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DOROTHY DEANE

CHAPTER I
CHRISTMAS EVE

MRrs. BICKERDYKE always knitted twenty face-
cloths for Christmas presents. On this 23d of
December she was hard at work on the sixteenth
of the number, and her little great-granddaugh-
ter, Dorothy Deane, was sitting beside her doing
up the fifteen already completed, into packages.
Each knitted face-cloth was folded round a cake
of Ivory soap; both were inclosed in a square
of white tissue paper and then neatly tied with
narrow blue ribbon.

‘When Mrs. Bickerdyke bestowed one of these
souvenirs upon one of her poorer friends, it was
her habit to say, with her commanding glance, —

““ Now, there can be no excuse.”

And it must be confessed that even when rich
and well-to-do people received these tokens, —
people to whom cakes of soap and wash-cloths
could offer no unusual opportunity, — even they



2 DOROTHY DEANE

had the feeling that Mrs. Bickerdyke was ex-
horting them to wash and be clean. For every-
body knew that both Mrs. Bickerdyke and her
daughter Hester lived only to do good to who-
soever came within their reach.

Mrs. Bickerdyke was a handsome old lady, in
spite of her rather eagle-like nose and glance.
She was always well dressed, wearing in the
morning a black stuff gown, with a fine lawn
handkerchief folded over her shoulders; and
black silk in the evening, with a fichu of bob-
binet lace. Her head was set off at all times by
a widow’s cap of the sheerest white material. In
front of the spotless frills of the cap, and resting
on the old lady’s tranquil forehead, were four
puffs of white hair. "When Dorothy first came
to Swallowfield to live, she used to sit looking
at Mrs. Bickerdyke, wondering whether those
four puffs of hair belonged to the cap or to
her grandmamma’s head. Nowadays Dorothy
knew, but I shall let her keep the secret. I
will only say that after the little girl found it
out she wondered almost more than she did
before.

At this present moment Dorothy was trying
to keep all her thoughts upon the knitted face-
cloths and cakes of soap. She knew that al-
though Mrs. Bickerdyke was knitting vigorously,
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there was a vigilant eye upon her own doings,
and that at the least deviation from the pre-
scribed rule she would hear, —

“Not that way, Dorothy. Undo it all and
begin again.”

This feeling of being overlooked made the lit-
tle fingers stiff and awkward. The pieces of
soap slipped, the paper tore, the ribbons tangled
themselves up into knots. Oh, how tired she
was! It seemed to Dorothy as if all her life-
long, indeed from the very beginning of the
world, she had been tying up face-cloths. Time
was always long, oh, so long, in Mrs. Bicker-
dyke’s sitting-room. Nowhere else in the world |
did clocks tick so slowly or so loudly as here.
But now all at once something unexpected hap-
pened. |

“ Why, grandmamma,” Dorothy burst forth
in surprise, “ that ’s the end of the ribbon.”

You must have used it too freely,” said Mrs.
Bickerdyke sternly.

“No, really and truly, grandmamma, I have
measured off every one and cat it by the piece
of tape you gave me.” .

¢ (Go upstairs and ask your aunt Hester if she
has any more ribbon.”

As Dorothy left the room she drew a long
breath of relief.
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“ Oh,” she said to herself, “I do hope that
aunt Hester has n’t got the least bit more.”

She saw as she went into the hall that the
street door stood open, and that her aunt stood
talking to a person outside, as if giving direc-
tions to some one about to take a journey. ¢ Tell
your mother the best connection is by the 10.15
train,” she was saying. “I hope you will have
a pleasant Christmas. Good-by.”

She was about to close the door when a voice
cried out, — y

¢ Oh, Miss Hester, there is Dorothy! May n’t
I come in and speak a few words to Dorothy ?”

It was Marcia Dundas, and Dorothy loved
Marcia Dundas almost more than anybody except
her own mother.

" «Dorothy is helping her grandmother to-day,”
replied Miss Hester.

“ Oh, aunt Hester,” cried Dorothy eagerly,
“ grandmamma sent me to ask you if you had
any more ribbon. I have used up every bit.”

“ Come in, Marcia,” Miss Bickerdyke now
said, ylelding rather ungraciously. “ You and
Dorothy may sit down on that divan and talk
for fifteen minutes by the clock.”

The two children looked at each other, each
with a little smile of satisfaction as they took
their places side by side in absolute silence.
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Miss Hester, who was a tall, slender woman,
with a fine, quiet, earnest face, went slowly up
the stairs.

“We’re going to spend Christmas at aunt
Mary’s,” Marcia said. “ We ’re going to-mor-
row, for four days.”

“ Oh dear,” cried Dorothy, and the corners
of her mouth went down.

« T shan’t like it,” said Marcia, as if her mind
were quite made up. “I shall keep thinking
about you and Lucy and Gay.”

The two exchanged a smile. Dorothy was
eight years old and Marcia eleven. Dorothy
was perhaps no smaller than others of her age,
but she had a way of looking younger and
smaller ; while Marcia was overgrown, with long
legs and arms, so that her frocks seemed always
too short for her. Dorothy had a nice little
round face, with large, meditative brown eyes,
and a pair of sweet, smiling lips that everybody
liked to kiss. Her hair, bright gold in color,
was cut short and curled in large, loose rings all
over her head. Marcia’s hair was very long and
dark and thick and rough and shaggy, like a
pony’s mane. She wore it braided in two great
untidy plaits, which, always in the way, were
always being flopped first on one shoulder and
then on the other. The braids, however, being
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a part of Marcia, each flop was full of character
and significance. Dorothy thought Marcia’s face
quite the most beautiful face in the world. Her
skin was like ivory. Usually she was pale ; but
when she became excited, her cheeks grew as
red as roses. Her eyes were black, laughing,
rather saucy. Her well-cut mouth could easily
express a great many meanings. She could look
proud, she could look disdainful; but the mo-
ment her lips parted, and her small, even teeth
showed, — why, then, the sun came out!

«“] shall want to hear about everything you
do for Christmas,” Marcia went on. ¢ Do you
expect any presents, Dorothy ?

¢« Oh, I should hope so; don’t you?” Dorothy
exclaimed.

“Qh, it’s our Christmas present going to
aunt Mary’s,” said Marcia. ¢ She has sent the
money for our journey. That’s why I hate it
s0.”

¢ Oh, youll have something else,” said Dor-
othy, encouragingly.

¢ Nothing I want,” returned Marcia. ¢ Oh,
how I wish one had only to walk into shops at
Christmas time and pick out just what one
liked without having anything to pay! Obh,
would n’t I just enjoy picking out things!”

“Go into shops and take whatever you
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wanted ! > said Dorothy, drawing a deeper
breath. ¢ Why, they would n’t let you.”

¢« At Christmas, you know. I think that would
be the nicest possible sort of Christmas!”

“] should think it would,” murmured Doro-
thy. ¢ What should you pick out?”

“ Chocolates,” said Mareia, with instant deci-
sion. “Lots of chocolates and oranges and
bananas and everything good to eat, you know.
Then all sorts of things to wear: frocks and
hats and muffs and tippets, besides books! oh,
the greatest quantity of nice books about pirates
and soldiers and kings and queens.”

“ Wouldn’t it be splendid ?” said Dorothy,
kindling at the magnificence of the idea. «It
would be almost better than having Santa Claus
come down the chimney.”

“A great deal better. I never did care about
Santa Claus. I never believed in him, hardly
even when I was a baby.”

“ Qh, Marcia ! ”

“ Are you such a goose as to believe in Santa
Claus?”

“I want to,” said Dorothy earnestly. “I’ll
believe in him all my life long, if he only brings
me what I have asked him to bring me.”

“What have you asked him for?”’ Marcia
inquired with a little shrug of her shoulders.
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“T don’t dare tell.”

¢ Oh, tell me,” Mareia insisted. I ’m going
away, so there ’s no harm in telling me.”

“I want two dolls,” Dorothy piped in her
soft, clear little voice ; “ one big and one little.
Then I want a large, nice paint-box and a writ-
ing-desk.”

“ Well, you do know what you want, don’t
you?” returned Marcia, laughing. “I know
what would happen to me if I asked for two
dolls, one big and one little, a paint-box, and
writing-desk.”

“What ?”” demanded Dorothy.

“ Why, I should n’t get them,” Marcia re-
plied. ¢ But then you’re lucky, and I’'m un-
lucky ” —

“Oh, I'm not lucky, am I?” said Dorothy,
with little, happy dimples coming in her cheeks.
She did not know the world very well yet, and so
could not be sure. It was pleasant, nevertheless,
to be called lucky by Marcia, who knew all sorts
of things better than Dorothy.

¢« Everybody is lucky except me,” Mareia pur-
sued. I should n’t mind so much if it wasn’t
for mamma, but nothing goes right with us.
Papa has been ill again, so no money has come
from him. Mamma had surely expected some,
but I don’t know that I did. I’ve got used to
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having things go wrong. Rosalie went away
yesterday.”

¢« Qh, did she go, too?” inquired Dorothy.
“T hoped she would like to stay.”

“QOh, no; everybody goes,— nobody stays
with us. I made mamma’s coffee this morning
and poached her an egg. I don’t mind.”

Dorothy listened with a critical air, her head
a little on one side like a wise bird’s.

“ Mamma tells me,” she now observed, * that
when I cannot have what I like I must try to
like what I have.”

“Well, do you?” inquired Marcia with high
disdain.

“I try to make believe sometimes,” said Dor-
othy with a half sigh.

“T don’t,” returned Marcia with a decisive
little nod ; “if I’ve got nothing to eat but dry
bread, I just say it’s dry bread. I don’t tell
people it ’s plum pudding.”

“Oh, I don’t mean telling what is n’t true,”
expostulated Dorothy.

“I know what you mean. But I don’t like
dry bread, and I will not tell anybody I like dry
bread and think it’s good and wholesome.
That’s what you would do. I want my bread
fresh, spread thick with butter, then a layer of
jam on that and cream on top!”
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The fifteen minutes were up. Miss Hester’s
foot was on the lowest stair. She held in her
hand a roll of blue ribbon. Almost before
Dorothy knew what was happening, Marcia had
departed and she herself was again sitting beside
her grandmother, tying up cakes of soap in
knitted face-cloths. All the happy hopes that
had been bubbling up within her while she was
talking with Marcia seemed to have vanished.
It was dreadful to think that for five whole days
she could not see Marcia. She no longer be-
lieved that Santa Claus would bring her the
two dolls, the paint-box, and writing-desk, that
she had begged for. All at once the dreadful
thought occurred to her that perhaps she would
have to accept one of these face-cloths and
cakes of soap from her grandmamma. Oh, how
could she bear it? When she had sat hour after
hour tying them up with blue ribbon, to be
obliged to have one for her own! Oh, how
angry she was going to be if it happened so, —
how raging, — how furious! All the blood in
her body seemed to rush to her cheeks.

“ It must be too warm here,” exclaimed Mrs.
Bickerdyke. “ Your whole face is crimson,
Dorothy. Look at the thermometer.”

It was a rule of the house that the rooms
must never be warmer than seventy-four degrees
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Fahrenheit. When Jerusha, the maid-of-all-
work, had first come, it had been explained to
her that she must never let the thermometer go
above seventy-four degrees. Miss Hester next
morning missed the thermometer, and on making
inquiries learned that Jerusha, seeing that it
was in danger of going too high, had hung it on
the porch.

Jerusha by this time understood all the ways
of the house. Dorothy understood some of
them, and was pleased to make the discovery
that the mercury pointed to seventy-seven de-
grees. Doors had to be opened on the instant ;
a distant window raised. Dorothy ran round
like a little cyclone, delighted at the excuse for
movement.

Her aunt looked down from the upper landing
and called, —

“ Dorothy, if grandmamma does not need you,
come to my room a minute ! ”

Mrs. Bickerdyke had just cast on the stitches
for her seventeenth face-cloth, and decided to lie
down and take a little nap. Dorothy went
slowly up the stairs, her heart feeling as if it
had jumped into her throat. Miss Hester al-
ways seemed to see into her heart and to know
just what was passing in her mind, and Dor-
othy’s conscience was not clear at this moment.
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She was not quite sure but that it was her rage
at the thought of having to accept one of her
grandmamma’s face-cloths that had sent the
thermometer up to seventy-seven degrees.

Miss Hester was sitting at her desk writing
down a list of things in her note-book, and Dor-
othy, entering, stood looking at her, not ventur-
ing to interrupt. Aunt Hester was not at all
old like grandmamma, but still she was not at all
young. Dorothy, as we have seen, had many
speculations in her mind, and one was whether
Miss Hester might not early in life have been
exposed to the freezing cold and never quite
thawed out afterwards. Her face was so pale,
so regular, so quiet. Her dark hair, just touched
with silver threads, was always so immaculately
smooth. Her eyebrows were very dark and very
straight ; her eyes, too, were dark, yet had a
clear light in them. Between the brows were two
little up and down wrinkles; then there were
deep lines on each side of the thin, straight
lips.

Dorothy thought to herself, —

“Oh, I could n’t love aunt Hester, I really
could n’t. She makes me feel cold somehow.”

At this moment Miss Hester, turning, looked
at Dorothy all over and through and through,
as if she read as on a printed page her every
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thought, feeling, and wish. Just as Dorothy
expected to be consumed by her aunt’s righteous
indignation, Miss Hester inquired, —

“ Should you like to go to town with me to-
morrow, Dorothy, to buy a few Christmas pre-
sents ?

¢« Oh, aunt Hester ! ” Dorothy burst out. Then
she paused and drew a deep breath. ¢ Do you
really mean it ?” she faltered.

“T inquired whether you would like to go to
town with me to-morrow to buy Christmas pre-
sents,” Miss Hester repeated, with the look and
tone of one who has no time to waste on unmean-
ing questions.

“Yes, please, aunt Hester,” gasped Dorothy.
She suddenly regarded her aunt from a quite
different point of view, wondering if she might
really thank her, kiss her, hug her, cling to her.;
but no, she did not venture.

At 9.55 next morning Miss Hester and Dor-
othy took the train for town. At 4.02 they
returned. It had been a bewildering experience
for Dorothy, but any one looking at the little
girl as she sat beside the rather severe looking
lady in a sealskin pelisse would have known
that the day had been a happy one.

“You can put the parcels on the rack, Dor-
othy,” Miss Hester had said to her.
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“ Oh, please, aunty, may n’t I go on holding
them ?” Dorothy pleaded. “I do so love to
hold them.”

So she sat straining her little arms round three
great packages. Her heart beat lovingly against
them. Once, when she was sure her aunt was
not looking, she kissed the brown papers which
wrapped them up, one after the other. She
knew so well what was inside: in the long slen-
der parcel two dolls, one big and one little; in
the oblong thin one a box of paints; in the
square thick one a writing-desk.

Everybody in the long train of cars was loaded
down with brown-paper parcels, but probably
none of all those Christmas presents was to give
the same amount of pleasure that Dorothy ex-
perienced in clasping her aunt’s purchases to
her heart.

‘When Mrs. Deane (Elizabeth Deane was
Dorothy’s own mother, to whom I must now give
a passing introduction to the reader) arrived at
the house at six o’clock that Christmas eve,
she knew the moment she met her little girl’s
eyes that something very pleasant had happened.
Dorothy could lock intensely serious, but when
anything made her smile it was hard for her to
leave off smiling. Usnally she was pale, so when
a spot of color began to burn on each cheek, one
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might safely guess that she was excited. Dor-
othy’s eyes, too, had a way, when she was fairly
waked up, of getting on fire, as it were. When
she ran to throw her arms round her mother, she
was smiling, her eyes were aglow, and her cheeks
were just the color of a pink shell.

“Don’t ask me anything yet, mamma,” she
whispered. “I°’ll tell you when you put me to
bed. But oh, it’s perfectly beautiful ! ”

‘When I have told how Dorothy looked, I have
also described her mother, except that Mrs.
Deane was twenty years older than her little
daughter, and that while Dorothy’s hair was
bright gold and in close little curls all over her
head, Mrs. Deane’s was bright brown, and so long
that it could be coiled up in a knot. Twenty-
eight is not such a very great age when one has
reached it. Mrs. Deane was not so old that she
could not have enjoyed pleasant times quite as
much as Dorothy, if they had come in her way.
Elizabeth had had a pretty hard tussle with life
since her husband died, six months after their
wedding day, and five months before Dorothy
was born. He had been Mrs. Bickerdyke’s grand-
son and Miss Hester’s nephew. It took Mrs.
Bickerdyke and Miss Hester almost six years
to forgive Elizabeth for having married Frank
Deane. Finally, however, they had come to see
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their duty clearly, and they had offered a home
to Dorothy and an occasional place of refuge to
Elizabeth.

“Of course you must pay for the child’s
board, and for your own when you are with us,”
Miss Hester had said in her quiet, earnest way.
“We could not afford to take you in on other
terms. But you will have the comfort of feeling
that Dorothy is well looked after, that she will
never be neglected, that she will have the train-
ing her father had before her.”

Elizabeth Deane was grateful. It was what
she had longed for. She had a position in a
large school for girls; she taught elementary
French, and music, and English; she corrected
exercises and compositions; she prepared and
looked over examination papers; she tutored;
she coached ; she drilled; she was, in fact, a
low-priced teacher-of-all-work, never having had
diplomas or degrees. Her bag was always full
to overflowing with exercises, examinations, and
essays. Her pocket bristled with blue, red, and
black pencils. She almost never had a real hon-
est holiday. She was always taking extra work;
always trying to earn a little more money;
always working towards a possible future when
Dorothy would need a generous outlay for her
education. Now she was to have just Christ-
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mas, for on the morning after Christmas she
was to go back to school to look after the pupils
who stayed on through the vacation.

If Elizabeth had not really understood Mrs.
Bickerdyke and Miss Hester, she would not have
been willing to give up Dorothy to their care.
She knew that they were conscientious, that they
were always looking beyond the pleasure of the
moment, but that their hearts were kind, even if
they did feel it to be wrong that any erring
human being should have too smooth and easy a
road. For example: when Dorothy had first
come to Swallowfield her hair was long and
floated over her shoulders. Elizabeth had loved
to brush these ¢ goldilocks,” and she had done
it so gently, Dorothy could have slept during
the operation. Not so when this duty became
Miss Hester’s; if she pulled and twisted the
tangled curls, she would say, —

“You must learn to bear pain. You will have
a great deal of pain to bear before you die, and
you must remember that pain is good for you.”

This was sound, bracing doctrine. Elizabeth
saw the truth of it, yet she acted on a different
theory. Just because there is so much inevita-
ble pain to bear in life, it seemed to her a pity to
inflict unnecessary tortures. Accordingly, one
morning Dorothy woke up to find that her pretty,
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fluffy, baby curls had all been clipped off in her
sleep.

That was two years ago,— a long past event.
Let us get on with our story.

When Mrs. Deane took Dorothy upstairs that
Christmas eve, Dorothy whispered to her, —

“ Oh, mamma, I am going to have such beau-
tiful presents!”

Mrs. Deane heaved a soft little sigh.

“T am afraid, dear, — that Santa Claus’ —

* But, mamma, aunt Hester bought me four
splendid Christmas presents to-day, — just ex-
actly what I asked Santa Claus for.”

“ Why, my dear child, you must not think
that” —

“Yes, mamma, she did! Two dolls, one big
and one little,” insisted Dorothy. ¢“A paint-
box, — oh, the most lovely paint-box, with four
saucers and four brushes, and then the sweetest
little writing-desk!”

“Dorothy, dearest, your aunt would never
have bought you such presents,—never in the
world,” said Mrs. Deane earnestly. ¢ Put the
idea quite out of your mind. If she bought
them, they were for somehody else,—not for
you.”

“Oh yes, she did buy them for me!” Dor-
othy maintained, smiling and dimpling, her eyes
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alight, her cheeks rosy. ¢ Aunt Hester said,
when we came to the doll-counter, ¢ Now, Dor-
othy, if you were to have the choice of two dolls,
one large and one small, which of them should
you pick out?’ Then it was just the same with
the paint-box and writing-desk.”

Mzrs. Deane shook her head. It had not been
her experience to gather grapes from thorns, nor
figs from thistles. The principle upon which
Miss Hester acted was not to try to make Dor-
othy happy, but to make her good. Still, who
could tell ? Tt is the unexpected that happens.
Dorothy might as well have the present comfort
of hoping and believing. Accordingly the little
girl went to bed that Christmas eve hugging in
anticipation the two dolls, the box of paints, and .
the writing-desk, which she was to receive on the
IMOITOW.



CHAPTER II
MERRY CHRISTMAS

‘WHEN one wakes up on a Christmas morning,
it does not at first seem anything in particu-
lar. Ore generally wakes up three hundred and
sixty-five times a year ; one thinks to one’s self,
“Qh, if I could only have one more nap!”
One turns to find the right spot on the pillow,
then comes from some corner of the brain a
flash of illumination, Why, it ’s Christmas! The
idea of wanting another nap on Christmas morn-
ing!

Dorothy actually could not keep her head
down on her pillow. She sat up in her little
white bed and looked across at her mother,
who seemed to be fast asleep. Some faint light
was struggling in through the shutters. It was
certainly daylight, not lamplight or gaslight,
and everybody knows that at Christmas-time
when the sun is up it is time for everybody to
get up.

At any rate it could do no harm to look and
see what time it was. One little foot stole out
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of the warm bed, then the other; the little body
and head followed. It was just light enough to
see by the clock which stood on the table by
Mrs. Deane’s bedside that it was six minutes
past seven. Oh dear! Dorothy knew that on
Christmas, as on Sunday mornings, breakfast
did not come until a quarter past eight. How
oould any one, whose eyes were so wide, wide
open, and whose heart was beating so that it
seemed to jump into one’s mouth, be expected
to wait more than a whole hour? Dorothy
decided that where she was concerned such pa-
tience was quite out of the question. She crossed
the room without making as much noise as a
mouse. She turned the knob of the door, oh, so
gently ! but it ungratefully opened with a sharp
click. No matter. She was on the top of the
landing, her hand on the balustrade.

“ Dorothy,” a voice came from Miss Hester’s
room, “ go back to bed this minute.”

¢ Oh, aunt Hester,” Dorothy murmured piti-
fully. “I was n’t going to touch anything! I
just wanted one peep.”

“Go back to bed, and do not get up till the
bell rings,” said Miss Hester inflexibly. ¢«1I
will not have you exposing yourself to the
cold.”

Dorothy, with a huge sigh, turned back. She
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was trembling and shivering, and when her mo-
ther, who was now awake, held out her arms,
Dorothy nestled into them gladly enough, for it
was a very cold morning. When Mrs. Deane
found that all Dorothy’s ideas were still running
on presents, — that is, on the two dolls, little and
big, the paint-box, and writing-desk, — she tried
to direct her to some higher Christmas thought
and suggestion by repeating, —
“ When shepherds watched their flocks by night,”
and
“It was the winter wild, while the heaven-born ¢hild.”

But then Dorothy’s turn came, and she capped
these verses by repeating, —

‘T was the night before Christmas.”

It was all of no use. The little girl was hanker-
ing after fresh sight and touch of those beloved
packages. Even after she was washed and
dressed, there still was an interval before the at-
tainment of her heart’s desire. Miss Hester read
prayers ; then breakfast must be eaten, — a more
elaborate breakfast than usunal, with beautiful
buttered waffles. Buttered waffles, according to
Dorothy’s way of thinking, were quite thrown
away on a Christmas morning. They ought,
instead, to be reserved to fill up the vacuum of
those empty days in the year when one was not
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longing in every nerve and vein and muscle and
bone and throb and beat of one’s body to get at
one’s presents. DBut,

¢‘ Time and the hour runs through the roughest day.”

‘When Miss Hester finally said, *“Now, mo-
ther, I will call Jerusha and John Pearson, and
we will distribute our little Christmas offer-
ings,” Dorothy was as much startled as if she
had not been expecting it ; there came a knot
in her throat, and tears started to her eyes.

Mirs. Bickerdyke led the way into the parlor ;
Miss Hester followed; and Mrs. Deane and
Dorothy, then Jerusha and John Pearson, filed
after. A long, slim black stocking hung against
the chimney-piece. On a table beside it were
packages of different shapes and sizes, and un-
derneath the others the three that Dorothy had
brought home in her arms the day before.

¢« Oh, good-morning, you - dear, beantiful
things,” the little girl said to herself as her eyes
fell on these. She smiled and nodded and felt
very happy, yet could not help ecrying just a
little.

Mis. Bickerdyke sat down in the armchair,
and Miss Hester laid in her lap five little pack-
ages done up in white tissue paper and tied with
blue ribbon. :
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“ You shall begin, mother,” Miss Hester said.

¢ Elizabeth,” called Mrs. Bickerdyke in her
fine, stately way, ‘“here is a little present I
have made for you. It is a trifling thing, but it
possesses at least the merit of being useful, —
I may say indispensable.”

As she said “indispensable” she looked at
her daughter-in-law in a way which no one with
any sins of omission of soap and wash-cloths on
her conscience could have borne.

“] am sure I thank you very much, dear
grandmother,” said Elizabeth Deane. It was
very, very good of you.”

¢ Here, Dorothy, here is one for you as well,”
Mrs. Bickerdyke proceeded. ¢ I myself wrapped
this ap for you. Now let me see a bright, happy,
clean face for a whole year to come.”

¢ Thank you so much, dear grandmamma,”
Dorothy answered cheerfully, for the sight of the
three precious packages and of her stocking full
to overflowing made her feel she could easily
endure what only two days before had seemed
so unendurable. ;

¢ Come here, Jerusha,” said Mrs. Bickerdyke,
addressing the tall, angular, mottled-faced, mid-
dle-aged New England woman, who now ad-
vanced a few steps. ¢ Take this little present,”
- Mrs. Bickerdyke went on. ¢ You will find it
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useful, and you will at the same time value it
because I knitted the wash-cloth with my own
hands.”

Jerusha took the package with a slight nod,
but vouchsafed no other thanks.

¢« Here, John,” Mrs. Bickerdyke now called
to the man who took care of the garden and did
odd jobs about the house ; ‘ here is a nice wash-
cloth and a cake of soap for you. Henceforth,
there ecan be no excuse.”

“ Thank ye kindly, ma’am,” said John Pear-
son, instantly dropping the parcel into his pocket.
‘T should n’t presume to use it, ma’am, but will
keep it as a keepsake.”

Miss Hester now advanced with her own pre-
sents ; she gave a small volume to Elizabeth and
to Dorothy, to Jerusha and to John Pearson.

Tt is a handy edition of Pilgrim’s Progress,”
she explained to each in turn. ¢ Please to accept
it with my best wishes.”

Elizabeth Deane then brought forth a fine
handkerchief for grandmamma and for Miss
Hester, a calico dress pattern for Jerusha, and
some warm gloves for John.

“ And here, Dorothy, is what Santa Claus
brought for you,” Elizabeth said to her little
girl, taking down the stocking.

Even while Dorothy joyfully grasped the
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stocking, she still stood regarding the three
packages which lay together on the table, her
eyes wide open with eager expectation.

“ Were you counting on anything more, my
dear?” inquired Miss Hester, with a searching
glance.

“QOh, no indeed, dear aunt Hester,” Mrs.
Deane made haste to say. ¢ Dorothy is de-
lighted with what she has received, and is most
grateful.”

Miss Hester lifted the little table with its
three packages and put it away in the corner.

“ These things shall wait until after we have
had dinner,” she now remarked.

Dorothy, hearing this explanation, smiled into
the stocking she was holding. It was better
perhaps to wait. To have everything at once
would have been almost too much. The stock-
ing bulged into so many queer shapes, she could
not begin to guess what it contained. She looked
up at her mother, met her look and smiled, then
sat down on the floor and began to explore.

There was sure to be a wonderful “find ” in
the stocking Elizabeth Deane packed for her
little girl. At the very top were two oranges ;
then came two round flat boxes of bonbons, a
knitted Tam O’Shanter cap, a pair of silk mit-
tens, a pair of worsted mittens, and three nice
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little hemstitched and embroidered handker-
chiefs. Cap, mittens, and handkerchiefs were
the work of Mrs. Deane’s “leisure moments.”
All these, together with a dozen lady-apples,
were crammed into the leg of the stocking,
while in the foot were the drollest little odds
and ends, — a tiny doll, nuts, barley-sugar birds
and animals, a cat in bronze, a little knife, and,
— oh, it would be no easy matter to catalogue
everything the long, slim stocking contained.

Mrs. Deane had just one thought in life when
she saw, heard, or enjoyed anything. ¢ Oh, if
Dorothy could have this! If Dorothy might
hear, see, or feel this!” She had so hoped that
these trifles, gathered together by a loving hand,
would make Dorothy happy, it troubled her now
to see the longing, lingering look cast behind her
at the brown paper parcels on the table when she
was called to go upstairs to dress for church.

T think, dear,” Mrs. Deane said as she kissed
the little upturned face, “ that you had a very
nice Christmas.”

Dorothy laughed roguishly as she whispered,—

“ It hasn’t all come yet.”

Mrs. Deane shook her head.

Dorothy went to church with Miss Hester ;
Mrs. Deane staying at home to read the service
to Mrs. Bickerdyke. Lucy and Gaynor Lee sat
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in a pew near Dorothy, and the three children
looked at each other whenever they had a chance
all through service. When Lucy held up her
hand with thumb and fingers outstretched three
times, of course Dorothy at once guessed that it
meant she had so many presents. How delight-
ful it would have been to stop and exchange
confidences after church, but Miss Hester was
holding Dorothy’s little hand inside her own as
they came down the aisle, and that meant that
there must be no loiterings or whisperings. In-
deed, when she was walking with Miss Hester,
Dorothy’s entire strength was sure to be ex-
pended in the effort to keep up with her aunt’s
long, rapid strides. Miss Hester liked, when
she and Dorothy were together, to ask questions
which should stimulate the child’s thinking
powers, thus reaching some solid, good result.
So now, while they raced home, Miss Hester
said, —

¢ Tell me, Dorothy, when was the first Christ-
mas ?”

“The first Christmas ?” gasped Dorothy,
repeating the words just to gain time.

“ When was the first Christmas ? That was
what I asked you.”

Dorothy’s head was spinning round. It was
so hard to have to think when it was not too
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easy a matter to breathe. The first Christmas !
‘When could it have been ?

“ Of course you know, Dorothy, you know
perfectly well,” said Miss Hester in her earnest,
severe way.

“ With Noah in the ark,” suggested Dorothy,
in a soft, fearful little voice.

“ With Noah in the ark!” repeated Miss Hes-
ter in a voice that made Dorothy tremble.
¢ Tell me what Christmas means.”

¢ It means,” faltered Dorothy, — * it means
presents.”

“ Presents ! ” said Miss Hester sternly. ¢ Is
that all 2 ”

“ Turkey for dinner,
wholly confused and upset.

Now what Miss Hester had been afraid of was
that the real deep down and sacred meanings of
Christmas were lost on Dorothy ; that she had
a covetous little heart thirsting after selfish
pleasures and selfish possessions, wholly taken
up with the idea of presents and feasting.

At this moment, however, there was no chance
for Miss Hester to correct those false impres-
sions. They were in sight of their own house,
and Mr. and Mrs. Fuller were descending from
their carriage at the gate, and Mr. Samuel Bick-
erdyke was walking up from the station towards

” Dorothy murmured,
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them all. Mrs. Fuller was Miss Hester’s sister,
and she and her husband lived at North Swal-
lowfield; Mr. Samuel Bickerdyke, the ounly
brother, was a childless widower, who practiced
law in the city. They had come as usual to
eat Christmas dinner with their mother, and
now, after exchanging greetings and Merry
Christmases, they all went in together and found
Mrs. Bickerdyke and Elizabeth Deane sitting
before the fire.

Of course each one of the newcomers received
one of the three packages which lay on Mrs.
Bickerdyke’s black silk lap.

«“ A face-cloth!” exclaimed Mrs. Fuller, as if
she had never in her whole life been so surprised
or so delighted. “ And a cake of soap! Why,
my dear mother, how pleased I am!”

Mzr. Fuller, too, who had a round, rosy face
with blue eyes, beamed his thanks. ¢ What
a thing it was to have just that sort of useful
present!”

Mr. Bickerdyke was of sterner stuff, and never
pretended to be pleased out of mere compliance
with other people’s wishes. He simply gave a
sort of grunt.

¢ Never make presents myself,” he said as he
sat down. However, he bestowed on Dorothy a
brand-new ten-cent piece after she had kissed
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him; and he was, we may as well explain, the
best sort of son and brother, giving Mrs. Bick-
erdyke and Miss Hester half their income. Mr.
and Mrs. Fuller had sent a turkey and six
chickens, so they could accept the face-cloths
and cakes of soap, even a copy of Pilgrim’s Pro-
gress, with a clear conscience.

Dinner was to be served at two o’clock, and it
was a relief to Dorothy to help Jerusha prepare
the celery and the cranberry jam, and arrange
the pieces of bread under a fold of the napkins.
Jerusha was a little cross, but as she always
said, with a turkey on one’s mind, how could one
take things lightly ? Dorothy was used to Jeru-
sha’s ways, and to-day was so happy, she could
laugh when Jerusha found fault with her. It
was delightful to reflect that dinner was getting
ready all the time; that dinner would soon
come ; and, more delightful still, to think that
dinner would be over, and then /

At one minute past two Mrs. Bickerdyke sat
down in great spirits at the head of the table,
with her son and son-in-law on either hand.
Miss Hester was at the other end, with Mrs. Ful-
ler on her right and Elizabeth Deane on her left.
Dorothy was squeezed in between her mother
and Mr. Fuller, and Mr. Fuller’s elbow con-
stantly made itself felt as he used his knife and
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fork and spoon. Conversation went on for a
time quite briskly while they ate their oyster
soup, for each person had some remark to con-
tribute about the weather or their minister’s
family. Along with the turkey came a pause,
which Mrs. Bickerdyke broke by asking if there
was much sickness over in North Swallowfield.
This subject was most useful and lasted through
two helpings apiece of turkey, to say nothing of
vegetables and cranberry jam ; for there had
been an epidemic of influenza, besides two cases
of typhoid fever, among the Fullers’ neighbors.
Dinner was progressing cheerfully. Dorothy
was gazing at the splendid chicken-pie which
Jerusha had just set before Miss Hester, think-
ing how nice it was, when, all at once, Mr. Sam-
uel Bickerdyke uttered a sort of groam, sat
back in his chair, and looked most unhappy.

¢ Oh, Hester,” cried Mrs. Bickerdyke in great
distress of mind, “something must have dis-
agreed with Samuel.”

“ What is wrong, brother Samuel ?” inquired
Miss Hester.

Mr. Bickerdyke’s face certainly suggested keen
physical discomfort, or else unhappiness. At
this question he shook his head mournfully.

“Why didn’t you tell me,” he returned,
“that there was a chicken-pie coming ?”’
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And he looked at the huge erusty pasty, into
which Miss Hester was thrusting a silver knife,
as if the sight pained him.

“ Why, brother Samuel,” Miss Hester said
in her quiet, even way, ¢ don’t you know that we
always have chicken-pie for Christmas ? ”

¢ Perhaps he forgot, for it used to be mother’s
way to have everything on the table at once,”
suggested Mrs. Fuller.

“Now, for my part,” Mr. Fuller observed
cheerfully, ¢ I like Hester’s new-fashioned way.
A man has a chance, as it were, with a fresh
course to take a fresh start, and goes at it with
a fresh appetite.”

These reflections, however, failed to console
Mr. Bickerdyke.

“If you had just simply told me it was com-
ing,” he said disconsolately.

“I’m an old woman,” Mrs. Bickerdyke now
remarked, “and for my part I never did see any
good in new-fangled notions. Now I have always
felt that what was good enough for my father
and mother was good enough for me. People
used in those old times to be governed by reason
and common-sense.”

Mrs. Bickerdyke had of late fallen almost com-
pletely under the severe but righteous yoke of
Miss Hester’s ways, but there were times when,
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as it were, she chafed slightly, and this was one:
of them.

“I recollect,” she now proceeded, *when I
was a little girl like Dorothy there, eating the
best Thanksgiving dinner I ever ate in my life.
There were two turkeys, two pair of geese, two
pair of ducks, and three great chicken-pies, be-
sides six mince, apple, cranberry, and pumpkin
pies, all on the table at once.”

“Oh, grandma!” exclaimed Dorothy, *“how
did you know what to eat first?”

It was quite against all rule for Dorothy to
speak at table, unless spoken to. At this mo-
ment, however, everybody was so much con-
cerned with Mr. Bickerdyke’s troubles that
nobody noticed Dorothy’s breach of etiquette
except her mother, who smiled and clasped the
little hand nearest her.

“I don’t so much insist on everything being
on the table at once,” Mr. Bickerdyke explained,
“if I am only prepared for what is coming.”

Miss Hester, no matter what regrets she might
feel at having taken away her brother’s enjoy-
ment of the dinner, was helping the chicken-pie
as if nothing had gone wrong.

“Will you have some, brother Samuel?”
she inquired when his turn came.

“Oh, do take a little, Samuel,” pleaded Mrs.
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Bickerdyke almost tearfully. ¢It seems to me I
could n’t rightly go on eating my dinner unless
you did.”

This consideration, perhaps, bad its weight
with Mr. Bickerdyke. At least he accepted a
plateful of the beautiful flaky crust, with the
breast of one chicken, the w1ng of another, and
the leg of a third, all well covered with rich
gravy. It quite cheered up Dorothy to see him
eat it. Then how surprised she was when he
took a second helping equal to the first!

“Jf I had only known,” he still murmured
complainingly, — “if T had only known it was
coming, I might have been better prepared for
it.”

Mzr. Fuller’s eye twinkled, but he had learned
never to make jokes at his mother-in-law’s.
Mrs. Bickerdyke, with the keenest satisfaction,
watched the rapid diminution of chicken-pie on
her son’s plate.

“T do think,” she observed, with a sigh of re-
lief when he had finished his second supply,
¢ that Jerusha makes good pies.”

“If I had only known it was coming,” said
Mzr. Bickerdyke; “and I do feel, mother, that
you or Hester ought to have warned me.”

He was looking at the pie, and Dorothy was
very much interested to see whether he would
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have a third helping. He had no chance. Je-
rusha all at once whisked off the dish, then set
herself to clearing the table of vestiges of din-
ner, preparatory to offering the sweets.

Mrs. Bickerdyke also felt a little disappointed.

% Could n’t you have taken a little piece more,
Samuel ?” she asked tremulously.

«No, no; plenty, plenty. Enough is as good
as a feast,” Mr. Bickerdyke answered, but with
such an evident attempt to make the best of cir-
cumstances that Dorothy was certain in her own
mind he had some slight hankering after that
possible third piece. It is true he partook of
mince-pie, pumpkin-pie, and ice-cream, but each
time he accepted anything he went back to his
grievance about not being prepared for that
chicken-pie.



CHAPTER IIT
DOROTHY’S CHRISTMAS GIFTS

It was well past three o’clock when they rose
from the dinner-table, and that was the signal
for the breaking up of the family party. The
Fullers’ carriage was waiting to take them to
their daughter’s house to spend the remainder
of Christmas day. Mr. Bickerdyke wished to
make the 8.45 train to town. He sadly put on
his great-coat and muffler, and bade good-by to
his mother and sister, saying that he had been
glad to see them,— that, although he should
have felt more like enjoying his dinner had he
known about the chicken-pie, it had still been
his wish not to rob other people of their satisfac-
tion in their Christmas meal. Then, after shak-
ing hands all round, he drew on his warm gloves,
took his umbrella, and went out the door, down
the steps, and up the street.

Dorothy stood at the window watching the
Fullers get into their carriage and uncle Samuel
vanish round the corner, but what she was think-
ing of was that now the time had come! She
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had waited so long ; she had tried to be patient;
but there is an end to everything. She wanted
those dolls, and that paint-box and writing-desk,
to see, to touch, to handle !

¢ Dorothy,” called Miss Hester.

Dorothy knew that her aunt was standing be-
side the little table which held the three brown
paper parcels. Yet something seemed to hold
her back from answering the call. She could not
help trembling all over at the thought of how
happy she was going to be.

“ Dorothy ! ” Miss Hester called again.

Dorothy turned a little flushed, quivering face,
with eyes running over with glad tears. She
could not speak a word. She half smiled as she
went towards Miss Hester.

“I do not need to tell you, Dorothy,” Miss
Hester now said, ¢ what is in these bundles, for
you helped me choose the things yesterday. Now
I am about to give you a great privilege. I am
going to let you take these things to children
who have very few presents, and very little to
give them comfort and pleasure. If your mo-
ther has no objection, I should like to, have you
put on your hat and jacket, and carry the dolls
to Jane Smillie, the paint-box to Robbie Todd,
and the writing-desk to Emily Brown.”

Miss Hester was looking down into the little
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expectant, upturned face, which had a look as
if the child did not quite comprehend, but was
waiting to hear more.

“Do you quite understand, Dorothy?” de-
manded Miss Hester, taking in the whole mean-
ing of the dazed, helpless expression gathering
in the little face.

It was Elizabeth Deane who answered for
Dorothy.

“She quite understands, aunt Hester. She
will take the presents; I will go with her, if you
do not object.”

“T want to have Dorothy repeat the names,
so that I may be sure that the presents go as I
direct,” Miss Hester said. ¢ The dolls are to go
to Jane Smillie.”

Miss Hester paused and waited. Dorothy’s
lips opened and then shut tighter than ever. Her
mother put her hand on her shoulder and said,

“The dolls are to go to Jane Smillie, aunt
Hester.” Elizabeth’s wide, quiet gaze met Miss
Hester’s, and Miss Hester decided not to force
Dorothy to repeat the formula.

“The paint-box to Robbie Todd,” she said
briskly, *“and the writing-desk to Emily Brown,
with Miss Bickerdyke’s and Dorothy Deane’s
wishes for a happy New Year.” Then holding
out her hand to Mrs. Bickerdyke, she added,
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“ Come, dear mother, it is time for you to lie
down,” and the two went away arm in arm,
leaving Dorothy alone with her mother.

The moment the door was closed, Dorothy
seemed to wake up. She dashed at the sofa,
gathered all the cushions, and flung them on the
floor. Then she put her hand on a chair as if
she were about to upset it. But Elizabeth Deane
said quietly, —

¢ Dear, you are behaving very naughtily.”

“I know I’'m mnaughty,” Dorothy returned
fiercely. “I want to be naughty. I’m going
to be just as naughty as I know how to be.”

Elizabeth knelt down on the floor and held
out her arms wide. -Dorothy stood at a little
distance, with red cheeks and bright, sparkling
eyes, her lips set close, gazing back at her
mother, not yielding to the proffered clasp. But
Dorothy could not look long unmoved into her
mother’s sweet, sad, tender face. Her mood
changed. Her breast began to heave. The cor-
ners of her mouth curved down.

“ She — knew — I — wanted — those —
things,” she faltered, one word coming slowly
after the other. ¢ She — heard — me — tell —
Marcia — I wanted them. Then she took me to
town and told me to look and choose — to tell
her those I liked best ” —
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« My darling,” began Elizabeth, as the voice
died away for a moment. It was only for a
moment. '

“T hate aunt Hester,” Dorothy cried out at
the top of her voice. “I just do hate her, and
I hate grandma —1 do, I do, I do.” She fin-
ished by throwing herself on the floor, face
downwards. The flood of her sorrow, her disap-
pointment, and her rage broke over her. She
sobbed, she moaned, her breath came in angry
pants. Her hands caught and pulled at every-
thing within reach, her feet as well. In fact,
at this moment Dorothy was such a naughty,
rebellious, wicked girl, I quite blush at the idea
of offering her as my heroine. But then she
had rather a hot temper, and having been very
happy, very hopeful, her disappointment was in
proportion to the happiness and hope she was
compelled to give up.

“ Dorothy,” said Mrs. Deane after waiting a
little. Then, when there was no answer, she
said again, ¢ Dorothy, my own dear little girl, I
want to tell you what Christmas means.”

“Jt means nasty, horrid things,” declared
Dorothy, lifting her head and showing a stormy
face. It means just having a face-cloth and a
cake of soap and a mean little book. I’ll never
read that book; I’ll never wash my face with
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grandmamma’s face-cloth, never, never, never!/
I just hate Christmas.”

“ No, you don’t hate Christmas,” said Eliza-
beth ; ¢ you hate your own disappointment, and
I, too, feel very unhappy about your disappoint-
ment. But then your aunt Hester knows, just
as T know, that it is a very poor sort of Christ-
mas that makes us think only about getting our
own comfort and satisfaction out of it. What
Christmas means, Dorothy, is that every year
we do the most we can to have Christ born again
into the world. And how do we do that? ”

“I don’t know,” Dorothy replied hesitatingly,
her bright, impatient gaze fixed on her mother.

¢« Before Christ was born at all, the world was
so hard and cruel,” said Elizabeth. ¢ Everybody
thought only about what he or she wanted for
himself or herself; some people even liked to
make others suffer pain in order that they them-
selves might have a keener sense of enjoyment.
What Christ did was to show men and women
and little children that the best sort of happi-
ness came in thinking first about making other
people happy. He taught us that if we give
up looking after and expecting pleasures and
rewards for ourselves, — why then, we are free
of a burden and can have wide, loving, gener-
ous thoughts for others. Christmas means that
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love and charity must be born afresh into the
world.”

Her persevering look and tone made itself
felt at last. Dorothy was thinking ; that was
clear. .

“ Now,” continued Elizabeth, “ have you de-
nied yourself anything this Christmas? Have
you said to yourself, ¢ I wish I could make some-
body very happy’?”

“I want to be happy myself,” Dorothy de-
clared stoutly.

“Yes, and think how much you will enjoy
giving the dolls to Jane Smillie. Poor little
Jane ; she does n’t live in a bright, sunny, warm
house with flowers all about; she has no good
dinners to eat. I don’t suppose she ever in her
life had anything better than a rag doll to play
with. How happy she will be with these!”

Dorothy had gradually lifted herself from the
floor and sat looking at her mother; but at this
suggestion she gave a little cry, quivered from
head to foot, and gasped, —

“Oh, I want them myself, I do want them
myself ! 7

“ Not so much as Jane wants them. Jane is
only five years old, — just old enough to know
how to play with dolls. You are beginning to
enjoy books.”
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“] wanted two more dolls. I wanted them
to put to bed at night with Gill and the Count-
ess.”

“ But just think what good times Jane will
have. Every night you can say to yourself, ¢ I
can guess what Jane is doing.” ”’

Dorothy was again sitting up. She heaved a
little sigh.

“] don’t so very much mind Jane’s having
them.”

“ No, indeed ; you will find that it will be a
real pleasure to think of her having them. And
perhaps you can tell her what to call them, and
tell her how to play with them, — all about Gill
and the Countess.”

“I did n’t feel quite sure,” Dorothy murmured,
with a queer little sort of smile at her mother,
“ how Gill wounld like my having two new dolls.
She fell down and smashed her face, she was so
- jealous, when I had the Countess.”

“T think both Gill’s and the Countess’s feel-
ings would have been dreadfully hurt,” said
Mrs. Deane, “if you had brought in two fine,
brand-new dolls.”

Dorothy had jumped up on her feet.

¢ I shall tell Jane what she must call them,”
she now said, running towards the table; «I
know what their names are.”
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Then when she put her hands on the packages
the feeling of loss and pain came over her
again.

“ Oh, mamma,” she murmured piteously, 1
do want the paint-box.”

“But not so much as Robbie Todd. He is
getting better of that trouble with his knee, but
he will not be able to walk about for months to
come. Think what fun he will have sitting up
and painting pictures.”

However, Dorothy’s tears were streaming.

“T want to paint pictures, too.”

“You have your old paint-box, dear.”

“ But there are only four colors left, and not
one single pretty one; just an ugly green and
purple and yellow and black.”

“You can think that Robbie has beautiful
colors.”

Five minutes later, Miss Hester, glancing out
of the window, saw Mrs. Deane and Dorothy set
off in the highest spirits, Dorothy holding both
arms clasped tightly about the three brown pa-
per parcels, just as she had held them yesterday.
The low sun was lighting up the west with erim-
son and gold and flame. In the east a great
moon, almost at its full, loomed large in rosy
and violet mists.

The house was lighted up and the table was
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spread for tea when the two came back, entering
flushed and eager and full of smiles.

“Oh, aunt Hester!” Dorothy eried, dashing
into the room, “it was just beautiful. I never
did have such a good time before. Oh, I do
thank you so much for letting me give those
presents!”

Dorothy was so full to overflowing with high
spirits that she even ventured to throw her arms
round Miss Hester. Miss Hester had felt it to
be a duty to disappoint Dorothy ; to set her to
thinking of others instead of herself. She was
not cruel, and now, with the little arms round
her neck, an odd sort of softness came over her.
She had to make an effort to say calmly, —

“Well, did the children like the presents?”

“Oh yes, indeed they did! Jane just danced
up and down,” said Dorothy. “1I told her she
must call the dolls Elsie and Poppy, for that
was what I was going to call them if they had
been mine, but she said she wanted to call them
both Dorothy. One, ‘big Dorothy;’ and the
other, ¢little Dorothy.” ”

Dorothy’s own clear laugh rang out.

“So I let her,” she added.

¢ And Robbie Todd ?”

“ Robbie Todd couldn’t say anything he was
80 pleased, but his mother did. She said it was
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" just what she had tried to save up money to buy
for him, but there were so many things that had
to be bought,—oh, it’s beautiful that he has
got the paint-box, aunt Hester!”

“ How about Emily Brown ?”

“ Emily Brown is going to write you a note.
She said she never knew before what Christmas
was,” Dorothy replied, beaming. “She can
write to her sister now while she lies on the
lounge, and never trouble anybody to bring her
ink and pen and paper, for she has them all in
the desk.” )

“Now it is time to get ready for tea,’
Miss Hester.

Elizabeth Deane gave one little glance at
Dorothy, who understood, and now faltered in a
soft, breathless, shamefaced sort of way, —

¢ Oh, aunt Hester!”

“Well?”

“I was naughty this afternoon, — dreadfully
naughty.”

“I am very sorry to hear it.”

“ You see,” Dorothy explained, “I did want
those dolls and the paint-box and the writing-
desk dreadfully, — yes, dreadfully. But now
I’'m glad,—I’m really and truly glad, aunt
Hester. I do like this sort of Christmas best.”

Miss Hester kissed the cool little lips.

? said
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- Two hours later, when Dorothy went to bed,
she took 'her two dolls, — Gill with a smashed
nose and two painfully dislocated arms, and the
Countess, a most superfine creature in blue silk
and silver spangles, —and put them on top of
her pillow, and looked at them with a serious,
critical, penetrating gaze.

¢ They would n’t have liked it, mamma,” Dor-
othy then whispered to her mother, after she had
read the secrets of the two dolls, who, propped
against each other, stared steadily, each in an
opposite direction, — ¢ they would n’t have liked
it at all if T had kept big Dorothy and little
Dorothy.”

‘When she had undressed and knelt at her
mother’s knee, she repeated her usual prayers,
then asked if she eould make up another out of
her own head.

This was the prayer out of her own head : —

“QO Lord, I thank thee for having such a
beautiful birthday. I hope it will have many
happy returns. For Jesus Christ’s sake. Amen.”



CHAPTER IV
DOROTHY’S NEIGHBORS

Marcia Donpas came back from her Christ-
mas visit just before New Year’s. There was a
window on the landing halfway up the stair-
case at Mrs. Bickerdyke’s, out of which Dorothy
always paused to look in her journeys up and
down. Just before noon on the Thursday she
saw the white flag flying out of the oriel window
of Dundas House.

Marcia had long since established a code of
signals, so that Dorothy and Lucy and Gaynor
Lee always knew what she was doing and wish-
ing and contriving.

A white flag meant : All come over; I’ve got
something to tell you.

A blue flag: All come over; I’'m going to
make something perfectly delicious to eat.

A red flag: All come over; I’'m going to
walk.

A black flag: I’m awfully lonely ; do come.

To see these signals, to feel the very heart
and soul drawn out of one by Marcia’s imperi-
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ous summons, yet not to be able to answer it, —
to be kept at home by sickness, weather, or
other circumstances beyond their control, was
considered a very serious trouble by all these
children.

Lucy and Gaynor Lee were twins, and were
almost two years older than Dorothy. They
were the youngest of a family of ten children,
and were so quiet, so docile, that as long as they
made their appearance regularly at meal-times
with smooth hair and clean hands and faces, it
was taken for granted they were in no mischief.
Four hours a day they spent at school, where
they received the best marks. Miss Hester, too,
besides their teachers, held the twins in high
esteem. Some joking person has said that one
ought to be very particular in the choice of one’s
parents. It might also be wisely observed that
one ought to be very particular in the choice of
one’s neighbors ; and, indeed, one’s neighborhood
does seem to be a circumstance under one’s con-
trol. The fact is, however, that there are a
great many things in life that we have to accept
as we find them, not to say, be happy that we
get them. Miss Hester was rejoiced that Dor-
othy had such nice little neighbors as Lucy and
Gaynor. When they came to see Dorothy, the
two little girls seemed perfectly happy in cutting
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paper dolls and dressing them in tissue paper,
while Gay, lying face downwards on a rug, his
chin propped up with his two hands, buried
himself in a book. The twins were so pretty,
with their smooth, fair hair, their blue eyes,
their straight little noses, and mouths with a
short, curled upper lip showing their teeth when
they smiled ; they were always so neatly dressed ;
they had such good manners, it did seem a very
excellent arrangement that Dorothy could get
to their house, and they to hers, by slipping
through a wicket in a corner of the yard where
Jerusha dried her clothes. 'What seemed to the
three children the delightful fact which altered
all their lives was that, by stealing through a
gap in the arbor-vitee hedge just beyond the
play-room at the foot of the Lees’ lawn, they
were on the grbunds of Dundas House, and,
except - themselves, nobody in the world the
wiser. For Miss Hester knew nothing about
that gap in the hedge. Now and then when,
with her aunt’s permission, Dorothy went to
spend the afternoon with Marecia, Jerusha would
take her round the long way by the streef, and
ring the bell at the great door. Nor did Miss
Hester know about the code of signals. She
had not seen the white flag flying that day,
and when Lucy and Gay came in to ask if Dor-
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othy could play with them, she would never
have thought of guessing that, three minutes
after she saw Dorothy’s red hood and jacket
vanishing through the wicket which led to the
Lees’, the three children and the two dogs, Carlo
and Flossy, were arriving breathless,— where
do you suppose? Why, in the great kitchen of
Dundas House.

“Oh, I’'m so glad you’ve come,” called Mar-
cia, who was at the big fireplace engaged in
cleverly raking out a new bed of glowing em-
bers from under the blazing logs; “ I was just
going to put out the blue flag. I’m making
some chocolate for mamma.”

Dorothy and Lucy and Gay had lately risen
from a bountiful meal, but anything Marcia
could offer in the way of refreshments was sure
to be acceptable.

“ When did you get home?” Luecy inquired
sedately, as soon as all three were established
on the settle before the fire.

¢ Last night at seven o’clock,” returned Mar-
cia. ¢ Oh, but wasn’t the house cold! I put
mamma to bed, and she is only just getting up.
Gay, do you mind just stirring that chocolate ?
I want to drop these eggs.”

One reason that Dundas House seemed to the
children so superior to other people’s houses was
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that everything was so different,—so little formal
and cut-and-dried. Mrs. Dundas, being some-
thing of an invalid, rarely left her room. A
great part of the time there was no servant, ex-
cept old Chloe, who came for a day or two every
week ; and thus Marcia was left to run the
establishment. Marcia’s housekeeping was not
a science nor an art, but a dodge. She liked to
cook, and could make an exquisite cup of coffee,
tea, or chocolate. Now, after setting Dorothy to
toasting two slices of bread, she arranged on a
tray a graceful little meal, consisting of a small
pot of the chocolate, the poached eggs, bread,
and a pat of butter. This was to go up to Mrs.
Dundas.

“ Now, Gay,” Marcia said, pausing at the
door, salver in hand, “keep stirring the choco-
late, and somebody toast all the rest of the
bread, and I’ll be down again in a few min-
utes.”

Gay and Dorothy were very proud when
Marcia permitted them to help her. Gay had
become quite expert in turning pancakes, and
Dorothy’s toasted bread was sometimes just the
right shade of golden brown. They hoped that
finally they might arrive at the point of helping
Marcia make a welsh rabbit ; but so far they had
only looked on first and eaten it afterwards.
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Carlo and Flossy knew Dundas House, and the
ways and manners of the kitchen, as well as did
Gay and Lucy and Dorothy. In fact, the two
dogs went everywhere with the children.

“Just like Mary and her little lamb, only
more s0,” as Marcia said. But then they were
such knowing, loving, sympathetic creatures! If
Gay and Lucy ever did contrive to go anywhere
without them, they were always sure to say,
¢ Oh, how Flossy and Carlo would have enjoyed
this!”

Flossy was snow-white, with hair like spun
silk and a tail like an ostrich plume. Carlo had
somehow contrived to get the most beautiful
black setter head on his black-and-tan body, —a
sleek head, with long silky ears; a wise, mag-
nanimous face, with eyes that one could look
into and never get to the depths of, they were
so full of dumb, loving expression, that is when
they were not full of mischief. At this moment
both dogs were squeezed in between Dorothy
and Lucy and the fire, enjoying the warmth,
smelling the toast and chocolate, and thinking
to themselves something good was coming pre-
sently.

The kitchen was a great pleasant room with
two windows opening on the south, with wide,
old-fashioned window-seats, and another to the
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east. There were two chimneys, one taken up
by a long unused and rusty range; but the other
had this wide open fireplace, where one could in
a moment kindle any sort of a fire, from a hand-
ful of twigs to ome of great logs that would
make a blaze that roared up chimney.

No house in Swallowfield could compare with
Dundas House, and until this generation the
Dundases had represented to Swallowfield peo-
ple all that was most splendid and aristocratic.
They had been great people in colonial times ;
they had figured in the Revolutionary days, and
had done no little towards the building of the
nation. But spending, never harvesting, has its
results sooner or later, and, alas, the Dundases
had grown poor. The death of old Madam
Dundas, twenty years before, had ended the mag-
nificence of the family. Her grandson, Paul,
the only Dundas that was left, went away to
make a start in: life. The house was closed,
shuttered, barred. Grass had grown on the
drives. The beautiful old garden, with its bor-

. ders of box and its hedges of privet, had become
a wilderness, This state of things had gone on
for seventeen years; then, three years before the
opening of our little chronicle, Mrs. Paul Dun-
das and her daughter, Marcia, had come to stay
in the empty old house, which still remained poor
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unlucky Paul’s sole possession. Paul had now
gone out to South Africa to see if he could not
make the fortune which he had not been able
to make in his own country. Just as soon as he
saw his way clear, he was to send for his wife
and child. Almost any day the summons
might come; thus although in some of the
rooms the ceilings were ready to fall, although
the glass was broken in many of the windows,
although the range and water-pipes were rusty,
what did it matter ? They were only staying
there, not living. So Mrs. Dundas and Marcia
adjusted themselves to this casual existence, just
as one accepts the miseries of a sea voyage, try-
ing to sleep through the gales.

Mrs. Dundas had been much admired and
sympathized with on her first coming to Swal-
lowfield. She was a tall, slender, graceful
woman, with much charm of manner, if she
chose to exercise it. But she grew listless and
melancholy ; hope deferred maketh the heart
sick, and she knew nothing else but hopes con-
stantly disappointed and constantly rising ont
of their own ashes. Swallowfield people soon
found out that she cared for nothing except re-
joining her husband. She had perhaps a mel-
ancholy pleasure in going about the rooms where
her husband had grown up to the age of seven-
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teen. He had told her about the garlands above
the doors ; the flutings in the mantelpieces with
cherub faces in the corners. There were some
fireplaces with tiles set about the brickwork, and
Mrs. Dundas, as she studied out the pictures and
the stories, could remember little stories and
incidents that her husband had told her. The
chairs, the couches, the bookcases, all were a
part of the story of Paul; even the way the sun
came into the house at morning and evening.
Miss Roxy Burt was the only woman in Swal-
lowfield who had established any sort of in-
timacy with Mrs. Dundas. Miss Roxy had
had a nephew who had died at the age of six-
teen, and he and Paul Dundas had been play-
mates. Miss Roxy in her pony-phaeton was
often seen driving up the grass-grown avenue to
Dundas House, but nobody else. 'What Swal-
lowfield people felt was that Mrs. Dundas’s ways
were different from theirs. She had no thought
of keeping up the place ; lived contentedly at
sixes and sevens ; allowed Marcia to outgrow her
clothes ; had herself no thrift, no faculty, yet
could not contrive to keep a servant in the
house. The difference was not, however, be-
cause she could not keep her servants. Every-
body in Swallowfield had such troubles except
the Bickerdykes, who possessed Jerusha. It was
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more of a grievance to Swallowfield people that
when Mrs. Dundas had a servant, her habit was
to breakfast in bed, at least in her own room,
and to give out directions for her dinner without
ever going down to the kitchen. Then, too, such
directions for her dinner! She liked dishes out
of the usual way, all beautifully served. Murs.
Dundas seemed unable to understand that a
knowledge of how to make croquettes and pre-
pare sweetbreads does not come by nature. She
was also exquisitely dainty about all that she
wore ; as Swallowfield said, ‘ bathed four times
a day and changed her clothes every half hour.”
This made no end of washing and ironing, so
that the bewildered maid-of-all-work, who was
expected to be an expert cook, laundress, and
parlor-maid, if she stayed more than a week was
certain to depart at the end of a month.

Marcia was bright by nature, and experience
had sharpened her. She took the ups and downs
of life philosophically, generally declaring that
she preferred the downs, for then she knew
where she was. To have a servant meant com-
plaints. She hated hearing complaints. It also
meant the need of ready money. They never
had ready money. Twice a year, there came a
few dividends ; not quite enough to settle the out-
standing bills fully, but sufficient to tide them
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over the brief interval until, as Mrs. Dundas
said in her easy, graceful way, — ¢ until I hear
from Mr. Dundas.”

Marecia, poor child, was used to bills. All
her life long she had seen and heard of bills.
To Marecia’s consciousness, bills grew on even the
most innocent experience, just as thorns grow
on roses. Of course a new hat or a frock or a
pair of shoes meant a bill. One could under-
stand that. What seemed odd to Marcia was
that necessary things, — things that one abso-
lutely couldn’t get along without, like eggs,
chops, beefsteaks, loaves of bread, milk, and
cream, — things, in fact, that ought to rain
down, meant bills. It was odder yet that things
one hated to do, like going to the dentist’s, hav-
ing doctors, and taking medicine, — things that
really one ought, in justice, to be paid for doing,
— meant bills, just as if one had done it all
with a view to selfish enjoyment. But to return
to our story.

Dorothy had toasted four slices of bread.

¢Is that enough ?” she asked Lucy, who sat
on the settle, and Gay, who was faithfully stir-
ring the chocolate.

“T don’t think it is, quite,” replied Lucy.

“I—T—I—" Gay began, for poor Gay
stammered slightly.
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“ Count three, Gay,” said Lucy.

This counting three was the bane of Gay’s
existence. The doctors had ordered him always
to count three before he spoke, as his stammer-
ing was not yet a confirmed habit, and might
easily be cured by coolness and resolution.

“One, two, three,” Gay now said. “I feel
pretty hungry myself.”

The dogs, too, scenting the coming feast,
watched all the preparations with a look of per-
sonal interest and expectation.

At this juncture Marcia descended, seized
two slices of toast, with a saucy, laughing face,
and ran off with them to her mother.

“T’ll be down in another minute,” she said.
“ Lucy, you can be setting the table.”

Luey obeyed. They all obeyed Marcia, who
knew not only how to keep her foot on their
necks, but to make them all love, admire, and
worship her. She also made them work. At
least once a week Marcia was sure to set her vis-
itors to polishing her two copper saucepans, her
tea-kettle, and biggin. A workman is known by
his tools and a cook by his saucepans. The
great fire in the great fireplace had to be fed,
and they were all used to carrying logs and
collecting bundles of fagots. Everything that
Marcia told them to do became interesting :
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scouring saucepans, beating eggs, or foraging
for water-cresses, berries, and nuts. Without
Marcia, everything was safe, tame, dull. She
expanded possibilities for them, and added im-
mensely to their enjoyment.

Even the chocolate and toast would have been
nothing unless she could share it with them, and
now here she was ready to sit down, and the
feast began.

¢ Oh, children,” was her exclamation, as soon
as she had poured out the chocolate, ““ I 've got so
much to tell you. Then when we are through
eating and drinking, I’Il show you the things
I’ve brought you.”

As Marcia uttered these words, she gave a
comprehensive little nod all round the table.
That she had brought them presents was the
most delightful surprise.

“ Oh, Marcia ! ”” exclaimed Dorothy fervently.

“Oh, Marcia ! ” said Lucy.

“M—M—M—" Gay was beginning, when
Lucy put in admonishingly, —

“ Count three, Gay.”

Gay had no time to count three. Marcia was
talking on and on. He had to look his thanks.

“I’ve had a perfectly splendid time, chil-
dren,” she proceeded, sitting at the head of the
small, square deal table, drinking her chocolate
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out of a great gilt cup with a broken handle,
which necessitated her holding it up to her lips
with both hands. Her black eyes were dancing ;
her cheeks were bright red; her long braids,
tied with a scarlet ribbon, were thrown forward
over her left shoulder. “1I have learned all sorts
of things. I know a great deal more than I did
before I went away.”

This sounded incredible, for the children had
long believed that what Marcia did not know
was not worth knowing. They all looked at her
with expectant eyes. She nodded back at them.

“ First,” she began, “I’ll tell you about my
journey. When we took the train the day before
Christmas, it was so full of people mamma had to
sit down on one side of the aisle with an old lady,
and I went in with a nice-looking gentleman, —
not so very old. It was warm in the cars, so I
took off my jacket and laid it across the back of
the seat in front of me, behind a woman with
four children. 'When we came to the junction,
she had to get out in a terrible hurry. Besides
all the four children, she had a basket with a
puppy in it, and too many bags and parcels to
count. The gentleman I was sitting with helped
her with the children and the puppy and the
bags and the bundles, carrying them down the
aisle to the door of the car. Then when he
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came back, there she was on the platform out-
side making signals. e threw up the window.
¢I’ve left my shawl and Robby’s jacket in the
rack,” she called. The train was just beginning
to move off. He reached up, found the shawl and
Robby’s jacket in the rack; then what did he
do but take my jacket, too, and throw all three
out of the window.”

¢ Qut of the window?”

“ Qut of the window.”

“Your jacket, too ?”’

“ He — threw — your — jacket — out — of
— the — window ?

“That is just what he did. ¢ Oh, sir,’ I cried,
¢ you have been and gone and thrown away my
jacket!’ ¢Your jacket!’ said he; °what do
you mean? It was Robby’s jacket!’ ¢Rob-
by’s jacket was in the rack. My jacket was
here in front of me.” ¢Why didn’t you say
so?’ said he. I told him I had no time.
¢ Bless my soul!’ said he. ¢ What business had
you to put your jacket there at all?’ He be-
gan to scold. HHe said that was always the way
with women. They couldn’t sit down neat,
snug, compact ; they were always slopping over.
¢ What did your jacket cost?’ he went on.
¢ More than I can spend to buy another,” I
answered. ¢ What was it made of ?’ he asked.
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¢Sealskin? ’ I told him not exactly sealskin.
¢ Well,” he said, ¢ I’m thankful if it is n’t seal-
skin. I have bought one sealskin jacket this
winter ; another would ruin me. But why on
earth’ — Then he went at me again. He said
that once when he was young he went a journey
on a stage-coach, and one of the passengers was
a young woman with four parcels, who kept say-
ing, ¢ Great box, little box, bandbox, and bundle,’
putting her hand on one after another article
of her luggage as she spoke. ¢That’s the sort
of woman a man might have some pleasure in
traveling with,” he said. ‘I should be proud to
have a woman belong to me who could keep her
mind on her belongings.” Just then the con-
ductor came along, and the gentleman told him
what had happened to my jacket. ¢We shall
stop at Smithtown for five minutes, and I will
wire back to the junction and have the jacket
sent on,” answered the conductor, as if everybody
every day threw jackets out of the window. ¢I
don’t suppose he’ll find it,” the gentleman said
to me very fiercely. ¢I dare say I shall have
to take you and fit you out with a new jacket
when we get to town!’ Then heasked if I were
traveling alone. I pointed out mamma to him.
He made up a face. “I suppose I must go and
ask her pardon,’ said he. TUp he jumped.



DOROTHY’S NEIGHBORS 65

¢Madam!’ he shouted at the top of his voice,
¢I’ve thrown your daughter’s jacket out of the
window. It’s just like me. The other night I
was coming up in the Elevated, when I saw a
little boy sitting all alone and erying. I took
him up in my lap and asked what was the mat-
ter. He told me he wanted his mother. She
had set him down there and had n’t come back.
“ Heavens and earth! this child has been de-
serted by its own mother!” I cried. I rushed
out to the guard and informed him what had
happened. 1’1l hand him over to the policeman
at the next station,” said he; ¢these mothers
haven’t any heart.” We exclaimed over the in-
fernal barbarity of the action until the train
slackened up ; then I seized the little blubbering
chap and was about to pitch him to the guard to
hand over to the policeman, when a woman I
had n’t seen before gave a yell and rushed to-
wards me, crying, ¢ Put my child down, you vil-
lain!” The boy, madam, was hers. She had
simply gone to the end of the car to speak to an
acquaintance. I give you my word of honor,
madam, that I thought there was n’t a passenger
in the car except the child and myself. The
conductor as well thought the car was empty.” ”

“ What did your mamma say ?” inquired Dor-
othy.
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¢ She said,” returned Marcia, drawing herself
up to an elegant height,— “she said, ¢ You
seem, sir, to be rather an impulsive man.” ”

“ What did he say ?” inquired Lucy.

“ He said,” answered Marcia, *“*‘Madam, I
am an impulsive man, and I’'m proud of being
an impulsive man. Hang it, madam, I would
rather run away with children and throw jackets
out of the window every day of my life, than to
be one of your self-satisfied, cut-and-dried mum-
mies who sit and look on and see their fellow-
beings in distress and never lift a hand to do
them any good.””

The children laughed, but not with the same
ringing note that Marcia put into her mirth.
Gay, in particular, had something on his mind ;
it was clear that he was struggling with some
question. His lips moved, he made an explosive
sound, but nothing articulate came.

¢ Count three, Gay,” said Lucy.

“One, two, three,” said Gay heroically.
“ D— did you get your jacket, Marcia ?”

¢« 7 hope he had to buy you a beautiful new
one,” Lucy suggested.

¢ No,” said Marcia. “ After we had stopped at
another place the conductor told us the jacket
was coming by the 11.55 way train, and would
reach the city thirty-five minutes after we got



DOROTHY’S NEIGHBORS 67

there. In any case we had to wait almost an
hour. We sat down in the waiting-room, and
the gentleman kept bobbing in and out. ¢ Why
doesn’t that train get in?’ he would roar.
¢ There ’s been some smash-up, I ’m sure of it.’
But when the time was up he appeared with my
jacket all right. I put it on, and he said, ¢ Re-
member next time not to let your things lie
around loose, but keep your eye on them !’ Then
he handed me a box. ¢ What is this?’ I
asked. ¢Never mind,” said he. ¢It’s for a
Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year,” and
off he went.”

“ And what was in the box ?”’ inquired Dor-
othy.

« 1’1l show you,” said Marcia triumphantly.

Indeed, as the chocolate was finished to the
last drop and the toast to the final crumb, and
as at least the first chapter of Marcia’s surpris-
ing adventures was told, the next thing in the
programme was to show the children what she
had brought them. She had left the box in the
hall just outside and now produced it.

“It was just the most wonderful box of can-
dies you ever saw in your lives,” she said. “To
begin with, see what a beautiful box it is.
Mamma says I can use it all my life as a work-
box. Then inside there were six layers of choco-
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lates, each with a different flavor. See, 1’ve
saved one of each for each of you.”

¢« Oh, Marcia !”

“Oh, Marcia!”

«Qh, M—”

“ Count three, Gay.”

It was certainly an act of self-denial on Mar-
cia’s part to have saved three out of each layer
of bonbons, but she had ample reward in seeing
what pleasure she was giving.

“ But you have n’t got any yourself,” eried
Dorothy in distress.

Marcia observed with a proud and pleased air
that she had already eaten so many nothing
could possibly induce her to touch another.
Nevertheless her lips closed presently over one,
and finally over two more of Dorothy’s share ;
which proceeding gave Dorothy quite as much
satisfaction as it gave Marcia. Lucy and Gay
ate theirs ; not that they were greedy, but what
was theirs was theirs, and there was the end
of it.

This was but the beginning.

“You see,” she now explained, “at aunt
Mary’s there is so much to eat; then if she
took us anywhere there was generally more to
eat; and one afternoon I went to a sort of four-
o’clock tea with Bel and Lil, and they kept pass-
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ing round cakes and bonbons and ices. Well,
of course I had to eat the ices. I could n’t
bring them ; but I’ve got all the cakes and all
the bonbons.”

“Oh, Marcia!” went all round again.

The cakes were a trifle crumbled, but oh, how
delicious! The bonbons were wrapped in paper.
To think of Marcia’s having remembered them
all the time she was away !

“I used to carry off an orange from table
every chance I had,” continued Marcia. “They
all langhed at me. They said it was the way
somebody did in ¢ Cranford,” wherever that was.
They bad an idea I sucked them in my room.
But I didn’t. I saved them all for mamma.
I’ve got thirteen. Mamma loves to eat an
orange when she first wakes up in the morn-
ing.”

Altogether the children felt with increased
admiration that Marcia had made a substantial
gain out of her visit.



CHAPTER V
DOROTHY AT HOME

A GREAT deal that went on in the way of
chocolate-making in the kitchen fireplace, and
other doings at Dundas House, was only guessed
at outside. Still, Swallowfield people were in
the habit of saying that old Madam Dundas
would turn in her grave were she to suspect
how things were ordered nowadays in the stately
old mansion where she had lived so long.

Miss Hester Bickerdyke, in particular, was
not without an uneasy feeling that Marcia was
not just the sort of playmate for Dorothy. Miss
Hester admired Marcia, and pitied her even
more than she admired her; but did Marcia
offer a good example for Dorothy to follow ?
That was the question. There was a little coup-
let the children were fond of repeating when
together, —

“If I’'m I, and you’s you,
What do we care, who’s who ?”
which came from Marcia, and which displeased
Miss Hester. Marcia, poor girl, was somehow
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so different from regularly well-brought-up chil-
dren. Mrs. Dundas was too languid and indif-
ferent to look after her daughter properly.
Marcia’s hair was so untidy ; her feet so ill-shod.
Then, too, she grew so fast that she was con-
stantly getting beyond her clothes. Miss Hester
would give a glance at the skirt of her frock and
say in a freezing tone, —

“Your dress is too short, Marcia.”

However Marcia might suffer under the
douche of Miss Hester’s disapproval, she never
showed it, but would reply, —

“I’m going up like Alice in Wonderland
after she drank out of the bottle. ¢Good-by,
feet,” and Marcia would look down at her
shabby shoes and laugh ruefully.

To Miss Hester, as well as to other Swallow-
field people, not to have a regular meal set
out three times a day; not to have washing on
Monday, ironing on Tuesday, clearing up gen-
erally on Wednesday, doing the bedrooms
Thursday, the living-rooms Friday, and the
altogether, including baking, on Saturday, was
flat heresy and schism. Perhaps Mrs. Dundas
was equally of that way of thinking, and might
herself have liked to have things decently and
in order : obsequious servants, tradespeople call-
ing regularly and taking orders respectfully,
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knowing that there was always a big balance at
the banker’s to settle all accounts. The poor
lady’s dream was probably of just what Swallow-
field people demanded of the Dundases. All
that and more was to come to pass as soon as
Paul Dundas made the fortune he was working
for.. Then Marcia would enjoy the advantages
she had so far missed.

Mareia, meantime, could not, like her mother,
live in the past and in the future, but tried to
make the most of the present. Life was full of
disappointments, troubles, and humiliations for
her, but she was too much interested in what
she had to do to think of any personal vexation
beyond the moment. She was never contented
to be still ; she must always be doing something.
She was scornful of Lucy’s and Dorothy’s play-
ing with paper dolls.

¢ Such mean things,” she declared ; “ you can’t
even hug ’em!” Yet, taking the scissors out of
the little girls’ hands, she would fashion the
most wonderful dolls and dresses out of tissue
paper. If she saw Gay reading, down went
Marcia on the floor beside him and devoured the
page with him. To read was for Marcia in-
stantly to long to put into action all she had
read. Whatever other people had done, she
believed she could dare and do. Why not? Had
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anybody that ever lived had more than eyes,
ears, and a brain behind the eyes and ears;
hands and feet, and a will to govern hands and
feet ?

Marcia’s attendance at school was rather irreg-
ular. She was one of the older pupils at Miss
Pratt’s, where Gay and Lucy went. She was
no prodigy of learning, and, bright as she was in
practical matters, in certain of her studies she
found no little difficulty. But Marcia’s theory
was that if one needed to do a thing, why, one
did it. 'When she was obliged to grasp some
intricate bit of knowledge, as, for example, that
seven times nine made sixty-three, she grasped it
with both her hands, as it were. Then when she
correspondingly made out that nine times seven
also made sixty-three, she put up the white flag ;
and when Dorothy, who was on the watch, crept
through the gap in the hedge, Marcia ran to-
wards her with sparkling eyes, threw her arms
about her, and cried, —

¢ Oh, Dorothy ! I wanted to tell you.”

¢« Well, what?”

Dorothy was not so far advanced in mathe-
matics, hence she was very proud indeed at
being initiated into the wonderful mystery of
seven times nine making sixty-three, and nine
times seven also making sixty-three. Marcia
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found Dorothy most sympathetic in receiving
impressions. Dorothy, indeed, picked up a great
many bits of information, and was herself in-
clined benevolently to pass them on. Once she
said to Miss Hester, —

« Aunt Hester, did you know that a thousand
is just ten hundred ?”

“Yes,” Miss Hester replied, “I know so
much.” :

«I thought perhaps you had n’t happened to
hear it,” said Dorothy, a little disappointed.
Accordingly it was John Pearson whom she
asked if he were aware of the fact that anything
you could see or hear or taste or touch or smell
was a noun. 3

“ A noun ?” said John. ¢ What’s a noun?”

“That is what I am telling you,” Dorothy
answered. ¢ Anything you can see or hear or
taste or touch or smell is a noun.”

“ How did you happen to hear that?” in-
quired John skeptically.

¢« Marcia told me.” |

*t Mareia ’s smart,” John conceded. * Do you
mean that this here snow-shovel I’m making
paths with is a noun?”

“Yes,” said Dorothy. ¢ And your pipe, too,
that ’s a noun.”

John took his pipe out of his mouth.
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“J can see it an’ taste it an’ ”’ —

“ Smell it,” suggested Dorothy.

¢ Curious now, I never thought of my pipe’s
being a noun,” John observed, gazing at the
piece of clay affectionately. “It does seem to
make things clearer, don’t it now ?”

“Yes, everything almost is a noun,” Dorothy
pursued. ¢“The shed there, that’s a noun, and
the window and the trees and the snow ” —

“That is, the snow is a noun till it melts, I
suppose ?”’ observed John. He was clearing
away the last night’s snowfall, and Dorothy was
helping him.

This query about the snow quite staggered
Dorothy. She said she would ask Marcia. Here
was the snow now, — they could see it, taste it,
touch it ; but suppose a thaw were to set in, —
what then? Could a noun melt and absolutely
vanish out of sight ?

“T tell you,” said John Pearson, rather proud
of having upset a theory, ¢ people, that is some
people, know a good deal, but they don’t know
everything.”

¢ Marcia does,” insisted Dorothy; *that is,
almost everything.”

“TI tell you, Dorothy,” said John impres-
sively, “it’s hard work to know everything.
Marcia may know a thing or two more than
most people, but she can’t know everything.”
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“Oh yes she can,” retorted Dorothy.

Mzrs. Deane’s Christmas holiday had ended the
day after Christmas. Dorothy was more used
to having her mother away from her than with
her; still it was always the same dreadful,
dreary settling down to things when Mrs. Deane
went away. Now Dorothy began to look for-
ward to Easter, when there would be one or two
happy days again.

Dorothy’s life went on in this wise : breakfast
at a quarter before eight ; then at nine o’clock
a bell rang and Dorothy sat down at her desk
in Miss Hester’s room and studied her lessons
until a quarter to ten, when she was called
to read and spell. Next came a recess of an
hour, which in pleasant weather she spent with
John Pearson out of doors, and in bad weather
playing in her own room or talking to Jerusha
in the kitchen. An hour and a half of lessons
followed, and that brought the day almost up to
dinner-time. After dinner Dorothy sat for three
quarters of an hour with Mrs. Bickerdyke, and
learned to sew or darn or knit,— “something
really useful,” as the old lady said. According
to Mrs. Bickerdyke, all the evils of the last
quarter of the nineteenth century might safely
be laid to the fact that instead of spending all
their time at their needle, women nowadays go
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gadding about from morning till night. Not
even snowstorms, blizzards, or deluges of rain
can keep them at home, for every one of them
has rubber-shoes, waterproofs, mackintoshes, and
umbrellas. Mrs. Bickerdyke’s wish was to bring
Dorothy up in the good old-fashioned way, and
it would be no fault of hers if the little girl did
not know how to stitch, hem, fell, over-and-over,
gather, whip, make button-holes, embroider,
quilt, and darn.

Dorothy used to like to hear grandmamma
Bickerdyke’s stories about what was done, and
how it was done, when she was a girl. When
the task at her needle was accomplished, she
sometimes was taken by Miss Hester to visit
sick and poor people. Miss Hester, as we have
seen, liked to stir the spirit of self-sacrifice.
More than once, after she had asked Dorothy to
choose the kind of pudding for Jerusha to make
for dinner, she would say when it was put on
the table, —

“T think we will eat rice and sugar and milk
for our dessert, and take this tapioca cream to
Johnnie Long.”

Constant habits of disappointments like this
developed gradually in Dorothy’s mind a feeling
of suspense as to whether anything dangled
temptingly before her eyes was really to be hers,
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But she soon learned philosophically to console
herself for the loss of her favorite pudding by
thinking of Johnnie Long’s enjoyment of it.

In going to see poor people, Dorothy liked
best to have a nice pudding or a doll or a paint-
box to take along. For when Miss Hester gave
nothing but good advice, the poor people did not
seem to appreciate their visits so much. Every-
body knows that it is more blessed to give than
to receive good advice. The point Miss Hester
particularly insisted on was that everybody
should be clean. She did not believe that godli-
ness was even possible until people were clean.
After they had scrubbed and scoured their beds,
their tables, their floors, their clothes, and them-
selves, then there was some chance of physical and
spiritual improvement. There were not a great
many destitute people in Swallowfield. Mrs.
Vance and the shiftless Porters with their ten
children were the worst off, and it was for their
benefit that Miss Hester preached her sermons
on the efficacy of soap and water.

Dorothy and Mrs. Bickerdyke had been mak-
ing some clothes for Mrs. Vance, and when they
were all finished Dorothy went with Miss Hes-
ter to give them to the poor woman. They found
ber sitting over her stove, in her dingy little
room, drinking tea.
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Miss Hester explained that they had brought
her two whole suits of nice fresh underclothing.

¢« Now, Mrs. Vance,” she proceeded, “ I want
you to take a bath and put these on.”

“ Take what ?”” questioned Mrs. Vance grimly.

“ A bath, — a good all-over bath,” said Miss
Hester.

“Me take a bath?” returned Mrs. Vance
scornfully. ¢ Me wet myself all over? I never
did such a thing in all my life.”

Tt is high time you did,” insisted Miss Hes-
ter. “I wash myself from head to foot the
first thing every morning when I get out of
bed.”

Mrs. Vance glanced at her visitor, then looked
away, and said with an air of offended pro-
priety, —

“ Well, if T did, I guess I would n’t tell of
it.”

The Porters’ ten children were never clean,
but Miss Hester hoped that, by beginning early
with them, she might enforce ideas of personal
cleanliness. Mrs. Bickerdyke’s knitted wash-
cloths and cakes of soap were quite thrown away
on this family. Once, Miss Hester, in despair,
told two or three of the elder girls, whom she
was trying to civilize, that she would give them
each a penny if they would go home and wash
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their faces. This powerful argument prevailed
over natural instinct, and for months afterwards
three or four Porters at a time would ring at
Mrs. Bickerdyke’s door-bell, send in word that
they had washed their faces, and demand pay-
ment according to promise.

What Dorothy particularly enjoyed in her
home life was having a good talk with Jerusha
in the kitchen.

Jerusha had lived with Mrs. Bickerdyke for
more than twenty years. She was young and
untrained when she entered the house. To Mrs.
Bickerdyke, and to Miss Hester as well, there
was but one right way in the world and that
was their way, and for Jerusha to be initiated
into their way was no light experience. John
Pearson came into the kitchen one day and
said, — ;

*“ Here, Jerusha, I want them seeds well
soaked, an’ I want it done my way.”

To John's surprise, Jerusha burst into tears.

“ What in goodness is the matter, Jerusha ? ”
demanded John. ¢ Don’t cry.”

“ T must cry,” said Jerusha. ¢ First there ’s
Mis’ Bickerdyke says I must bile water fresh
from the well for every cup of tea and coffee
I ‘make, — an’ make it when it’s just on the
bile, — and make it just her way ; then there’s
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Miss Hester says I must sweep a room just so,
put my broom down bottom upwards, and then
dust it first with a dry cloth, then with a damp
cloth, besides settin’ a table an’ waitin’ on it her
way, and now here ’s you with your ways.”

That was twenty years ago. By this time Je-
rusha had her ways. They governed the house-
hold. Not even Miss Hester ventured to go
against them. The strict rule in the house had
developed in Jerusha’s mind an awful conscien-
tiousness. On certain days her general wrath
against moth and dust became a holy crusade.
Before Jerusha’s reign, Mrs. Bickerdyke used
to lie in bed and trouble her soul because she
was afraid the maid would not get up in good
season. Nowadays, she lay and wished that
Jerusha would be content to lie in bed a little
later. There were mornings, indeed, when the
old lady trembled at the sound of that step on
the stair. 'When it gave forth a certain martial
tread, she knew that Jerusha would turn her
out of her warm, comfortable room that day
and sweep it and wash it and polish it and
garnish it.

Dorothy knew all Jerusha’s ways; all the
signs of the weather. She had only to peep
into the kitchen to know whether it promised a
happy haven, or whether the domestic ship was,
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as it were, scudding under bare poles, with no
friendly beacon in sight. When the washing
and ironing were over ; when the house was clean
from top to bottom ; when the silver was rubbed,
the glass polished ; when there were six loaves
of bread, three of brown and three of white, in
the box; three kinds of cakes and as many of
pies in the store-room, and shelves on shelves of
preserves, jams, and jellies, then Jerusha was
a peaceful person to live with. There was a low,
wooden rocking-chair, painted black with gilt
markings, in which several generations of Bick-
erdyke children had sat, that used to be placed
on a certain round braided rug for Dorothy
when all things suited. Dorothy had great
comfort in that chair, gently swaying to and fro,
watching Jerusha, who was always doing some-
thing ; listening to the comfortable noises of the
kitchen, the burning of the fire, the sissing of
the tea-kettle, the ticking of the clock, the pur-
ring of Rory O’More, the cat. Jerusha was no
talker, but she could listen. Everything that
passed in Dorothy’s mind, everything she had
said and done, and what Mareia, Luey, and Gay
had said and done, was translated into speech for
Jerusha’s benefit. Mrs. Bickerdyke used to com-
plain sometimes, and with good reason, that
Dorothy did not tell her everything; but with
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her grandmamma, somehow, there seemed to be
so little that was worth telling, whereas with
Jerusha each thought and fancy and hope and
memory seemed to have a life of its own,—
wings, feet, and a voice, — and would make its
way out.

Really that sense of repose, of intimate com-
panionship, which Dorothy felt in the kitchen
with Jerusha, was as pleasant as a down pillow.
Jerusha was not, to Dorothy’s thinking, exactly
handsome, but she had the nicest face in the
world. It was full of little knobs, as it were,
and each one took on a high polish. Her eyes
were small, but they were wonderfully bright.
They seemed to have no brows nor lashes, —
really they were very odd little eyes, but they
could twinkle and snap with fun. Her cheeks
shone like a streaked red apple which has been
rubbed hard. Her hair was black and of the
glossy sort, and it was Jerusha’s way to pack it
all in one small knot on top of her head, giv-
ing the effect of a big button. Her lips always
looked as if her mind were quite made up, but
a queer, grim smile for Dorothy was generally
lurking somewhere about the mouth.

Jerusha was proud of her laundry work; she
was proud of her sweeping and cleaning; she
was proud of the rugs she braided ; but the one
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thing she excelled most people in she had no
pride about. She was a capital cook, but, to her
thinking, cooking came by nature. She helped
a little, as John Pearson helped the flowers.
“But, laws! they grow and they blow of their-
selves,” she would have said.

Marcia had learned more than one trick of
cooking from Jerusha. Marcia, too, was a born
cook. Jerusha liked to roast a good piece of
meat, to cook vegetables, bake bread, and the
like ; but what she loved to do was to make cake.
At the sight of butter, eggs, flour, sugar, clean
bowls, a stirring-dish, spoons of different sizes,
and buttered tins, life became to Jerusha sheer
satisfaction and pleasure. She used to think
out the kinds of cake she was to make days
beforehand. It was her joy to make angel cake ;
perhaps on account of the associations. She did
not actually believe that angels.in heaven ate
that particular variety of cake, but, as she and
Dorothy agreed, they might have done so with
satisfaction. Dorothy sincerely hoped they did.
Angel cake was for occasions, — like fruit cake,
raised loaf cake, pound cake, cake made in layers
with. fillings of chocolate, cocoanut, whipped
cream, nuts, bananas, and oranges. These choice
confections were for company times. For other
times there was sponge cake, ginger cake, and a
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Dutch cake, that is, a particularly delicate bread
sweetened slightly and with a few raisins. Of
course, there was always a loaf of rich cake in
the closet to offer to casual guests.

But what most nearly appealed to Dorothy
was Jerusha’s little round cakes. In the dark
pantry stood two huge stone jars, which every
Saturday afternoon were filled to the brim, one
with crisp and the other with soft cakes. Few
of these ever went to the table, yet by the fol-
lowing Friday the contents of these jars had
grown so

“Small by degrees and beautifully less”

one had really to go down to the very depths to
find a cake. Who the ¢forty thieves” were
that got into these jars may be guessed at.
Even Carlo and Flossy knew where the cakes
they loved came from, and, if they could find
their way into Jerusha’s kitchen, would stand
and gaze at the door of that pantry as if they
expected it to open of its own accord.

The children were always trying to decide
which variety of Jerusha’s “cookies” was the
best. There was one crisp kind, cut in heart-
shapes, full of currants and sprinkled on top
with sugar, of which they never tired. Another,
thicker, softer kind, with scallops, contained
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caraway seeds; Lucy decided that this was her
favorite. Gay liked a soft, thick, cinnamon cake,
sweetened with molasses ; there was such a rich-
ness and depth of flavor to it. Dorothy had a
fancy for what Jerusha called “Fairy Drops,”
— delicate, delicious, wafery things, with a dab of
frosting on top ; but there was another sort, with
jam, which was even more delicious. The trouble
about the richer ones, with jam or frosting,
was that one could not eat so many. The little
plain ones with caraway seeds one could go on
munching endlessly. Marcia liked all kinds of
Jerusha’s cakes, some for one thing, others for
another. Even Herbert Lee, Lucy’s and Gay’s
brother, a boy of thirteen years, and, to their
thinking, almost, if not quite, grown up, who
hardly ever confessed that he approved of any-
thing, did not disdain Jerusha’s cakes.

« Halloo,” he would say, * what’s this? ”” when
he eame upon the children having afternoon tea
with milk and water and cakes. And, taking
two or three of the cakes abstractedly, as if he
did not know what he was doing, he would walk
away, eating them with an air of contempt rather
than relish, then come back, and absent-mind-
edly gather up another handful. The children
were pleased to observe that Bert was not too
proud to eat the cakes, but his condescension



DOROTHY AT HOME 87

seriously serimped their own measure. With
only Marcia, Gay, Lucy, Dorothy, and the two
dogs, the stone jars were easily emptied. Bert’s
appetite, added to theirs, soon created a famine.

Once, when eggs seemed plentiful, Jerusha
made an angel cake, and told Dorothy she could
take it over to Marcia’s mother. Dorothy had
rarely seen Mrs. Dundas, but now, finding no
one in the kitchen or in the hall, she had no
other resource than to make her way up the
stairs and tap at the door of the great south
room where Mrs. Dundas spent her solitary life.

“Come in,” said a voice.

Dorothy, holding the cake in one hand, with
the other tried to turn the knob of the door, but
in vain. In another minute the door opened
from inside, and a tall, pale lady, with dark
hair and eyes, stood looking down at her.

“'Who is this?” she asked.

“ Dorothy Deane,” replied Dorothy. ¢I’ve
brought you an angel cake.”

Mrs. Dundas took the cake from Dorothy and
set it on the table. Then she leaned down and
kissed Dorothy.

“ Come in,” she said. “ Marcia will be back
presently.”  Dorothy entered the great room
with a sort of awe. Mrs. Dundas had gathered
about her much of what the great house offered
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in the way of comfort or of luxury. There were
pictures on the walls, pictures propped up
against the wainscot, pictures in chairs; books
innumerable in the cases and lying about in
piles. There was an open fireplace with a few
logs burning, and in front of it two armchairs.
In the corner was a large divan eovered with
rugs and piled with cushions. It seemed to Dor-
‘othy as if this tall, stately, languid lady had
been reclining there.

Mrs. Dundas sat down in one of the arm-
chairs and motioned to her visitor to take the
other, but Dorothy preferred the footstool. The
two looked at each other for a moment in silence,
then Mrs. Dundas said, —

“ You are all so good to Marcia.”

“Qh, no!” exclaimed Dorothy in surprise.
“Jt’s Mareia that’s good to us.”

Mrs. Dundas smiled ; a peculiar, melancholy
smile.

“One of these days,” she said, “I hope that
Marcia will be in a position to do something for
her young friends who give her so much plea-
sure. Just now we are only living from day to
day, waiting to hear some good mnews from
Mr. Dundas.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said Dorothy softly.

Her eyes traveled round the room.
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“Do you like it here?” inquired Mrs.
Dundas.

“It’s the most beautiful room I ever saw,”
answered Dorothy.

“Is it?” said Mrs. Dundas. She smiled
again. “It’s my prison, you know,” she added,
“and when one is in prison one longs to escape
from 1it.”

Dorothy gazed at her in surprise. She had
such very different ideas of a prison.

“Let me see,” Mrs. Dundas now observed ;
“your mamma is away.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said Dorothy. ¢ She is a
teacher in a school.”

¢ She must miss you very much,” said Mrs.
Dundas. ¢ At any rate, I have my Marecia, if I
have nothing else.”

She looked at Dorothy with such a deep,
steady gaze, Dorothy felt as if something op-
pressed her.

I had better go now,” she said, rising.

“Very well. Thank you for the cake. Good-
by, dear.”

Mrs. Dundas put her arms round the little
girl and folded her in a close embrace.

“] pity your mother,” she said; *“she must
miss you.”

When Dorothy told Jerusha about her visit,
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Jerusha was at first inclined to feel aggrieved
that her angel cake had not been received with
more enthusiasm. But John Pearson, who hap-
pened to be sitting by the stove, said, —

¢« It comes hard to Dundas pride to receive.
They used to give.”

Dorothy had almost as much comfort in John
Pearson as in Jerusha. She could always de-
pend on John. He had no ups and downs. He
lived on the hill, in a neat little place of his
own. He had lost his wife about a year before
the beginning of our story, an excellent, hard-
working woman, who had helped him in every
way for almost thirty years, and had brought up
a family of four children, of whom three, two
daughters and a son, were living at home at the
time of her death.

Miss Hester had taken Dorothy with her
when she went to condole with the family on the
death of Mrs. Pearson.

«“It is a very great loss,” said Miss Hester.
«It is a terrible thing to lose a good mother.”

“Yes, an’ she were the very best o’ mothers,”
answered Jemima Pearson. ¢ You may well
say, Miss Bickerdyke, it is a turrible thing to
lose her. Then, you see, Miss Bickerdyke, we
be so taken aback, as it were. It’s such a sur-
prise! For we always planned, Miss Bicker-
dyke, that father should go first.”
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John Pearson was not present when this con-
versation took place, but he had, perhaps, gath-
ered the idea from other discourses that his
daughter felt as if the lot had fallen to the
wrong person. Ie was for a time considerably
dazed ; liked to sit in the sunshine and muse, to
the neglect of his work. Miss Hester waited,
then saw that John had regathered his forces,
and was displaying almost more than his old
energy as he went at his hoeing and weeding.

“] am glad to see, John,” Miss Hester then
observed, ¢ that you are taking your trouble in
the right way.”

“ Why, yes, ma’am,” said John. “I didn’t
at first rightly understand it.”

¢ Now you have made up your mind to submit
cheerfully.”

“Why, yes, ma’am,” John replied. ¢ You
see, Miss Hester, she wor always the best kind
of a care-taking wife ; always on the lookout to
make things comfortable for me like. An’ this
is just a fulfillin’ o’ Seripter.”

“How so ?”

“ What her feelin’ was,” said John, ¢ was to
go like the dove out of the ark and find me a
dry place.”

In bad weather John had a safe retreat in the
loft of the old unused stables at Mrs. Bicker-
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dyke’s. Dorothy and indeed all the children
liked to join him there, especially in fruit time,
for pears, apples, and even bunches of grapes
were apt to be forthcoming.

Sometimes on spring days a shower would
overtake John while he was planting the garden,
with Dorothy helping, and at such times they
would both run to this shelter. John would mend
and polish his tools, look after his seeds started
in boxes, while Dorothy, perched on the high
window-ledge, would watch the sunshine and
clouds chase each other across the fields, and

listen to the drip, drip, drip on the roof.
" John was not a great reader, but he knew one
book by heart, “ Masterman Ready;” and at
such times he liked to repeat a chapter out of it.

¢ Oh, John,” Dorothy would cry, “should n’t
you like to be cast away on an island ?”

“ ] hain’t never had no such chances,” John
would reply.

It might happen, Dorothy argued. Almost
everybody sooner or later went to sea, and why
might they not be shipwrecked ? Thus the sub-
ject of their being castaways was always open to
discussion.

“I suppose we should all have to go,” said
Dorothy.

I should say,” suggested John, *“not speak-
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ing in a disrespectful manner to no person, that
they ought to be all hale and hearty, and
rather young.”

“You feel as if, perhaps, grandmamma
would n’t do?” said Dorothy.

“ And I don’t feel as if Miss Hester would
rightly like it,”” John pursued.

“We should have to have Jerusha to cook,”
pleaded Dorothy ; “ but how could we take her
away from aunt Hester and grandmamma ? ”

John would not commit himself on this point,
but Dorothy had a feeling that what he really
wanted was the party of castaways she herself
wanted ; namely, herself, John Pearson, Lucy
and Gay, and Marcia. Yet how could they get
on without Jerusha ?



CHAPTER VI
COASTING BY MOONLIGHT

IT takes a great many different kinds of
snowstorms to make a New England winter.
There had been flurries which blew the snow
into the ditches and hedges and so amounted
to nothing; there had been soft, wet, slushy
snows that melted almost as soon as they came;
there had been a white, blinding, drifting cloud
out of doors which nobody could see through,
but which piled itself in the wrong places and
left the right spots bare. But on the twenty-
fifth of January came a wonderful sort of snow-
storm, — the sort which promises sleighing and
sledding and coasting for weeks to come. First
it rained and snowed together, then hailed and
froze the whole mass solid. But that was only
the beginning. Next it snowed steadily for
twenty-four hours, without a breath of wind to
disturb it, and afterwards it rained a little
while it was clearing off. Finally came a cold
wind out of the northwest, and oh, how cold it
was, and what a beautiful crust it made on the
deep, deep snow !
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Marcia had kept the black flag flying all
through this snowstorm, and Dorothy and Lucy
and Gay had felt a little remorseful for their
own joy in the snow. Marcia did not like snow.
In fact, the rigors of winter tried her soul in a
variety of ways, bringing home to her a sense
of the deprivations at which she could snap her
fingers in pleasant weather. It was a point of
honor with Dorothy, Lucy, and Gay to believe
all Marecia said ; but when she said she did not
like to slide down hill, it did occur to them that
she was merely trying to make the best of it,
and that, if she only had a sled —

So when on that bright, crisp, clear afternoon,
Dorothy with her sled, and Lucy with her sled,
and Gay with his sled were all going down the
slope in the Lee orchard, then climbing up
again, in spite of the joy of it, there was still a
little wistful feeling which pulled at their hearts.
Not even the black flag had been seen flying
from the oriel window to-day. Marcia, almost
for the first time they could remember, had given
them no sort of an invitation to * come over.”
What could she be doing? What could she be
feeling ?

They had been coasting for more than an hour;
first Lucy, then Gay, then Dorothy ; then Gay
took the lead, and finally Dorothy. The hill
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was not steep; their sleds did not go at light-
ning speed; but still it was all pleasant and
would have been delightful if. the thought of
Marcia — sitting at home without any sled —
had not disturbed their hearts and consciences.

The sun was by this time near the horizon in
the centre of a bright flare of red and gold in
the southwest sky. Al round the horizon was
a belt of rose color shading into violet, and in
the east hung a great yellow moon about full.

“T suppose it’s almost time to go in,” ob-
served Lucy, as, when they reached the foot of
the hill, they all gathered the strings of their
sleds into their hands and prepared to mount
again.

% Th—th—th— ” began Gay.

“ Count three, Gay,” said Lucy.

" Gay could n’t stop to count three, he was so
excited. He pointed to the top of the hill.

“ Oh, Marcia,” cried Dorothy, “ I’m so glad
you ’ve come.”

“So am I,” said Lucy.

“T, too,” faltered Gay.

The three toiled up the slippery slope, tum-
bling over each other in their effort to reach
Marcia. She was not looking unhappy in the
least ; on the contrary, her eyes were sparkling,
her cheeks were glowing, and her lips smiling.
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It began to dawn on the children that there
was something unusual, something almost mag-
nificent about her appearance, for she was
dressed in red from top to toe, — red bordered
with gray fur. Her frock was red, her jacket
was red, and so was her eap. If they had not
been afraid it might not be polite, they would
have said, “ How grand you are, Marcia ! ”

As it was, they only stared, until Marcia, un-
derstanding their dumb admiration, called, —

“ Did you ever see anything so splendid ? ”

As she asked this she langhed, but still it was
clear that she had pride and joy in her new
clothes.

« Beautiful,” said Dorothy. T never did see
you look so beautiful, Mareia.”

“Where did they come from?” inquired
Lucy.

“Qut of the camphor chests up in the gar-
ret,” said Marcia. ¢ Mamma was shivering,
don’t you see ; I said, ‘I ’m going to find some-
thing warm to wrap you in.” I took a bunch of
keys and went upstairs. Almost the first one I
tried turned the lock of the chest, and there on
top, wrapped in paper, was a great fur cloak,
beaver outside and squirrel inside. I ran down-
stairs and said, ¢ Here’s a rabbit-skin to wrap
my baby up in!’ Mamma stared and asked,
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¢Whose is that?’ I told her it was mine.
Whose else could it be ? Except papa, I’m the
only Dundas there is left in the world. Mamma
laughed, put it on, and said she was delightfully
comfortable. So I went rummaging for myself
and I found this.” She turned herself round for
their inspection. “ We had to rip it and clip it
and sew it up again,” she explained. ¢ Then
mamma made me the cap out of the odds and
ends.”

She was in such high spirits that she needed
something on which to spend them.

“Now, if I had a sled,” she exclaimed.
“ Sometimes I think coasting is poor fun, but
this is such a splendid, deep snow.”

¢« Oh, Marcia,” eried Dorothy, ¢ take mine.”

“ Take mine,” said Lucy.

¢« T—t—take mine,” stammered Gay.

Marcia looked at the offering of their sleds
with a half-disdainful shrug.

¢ They ’re so little,” she returned. “I’m too
long-legged for them. What I want is a great
long sled with steel runners.”

« Like Bert’s,” suggested Gay on the instant.

“Yes, Bert’s is something like a sled,” con-
fessed Marcia.

“ And Bert isn’t using his,” Dorothy burst
out ; “he has gone over.to Rosemaryport.”
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“Bert never likes anybody to touch his
things,” observed Lucy in a cautious tone, for
she saw the sudden gleam that came into Gay’s
face. .

“J don’t care,” said Gay, and was off like a
flash. Marcia seemed not to know what Gay
had gone for, but Dorothy knew and was pleased ;
Luey also knew, and was awestruck, not to say
a little frightened. Marcia, never at a loss,
began to tell the girls what she had been doing
all through the snowstorm, but long before she
had come to the end of her story, Gay appeared
dragging a toboggan-sled.

“Is that Bert’s?” Marcia inquired, taking
possession of it on the instant. “I’ll do some-
thing for you one of these days, Gay.”

They all felt that if Bert had seen Marcia at
this moment with her red, fur-trimmed dress and
jacket and cap, even he would not have been
displeased, for, with the colors of the sunset
lighting her up in her red frock, Marcia was
really a dazzling spectacle.

“ Let me go,” cried Marcia, and off she went,
the sled flying as if it were alive, and carrying
her far across the orchard, even up a little on
the opposite bank.

The others gazed at her with admiration. They
had been contented with their own modest
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doings, taking the descent gently, with little
shoves to encourage their progress. But who
could expect Marcia to be so easily satisfied ?

“Oh, this isn’t high enough; it isn’t steep
enough!” she cried. “Let’s go over to Bishop’s
Hill.”

Gay, being a boy, liked the idea of going to
slide down Bishop’s Hill. But being a “twin,”
and the other half of him, as it were, being a
girl, he had to repress a great many of his
yearnings. Now, what Lucy said was, —

“QOh, Marcia, it’s so late! It’s time to go
home.”

“Home? It won’t be tea-time for an hour
and a half or more,” Marcia declared. ¢ There
is time enough to do anything.”

And at this moment the church clock struck
five.

The sun was down, but the afterglow lighted
up the sky in the west, and in the east the great
round moon was growing brighter each mo-
ment.

“Leave your sleds here,” said Marcia; “we
will take them on the way back. Now, Dorothy,
you and Lucy jump on the big one, and Gay
and I will drag you.”

Mareia’s quiet decision settled the matter, not
only satisfactorily to her own mind, but to Dor-
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othy’s and the twins’. She could not only put
spirit into them, but a feeling of emulation and
a desire to act up to her requirements of them.
Not to like to do what Marcia wished to do was
to be poor, tame, paltry. Accordingly, Dor-
othy and Lucy, each with a demure, smiling
look, seated themselves on the sled. It fright-
ened them both a little to think of the big sled
and the long hill.

«I hope,” whispered Lucy,— “I hope I shan’t
be much afraid.”

“T don’t mean to be afraid if I can help it,”
Dorothy replied.

Marcia and Gay, taking hold of the rope,
dashed along the orchard, the sled swinging this
way and that behind them, more than once al-
most running against the trunk of an apple-tree.
They thought it was such fun that Lucy and
Dorothy, who had at first held on with all their
might, feeling as if they might be thrown off,
also began to pluck up a spirit. Presently the
orchard was left behind; they crossed the
quiet road and reached the foot of the hill,
which on its north side had a long, gradual in-
cline. Marcia and Gay were now forced to stop
for want of breath, so Dorothy and Lucy said
they would drag the sled up the hill, and off
they set, Marcia and Gay lagging behind.
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The village boys and girls had been sliding
here all day, so that the way was well worn.
But at this moment everybody had gone home,
and it was as if there were nobody in the whole
wide world except these four, under the great
dome of sky which every minute filled more and
more with the broad white light of the moon.

It really seemed to Dorothy that they had
entered a new world altogether. Of course that
was the same moon that looked into her window
at home, yet somehow it had not a home-like
look. If Marcia had not been there, she would
have been afraid. As it was, even while she
trembled a little, she liked the wonderful white-
ness that covered the river, the bridge, the far-
off hills. In the southwest was still an arc of
rosy and golden light, but everything else was
spotlessly white. Even the branches of the
trees were laden with snow. Dorothy could not
feel quite comfortable. The greatness and far-
offness of the sky touched her with a sense of
awe.. The utter silence (for their voices did
not seem to break the silence) weighed upon
her. She felt as if they were intruding upon
this world of snow and ice and sunset and moon-
light, yet, all the same, there was a little intoxi-
cation in the idea that whether or no she ought
to be here she was here; and that hereafter,



COASTING BY MOONLIGHT 103

when she saw the moon shining in at her win-
dow, she would know what it was doing in these
wide, lonely places.

“Isn’t this perfectly splendid ?” exclaimed
Marcia, when they had all reached the top of
the hill and stood taking a long, deep breath of
satisfaction. “Does n’t it seem as if the whole
world belonged to us ?”

Marcia did not, however, stop long to muse
over the silent stretches of untrodden snow.
She had taken possession of Bert’s toboggan
and established herself in front.

¢« Now, Dorothy,” she said, “ you sit next to
me, and then comes Lucy. Gay will push off,
and then jump on behind.”

Everything went beautifully. Gay put his
hands on the toboggan, ran with it a few steps,
gave one violent shove, then sprang to the end
of the seat, clasping Lucy, who in turn put her
arms about Dorothy, who had hold of Marcia.
Mareia steered, and the sled, not once swerving,
ran with a not too swift but pleasant motion
down the long inclined plane, stopping at the
base in a sensible, moderate way. Then all to-
gether they pulled it up, and took the same slide
once more.

“Now, Gay,” said Marcia, “you steer and
I’ll push it off.”
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Marcia gave the sled a powerful start, and off
they went at twice their former pace. Dorothy
and even Lucy had by this time quite warmed
to the sport; and now, as the keen wind cut in
their faces as they made this headlong rush,
they tasted the joy of doing something wild and
adventurous. The feeling of success, besides
the sense of quickened vitality, put Marcia a
little beside herself. She danced, she frisked
up the hill, and they all danced and frisked.

“Don’t you wish,” she cried, “that the whole
world did belong to us; that we were just by
ourselves, and could go on always doing just as
we wanted to?”

“How should we get anything to eat?” in-
quired Lucy.

“QOh, we’d kill bears and things, just as the
men do when they go to the north pole,” Marcia
answered. “I’ll be a bear.” She went down
on her hands and knees and began coming to-
wards them with loud roars. Gay immediately
followed suit, and went down on all fours.
Dorothy and Lucy had to endure this double
attack, and drag the sled up-hill at the same
time that, on their two legs, they ran away from
the bears, who, after waddling about a little
longer and spending their breath in strange
noises, came after them.
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«“I’1l tell you what we will do,” said Marecia,
always eager to do a little more. *“ We’ll have
one slide down the west side.”

Now the angle on the west side was very
steep.

“See how splendidly it goes,” Marcia cried,
picking up a little block of ice and snow and
sending it spinning. The east side of the hill
also dropped away suddenly, and was, besides,
broken by groups of cedar-trees; a fence, too,
ran across it. Here on the west, however, was
no visible break or impediment, and after the
first ridge was passed there came a long series
of easy slopes, over which, so Marcia explained,
the sled, after gaining its first powerful impe-
tus, would bound like a bird.

“T should n’t wonder,” she added, “if we
went on clear across the meadow.”

Dorothy, Lucy, and Gay felt their spirits rise
to Marcia’s demands. It did look steep at first,
but they kept their eyes fixed on the farther
spaces, where any inequality of surface was lost
in the general whiteness.

Marcia now took the front place, put out her
feet firmly, and told Dorothy to come close be-
hind her. Lucy sat next, and Gay was to start
them as at first.

“ Now, then,” cried Marcia, *“we 're ready,
Gay.”
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Gay was just about to put his hands on the
sled, when — where was it? What had hap-
pened? The sled had started off as if it had
life of its own, and went plunging down the
steep grade, leaving Gay behind.

‘What Marcia thought to herself was that Gay
had overdone the thing. How they did fly!
There — what was that? Had they run against
arock? For a moment everything seemed to be
in air. The sled had swung halfway round and
for a while went on sidewise. Then came an-
other bounce. Marcia had to hold on with both
hands; but there, it had righted itself!

“ Now we ’re all right,” said Marecia.

She was all right, for the sled was now career-
ing on at a high rate of speed, taking the billows
of snow smoothly as a ship rides the waves.
The runners glided on with a soft, hissing sound,
pleasant to hear.

« Here we go!” Marcia said again, laughing ;
for by this time the sled was almost half across
the wide meadow.

«“ Here we come!” she said again, and here
she came, indeed, hard up against the fence.
Had it not been for the fence, she was ready to
believe the sled would have gone on over the
railroad, down the lane, and across the river.

Marcia had longed to accomplish this wonder-
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ful feat, and now gathered herself up and turned
with pride to say to the others, “Did n’t I tell
you so?”’

She had been so busy holding on with feet
and hands, and trying to keep the course of the
sled straight, that she had not found out until
this moment that she was the only passenger.
Nothing but the white moon and the faint, far-
off stars was looking at her. She gazed stupe-
fied over the great shining plain of snow behind
her, on which she could not see one single
moving object.

“ Where are you all ?”’ she ejaculated, trying
to make her voice heard ; but only a faint sound
came, which returned to her ears with a derisive
echo.

She began the walk back, but to pull the sled
across that slippery, shining waste of ice and
snow was a dreary affair. Where could the
children be? Were they hiding? There was
nowhere to hide. There was no shadow any-
where ; all was open before her like the face of
a clock.

“ Where are you ?”” she shouted.

‘Was that the echo, or did she hear a faint
whoop ?

Far above her rose the summit of the hill,
white and symmetrical, the sky-line sweeping
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sharply against the sky, here and there taking on
a halo of misty gold where some point caught
the light.

Was something moving there? On she
toiled, slipping, sometimes falling, again slid-
ing ; occasionally helping herself across a level
place by throwing herself across the sled, giving
it a push, and thus covering a good bit of the
distance. She was obliged to round the hill to
the base of the long incline, for to climb up
the steep side down which she had come looked
like climbing up the side of a house; and pre-
sently she saw two little figures coming down
to meet her.

“ Well! ” said Marcia, pausing. ¢« Well!”

She expected that the two, whom she gradually
identified as Gay and Lucy, would account for
themselves. 'What they said, however, was,
“ Where ’s Dorothy ?”

“Where’s Dorothy,” repeated Marcia blankly.
“Don’t you know ?”

I supposed she stayed with. you,” said Lucy.

Each began to explain to the others what had
happened. Nobody quite understood, but all
three wished to exonerate themselves from any
share of blame. The sled had started off of its
own accord and on its own account, Gay said.
He had no chance to get on. Then Lucy, miss-
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ing him, had turned round, and, in doing so, had
fallen off, and, being only a little way down the
hill, had gone back to Gay. When she looked
again at the sled, it was far away in the distance,
— a mere speck on the snow. They had sup-
posed that Dorothy was with Marcia.

“She wasn’t with me,” declared Marcia.
“Where can she be?”

“ Let’s call,” said Lucy.

They all called, ¢ Dorothy, Dorothy, Doro-
thy!”

How awful the silence was! How terrible the
face of the moon! How cold it had grown!
They all trembled and shivered as they stood
listening. There was something in the dead
quiet of the world under the skies which fright-
ened them all.

“(Qh, here’s John Pearson,” Marcia ex-
claimed suddenly. ¢ Oh, John, we ’ve lost Dor-
othy!”

Now what had happened to Dorothy was that
when the sled struck the side of a rock halfway
down the hill, it careened for a moment, and
Dorothy, whose hold upon Marcia had not had
time to tighten itself, had bounded off and
slipped smoothly the whole length of the hill,
finally settling down in a hollow between two
snowbanks. She was slightly stunned, and lay
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there for some minutes without any clear con-
sciousness. Then she had a sensation of cold,
and thought to herself that the bed-clothes had
fallen off her, for she supposed she was in her
little bed at home. She reached out her hand
to draw up the blanket, but did not find it. No
matter ; she felt rather comfortable. She would
go to sleep again.

‘Who was that calling ? She half started up.-
Was it aunt Hester? Then that odd, drowsy
feeling quite overpowered her. Again she heard
voices, and this time they did call *“ Dorothy.”
Every faculty and sense were now on the instant
sharply awake, and for the first time she opened
her eyes. Where was she? What was it?
The great shining sky and the white snow sur-
prised her.

“T wonder if it s heaven ? ” Dorothy said to
herself. She turned over and the moon shone
full in her face. She sat up and tried to think;
then, feeling very queer, sank back.

“ Oh, here she be,” said a familiar voice.
«T’ve found her,” the same voice called loudly
to somebody farther off.

A figure not only bent over her, but gathered
her to itself. Something clasped her.

“ Are you hurt, Dorothy?” somebody in-
quired.
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¢ Oh, no, not at all, thank you,” she tried to
reply, but couldn’t quite be sure whether she
really said it. It was pleasant to feel warmer,
and she had no difficulty in going off to sleep.
It was rather disagreeable to feel that the light
was shining brightly on her face. She was sur-
rounded by little figures pressing up to her.
Somebody kissed her.

¢ Why, Lucy,” Dorothy said now, with a fee-
ble little laugh, ¢ you are erying.” She laughed
again. “ Why, Marcia’s crying too,” she added,
surprised. “I did n’t know Marcia ever cried.”

Dorothy must again have dropped asleep, for
something roused her.

“Let her be,” said John Pearson. «Of
course I’d ought to tell. T tell you, Miss Mar-
cia Dundas, you ’re old enough to know better.
She’s a tender little critter to be led into mis-
chief.”

¢ Now, John Pearson,” argued Marcia, “ you
say Dorothy is n’t hurt, and if she isn’t hurt,
why, there ’s no harm done.”

“ But you had n’t ought to” —

“I tell you, John Pearson, the children
wanted to do it just as much as I did. Did n’t
you, children ?”’

“Yes,” Dorothy observed unexpectedly.

“Well,” said John, “yon had n’t ought, —
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but laws! I’ve been young, myself, once. An’
bein’ young, a young thing is still old enough
to know it’s alive and wants to do things, and
there’s no great harm done if it’s nothin’ actu-
ally wrong. We’ve got to buy our expe’unce,
an’ buy it dear, somehow. Suppose you does
somethin’ foolish at the time, if it’s not wrong,
it finally grows to be a comfort. If it ain’t a
comfort, it ’s an awful misery. For what we do
when we ’re little, we do for life, — we don’t for-
get. When I was a boy, up to home, I used to
weed flower-beds for Mis” Brown. One day she
had been making cherry bounce, and she called
me and giv’ me the cherries she had used to
throw to the pigs. Eatin’ was eatin’ in those
days, an’ I thought wild cherries was pretty
good, — too good to give pigs until I’d had all I
wanted. So I just sat down surruptiously, as
it were, an’ ate them cherries until I was satis-
fied. Then I tried to get up to go and give the
rest to the pigs, but it were actually astonishin’
how quick I set down again. Everythin’ seemed
to be whirling round and round,— the sun an’
the sky an’ the trees an’ the grass an’ the
flower-beds. It did n’t seem safe to sit on the
bench any more, so I jest fell down on the grass
an’ laid hold of it by the roots, for the whole
world was a-whirlin’ an’ a-turnin’ upside down,
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and I knew I should fall off if T did n’t hold on
tight.”

“ Why, what was the matter, John Pearson ?”
inquired Marcia.

“I’m ashamed to say, Miss Marcia, the rum
that them cherries had been soakin’ in had gone
to my head. Now, of course, ’t ain’t right to be
tipsy, an’ ’t ain’t right to steal wild cherries sur-
ruptiously, as it were, but all the same I had
bought my expe’unce. A man must hev his
expe’unce. Hevin’ hed my expe’unce, I left off.
Ben a teetotaler ever since. 1’d ben there, and
know’d what ’t was like not to be a teetotaler.”

Dorothy had partly heard this, and now, when
something began to buzz in her head, she said,
or tried to say, —

“] guess I’ve had some cherry bounce.”

She opened her eyes, and was surprised to find
herself at home in the kitchen with her head
against Jerusha’s shoulder.

“No real harm done,” Jerusha was saying.
¢« She’ll sleep it off. She was out too long in
the cold. I’m glad I sent you after her.”

«It’s that Marcia Dundas,” John said.

¢ Children have to learn,” observed Jerusha.

¢« Expe’unce,” murmured Dorothy sleepily.
Her feet were warm, now, and she felt wonder-
fully comfortable. She kept smiling to herself,
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and when Jerusha carried her into the dining-
room and put her in her chair at the table, she
felt very happy at the sight of the hot bread
and milk in her bowl.

“ Why, the child’s asleep,” she heard Mrs.
Bickerdyke say.

¢ Oh, no,” murmured Dorothy, smiling more
than ever. “I’m not asleep.”

“ Why don’t you open your eyes, then, and
eat your supper?”

“ I guess I’ve had some cherry bounce,” mur-
mured Dorothy.

“ Cherry bounce!” said Mrs. Bickerdyke.
¢ Cherry bounce! Jerusha, have you been giving
Dorothy cherry bounce ?

¢« Hain’t got none to give,” Jerusha replied.
¢ She ’s dazed like with the cold. That’s what
ails her.”

Dorothy tried to sit up. She wanted to eat
the hot bread and milk, but, curiously enough,
her eyelids seemed glued together, still she could
see Mrs. Bickerdyke’s white cap and gray puffs
between her closed lids ; they looked so far off.

“I ¢'n see you, grandmamma,” Dorothy now
remarked reassuringly.

“She’s jest dead with sleepiness,” Jerusha
observed. 1’1l feed her.”

Nothing more was clear to Dorothy’s mind
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that night. She had such odd dreams. Mrs.
Bickerdyke was talking about cherry bounce and
asking if John Pearson could have given it to
Dorothy, when somebody — was it Dorothy ? —
replied that John was a teetotaler and had been
ever since he was thirteen years old. Then pre-
sently she was in a warm bath and it felt very
nice. Somebody was hugging her and kissing
her. ¢ This must be mamma,” Dorothy tried
to say, but oddly enough it was her aunt Hes-
ter.

It must be the cherry bounce,” Dorothy said,
for certainly everything seemed so oddly turned
round. It wasn’t even her own bed she was in.
It was her aunt Hester’s.



CHAPTER VII
TELLING STORIES

DoroTHY was not quite well the next day,
or at least Mrs. Bickerdyke and Miss Hester
were afraid she was not well, and accordingly
they kept her on the lounge and fed her upon
gruel. Miss Hester said she had taken cold.
Murs. Bickerdyke could not free herself from the
thought that cherry bounce had something to do
with Dorothy’s condition. She questioned the
little girl on the subject, but, odd to relate,
Dorothy could not to-day remember anything
about cherry bounce. Everything that had hap-
pened yesterday had become very much mixed
up in her mind. She slept a great deal, but
finally towards evening woke up, feeling quite
refreshed and like her usual self.

“Should you like to see Gay and Lucy?”
Miss Hester asked her then.

“Oh, yes, please,” Dorothy replied.

“ And Marcia?”

“Js she here? Oh, please, aunt Hester, I
should like so much to see Marcia ! ”
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Marcia and the twins came up and stood in
the doorway, at first a little awed, not only
by the sight of Dorothy lying bolstered up on
the divan by cushions, but at the sight of Miss
Hester’s beautiful, stately, spotless room, with
its white hangings.

“Oh, Dorothy!” said Marcia, bounding for-
ward after that one moment’s pause and clasp-
ing her arms round the little girl; ¢ you are n’t
really ill, are you?”

“Oh, no; I’'m all well now,” Dorothy re-
plied. “I wasn’t anything except oh, so sleepy !
Somehow I could n’t keep awake.”

They all drew a breath of relief, but they all
smiled half furtively as they looked at each other.
And that smile and that glance meant that they
remembered pulling the big sled up the hill;
that they remembered how the keen wind had
caught their breath as they went down; the
white moonlight, too, and the strange quiet
under the great pale sky, and the sunset col-
ors dying away. They remembered all that had
happened, some of which Dorothy knew nothing
about.

“Did Bert mind?” inquired Dorothy in a
soft voice.

“ N—n—not much,” Gay answered.

‘What had happened when Bert came home
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in the morning was that, after one single look
at his sled, he said to Gay, —

“Somebody has had my toboggan.”

Gay had tried to carry off the matter with
an air of indifference, when Bert went on to
observe, —

“I would n’t be a sneak.”

“I’m not a s—s—s—sneak,” answered Gay.

“A gentleman does n’t do those things,” Bert
had then remarked. Lucy and Gay had trem-
bled for a time, but Bert had had his say on the
subject. Nobody really knew about the coasting
by moonlight except the four children and John
Pearson.

¢ T cannot let Dorothy talk much,” Miss Hester
now observed ; “but if you children like to stay
with her quietly for an hour, and talk to her ” —

“Could we tell her stories, Miss Bicker-
dyke ?” asked Marecia.

Telling stories was the very thing. Marcia
and the twins sat down on the rug between Dor-
othy’s divan and the grate. A little daylight
streamed in for a while at the window, but
gradually it died away, and there was only the
light of the coal-fire, which grew brighter and
brighter.

“You begin, Gay,” said Marcia; “then Il
tell one.”
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Gay liked to tell stories. The only trouble
was that Gay’s stories somehow always sounded
familiar. Dorothy said she liked best to hear
stories that she knew, but Marecia insisted that
Gay should tell them something they had never
heard before.

“Yes, do tell us something new, Gay,” Lucy
also pleaded.

“ Well, I'll try,” said Gay. He shut his eyes
and leaned his head back against the chimney-
piece. When he shut his eyes and gave all his
mind to his story, his stammering ceased. It
was only in conversation that the words would
not come.

“Once,” he began, — *“ once upon a time there
was a boy whose father and mother had died
before he was born.”

“Died before he was born !” broke in Marcia
incredulously. ¢ How could they die before he
was born?”

“ Anything may happen in a story,” said Gay.
“ This little boy’s parents died before he was
born, and he had to grow up by himself.”

“ What was his name, anyhow ?

“His name was Ferdinand, and they called
him Ferdy for short, and his sister ” —

“QOh, so he had a sister! What was her
name?”’



120 DOROTHY DEANE

¢ Isabella, and they called her Bel.”

“Was she older or younger?”

“Just a little tiny bit younger.”

“Well,” said Marcia with a hopeless air, T
confess I can’t for the life of me understand
how, when a boy’s father and mother died
before he was born, he could have a sister
younger than himself.”

“ He c—c—could,” returned Gay indignantly.
“ That’s the point of the story; but if you keep
interrupting ”’ —

“T only could n’t exactly see how two children
could be born and brought up without any rela-
tions.”

“Oh, they had an uncle! He brought them
up,” Gay now explained. ¢ This uncle was an
awfully cruel man. You see the kingdom really
belonged to Ferdy and Bel, but ” —

“Do you mean they were a prince and
princess ? ”’

“Of course Ferdy was a prince and Bel was
a princess. You don’t suppose I should think
it worth while to tell a story about common
people. The kingdom really belonged to them,
but this uncle, who was now king, had killed
their father and mother before they were born.”

“ How did he kill them ?”” demanded Marcia
greedily.
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¢ He poisoned them.”

“ What did he poison them with ?”

“Ie made up a poison out of all sorts of
things, and they died right off. The strange
thing was that when he tried to poison Ferdy
and Bel, the same stuff did them good; they
kept growing bigger and bigger and fatter and
fatter.”

¢« That was curious, wasn’t it ?”’ mused Dor-
othy.

¢« Well, as they wouldn’t die of the poison,”
Gay proceeded, ¢ the cruel uncle wanted to get
rid of the children in some other way. So he
told them to put on their hats and jackets, and
he would take them on a picnic; but what he
did was to carry them to a great big black
forest, and then ride off and leave them.”

Oh, I know that story by heart!” said Mar-
cia with disgust.

“So do I,” added Lucy. “It’s ¢‘Babes in
the Wood.””

“ Now I like to hear stories over and over
again,” murmured Dorothy.

“ You just wait,” Gay protested. “IT tell you
this is a new story.”

“Very well. Ferdy and Bel are left in the
woods, and the cruel uncle rides off,” said Mar-
cia, with an air of knowing all about it. ¢ Go
on and let’s see what happened next.”
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“Ferdy and Bel liked it first-rate,” Gay re-
sumed ; “that is, at first. There were lots of
berries and fruits and nuts, and they had a jolly
good time. They would have liked to live there
always, except that it got cold sleeping on the
moss at night, and there were bears came an’
looked at ’em.”

“Why did n’t the bears eat them?” inquired
Mareia.

“’Cause,” replied Gay, “ the bears was all fat-
ted up already for winter, and was n’t hungry.”

“Tt was fall, then, was it?”

“Yes; and Ferdy and Bel wanted something
comfor’ble for winter, an’ one morning when
they were out walking they happened to meet a
wolf, an’ he said to them quite polite, ¢ Good-
morning ; how do you do?’ and they answered
good -morning, that they were quite well.
¢ Where are you a-going ?* asked the wolf.”

It seemed both to Marcia and to Lucy that
this had a strangely familiar sound, but by great
effort they kept quiet. Gay went on rapidly :—

“They told him they was looking for a
boarding-place for the winter, an’ the wolf said
he knew of a nice old lady who would be glad
of their company.”

Marcia could not repress an exclamation.
Gay opened his eyes, looked at her a moment,
then said, —
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¢The children went on till they came to the
house the wolf had told them about. It had a
big door, with iron clamps and a brass knocker.
Ferdy was tallest, so he reached up and
knocked.”

“ Somebody said, ¢ Come in,”” Marcia cried.
“They opened the door, and there was the
wolf in bed with the old lady’s cap and spec-
tacles on.”

«“’T was n’t so at all,” rejoined Gay with high
disdain. ¢ Ferdy rapped an’ rapped till he was
tired. Then Bel, she rapped an’ rapped till she
was tired. So, thinking everybody had gone
out, they pushed open the door and went in.
There was a great big fire burning in the chim-
ney, and before the fire was a chicken all
roasted, with mashed potatoes an’ cranberry
sauce, an’ the moment the children had entered
an’ shut the door, what did the chicken an’
potato an’ cranberry sauce do but jump upon a
nice little table laid for two people.”

“ That was beautiful,” said Marcia. “I do
hope, Gay, that, no matter what happened after-
wards, Ferdy and Bel ate up that chicken and
cranberry sauce.”

“ They did,” said Gay. ¢ There was bread
an’ butter too, an’ —an’—an’ other good
things ; they ate everything up clean. Then

9
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they looked round and saw two nice little beds,
an’ so each of ’em got into one an’ went fast
asleep. Presently came a great knocking at the
door.”

“Oh, dear,” said Marcia, “this is the ogre.
He comes in and says, —

‘ Fee, fa.w., fo, fum,
I smell the blood of an Englishman.’

“Not a bit of it,” said Gay. ‘It was the
uncle, the cruel uncle. He came back to make
sure that Ferdy and Bel were dead.”

“Did he kill ’em as they lay asleep in their
nice little beds ?

“ No, not then. He did n’t dare kill ’em
then, for somebody might come in an’ find out.
No, he treated them quite polite, an’ asked them
to go sleigh-riding with him.”

“You had n’t said anything about snow being
on the ground,” observed Lucy.

¢ Oh, yes, the snow was almost up to the roofs
of the houses,” said Gay, “ and the uncle had a
splendid sleigh outside with two bl