous pity
of the town, and came nearer popularity
there than she had ever done in her life.
She made most of the arrangements in
person, and it was frequently observed that
she looked careworn and perturbed.

In sgite of criticism not an invited guest
was absent the eventful night, as the local
pager styledit. The lawn, with its myriads
of brilliant lanterns, was a fairy scene. In
the wide hallway, near the hght stand—
where, truly enough, embowered in flowers,
the family Bible lay open—stood Miss
Maria in the softest of silver gray and dia-
monds, with a cap trimmed with pink
ribbons that made her look ten years
younger, and gave a new, soft prettiness
to her handsome face. It was she who re-
ceived the guests. Mrs. De Forest had
disappeared.

The band discoursed music that sug-
gested love and even matrimony, since
they played the ¢ Lohengrin K’Iarch."
While they were playing Miss Maria left
her post in the hall. At first this did not
attract attention, but lEuresent]y, who knows
how, disquieting whispers passed from
mouth to mouth, and the guests left the
marquees, where the punch-bowls—full of
lemonade and claret and champagne-cup—
had either cheered or scandalized them,
according to their principles, and silently,
gradually they filled the spacious rooms.
Somehow the impression filtered through
the air that the principal parties were in
a small room used as Miss Maria’s own
study. And the whispers grew louder,
repeating that young Armstrong was not
visible.

‘“Never mind,”” said Dr. Allison, “we’ll
see them all soon; there comes the min-
ister.”

At this moment Miss Maria was standing
in the study, looking puzzled. She had a
card in her hand that said simply :

“Dear sister: Come into the study a
moment. I have a domestic present for
you. V.
She was alone when she began to read,
but before she finished Mrs. De Forest
came in, and behind her Ambrose Arm-
strong.

“This is the present, sister,” she said.
‘T wanted to see him a little before I de-
cided. I am satisfied. We will adopt him
together as our nephew with our name.
Shall we not introduce Mr. Philip Ambrose

- Keith to our friends? "’

The tears rushed to Maria’s eyes. But
she could not speak, for Mrs. De Forest
was holding wide the door. It was she
who walked first, she who made the cool
little presentation speech.

‘““For many years,” she said, standin
as erect and haughty as Miss Maria ha
ever stood, and looking almost handsome
with the red spot in her cheek, and her
shining eyes, ‘‘for many years my sister
has been caring for a little boy whose life
she saved, as some of you may know'’'—
she glanced toward Mrs. Caroll and Mrs.
Allison, and Mrs. Caroll gravely bent her
head. ‘““We have grown more and more
interested in him, and have decided to
adopt him as our nephew. 1 do not know
that there could be any better opportunity
to bespeak our friend’s kind welcome than
to-day, when my sister celebrates what she
likes to call her golden birthday. 1 hope
we may renew our youth in his. My
friends, I am glad to introduce to you our
nephew, Mr. %’hilip Ambrose Armstrong
Keith.”

““Sold !’ muttered Dr. Allison. But he
was the first to take the blushing young
fellow by the hand, and he made a
most graceful congratulatory speech. Miss
Maria wondered a little at the heartiness,
the actual affection of the congratulations
that were showered upon her; she sup-
posed, happily, that they werc because of
Ambrose’s talents and goodness, which
even strangers perceived; she never
dreamed, in her innocence, that the eager
friends were equally remorseful and re-
lieved. If Mrs. De Forest’s slightly cynical
smile meant any other opinion she kept it
to herself. Once Miss Maria found a
moment apart with her.

“J called it my golden birthday, dear
sister,” she said, “but it is you that have
made it so!”’

And in the grateful glance she gave her
the last of the cloud was swept away for-
ever.
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the country from
Loch Rannoch over to Lake Katrine and
all those celebrated parts, but we found we
could not go that way and so we went back
to Edinburgh and made a fresh start. We
stopped one night at the Royal Hotel, and
there we found a letter from Mr. Popling-
ton. We had left him at Buxton, and he
said he was not going to Scotland this sea-
son, but would try to see us in London be-
fore we sailed.

He is a good man, and he wrote this let-
ler on purpose to tell me that he had had a
letter from his friend, the clergyman in
Somersetshire, who had forbidden the
young woman, whose wash my tricycle had
run into, to marry her lover because he was
a Radical. This letter was in answer to
one Mr. Poplington wrote to him, in which
he gave the minister my reasons for think-
ing that the best way to convert the young
man from Radicalism was to let him marry
the young woman, who would be sure to
bring him around to her way of thinking,
whatever that might be.

I didn’t care about the Radicalism. All
I wanted was to get the two married, and
then it would not make the least difference
to me what their politics might be ; if they
lived properly and was sober and indus-
trious and kept on loving each other, 1
didn’t believe it would make much differ-
ence to them. It was a long letter that the
clergyman wrote, but the point of it was
that he had concluded to tell the young
woman that she might marry the fellow if
she liked, and that she must do her best to
make him a good Conservative, which, of
course, she promised to do. When I read
this I clapped my hands, for who could
have suspected that I should have the good
luck to come to this country to spend the
summer and make two matches before I
left it !

When we left Edinburgh to gradually
wend our way to this place, which is on the
west coast of Scotland, the first town we
stopped at was Stirling, where the Scotch
kings used to live. Of course we went to
the castle, which stands on the rocks high
above the town, but before we started to
go there Jone inquired if the place was a
ruin or not, and when he was told it was
not, and that soldiers lived there, he said it
was all right and we went. He now says
he must positively decline to visit any more
houses out of repair. He is tired of them,
and since he has got over his rheumatism
he feels less like visiting ruins than he ever
did. 1 tell him the ruins are not any more
likely to be damp than a good many of the
houses that people live in, but this didn’t
shake him, and I suppose if we come to any
more vine-covered and shattered remnants
of antiquity I shall be obliged to go over
them by myself.

The castle is a great place, which I
wouldn’t have missed for the world, but
the spot that stirred my soul the most was
in a little garden, as high in the air as the
top of a steeple, where we could look out
over the battlefield of Bannockburn. Be-
sides this we could see the mountains of
Ben Lomond, Ben Venue, Ben A’an, Ben
Ladi, and ever so much Scottish landscape
spreading out for miles upon miles. There
is a little hole in the wall here called the
Ladies’ Look-Out, where the ladies of the
court could sit and see what was going on
in the country below without being seen
themselves, but I stood up and took in
everything over the top of the wall.

I don’t know whether I told you that
the mountains of Scotland are “‘Bens”’
and the mouths of rivers are *“abers,” and
islands are ‘‘inches.”” Walking about the
streets of Stirling, and I didn’t have time
to see half as much as I wanted to, I came
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I want to have when I am abroad. Then,
on the other hand, there are not enough of
them to hinder a traveler from making her-
self understood. So it is natural for me
to like it ever so much better than French,
in which, when I am in it, I simply sink to
the bottom if no helping hand is held out
to me.

I had some trouble with Jone that night
at the hotel because he had a novel, which
he had been reading for I don’t know how
long, and which he said he wanted to get
through with before he began anything else.
But now I told him he was going to enter
on the wonderful country of the ¢ Lady
of the Lake,’’ and that he ought to give up
everything else and read that book, because
if he didn’t go there with his mind prepared
the scenery would not sink into his soul as

strand,”’ and the end of it was that I made
him sit up until a quarter of two o’clock in
the morning while 1 read the *‘ Lady of the
Lake” to him. [ had read it before and
he had not, but I hadn’t got a quarter
through before he was just as willing to
listen as 1 was to read. And when I got
throu%h I was in such a glow that Jone said
he believed that all the blood in my veins
had turned to hot Scotch.

I didn’t pay any attention to this, and
after going to the window and looking out
at the Gaelic moon, which was about half
full and rolling along among the clouds,
I turned to Jone and said, ““ Jone, let’s sing
‘Scott’s Wha’ Ha’,’ before we go to bed.”

‘“If we do roar out that thing,’’ said
Jone, ‘‘they would put us out on the
curbstone to spend the rest of the night.”

‘‘Let’s whisper it then,’’ said I,

‘‘the spirit of it is all I want. I
don’t care for the loudness.”

“I'd be willing to do that,” said
Jone, “if I knew the tune and a few
of the words.” ’

‘“Oh, bother,” said I, and when
I got into bed I drew the clothes
over mf' head and sang that brave
song all to myself. Doing it that
way the words and tune didn’t mat-
ter at all, but I felt the spirit of it,
and that was all I wanted, and then
1 went to sleep.

The next morning we went to
Callander by train, and there we
took a coach for Trossachs. Itis
hardly worth while to say we went
on top, because the coaches here
haven’t any inside to them, except
a hole where they put the baggage.

We drove along a beautiful road
with mountains and vales and
streams, and the driver told us the
name of everything that had a
name, which he couldn’t help very
well, being asked so constant by
me. But I didn’t feel altogether
satisfied, for we hadn’t come to
anything quotable, and I didn’t like
to have Jone sit too long without something
happening to stir up some of the ‘‘ Lady of
the Lake,’”’ which I had dpumped into his
mind the day before, and so keep it fresh.

Before long, however, thg driver pointed
out the ford of Coilantogle. The instant
he said this I half Ijumpe u%, and seizing
Jone by the arm I cried, * Don’t you re-
member? This is the place where the
Knight of Snowdoun, James Fitz-James,

“ A person who was a family-tree man”’
P

it ought to. He was of the opinion that
when my romantic feeling got on top of
the scenery it would be likely to sink into
his soul as deep as he cared to have it,
without any preparation, but that sort of
talk wouldn’t do for me. I didn't want to
be gliding o’er the smooth waters of Loch
Katrine, and have him asking me who the
girl was who rowed her shallop to the *silver

fought Roderick Dhu!"’ And then without
caring who else heard me, I burst out with:
‘** His back against a rock he bore,
And firmly placed his foot before;
‘Come one, come all! This rock shall fly
From its firm base as soon as 1." "’
‘“No, madam,” said the driver, politely
touching his hat, ‘‘that was a mniile further
on. This place is:

‘¢ And here his course the chieftain staid
Threw down his target and his plaid." "

“You are right,” said I, and then I be-
gan again:
‘“‘ Then each at once his falchion drew,
Each on the ground his scabbard threw,
Each look'd to sun, and stream, and plain,
As what they ne'er might see again ;
Then foot, and point, and eye ,
In dubious strife they darkly closed.' "

I didn’t repeat any more of the poem,
though everybody was listening quite re-
spectful without thinking of laughing, and
as for Jone 1 could see by the way he
sat and looked about him that his tinder
had caught my spark, but I knew that the
thing for me to do here was not to give out
but take in, and so to speak in figures, 1
drank in the whole of Lake Vannachar, as

“This might be a Dorkminster **

we drove along its lovely marge until we
came to the other end and the driver said
we would now go over the Brigg of Turk.
At this up I jumped and said :

‘“* And when the Brigg of Turk was won,

The headmost horseman rode alone.' "

I had sense enough not to quote the next
two lines, because when 1 had read them
to Jone he said that it was a shame to use
a horse that way.

We now came to Loch Achray, at the
other end of which is the Trossachs, where
we stopped for the night, and when the
driver told me the mountain we saw before
us was Ben Venue, I repeated the lines:

‘“* The hunter marked that mountain high,
The lone lake's western boundary,
And deem’d the stag must turn to bay,
Where that huge rampart barr'd the way.'"”

At last we reached the Trossachs Hotel,
which stands near the wild ravines filled
with bristling woods where the stag was
lost, with the lovely lake in front and Ben
Venue towering up on the other side. 1
was so excited I could scarcely eat, and
no wonder, because for the greater part of
the day I had breathed nothing but the
spirit of Scott’s poetry. 1 forgot to sa

at from the time we left Callander until
we got to the hotel the rain poured down
steadily, but that didn’t make any differ-
ence to me. A human being soaked with
the ‘‘Lady of the Lake’’ is rain-proof.

LETTER NO. XXIV

EDINBURGH.

l WAS sorry to stog my last letter right in

the middle of the ‘“ Lady of the Lake "
country, but I couldn’t get it all in, and the
fact is, I can’t get all I want to say in any
kind of a letter. The things I have seen
and want to write about are crowded to-
gether like the Scottish mountains.

On the day after we got to Trossachs
Hotel, and I don’t know any place I would
rather spend weeks at than there, Jone and
I walked through the ‘‘ darksome glen *’
where the stag

* Soon lost to hound and hunter's ken,
In the deep Trossachs’ wildest nook
His solitary refuge took.”
And then we came out on the far-famed
Loch Katrine. There was a little steam-
boat there to take passengers to the other
end where a coach was waiting, but it
wasn't time for that to start, and we
wandered on the banks of that song-gilded
piece of water. It didn’t lie before us like
‘“ one burnished sheet of living gold,” as it
appeared to James Fitz-James, but my
soul could supply the sunset if I chose.
There, too, was the island of the fair Ellen,
and beneath our very fect was the ‘‘silver
strand”’ to which she rowed her shallop.
I am sorry to say there isn’t so much of the
‘“‘silver strand’’ as there used to be, be-
cause, in this world, as I have read, and as
I have seen, the spirit of realistics is always
crowding and trampling on the toes of the
romantics, and the people of Glasgow have
actually laid water-pipes from their town
to this lovely lake, and now they turn the
faucets in their back kitchens and out
spouts the tide which kissed
“ With whlsperingbsound and slow
The beach of pebbles bright as snow.”
This wouldn’t have been so bad, because
the_lake has enough and to spare of its

— e
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it in order to make their
Glasgow people built a
as raised the lake a good
that it overflows ever so
silver strand.”” But I can
from a scene like that as 1
| throw away the seeds of
yazing o'er that enchanted
the Knight of Snowdoun
: first beheld the lake and

niﬁht the bugle horn
lake, the lingering mom!”’

on with the lines until I

t then to wander here!
irew yon nimble deer’'—

beshrew that steamboat
wnd away we went and
at. Realistics come in
s when they take the

ook us over nearly the
ine,and I must say that

stopped at the next station, for comparisons
are very different from poetry, and if you
try to mix them with scenery you make a
mess that is not fit for a Christian. But [
thought first I would give her a word back :

‘I 'have seen to-day,” I said, ‘‘ the love-
liest scenery I ever met with, but we've
got grand cafions in America where you
could put the whole of that scenery without
crowding, and where it wouldn't be much
noticed by spectators, so busy would they
be gazing at the surrounding wonders.”’

‘“Fancy ! said she.

“I don’t want to say anything,” said I,
‘‘ against what 1 have seen to-day, and 1
don’t want to think of anything else while
I am looking at it, but this I will say, that
landscape with Scott is very different from
landscape without him.”’

‘““That is very true, isn’t it?"’ said she,
and then she stopped making comparisons,
and 1 looked out of the window.

Oban is a very pretty place on the coast,
but we never should have gone there if it
had not been the place to start from for
Staffa and Iona. When I was only a girl I

carry any hand-bag and I had only a little one”

to scenery that
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saw pictures of Fingal’s Cave, and | have
read a good deal about it since, and it is
one of the spots in the world that I have
been longing to see, but I feel like crying
when 1 tell you, madam, that the next
morning there was such a storm that the
boat for Staffa didn’t even start, and as
the people told us that the storm would
most likely last two or three days, and
that the sea for a few days more would
be so rough that $taffa would be out of the
question, we had to give it up, and I was
obliged to fall back from the reality to my
imagination. Jore tried to comfort me by
telling me that he would be willing to bet
ten to one that my fancy would soar a mile
above the real thing, and that perhaps it
was very well I didn’t see olci) Fingal’s
Cave and so be disappointed.

‘‘Perhaps it is a good thing,” said I,
‘‘that you didn’t go, and that you didn’t,
get so seasick thst you would be ready to
renounce your country’s flag and embrace
Mormonism if such things would make
you feel better.” Butthat is the only thing
that is good, and I have a cloud on my rec-
ollection which shall never be lifted "until
Corinne is old enough to need travel and
we come here with her.

But although the: storm was so bad it was
not bad enough to keep us from making
our water trip to Glasgow, for the boat we
took did not have to go out tosea. It was
a wonderfully beautiful passage we made
among the islands and along the coast,
with the great mountains on the mainland
standing up above everything else. After
a while we got to the Crinan Canal, which
is inreality a short cut across the field. Itis
nine miles long and not much wider than a

ood-sized ditch, but it saves more than a

undred miles of travel around an island.
We was on a sort of a toy steamboat which
went its way through the fields and bushes
and grass so clos: we could touch them,
and as there was eleven locks where the
boat had to stop, we got out two or three
times and walked along the banks to the
next lock. That being the kind of a ride
Jone likes, he blessed Buxton. At the
other end of the canal we took a bigger
steamboat which carried us to Glasgow.

We stayed in Glisgow one day, and Jone
was delighted with it because he said it was
like an American city. Now on principle
I like American cities, but I didn’t come
to Scotland to see them, and the greatest
pleasure I had in Glasgow was standing
with a tumbler of water in my hand repeat-~
ing to myself as much of the ** Lady of the
Lake" as [ could remember,

LETTER NO. XXV

LoNDoON.

ERE we are in this wonderful town,
where if you can’t see everything you
want to see ¥ou can generally see a sample
of it even if your fad happens to be the
ancientnesses of Egypt. We are at the
Babylon Hotel, where we shall stay until
it is time to start for Southampton, where
we shall take the steamer for home. What
we are going to do between here and
Southampton I don’t know yet, but I do
know that Jone is all on fire with joy be-
cause he thinks his journeys are nearly
over, and I am chilled with grief when 1

think that my journeys are nearly over.

We left Edinburgh on the train called
the ‘“Flying Scotsman,” and it deserved
its name. I suppose that in the days of
Wallace and Bruce and Rob Roy the Scots
must often have skipped along in a lively
way, but I am sure if any of them had
ever invaded England at the rate we went
into it the British lion would soon have
been living on thistles instead of roses.

The next day after we reached London 1
set out to attend to a piece of business
that 1 didn’t want Jone to know anything
about. My business was to look up my
family pedigree. It seemed to me that it
would be a shame if I went away from the
home of my ancestors without knowing
something about those ancestors and about
the links that connected me with them.
So I determined to see what I could do in
the way of making up a family tree.

By good luck Jone had some business to
attend to about money and rooms on the
steamer, and so forth, and so I could start
out by myself without his even asking me
where 1 was going. Now, of course, it
would be a natural thing for a person to
go and seek out his ancestors in the ancient
village from which they sprang, and to
read their names on the tombstones in the
venerable little church, but as I didn’t
know where this village was, of course, I
couldn’t go to it. But in London is the
place where you can find out how to find
out such things.

As far back as when we was in Ched-
combe I had had a good deal of talk with
Miss Pondar about ancestors and families.
I told her that my forefathers came from
this country, which I was very sure of,
jud%ing from my feelings, but as I couldn’t
tell her any particulars, I didn’t go into the
matter very deep. But I did say there
was a good many points that I would like
to set straight, and asked her if she knew
where 1 could find out something about
English family trees. She said she had
heard there was a big heraldry office in
London, but if I didn’t want to go there
she knew of a person who was a family-
tree man. He had an office in London,
and his business was to go around and
tend to trees of that kind which had been
neglected, and to get them into shape and
good condition. She gave me his ad-
dress, and I had kept the thing quiet in
my mind until now.

I found the family-tree man, whose name
was Brandish, in a small room not too
clean, over a shop not far from St. Paul’s
Churchyard. He had another business,
which related to patent poison for flies,
and at first he thought I had come to see
him about that, but when he found out 1
wanted to ask him about my family tree
his face brightened up.

When I told Mr. Brandish my business
the first thing he asked me was my family
name. Of course, I had expected this,
and I had thought a great deal about the
answer I ought to give. In the first place,
I didn’t want to have anything to do with
my father’'s name. I never had anythin
much to do with him, because he die
when I was a little baby, and his name
had nothing high-toned about it, and it
seemed to me to belong to that kind of a
family that you would be better satisfied
with the less you looked up its beginnings,
but my mother’s family was a different
thing. Nobody could know her without
feeling that she had sprung from good
roots. It might have been from the stump
of a tree that had been cut down, but the
roots must have been of no common kind
to send up such a shoot as she was. It
was from her that I got my longings for
the romantic.

She used to tell me a good deal about
her father, who must have been a wonder-
ful man in many ways. What she told
me was not like a sketch of his life, which
I wish it had been, but mostly anecdotes
of what he said and did. So it was my
mother’s ancestral tree I determined to
find, and without saying whether it was on
my mother’s or father's side I was search-
ing for ancestors, I told Mr. Brandish that
Dork was the family name.

‘“Dork,” said he, ‘““a rather uncommon
name, isn’t it? Was your father the eldest
son of a family of that name?”

Now [ was hoping he wouldn't say any-
thing about my father.

‘“No, sir,”’ said I, *“it isn’t that line that
I am looking up. Itis my mother’s. Her
name was Dork before she was married.”

‘“Really! Now I see,” said he; ‘“you
have the paternal line all correct and you
want to look up the line on the other side.
That is very common ; it is so seldom that
ene knows the Jine of ancestors on one's

maternal side. Dork, then, was the name
of your maternal grandfather.”

It struck me that a maternal grandfather
must be a grandmother, but 1 didn’t say so.

““Can you tell me,” said he, ‘‘ whether
it was he who emigrated from this coun-
try to America or whether it was his father
or his grandfather?”’

Now | hadn't said anything about the
United States, for I had learned there was
no use in wasting breath telling English
people I had come from America, so [
wasn’t surprised at his question, but I
couldn’t answer it. .

“I can’t say much about that,” I said,
““until I have found out something about
the English branches of the family.”’

“Very good,” said he. ‘We will look
over the records,” and he took down a
big book and turned to the letter D. He
ran his finger down two or three pages
and then he began to shake his head.

““Dork ?” said he. *‘ There doesn’t seem
to be any Dork, but here is Dorkminster,
Now if that was your family name we’'d
have it all here. No doubt you know all
about that family. It’s a grand old family,
isn’tit? Isn’tit possible that your grand-
father or one of his ancestors may have
dropped part of the name when he changed
his residence to America?”’

Now I began to think hard ; there was
some reason in what the family-tree man
said. I knew very well that the same
family name was often different in differ-
ent countries, changes being made to suit
climates and people.

‘‘ Minster has a religious meaning, hasn’t
it?" said I.

““Yes, madam,” said he ; ‘‘it relates to
cathedrals and that sort of thing.”

Now, so far as I could remember, none
of the things my mother had ever told me
about her father was in any ways related
to religion. They was mostly about horses,
and although there is really no reason for
the disconnection between horses and re-
ligion, especially when you consider the
hymns with heavenly chariots in them,
must have had horses, it didn’t seem to
me that my grandfather could have made
it a point of being religious, and perhaps
he mightn’t have cared for the cathedral
part of his name, and so might have
dropped it for convenience in signing,
probably being generally in a hurry, judg-
ing from what my mother had told me. 1
said as much to Mr. Brandish, and he an-
swered that he thought it was likely enough,
and that that sort of thing was often done.

‘““Now then,” said he, *‘let us look into
the Dorkminster line and trace out your
connection with that. From what place
did your ancestors come? "’

It seemed to me that he was asking me
a good deal more than he was telling me,
and [ said to him: ‘ That is what | want
to find out. What is the family home of
the Dorkminsters ? ’

“Oh, they were a great Hampshire
family,”” said he. ‘‘ For five hundred years
they lived on their estates in Hampshire.
The first of the name was Sir William
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