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“The Fatal Gift of Beauty”
PART I

We all know people who get through
life creditably enough in the strength
of some preposterous illusion. It may
be there is no one engaged in the busi-
ness of living who succeeds on any
other terms. Whether it be an unde-
fined suspicion that the illusory is the
essential, or a pardonable craving for a
little amusement by the way, certain it
is that many of us are constrained to
minister to the favourite fancy of our
brethren when once we have tracked
the shy secret home.

In this wise is the miracle wrought
that the inmost desire of the heart, the
airy nothing of a dream, becomes the
most practical factor in existence, wear-
ing without a blush or a misgiving the
face of fact triumphant.

Who on first seeing Mrs. Julia Tours
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The Fatal Gift of Beauty

could be expected to know that her
blameless and toilsome existence was
illuminated by the conviction that she
was a disturber of men’s souls—a new
Helen of Troy ?

Mrs. Tours is a lady of forty-six
summers, of shy demeanour and uncer-
tain aspirates.” She wends her way
proudly through the humbler walks of
life, conscious of superiority, and bear-
ing meekly the burden of her fatal fas-
cination. She is considerably below
average height, has a bright, rather
veiny complexion, and a nice face in
spite of a round and somewhat shape-
less nose—small bright dark eyes, as-
tonishingly little hair (one cannot quite
get rid of the supposition that a bald-
headed woman is as uncommon as one
with two __numm”__. her hands big and red
—her feet of wandering and eccentric
outlines, yet 1 would not suggest they
were prone to stray. “Thro all ] have
kept my h-honour” she will say, and
one quite believes her.,

To a comparatively slight acquaint-
ance she is prone to speak with devo-
tionand with tears of her dead husband.

+
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You will hear that her heart is nailed
down in his coffin.

Certainly Mr. Henry Tours was an
excellent creature, who made much of
his amiable wife, bought WE._ vumﬁm
clothes, and called her his “ w:u.nnmm.
What can a man do more? Verily, he
has his reward. .

“] can never forget my noble ’us-
band,” says Mrs. Tours, with the ready
tear. *“The bare idea of marrying
again would be a sacrifice,”” and .n_ﬁ
awe-struck tone betrays that she thinks
she is saying mmnl_nw._n“:

She has views upon _anom._m—w. too, as

necess concomitant of love.
:.:.u. mumav_amﬂﬁn to say Mr. Tours was a
perfect Othella. I never dared Jook at
a man while he was alive. But I don't
blame him for that. [It's wota ._._ndaw,a
must expect w'en a man ...mc.—.mr“ﬁm. er
like my 'usband did me. * My ...Mua.r:m
Princess,’ "e used to say, ‘I can't 'ave
you walking out unless I go to look
after you.’" .

“*W'y, dear '"Enry?’ I'd say.

“‘Don’t you notice 'ow all the men
turns round as you pass?’

5

-



WS o -

The Faral Gift of Beauty

e Hm....-:u_nw.u. I'd ask quite innocent.
:.‘..u.ﬂ_ﬁ tll I can come and protect
You, ‘e’d say. There is wicked peo-
ple in the world that youdon't suspect,
my Juliet;" and that was "ow ‘e took
care o' me. If anybody "ad "ave come
between ‘im and me, my ‘ushand" (a
step forward and an abortive thrust of
the red right hand), “my ‘usband
would ‘ave stabbed 'im. Oh yes, '"Enr
couldn’t "ave bore that.” q g
..W,m:vrn_mm not."
“Not to "ave any i
ot anybody interlope. Oh
At Mr. Tours' death, his Princess
was flung from the lap of luxuryto the
low estate of lodging-house keeper,
 “Itwas an awfil change for me. M y
usband would never "ave let me so de-
mean myself if "e'd been alive. But
bein® dead, w'at was 1 to do? I moved
into a most fashionable street and took
a large splendid ‘ouse—1 should say
i mansion, and 1 let rooms to single
gentlemen. Yousee I "ad no knowledge
0 :.:m world and no idea o’ wicked.-
ness.”  She groaned gently. “Wreq
my friends remonstrated I said, * Don't
6
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be afraid. 1 ‘ave engaged good ser-
vants and I myself shall never be visi-
ble.' (This condition she pronounced
not in the common way, but, with
characteristic elegance, *visibil ).
*“That’s wot I promised, and I never
was visibil. Old Victoria used to show
the apartments and answer the bells.
1 did the cooking. 1 used to wear a
black silk with a big apron over it and

‘a w'ite Eton collar and cuffs. My "us-

band used to say, *Black looks so
‘andsome on my darling." Though I'd
always a liking for colours myself."”

“But if no one ever saw you?” ——— 14

* No, never—that was my rule. Of
course sometimes the gentlemen would
ask w'ere the lady o’ the "ouse was, but
old Victoria would say, * My mistress
isn't visibil, sir." I'm not saying there
wasn't people like Major Grelling. 'E
come one evening after dinner an' ‘e
says very masterful to old Victoria, *1
don't make arrangements with nobody
but the landlady. 1 must see'er.’

“So I'ad to go up, just as I was, in
my simpil black silk with my Eton
collar and w'ite cuffs. W'en 'e seen me,

7
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‘e sits down straddle-legged on one o'
my brocade chairs and 'e says, ‘By
God! your not the landlady o' this
great ‘andsome "ouse?’

“‘Yes,' I says” (she crosses her
hands and minces her words delicately ),
*“Wot do you require?"

“*My."'e says with a big oath (it's
the way .__.._m_..__ military gentleman, you
._ur__uumn_",Mw. W'y, by you're a mere

“'I'm older than you think,' I says.

“*1 think you're devillish good-
looking.*

= “.u__._m__w_:.# insult me sir. I'ma widow.’
" Well, "e engaged th
e bs gag e first floor front
* That was satisfactory,”
“Ah! so 1 thought. You see, my
‘usband always shielded me so, | didn’t
understand the craft of men.”
“Oh, the Major was crafty? " T
“Well, now, wasn't ‘e? 'E'd seen
me outin my widow's weeds taking the
air on the parade, and that was why ‘e
took the drawing-room suit. Oh, the
wickedness of this world! [ 'ad to
turn “im out the second day."

I._\\ Y
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" A paying lodger like that? "

“¥You don't know what the military's
like. 'E tried to kiss me in the ‘all.
So 1 'ad to write 'im a dignified note,
and I let the suit to Captain O'Bally.
'E was a blondeind a lovely fellow !
Ah 11" she smiles with a far-away
look.

**And you never heard any more of -
poor Major Grelling? ™

“Yes, oh yes. One night old Vic-
toria came down into the kitchen and
says, ‘ There's a lady, ma'am, wishes to
see you most pertickeller.’

*“So I went up jestas I was in my
simpil black with my ‘air dressed
pompydore.

“*Are you Mrs. Tours?' says the
lady.

“*1am,' says .

** Do you know Major Grelling?

[ .-uwnm-u

“+Well, 'e's dead,’ and I caught 'old
‘o one o' the 'andsome carved chairs |
"ad in the "all.

“*+Yes, dead," says she, ‘and the last
word on 'is dyin’ lips was yer name.
'E was delirious for two days—clean

u




The Fatal Gitt of mnmﬁq

out of his "ead about you—callin’ for
Mrs. Tours, Mrs. Tours.'

"¢ 'Ush,’ says 1} ‘the ouse is full of
::.:ma.._. : speak lower,

** I didn’t know then woo Mis. Tours
was,” says she, 'so 1 couldn't come for
you,’

It 's as well you didn't? | says.

" Why, says she, ''e worshipped
you,’

***That may be," says L

*“* Do ye know woo I amp?* says she.

(T HJ.._.Dnu

““I'm "is .n.:mn#nﬂunh and I've a son
ten year old that 'e ’s the father of *

“*T'wouldn't mentionit,’ Isays: 'I 'm
a respectable woman,'

“Then to change the conversation I
asked 'er wot Major Grelling died of,

“She looked ‘at me quite terrible
and said ‘The doctors didn't name
] ot

*“What did she mean? »

“Can’t you see? When I sent ‘im
off like that, 'e went away and took
poison or something. Alh | they're
so "igh-spirited, the military.  Captain
O'Bally was nearly as bad, EIHMFMT

——
o
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vegetarians—well, the vegetarians was
ﬂﬁmﬂﬂnﬁﬁ heard of a military vege-
nm_...pm.mu.rrmw wasn’t military. They was anly
Indians—spoke a kind of m:mr.mF but
quite black, you know, and ate rice and _

]

r'd come to the Vegetarian -
%Wm.ﬂn”nﬂﬂ I only nan—n.—rna. in as a
special favour to Captain O WEG_“._‘I
three of them. DMr. Gumbi was the
best looking, and not so deep black as
the rest. And his n....,nm“ They ﬂ.nm“
through you like a knife. Lovely munmr
black startlers | And I neversaw suc
beautiful teeth, They were so ....&__.ﬁ
they fairly took your breath away. D__ h
the time I "ad with them vegetarians !

“Really? Ithought vegetarians were
itd le.”
mE.”..EHw“-m_. WMHH_.H make any mistake, If

* i ftiness. %
say so, that's nwm:.. cra e
MMHN M. ﬂnm%mmu no.umm; E_"ninmw\ >
with ers and passions. ‘ ?.u

o surprise me."" B
" Dﬂ: you should just "ave seen Mr.
Gumbi. The very first day 'e comes
thro' the ‘all towards me like a lean

1
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black. “E flew up and lays ‘is thin
hrown "and on mine, and says'e, *“What
a fine colour you "ave, my dear.’

"' Goaway, Mr, Gumbi," says L.

““Why, 1've just come,’ says 'e, and
© sfjueczes my 'ands something dread-
fil. Then I pull myself away and run
upstairs as if the devil was after me. T
only looked around once, and 1 see 'is
teeth shining ‘orrible. Ha! no more
vegetarians for me 1™

" Was that the last of Mr, Gumbi? r\ll

“No; the next morning, w'en all the
gentlemen "ad gone out, I sent old Vic-
toria to market, and 1 went upstairs to
‘ave a look round. When [ got to the
second flight I'ecard footsteps, quiet and
stealing. 1 looked up, and there was
Mr. Gumbi comin' down very soft and
‘olding something shining against ‘js
chest (like this). My legs shook so |
couldn't run away. °F came on down
and took my "ands.”

** How could he do that when he u__mv.\\n.@

holding something?

““Aven't you never 'eard o' the jug-
glery they "ave ont in India? Of course
e 'd swallowed it or putit up "is sleeve.

The Fatal Gife of Beauty

! 7 sy tlo i ut Tsaw

1 don't know 'ow they doit. T
something shining when I first looked
up—plain as day.” o

* Perhaps he was only smiling. )

“MNo, no! you may n_ﬂun_._.u upon it
"e was comin’ downstairs wit' 'is dagger.
W'en 'e takes ‘old o' my ..m.am.l

we You're warm,' says ‘e

“ Don't touch me with your cold
*ands, Mr. Gumbi,’ says I, and I try to

ithdraw.
ey ﬂ“& * says 'e, and 'is eyes makes
me shake. ‘Do you know what cold
'ands means? " .
= He must have heard the English

saying, 'Cold hands are a sign of 2

(]

!u..n.nm_nw_”@n -u.__.n_ not ‘e; an' 'eathen like
that, and a wvegetarian too! . ‘Is eyes
was like balls of fire, and 'e—'e tried to
ru.m .:aﬂww#. Mr, Gumbi," says 1. *1 "car
my friend callin’. Wait jest a mnoment,
Mr. Gumbi,’ and I got away and ran
downstairs and out ‘o the 'ouse, and

didn't come back all day.” .l\%c_

“Where did you go " .
*To my _w%..... friend Miss Young-

13
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‘nshand. w.nq.mm,.w you think "er pame s
fjueer, but she was an old maid omd
very partickeller.
**What's "appened?’ says she.
“*Oh, it's Mr. Gumbi,"says I. +J1 s
them ‘cathen vegetarians. ~ After this

I'll never believe in a man that can't -

cat a good honest plate of beef,” and |
fell down on the carpet and swooned,
So Miss Young'usband "ad to go in
the eveving and send Mr. Gumbi
away. She said ske wasn't afraid of
all the vegetarians in England and
fddin. ARl well, you see, she was
filty-eight!
2 "1 came to see my friends were
right. Such an’ouseful of single gentle-
men was no place for me, 1 'ad to give
it up, "as you know, and come to Lon-
don to Mrs. Elling'am as under-"ouse-

keeper. She's a New York Tady, Dut
\...mm_u.m.mqq:énd. well with Mr. Elling-
am.  'E seems rather fond of ‘er,
though to my taste she ‘as a pale, faded
kind o' face,
"It was very ‘ard for me to be in 2
position like that after ‘aving my ows
vuse.  Wen 1 went back ‘ome on a

L4
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visit, [ used to put on my deep mourn-
ing again, though my dear "Enry ‘ad
been gone seven years, lused to "ave
a thick veil over my face, and I'd "old

‘my parasol low so no one could recog-

nise me and ask wot 1 was doin' in
London. One day I met my wold
clergyman. 1 tried to urry by, but 'e
steps up an’ says— :

“* Are you not Mrs. Tours?’

**Yes, sir,’ | says low under my
veil so no one else should 'ear. "E'd
always noticed me agreat deal. "E’ll
think I'm changed,' 1 said to myscll.

“*Excuse me,” 1 says, and 1 try to
pass.

“But 'e wouldn't lct me. *We're
going the same way,” says e, and | ‘ad
to walk beside 'im. 'E did nothing but
ask me questions. I could sce 'e'd
never lost interest.  But it was painfil—
very painfil. You can't avoid a clergy-
man.

“At my brother's gate he stopped.
‘¢ There's nothing to be ashamed of
in h-honest work,” ‘e says. ‘1 only ‘ope
you 're. living with a good Christian
lady.'
15
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“ I didn't quite know what to answer
to that, so 1 says—

" eWell, sir, she's an American.”

“'IE said 'e'd pray for me.

“ Mrs. Elling'am “as treated me very
considerate. She knows 1've seen bet-
ter days.  Still 1 don't think she liked
it when Mr. Elling’am remarked on my
colour. She asked me "ow I'd like to go
next winter and look after her bachelor
brother's "ouse in New York.

“v1 don't see why I shouldn's," |
says. ‘1’ve got nothing to keep me in
England except a grave, that I've spent
£z00 on.  People said | oughtn't 'ave;
but there! I'm like that.'"

FART 11

Mrs. Tours' friends may have par-
doned their surprise if, after the seven
years mourning for 'Enry, they are
suddenly confronted with the true story
of Mr. Freddie Coaper.

“Wot would you think,” Mrs. Tours
burst out one day with shy suddenness,
“wot would you say if, instead of me
going to America next winter, | was to

1
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get married ‘ere?”  The * 'ere ™ flash-
ed an uncommon light.
* Married! to whom? 2
* You sec this photo in my broach?”
“¥our husband, isn't itz "' —
“Not yet,” she said, casting down
her little dark eyes shyly with the

maid-of-sixteen air. B

“He"s nice looking ! " said the inter-
locutor encouragingly.

“Ah! the photo’s faded—but the
man! No woman can resist "im."

* Except you, I suppose? " . .

“The way I stood out against "im
was something h'unnatural, "e used to
say. 1 says, 'No, it's my mother's
prayers,” " .

“Where is he now? What's his
name? "

*“I can't tell you. I promised faith-
fully 1'd never divulge.” .

*But if you marry him, won't you
have to divulge 7 "

“Not w'ile "is mother 's alive. It's
only that as keeps us apart. 'E’'s got
a big "ouse in Berwick .annpnn..ﬁﬂ_d
they live—at least they used to.” .

‘“'How long since you've seen him?

7
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“Four years, But if j i
wouldn't wwmnmn "im ”:“H __Mm__.___ﬁmh mMM_MmM
itin my ‘ead lately ‘e must be dyin
or something. I dream about 'im mw.n_.w.
night. I think I myst go to mn_.ﬂ._.nﬂ
Terrace and ask ‘ow ‘e is, in spite of 'is

“ Huq....cnm he write to your "
_ ' Not just lately. ~ It's ¢

since I "ad the last. Oh, ‘e MM.W_. wvﬂ_ﬂ
—I treated 'im very ‘ard. 'E was m
first lodger. *E was with me over ._..Ew
years, and led me such a Jife.*

:M_..wc.___. was that?"

“ Well, you see, I was new at letti
. o » etting.
Enry ‘adn't been gone but a mumq
months, and 1 didn't know a thin
about wickedness." “

.:___w._mmwﬁrmu first lodger wicked? "

' m h, no! ' :
Wl © was a perfect

“Ah1"
_ “And very rich and generous, Wel)
¢ used to "ave 'is money lying around
15 3..,.”,::._: ‘eaps. When i'd send up
iy bill, "e used to call me iy and point
to the money on the table and say

18
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"Elp yourself!” (jest like that), and
then 'e "d turn his back.”

*That was a little odd. Why didn't

he pay his bill 7"
“That was ‘is craft, you see. 'E |

wanted to get me in 'is power."”
“1 thought you said he wasn't
wicked.”

“'E wasn't wicked ! "e was in love.""

“Qh!™ ——

“ Something terribil ! "Aven't ] told
you? Besides this "andsome private
gentleman, my "ouse was full of young
officers, lovely fellows ! and well—they
were all like that."

“Allin love and all crafty ?'_

*“ Yes, different ways. Some 'ad more
power to conceal. There was Colonel
Chalk. 'E wasn’t young, but ‘eaven
forgive "im the life 'e led me. 'E £

‘ But about the man inthe broach 7"

“Ah! e used to say "e couldn't live
without me. 'E got so 'e"d ring "is bell
a dozen times a day."”

“What for 7"

“ Qh, for me ! 'e didn’t want nothing

else.”

19
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emmmw—pnﬁo:w&n you said you were never
“ Never—as a rule, Only ‘e’

to E—m..mn....,mun w'ile she’d mn M_nm_._m“m
away s dinner things, ‘My compli-
ments to Mrs. Tours, and say I didn't
ring for you. 1It's the mistress ‘o the

ouse I want” Of course, then I 'ad to
go up and see 'im. 'E was very sensi-
:ﬂn-.m I dido’t come. I never used to
go in farther than this™ (illustrating
how half a human body may beina
room and the other half left outside
in the passage). I would be in my
simpil black silk and Eton collar. '
mmﬁ to me once w'en ‘e was in one of
is fits, * You drive me out of my mind
with your black silks and your white
collars."  Well, they are becoming to
one of my style, as poor dear "Enry
always said, 'E would look at me o'
Sundays, "Enry would, and say, * My
princess.' "

__,” But about _,w_n man in the broach."
.n.nn%_m_w,llin:. I'd stand like this, and
“*Come in and si
il d sit down and be
ao
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“+No," I'd say, *this is as far as 1'd
better adventure.”
“¢(Oh, don't say that ! Come in and
*ave a glass of wine.’

wi] 11 *ave all the wine I want down-
stairs,' 1'd say, "and | must go and "elp
with the other dinners.”

w1 'Elp with the dinners |' 'E was

very angry always at my naming any-
thing like that. Oh, 'e was a proud
man! *'Elpwith thedinners | Letthe
'irelings get the other dinners. I can't
stand you slaving away at menial work.
A woman like you! W'y, if you was
my wife, you shouldn’tlift a finger. Do
come in and "ave a glass o’ wine.’

“ You see 'e meant it all very kind.
But you can't think the things I went
thro’ with that man. Others too, of
course. But thisone used towatchmelike
a cat watches a mouse. [ couldn’t stir a
step, couldn't speak to a soul without "is
knowing and making the greatest alarm.
Just to keep peace (with all those mili-
tary in the 'ouse), 1 used to take off
my shoes when I ‘ad to go up and down
stairs so 'e wouldn't 'ear me goin’ by.

Oh, the things that "ave "appened to ‘v
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me ' 1 come jn one night from church.
1''ad on a w'ite cashmere trimmed with
crepeand a black butterfly bonnet, The
minute I came in the door [ seen 'im
waitin’ for me in the beautifu] wide "all
with 2 carved table and two chairs fit
Mﬂ.ﬂ bishops !—the entrance was a noble
ntrance, as my si
krrmmi Yy sister, Mrs. Lynch,

" .__q_”._ﬂ_m:. this man was waiting 7"

“Yes; I was all of a shake, and 1
says—

**You 'll ‘ave the goodness to
pass.’  With that ‘e mmnmm_n ‘old Mm»u_“,.u
I tried to get away, but 'e 'ad a man's
strength, and a poor little creature like
me, wot was 1 to do 7"

“*I can’tstand it," ‘e says. Yougo
and get yourself up in w'ite just to tan-
talize me.'

*“*"WUsh! I ear the military listen;
over the bannisters,' says “wd. g

) __.:.5_4_2. do 1 care for the military ?
:. 8 you 1 care for, and 'ere you are in
W ite with a butterfly bonnet. "You must
take the consequences.”

“*Oh! I says, *don't pull me "air
down.'

22
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“It’s more than flesh and biood
can stand,” ‘e says, and "e throws ny
butterfly bonnet in the comer.

“* Don’t, don’t!" says I, ‘it's only
‘alf mourning ;' but 'e was fair crazy,
an’' ‘e tore that w'ite cashmere dress to
bits. Ah! love is a terrible thing. —

“Well, just after that "is mother and
an old aun® came to the "ouse. I didn't
take ladies—that was my rule. But I
thought—with a mother and an old
aunt, per'aps "e'll be'ave.

* But "is mother insulted me the very
first day. Sherangthe bell twice very
‘ard, and sent for me. The servant,
old Victoria, said, *‘The mistress is not
visibil." *Tell "er to come this instant'
says the old lady. Well, bein' 'is
mother, I thought I'd go. I 'adona
black brocade with accordeon pleated
skirt. I entered over the threshold
and" (she folds her hands and tilts her
head stifly) *“says I—

“+You wish to see the mistress o
the "ouse 7 °

*“¢1 want the landlady,’ says 'is
mother, quite "arsh and very loud,

23
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“*1I'm the landlady’
with a mincing elegance).
“*You! don't talk nonsense.’
_"*It’s not nonsense,’ 1 says, * Per-
H.wm.ﬁﬁ you :ﬁpr I'm too young. I'm
urty-nine 't ex g
bt e, ut I can’t expect you to
0 m:..n you goin’ to a party?* says she.
“'NMo, says I—* [ 'm always like this."
.:_..___.wn:.*. says she, ‘it isn't what [
was told" (you see 'is craft ?)
you oughtn’t to look like that—keeping
a lodging-'ouse forsingle gentlemen,’
e ﬁwn ['elp my looks 7’ I says.
"*¥Yes, you can,” says she, quite out
of "er mind. ¢ It isn’t proper.’
**Don’t insult me, madam,' 1 says.
‘May be I'll be as old and ugly some
day—as other people.' She was took
down a little by that,
. Itisn't the "ouse 1 expected,’ says
“'Wot's the matter with the 'ouse?
There isi't a finer in the place.’
*** No,’ saysshe, ‘it's very 'andsome
but not like a lodging-'ouse. .
._.mqnﬂ.c&&. 'as to say so,’ I told
er. "It’s more of a mansion than any-

24
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thing else, and you can go from top to
bottom and find taste and good furni-
ture everyw'ere. Will you come into
the drawing-room?" says I.

“*No," says she; ‘Il can imagine
wot it "s like.”

“CArdly!' says 1. ‘It'sall in red
plush, with Indian things scattered
careless. Nobody ever takes it for a
lodging-'ouse. I've got two great
Chinese jars made of terra-firma and a
stuffed bird nearly as big as me. You
should see 'ow surprised strangers is
always at the taste of that room.’

“'We shall keep to our oum rooms,’
says she. I could see 'ow select ‘is
family was.

“*1'm sure you'll like these apart-
ments,” 1 says. ‘You'll find every-
thing ‘andsome in your bedrooms. The
gentlemen “ere all says there 's no "ouse

were they get such beautifil springmat- ~——

tresses and every compliance." -
#+Wot?" says she, still very pep-
pery- . .
‘'t Everything is comfortable and
'andsome,” I says, ‘Patent blinds and

gas all thro'—every QE%EE
s
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noticed per'aps the stairs is so wide,
four people could come up abreast.’

** Will you take them ornaments off
the mantel-piece?’ says she. *‘I'm
afraid 1'll break them. That'sall I
want at present.'

“Well, alter 'is mother and "is aunt
went away (they got to be very fond
of me, and were always ringing for me )
—after that ‘e got worse and worse.
Oh, you may think some of the things
in novels doesn't 'appen! You'd believe A
anything if you knew wot I'd been
E:Em_um ’ f(L

“W'y, I was coming along one night
after dinner with a cup of coffee for
Captain O'Bally. 'E ‘ad the sitting-
room just be'ind Mr. Co—the gentle-
men in my broach. Captain O'Bally
was a lovely fellow. Ah! ‘e used to send
his coffee down without tasting it if 1
didn’t bring it up 1o 'im. So this
night, as usual, I was comin’ along with
the coffee-cup in me "and, and me shoes
in the other, so that Mr.—the other
one—shouldn't "ear, w'en out ‘e bursts
and seizes ‘old o' me.

**You're spilling the coffee,” says I.
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“Your breaking my ‘eart,’ says 'e.
+’Oo's coffee are you takin’ to "im?’

I was all of a tremble.

“+ By God," "e says, 'if it 's for Cap-

tain O'Bally, I'll break "is neck.’

“sNo, don't, don't, please don't,’

“*Wot's Captain O'Bally to you?”

“With that out comes the Captain,
and 'e says dreadfil things to my Mr.
Cooper. Ohthere! I've letit out. Fred-
die Cooper was 'is name. Promise me
you'll never divulge. Well, they quar-
rel so, I 'ave to say"'— .

“+Gentlemen !  Gentlemen?' (like
that), ‘’'ave some respect for me.
Wot'll the rest o' the lodgers think?
Please go to your rooms and remem-
ber I'm a widow.'

“ Well they did, for there was noth-
ing they wouldn’t do for me. But that
night, after we 'd all gone to bed, they
fought a duel down in the "all.”

“ Heavens! Anybody killed?’

“ There would 'ave been, but I "urried
down just as 1 was. In a case like that
you can't think of what you "ave on—
and there I was begging them not to
bloodshed, in my nightgown with em-
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broidered rufffes, and pink felt slip-

pers.”

“Well, they went to bed. But they
always 'ated each other after that.”

PART 111

* My friends, of course, never liked
me takin' lodgers. They would 'ave it,
that the military compromised me by
such marked attentions. And they used
to try to set me against Mr. Cooper.
*'E'salways talkin' about Yyou outside in
society,’ says my sister, ‘and it makes
people ask questions. W'erchever ‘e
goes, 'e "olds you up to other ladies as
a paragram. All the town is talkin".'

" So I remonstrated with 'im. But all
‘c'd say was I 'ad meself to blame for
‘oldin 'im off so. And 'e got more
proud about me than ever. Didn't
even like me to answer the door. Oh,
‘e used to go on something dreadfil at
my demeaning meself to be a menial.
One day w'en old Victoria was out,
there come a knock, and 1 'aze to go and
open the door. But Mr. Cooper, 'e
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with 'is eye on me as usual, 'e .mh”.ﬁ. e
'E comes out tosee’ oo it is. I'adon
a black velvet, made very simpil. 1
always looked best w'en 1 was simpil.
This black velvet 'ad a yoke, and was
gathered inat the waist with a cord and
tassel. W'en 'e see me goin’ to open
the door, "e comes forward and pushes
me out o' the way.

“tLet the servant go,’ 'e says.

“¢ Be'ave,' | says; * the servant aint
‘ere.’ But ‘e 'olds me tight, and there

come another knock very proruptery, —

** Ha!' Mr. Cooper says, *it's nw._.ﬁ.
tain O'Bally. And that's w'y you're
demeaning yourself toanswer the M“OE..
And that's w'y you 've got on this "and-
some new dress, and your ‘air done

mpydore.’

P .mﬁn.ﬁ no!' I says; ‘please be'ave,
Mr. Cooper.’ b
.“_?__n_.._w:ﬁ ‘e .._WM in one of 'is fits. 'E
caught "old o' me, and 'e nearly tore
that dress off my back. You can im-
agine the strength ‘e "ad at such times,
for "e didn’t look powerfil. 'E was just
about my height, but very manly.

“ ] hope you called in the police.™ N <
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“Oh, you dont understand! 'E
didn't mean it for unchivalry. W'en
woman 'as been through wot I 'ave, she
understands these things."

“ Well, how did Captain O'Bally get
in finally? "

“Mr. Cooper goes and opens: the
door ‘imself. There stood my own
sister, Mrs. Lynch, in a long sealskin
jacket.

““0o do you want?' says Mr.
Cooper, very 'igh "anded.

“* Mrs. Tours,' says.my sister, and
steps in.  They both stood there look-
in’ so proud, I'had to introduce them.
I *ad slipped on a mackintosh, so no
one shouldn't see 'ow dreadful I was
pulled about.

** Any relation of Mrs. Tours,’ says
‘e, with a bow, ‘I am "appy to know.
Come into my room,’ says ’e, and 'e
leads the way. .

“My sister, you know, won't stand
anything—not from nobody ; so she
looked him up and down (like this} as
she took ‘er seat. 'E was busy settin’
out the wine an' glasses,

“*Now ‘elp yourself,’ 'e says.
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“*Not at your expense,” says my
sister (just like that).

“:Set down, do,’ e says to me;
* you 're lookin’ tired.’

“ ] prefer standin', says 1.

“Then e turns to Mrs. Lynch, *It’s
awfil the way she treats me,’ "esays:
‘make your sister be friends with
me.”

**1 think she's friends enough with
you," says Mrs. Lynch,

*“*‘No!" says 'e, ‘she never comes
in "ere—not to set down sociabil.’

“*1'm glad to 'ear it says Mrs.
Lynch. -

‘*** Don't be 'ard,’ says ‘e—quite mild
for "im.

**Youwon't get around me like you
get around my sister,” she answers,

“'Qh,’ 'e says, still gentil, ‘you
didn't oughter ‘ave mm&wﬂ. like that ;'
'is tones made my tears arise.

“¢No, 'Enrietta,” I says, *you
mustn't say such things. 1 know ‘ow
to guard my h-honour without 'arsh-
ness.”

‘“*She is a nobil creature,’ 'e says.
* She could make another man of me.'
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“‘Then it's a pity she doesn't,’ says
Mrs. Lynch.

**Well," "e says, 'use your influence
with ‘er. I'm goin’ to the devil, all
through ‘er. She could keep me at

ome,

“*1"m not sure it's desirable,’ says
my sister.

*“*Ifshe'd only 'ave her piana moved
in "ere, and sit of an evening and sing
‘ymns to me.”

“*No," says Mrs. Lynch, *I don't
approve of it."

“ “Er sewin’ then," "e says more fer-
vent. 'She might darn my socks in'ere.
She'd make a good man of me if she did."

*YII think she's lowering herself to
forget the best "usband ever woman
‘ad,’ says my sister.

“*'1’m not forgetting,” 1 says.

*“* And you," says she to Mr. Cooper
—*you're not to go usin' my sister’s
name in society.’

1 don't," says 'e—* never until the
ladies goes too far. Then I 'ave to
tell them it s no use.”

** You speak different to wot 1 've
eard.’
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wiYes," 'e says, standin® wery
straight and proud, *and I'd say it
before all the world : I "ave a 'opeless
love for Mrs. Tours—the paragram of
women !’

«'E was the first person as ever shut
up my sister, Mrs. Lynch. She went
'ome quite peaceable. 1've often
thought w'en I've been readin’ novels
"ow much writers ud give to know the
things 1've been through. For I 've
never seen anything the least like it in
a book. That'’s 'ow I know my life 'as
been so strange; and other women
think they know wot it is to "ave men
crazy about them. Ah, little they
know.

“What don't they know "

“The terrible dangers—the temp-
tations."”

“ The escapes, too, I trust.” .

“ Oh, yes, yes. I always think it
must ‘ave been the prayers o' my
mother, or else I don't know "ow it was
I withstood. “You are different to all
other ladies,” Mr. Cooper used to say.
W'y, 1 'ave them down on their knees
to me, all except you.”
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“So 'e makes a stratagem. 1 'ad
the room through the passage at the
top o’ the stairs like as if it was 'ere.
The landing was wide and 'andsome,
and at the door leading into my passage
1"ad two life-size china bulldogs very
fierce and expensive, one on each side
of the door that opened into the pas-
sage leading to my private apartment—
quite separate and distinct from all the
rest. 1 used to 'ang my dresses on
the pegs that went all round the pas-
sage from my door to the bathroom
door w'ich was next, Well, w'en 1'd
come through the passage past them
two bulldogs I was shut off from every-
body and quite private—until this awfil
night.

“1"adn't been sleeping very good,
for thinking of Mr. Cooper and wot
‘¢’dinvent next. 1 ’ad only little naps
and woke up tremblin’. This time I
thought I ’eard a rat scratching just
like this™ (she pecks at the wicker
chair with her nails) I listened, and
thinks I to meself, ‘It's in the bath-
room, and I believe I 've gone and left
the winder open.”
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“You thought the rat had climbed
in through the window 7"

"Well, with rats you never can tell.
And it wasn't safe to 'ave the window
open. So I got up and felt my way
through the passage to the _umﬂwnccmm
—with my hands out so—feelin' as |
went. W'en I got into the bathroom
the winder was open, and the moon-
light came in just a little. I saw a
w'ite thing standin’ by the bath-tub. [
began to scream, and ‘e came forward
and clapped 'is "and over my mouth.

“'It's me, dear Juliet,' says Mr.
Cooper—*"ush, it's me,.’ .

“It must ‘ave been my mother's
prayers, for I 'ad a sudden strent—th.
1 withdrew.

“*'Ow dare you 7' I says, ‘and mea
widow.” .

“‘My darling Juliet,’ 'e w'ispers,
coming neaver, )

“And I-—yes I m—sﬁw.m say it was my
mother's prayers. I just gave 'im a
great push and in 'e went with a awfil
splash,—into the bath-tub 1"

“Serve him right.”

“Ah, you see w'en that's ‘ow they
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leel, they don't know what
about.”
Lh. Well, what did you do after that 7™
I went back to my room and locked
the door— and swooned. They 'ad to
break the door in next morning. |
was so shook I couldn't get up. |
didn't know ewhar to do." !
._. I hope you sent the man packing 7
. Amm course, I wrote 'im a note and
said "is rooms was required.”
“ So you got rid of him at last 7 »
Not—not exactly. Old Vietoria
took up the note, and ‘e tore it up be-
M_:Hm. er and dashed the pieces in the
re,
" Without reading it 7
“Oh no, 'e 'dread it. Victoria came
wowﬁ and told me 'ow'e’d took it.
_. Il see your mistress as soon as she's
abil to receive me,' "¢ 'd said as she was
goin® out."
“What! you let him stay another
hour ?™
"Wot could 1 do. 'E woulde's &o
without seein' me ; ‘¢ couldn't, Qh, |
understood. An' I says to old Vic-
toria, * Victoria,” says I, you're a very
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sensibil old woman, and you see ‘ow
things are. Wot do you think I ought
to do ?" She knew of the stratagem.”

* She knew of the stratagem 7"

“Yes, I told "er heverpifung.”

“I'm sure Victoria would advise you
to turn him out instantly.”

“ No, no, Victoria says, ‘ For 'eaven’s
sake, ma'am, don’t do nothing rash.
'E’s a very nice gentleman. 'E’ssure
pay, not to say free with 'is money.
'E don’t give nobody the least trouble,
and it's a pleasure to wait on 'im. 1
don't say 'e ain't quite mad about you,
ma'am; but what can you expect,
ma'am? You "ave yourself to blame.
It’s you that drives the poor men out
o' their senses with that little face o
yours, and the taste of the way you
dresses.’

“0Old Victoria was a very sensibil
woman, and knew a great deal—so |
took 'er advice."

*“You let him stay on 7"

“ Jest w'ile 1 was so overcome. Wen
I got over the shock | saw 'im. We
‘ad a painfil interview on the landing.”

(L

“¥You told him he had to go at once ?
i

—n)
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“Oh yes, T asked i to leave, 1
says, "Ow could you disrespect me like
that, and me a widow?* and my tears
arose and poured down my face.”

“Well, what did he say 7" )

*Obh, "e apologised; 'e had the most
beautiful manners I ever saw in a man.
I will say that for 'im. °"E was fuite
right saying women couldn't elp to
care for 'im—if only on account of 'is
manners. 'E made me come into the
drawing-room and sit on the sofa
(green brocade, seven an' six the yard)
—an' stood sideways. ‘'E fixed 'is
beautiful blue eyes on' the stuffed bird
w'ich e 'd always admired—and ‘e ask-
ed me wot I expected. 1f I drove men
out o' their minds, was it their faults!
Then ‘e promised 'e'd be'ave and do
different, if 1 'd promise 'im somethin’."
“Ah, he's coming to the point at
last.”

“l must promise solemn mewver fo
divafge. °E said 'e was most sorrow-
ful for w'at 'ad "appened, but it must
be a sccret between us two, If I'd
swear never to divulge, "e 'd be a good
man for my sake. So I promised.”

3
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“Did he keep his part of the  bar-
int"
mm: YVes—at least, as well as he could,
pore fellow. Ah! there 'as n't been
many women 'as been through the
temptations 1 "ave.”

PART 1V

“ After paying me court *.E.. two
years steady, Mr. Cooper lost 'eart.
So 'e used a stratagem, 'E went to
Africa for three years and speculated
in a company of gentlemen. ,

«'E made another fortune, and wot 's
'is first thought but to come ‘ome to
England to see if 1'dsoftened. 'E
wrote and asked me il 1 would receive
im. 1 answered, *Sir' (1"d never said
Dear Sir, for fear 'e"d think I meant en-
couragement)—* Sir ! I "ave been very
unfortunate since you went away. All
the military "as been ordered to foreign
lands. 1 'ave no lodgers and "ave "ad
to call a sale. But I am changeless,
and do not wish to see you on the same
terms. Juliet Tours.' N

«Then comes a telegram from ‘is

3
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old aunt: *T am very ill, probably
dying—come at once—you will be met
at Waterloo at three." I 'ad always
liked "is aunt better than 'is mother, so
I felt T must go.

“1 caught the early train, and w'en
we was coming into Waterloo—'oo
should 1 see through the winder but
Mr. Cooper standin’ on the platform
with 'is eyes almost out of 'is ead
with looking for me. 'E seen me at
once, and before the train stops, in 'e
Jumps into the carriage,

“iW'at ! third class 1" 'e says ; * you
shock me.

**OF course, third class! you seem
to forget I 'ave my bread to earn. I'm
nota princess.

“* Princess! No ! You 're my queen,'
'e w'ispers, and lifts me out. *I’m
perishing for a good look at you,''e
says, quite in "is old way, and ‘e tears
my veil off and twists me round under
the electric light. *You're as lovely
as hever,” 'e says, "olding my face be-
tween is two "ands.

I couldn’t "elp thinking "ow lovely
he looked too, standing there under
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the strong light, with is tall "at, E:m Yis
long black frock-coat with _u:w.non ole
and velvet collar. You can think "ow
a velvet collar would set off 'is fair "air
and military moustache, "Ow 'e’s im-
proved ! 1 thought! and I began to
tremble.

“+Now I've got you I'll never let

ou go,’ "e says.

Y .m.ﬂm? Nﬂwqu_._uon_u. 's looking,” I told
:__.H__.. You ought to be used to that,’ r
says. *Oh, my dear Juliet!" (and’e
'ugged me again), ‘w'y didn’t you
answer my love-letter ?’ .

“+You was very wrong to write me
on such terms.

“*I'm sure you put it under your
pillow at night,’ e says, laughin’.

w+Don't be under a mistake,” I says;
‘1 put your love-letter in the refuge of
the dust-pan.’

1 And the African necklace [ sent

7' "e says.

uﬂm.u nnc%. cease to think of the
dead,” I said. *'Ow’s your poor old
aunt?’

«+You are very depressive,’ 'e says. _——
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So he conductored me out and called a
cab.

W'y doesn't your h-aunt send ‘er
carriage for me, too 7’ I asked 'im,

“*-She's too ill to think of worldly
things,' 'e said. So we drive along in
the dark, though it was only three
o'clock. The place was all smoke, and
I coughed something dreadfil. 'E
patted my back. *Poor little dear,’ ‘e
said so tender for all my harsh words,
" you feel this "orrid fog’

“*Fog!" says I, *] thought it was
an eclipse.’  Then "e tells me about ’is
life in Africa.

“!'How I 'ave longed for you!’ ‘e
5ays; 'not that there was n't plenty o
fine worien there, but just because a
little thing like you was n't there, | was
ready many a time to puta knife to my
Jugglery vein.'

**One ‘a5 done,’ I says, feeling cold
to remember; ‘’e was an Australian,
Wen I wouldn't be *is bride that’s
wot 'e done, and was found so, all
dead and dreadfil, ‘olding tight the

letter 1'd sent “im saying, * No, thank
uwo-l—.lun L]
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“iYou see,” says Mr. Coaper, * wot
re to expect.’ .
P .pH naHan%nnm:mn of asick message,
I says; ‘I "ope you Eﬁ_.m going to
! e with love scenes.
mﬁﬂnﬁﬂﬂw ‘ere,’ "e says, ' I've lain at
your feet for years. I used to watch
you long before 1 became your lodger
—ifollowed you, ay, even into the cime-
try, and seen you lay your mn”ﬂ_nnm and
tears on your 'usband's tomb. .
* ¢ Others 'as done the same,’ I says.
"+'Ow do you know " 'e says, quite
E.“.mm..m.._wmomn their 'eads over the tops mm
the gravestones,' I says. 1 na.:_m n't
'ave 'im so proud as thinking 'e was
e.
m:w...w% ﬂ:ﬂﬂ says, ‘noone ‘as m.:mﬁm.n_
for you wot 1 "ave ; and, Juliet,’ and 'e
lays 'is "and on mine, not to caress, but
solemn, *Juliet, if 1 come to an un-
timely end (and it's more than EH_.._&H
I want you to write at once to my
mother,  Tell "er you know of the will
I've made leaving you a/l. And, Juliet,
you must ‘ave me cremated. h. should
feel "appier if you'd promise to "ave my
43
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ashes inan urn—they come quite "and-
some and ornamental, you know. You
could set in on your sideboard. Oh!
fromise me you won't refuse my h-ashes,
as you ‘ave mw,'

“ My tears arose and I couldn't
answer. I seemed in my mind to see
im sittin' in a mournfil urn on the
sideboard at home.

“* You 're wore out,' ‘e says. ‘Wot
a brute I am! You must 'ave a good
meal. ‘Stop !’ ‘e says, and before I
can say no, ‘e lifts me out in 'is arms
and takes me into a fine, splendic res-
taurant we "appened to be passing.

*“*But," T remonsterated, *with your
aunt dyin’, "ow can we !

“*It's no reason we should die too,"
says 'e, and ‘e ordered a most refined
meal. But 1 couldn't eat for all 'is
coaxin' ways. I was always delicate at
dinner, zozw more than ever.,

“**Urry, please " says I afterwards,
as ‘e sets smoking 'is cigar ; ‘ wot will
your poor dyin" h-aunt think 7'

*“’E only smiled. 1 thought it so
ard-'earted I arose. ‘1 will go alone,’
I said.

“
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"t Alone ? Never again w'ile 1 live
to protect you!" and ‘e threw down 'is
cigar and paid 'is bill. We got into
another cab, and 1 saw it was nearly
dark, though there was less fog now.

*“*'I'm rather frightened in London,
some’ow,” I says. *I'd begun to think
things wasn’t like they ought to be.

‘**Then stay with me," "e says; 'I'll
take care of you,’ and e "ad "old o' my
‘and. “I’ll never let you go a step un-
attended. It really isn't safe for a
woman like you. If I should ever be
too ill to go out with you, I'd send an
escort.’

“*It's a long way to this h-aunt of
yours," I says.

“*It's not far now, my idyl," e says,
‘I wish it was. I wish we was going
to Africa. O my darling! my darling!
come to Africa.’

“*As your wife 7' says L.

“*In the eyes o' the world,’ says 'e.

“¢Don't insult me!" I says.

“*‘I've told you from the first about
my father's will," says 'e. *1f I marry
my cousin ("e’d always used to call 'er
'is hated cousin—and [ noticed the
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change)—'If ] marry my cousin. I 've
double; if I marry any one else, 111
‘ave nothin’, and the money will be re-
visited on the eldest son.'

“* You 'd better marry your cousin,’
says 1, with feelings of interior *orror.

“*Marry my cousin!” says 'e. '1°d
sooner 'ave my 'ead severed off.’

" “Isn't she pretty ?* 1 says,

" ‘Some say she's beautifil’ (‘e 'ad
used to say she was), ‘but I can't see
as she's exactly beautifil,' 'e says, * but
she s the most educated woman I 've
ever met.’

“ils she v’ 1 says, quite weak and
frail.

“*Oh, yes,’ says 'e; * you can't men-
tion anything but wot she 's up to it, no
matter wef it is—needle-work, botany,
Shakespeare, conversation—she’s up to
them all.’

“*She's an exceptional woman,' T
says; but the pains that went through
my inside cramped me in two.

“'E kissed my 'and.

“* Don't,” says I; “it s "urt with toil.*

*““It’s the "and I love," ‘e says, soft
and gentil,
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“*It’s good to cook,' I says, des-
pairin’.

“*Cook! ugh!" ‘e groaned (just like
that). *Don't speak of cooting, 'e says.

“*1'm sorry,’ I said, for I remem-
bered 'e ’ad a most refined mind. ‘1
won't do it again," I says.

“*That 's right, my queen!” and ‘e
kissed me and stopped the cab.

“!'Ere we are,” 'e says.

“*Is ghis your h-aunt’s? " says I, and
my suspicions arose.

“¢It’s all right," 'e says. We went
into a wide ‘all, and only a servant to
take our things. 1 looked about. It
did n't seem to me like an aunt's "ouse.
I began to ask meself, was that sick
message only 'is craft to lure me to
London. The more I looked about,
the more I felt the place wasn't like a
gentil "ome.

“'Come into the drawing-room,’
says Mr. Cooper. My aunt is asleep,
they say,” and he folded me to his
breast.

“*It’s very dark and foggy 'ere,’ 1
says, almost with tears.

“+ Oh, juliet, Juliet! come away with
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me to sunny South Africa,’ ‘e says.
*Let us start to-night.’

**'Ow can you insult me so,’ I says,
“and your old aunt dyin'?”

“* Oh, damn my aunt!’ says 'c.

“Then a dreadfil fear shook me very
legs. 'E stands off and looks at me.

‘! Same old face,’ "e said, * same old
"at, same old cloak.'

“*‘Yes," I says, crying and tremb-
ling, “it’s the same old ‘at and the
same old cloak. The military is or-
dered away, and I can't afford the dec-
orations I used to.'

“iAh!? he says fervent, *wouldn't [
like to dress you in scarlet satin! '

“t Don't insult me,” I says; ‘T 'm still
mourning for my 'usband.’

“*Or green velvet with gold trim-
mings! That would set off them red
cheeks. O my queen!' and 'e kisses
me something frantic. I was nearly
out of my mind w'en T saw "ow 'is at
flew off with 'is passions. 1 tore out
of 'is arms.

“iA curse ‘angs over me," | says,
and my sobs was cruel. *Let me go

L

ome. Let me go 'ome.’
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et Never w'ile I live," 'e says; and 1
seem to see wot "e meant.

“' Come to Africa,’ ‘e says; ‘you
can't think 'ow thick the diamonds is
there. I’ll cover you all over with
sparklers.’

“+If you talk to me till the next
generation,’ I says, 'I'll only be your
sister,” and 1 almost swooned.

* *Decline on the sofa," "e said; but
I said no, nol there was no declining
w'ile "e was in the room.

“*Then I'll see about your apart-
ments,’' "e says; ‘but don't stir till I come
back. Itisn’t safe;' and "¢ leaves me.

1 prayed God to "elp me, and show
the way. Then I went out into the "all,
and I seen a tall young girl lighting the
gas. ‘Excuse me, Miss,” I says; ‘I've
forgot the post a letter," says I; ‘w'ich
is the door to get out of?’

“*This way,’ she says, and laughed
quite pleasant. So I 'urried out, and
took three 'busses to Waterloo. Itwas -
dreadful late w'en 1 got "ome, and I
thanked God for savin' me,

“From that day to this I've never
known 'appiness.”
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There is one thing in common be-
tween Mrs. Portman and the author of
“The Heavenly Twins.” They both
entertain a low opinion of the opposite
sex.
I am in a position to say that Mrs.
Portman's view seems in a measure just-
ified. Awful as was her first experi-
ence of the marriage state, she did not
lose heart until her second venture
failed—and she is not a woman easily
discouraged. You see that at the first
glance, just as you know before she
opens her lips that she is not an Eng-
lishwoman. She has kept the stump of
the German peasant in her face, despite
twenty years of Londoen life and a lib-
eral education in British husbands.

One doesn't know whether to attrib-
ute the astonishing behaviour of her
lower jaw to the *“ Drang"™ of field-work
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in the Fatherland, or the “Sturm™ of

LEnglish “'usban's.” Certain am T, that

no such jaw is “made in Germany,” or
any other country, without time or
labour,

Mrs. Portman, née Wilhelmina Tel-
martz, must have started out in life with
the lower part of her facial anatomy
somewhat  underhung, Perhaps she
Came to attribute to this fact her fajlure
to subdue and guide the men who crossed

her path, and so set about remodeling

her contour, At all events, she has
dcquire an amazing faculty for doggedly

thrusting forward ﬂmnlg\

an cffect of such dour ferocity, that
people—especially men—seeing her for
the first time, are shaken to their very
souls,

One expects to hear them © presently
proclaim their malefactions™ like guilty
creatures at the play.

For the rest, Mrs. *Portman" (as
she calls herself) is very tall, wery
gaunt, with faded round biue eyes and
no tecth. She speaks a fine blend of
Cockney and platt Deutsch. At pres-
ent she is a widow for the second time,
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living with her seven young cliildren in
a single room in a Soho tenement,

Out of the *lutte pour la vie' she
has brought three strong emotions—a
horror of drink, a splendid devotion to
her children, and an abiding scorn for
men. o
“IF you once accept the doctrine of

masculine “‘total depravity"” (and of

course we all do nowj, you are re- -

warded by leaves out of Mrs, Port-
man’s autobiography.

She begins with her freshest griev-
ance; Mr. Portman (whose Christian
name, if he had any, was never divulged)
had departed this life only last year.
His widow, however, affected no cheap
regret at a consummation so devoutly
to be wished. ‘

"My secon’ "usban’ wus awful fur de
drink! I went out an’ earnt de money
—'e come ‘ome and took it away.
Spend it part in public "ouses, part on
odder women. Ugh! de men!™ and
shie -thrusts out her jaw with savage
contempt.

A single gentleman of Mrs. Port-
man’s acquaintance, in whom she took
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a motherly interest, confided to her his
intention of engaging a Frenchwoman
as cook,

“Don' yer do it, sir.” She shook
her head solemnly,

“Why not? "

“No, no. Don" yer git a French.”

“Oh! "

“No, I wouldn't adwise yer ter trust

a French, sir. Dey 're awful deceitful
dem Frenches,"

“Not 2/, I hope.”

“Dat's de way folks git took in.
Dem Frenches is all de same. know.
My fader was one ob 'em.”

" Oh indeed. Your father 4

“Yes, an' e wus de wicketest man 1
eber knew.” (She had forgotten the
two "usban's for the moment. )

"' Really, what did he do?”

She sticks out her jaw ferociously.

“Do? Eberyt'ing."

“Yes—all kinds. Oh dem Frenches
isawful! 'E used ter treat my moder
—well dere! An’ os poor little chil’en
de same. 'E wus werry rich ; 'is fader
wus a general, an' ' serve unner Na-
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poleon. Dey all awful proud o' dat
My fader got all de money an’ tings
w'en de general died. My moder she
'ad money too. Ob we 'ad our rights,
sir, we'd be ridin’ "bout in our carriage.”
*Your father lost everything?”

* Lost it?t—'e trowed it away on od-
der women. 'E was jes like my gran’-
fader, only'e didn't serve unner Na-
poleon.”

Turpitude amongst the men of this
illustrious race was an old and deep-
seated affair.

“My gran'fader—de general yer
know—'e got tired ob 'is wife, an" "e
jis took "er an tied’er to is 'orse's tail.
Yes, sir—an’' "e druve de "orse up an’
down de garden till de men come outer
de stable an’ jes took my gran'moder
away from 'im—treatin' "er like dat jes
’cause 'e "d got tired! Well, she got
tired too, so she took ‘er littlest girl—
an' she went away from my gran'fader
an’ "e lef all "is money ter de odder
women. Dat’s w'y 1 'm so pore.”

Still, though, the simple-minded
bachelor couldn't see how Mrs. Port-
man’s father—* de wicketest ob all dem
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Frenches " —got heaps of money from
the illustrious general—besides ' tin gs.”"

“Oh yes, sir. My fader was werry
rich. 'E ‘ad 'ouses an' lan’s an® *e live
till e wus eighty, an’ ¢ wus wicket up
till ’e die. Yes, yes, "e ill-treat my
moder as long as 'e 'ad stren't ter move
"is 'ands. 'E sold de lan’ little bit by
little bit all trou’ 'is life. And e drink,
sir, an' "e 'd go off wid odder women
an" stay away fur mont's. Den'e'd
come "ome in rags ter my moder, an’
she nebber "ad de sense not ter take *im
in. W'en we wus little, we used ter see
"im draggin’ "er all round de 'ouse—we
‘ad a splendid grea’ big "ouse—we little
child'en used ter see 'im draggin' 'er
all roun’—eweryw'ere by de "air ob 'er
'ead. Oh it was a splendid ouse, sich
grea' big rooms!"

She seemed not to realize that it may
have appeared too extensive for
“moder” under these conditions.

“An'" it wus shameful, sir, de way 'e
treat os child'n. W’'en my oldest sister
wus born e wus daf put out!”

** Oh, he did n't want a family 7"

* Oh yes—least, if 'e didn't, 'e went
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de wrong way 'bout it. My moder
*ad seventeen child'en. Yes, sir, one
ebery eighteen mont's. ‘

ﬁn _um:mEnW bachelor cast down his
eyes contritely. But Mrs. FPortman
knew very well that this affectation of
reticence and shrinking was but the
Machiavellian cloak that hides the un-
varying villainy of man. She was not
the woman to spare his skin-deep sen-
sibility. )

“ No, my fader was like all de men.
Yer see 'e wanted most dregful to "ave a
boy so's 'e could call "im Napoleon.
Dem Frenches tinks sich a lot o' Na-
poleon. An' my fader was dat proud
dat "is fader serve unner Napoleon,
‘e didn't want noddin’ but boys. Well,
sir, w'en my eldest sister wus .rn:”_. my
fader wus dat put out—'e jest went
away, and nobody knowed w'ere he
wus for mont’s. De same ting ober
agin w'en I kem along. Oh, "e treat
my moder shockin’—ebery fime—an’ she
couldn't "elp dey wus all girls 1"

“What! never a boy 7"

“Oh, yes, dere kem a boy _uu._.ﬁ_p-_uw..
Oh, my moder neber gib up ‘ope.
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She t'ought by'm-by Napoleon would
kem."

*'Well, did he?"

** Yes, sir, seberal times."

The bachelor sighed with grateful
relief.

*But "e always died." -

~ The case was indeed desperate.

“My fader was so put out e got
wicketer and wicketer. We girls done
all de field-work, "e jes set an' smoke
an' drink all day, and in de ebening
¢'d wake up like, an' drag moder "bout
de "ouse.

“W'en I wus sixteen I 'ad a ‘oliday.
Me an’ anodder girl an' two boys we
went fur a walk. My fader ’e see os
kemin' "ome outer de winder. It wus'n't
nine o'clock. 'E wus smokin® 'is pipe
n’is night-shirt. My moder wondered
wot made "im put on 'is trousers. But
‘e did n't say noddin’.

*“1 come upstairs not t'inkin' I1'd
did anyt'ing wrong—an® [ ’adn’t; dey
wus all respectable people wot [ 'd been
walkin' wid. 1 ondress meself and I
lay down in my bett. My fader'e'd
got "is trousers on, an’ "e went out ter
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de stable. 'E got a’orsew’ip an' ‘e kem
in. 1 "eard 'im feelin' 'is way up de
stairs—stumblin’ like. I says ter my-
self, * Fur Gawd's sake, ..q_na..m e up
ter?" mﬂ&muﬁamrnainﬁ .m come
in an’ w'ipped me till I ﬁE#.H die. But
I didn’t mek no noise. I jes lay dere
waitin’ till de time come to die. My
moder "d 'eard 'im stumblin® up Hmn
stairs, an' she come out Hnu:man wot 'e
wus up ter. W’en she see Jim wid .m,_n
w'ip she come runnin’ in an’ try ter git
atween us. Den I cry out,' Don Mn
come, moder; 'e can kill me ob 'e
__w.o.ﬁ Den my fader 'e stop w'ippin’ me
dat minute, an’ "¢ stare at os. U..ﬂ: e
turn roun' and went back ter finish "is
pipe. leavin' me all rore and all ce.w"
wid blood. I says ter my moder, *I

tink I "ad 'bout 'nough o' dis. m_uc:.\m\.\.n_,

I kenwalk I t'ink I go! An’ '-_ nm:_.. I
borry some money from a frien” an’ 1
pack my tlings. ['ad two dresses,—
one fur Sunday and one for ebery day.
I *ad two pair o' shoes—one nice, one
'ob-nailed. Ebery'ting I'ad went inter
a little French band-box dat belong ter
L1
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my gran'fader wat serve unner Napo-
leon.

" Well, sir, I went to Koln. 1'ada
uncle at Kéln. 'E took me in an' 'ag
metaught "ousework. Yer see I knowed
noddin' but field-work, an’ dat ain't any
good ter ye in Kéln. But I ken learn,
I wuswerry qveeck gettin’ to know 'bout
c:m.n_.hséw_n.ﬁ Den mm_c_. uncle 'e found me
a siteewation, ight poun" a y
an' I "ad ter work | : Unw. WS En.“mnw._.nm
me, but dey didn't m,mu_a me nough ter
cat. 1 writ ter my moder. She writ
back dat w'ateber 1 did, I wasn't ter
hoonger ; an' she send me a loaf o'
bread. So after dat it wus better. My
moder kep' sendin’ me ebery now an’
den a nice big loaf o' bread. Sometimes
she "ollowed out a little ole an' filled
it wid butter. Sometimes she "d put a
shillin® in. So I got along some'ow.
But w'en dat year wus up, I says, ‘I
t'ink 1 'ad 'bout ‘nough o' dis. Now I
g0o." Den dey want to gib me more
money—two pound more—but 1 says,
‘No, 1 t'ink I "ad ‘nough.”  An' I pack
up my gran'fader’s band-box, an’ | go
back ter my uncle fur a wisit and fur
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ter git something ter eat. Den my
uncle 'e got me a siteewation in de
Hotel du Nord. Dere wus thirty obos
girls. Dey gib us fourteen poun' a
year an’ plenty ter eat. It wus werry
nice, ob only dey wus n't so strict. Dey
didn't let os see nobuddy—nobuddy at
all. Dere wus only os giris dere. Some
of us t'ought it wus 'bout time we
oughter be "avin’ some yoong men ‘bout,
an’ see 'bout gittin’ married. We wus
a pack o' fools; but we didn't know
dat. De "ousekeeper didn't let os out,
an' she did n’t let no young men in
not eben ob we said dey wus brodders.
“Sao eight ob os girls we said we'd
go ter Essen—w'ere dey make de Krupp
guns, an’ were dere's a lot o' workmen,
an' see ob we couldn’t gitmarried. De
‘ousekeeper at de IHotel du Nord say
we wus fools. We couldn't believe it.
De "ousekeeper say ter me, ' Ob yer
stay ’ere yer kin git married.’
“ But 1'd tried dat, so [ say * No, I
go ter Essen.” An' eight ob us did.
“Oh yes, sir, some on 'em get mar-
ried. [ went ter afarmer’s near Essen.
Dey wuz English. Dey wus my first
B3
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‘ushand’s folls, 'IE wus only sixteen
w'en I got dere —but e says, ‘Ob 1
don’t marry dat girl, 1 don't marry no
girl at all’ I wys twenty-four. De
o' folks told 'im e wus to go ter de
station an' meet me. 'E said ‘e
wouldn’t. 'E'd necbber seen me den,
'E didn’t know w'at I 'd be like. Den
dey send de older brodder fur ter meet
me. I didn't know it, but de yoong
one (my firs' 'usban') wus stan’in’ on
de 'ill by de station wid ‘s barrow
watchin' ter see me come. 1 didn't see
see 'im till 1 got ter de farm an’
changed my clo'es. 1 put on a grey
dress an’ a wite apron, It wus summer,
an’ werry 'ot. My grey dress "ad little
short sleeves up ter Yer, an' my arms
was showin’. Well, I come down stairs
w'en I wus dressed an’ I sit down. |
shall nebber forgit it, sir,—1I set like it
wus ‘ere by de winder. My first
‘usband’s moder she gib me a basket
an’ she say, *‘Yer ken darn dem
stocken’s” So [ set dere in de winder
seat and darn de stockens. Den my
firs" "usban’ come in an’ ‘e set down like
'ere opposvte, an’ ‘e kep! _c_...wm:. an’
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lookin'. I wus so shamed 1 mu._n.__.d.ﬁ.
my eyes off’'n de stockens. 'E di
v.u.uq noddin’. 'E jest set _._.ﬂ..m loo
an' lookin'. 1 wondered wus it cause [

'ad on dat grey dress wid short sleeves,

Part ob de time I wus awful glad dem

sleeves wus so short, and part nm_u m_n

time I wus awful sorry. After J.f.__u.w. is
moder say, ‘ Yer ain’t 'avin’ anyt'ing
ter eat. Come ter de ﬁm_u_n_. But m
say, ‘No, t'ank yer, I ain't rco.:md__.,

An' 1 wus awyfud hoongry ! But’e wus
lookin® at me, so 1 didn't feel as if 1
could git up and walk. ,

“ Well, in t'ree year we wus married.
Shall I tell you wot I foun' out after-
wards? Well, sir, de ._a:mmr.mnmﬁq ob
de Hotel du Nord wus right. We wus
all fools.

“[ ain't complainin’ "cause Tom m
me. . Not eben when ’e knock my teet
out, I ain’t said werry mooch.

“But soon’s my Willum wus born
wid de "air lip, Tom brings os ter Eng-
land. We 'ad two rooms F_:wﬁﬂ
way ; an’ a "underd and fifty poun’ in
de bank. So we furnished n_n_n.qan.:.;
'andsome. But Tom, ‘e fell in wid
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Jimmy O"Brien, an’ took ter bettin’ orn
de wrong "orse. Ob'’e 'ad n't ‘ad a
fight wid Jimmy at de Derby dat year,
‘e would 0"t ‘av’ lef me sich a lot o
nice furniture an' tings when 'e did
die. Dat fight finished "im 'fore 'e’d
had time ter sell mooch.

" Dey brought *im "ome in a coster's
cart, an’ w'en I seen ‘im all over wid
bluod and ‘card "ow Jimmy O'Bricn
‘ad been ‘ammerin’ "tm, 1 says, * Well,

Tom, yer knows now ‘ow f feel some- 9. {

times.'
" But dat wus w'ere I mek a mées-

take. I ain't foun' out ¥it "ow [ feels
wen I'm dyin’, 'cause I allays gets
well agin. Tom didn't, But dere!

de men's like dat.

Dey can’t stan’
tings like de women." \/rlv\\K

e E ——

7

My Secon’ 'Ushan
“Jm bello non licet bis errare.”

Die most on oswomen ‘as ter put cop
wid marryin' once. We all on os’as
ter "ave our ixperience, But w'en we
paid fur dat we ought settle down an’
be t'ankful. De woman wot goes an
gets married agin—well dere | der ain't .
no ‘elp fur 'er. 1 foun' it out too [ate.

— My sécon’ 'usban' was a widder. 'E

4 e

an' 'is son lodged wid me. _uﬂ....m ,.u.a
I knowed "im. 'E done everyt'ing ‘e
could t'ink of fur ter "elp me, and e
wus kin' ter my Willum and little Tom.
Dat wus fove I married "im. 'E wus a
soldier,—'e 'd given it oop w'en I
knowed 'im, but "e 'ad been in de wars,
an’ dere's somet'ing ‘bout soldiers-—
well dere! 1 s'pose 1 took after my
gran'moder. She used ter say she
could stan” a lot from a man wot serve

unner Napoleon. My secon” “ushan
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ain’'t done dat, but he ’ad a medal.
"E'd lostit, but everybody knowed "e 'd
‘ad a medal,

' wus a good-lookin® feller, and we
all t'ought ‘e wus so kin’. Humph!
'E wsed ter busy "issell 'bout de 'ouse
fur me, and carry all de t'ings wot wus
‘eavy. 'E got so'e didn't nebber like
me ter go out by meeselt, Allays
wanted to come wid.

'E wus like dat fur nine monts. De
neighbours all say, ** Ob yer don’ marry
dat kin' good man, yer deserve ter be
misabel all yer days. Jes' see 'ow ‘e
goes on 'bout yer !

Well, at last 1 t'ink may be dey 's
right. 1t'ink I try 'im.

So we git married.

Ob yer can belicbe me, it wasn't but
two weeks from de weddin’ day w'en
one mornin’ at breakfast ‘e was nasty

ter my Willum! 'E‘d been drinkin' [~

pretty ‘eavy, but I t'ought it was "count

o’ gettin’ married. I kep’ t'inkin’ now

termorrow ‘e 'll settle down.  Dat

night before ‘e "d been drinkin’ terrible

—drinkin’ till de daylight came, and

at breakfast ‘e treat my Willum shock-
8

e
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in. Willum 'ad a ‘air lip, and no
roof ter his mout, an’ 'e couldn’t git
along wid mooch eatin’ in de mornin’.
Yer see w'en yer got no roof ter

yer mout, all wot yer tries ter chew °

gits ocop into yer mnose, and den
dere’s trouble. So w'en my secon’
'usban’ says ter Willum at breakfast,
“W'y don' yer eat yer bread and
drippin’, 'stead of askin’ fur more tea?”
Willum say as 'ow 'e couldn’t eat de
bread an' drippin’ and wanted 'is secon’
coop o' tea. Den my secon’ ‘usban’
leans "isself over de table and 'e gibs
my Willum such a knock wid 'is fist,
as send de boy clean ober on ter my
sewin' machine,

I wus like wild. 1 gets oop and
rooshes at my secon’ ‘usban’, an’ I
pooshes ’im ober gin de mantel-piece,
an' I says—

“Ye droonken eye-eena, wot yer
doin’ like dat ter my Willum fur?"
An’ ‘e lif cop 'is fist ter me. Den |
goes under de table an' 1 gits de
wooden stool and I lets it fly. It
come wid sich a crack gin 'is skull 1
t'ought 1 broke "im. 'E tummel down

Gy
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on de foor, and 1 leabe 'im dere.
I go and lock de coopboard and de
drawers, and | take all de money an'
my two child'en, an' 1 goes out and
lef’ "im dere snorin’ an' groanin’ on de
m.ca_n. 'Is son Bobbie (wot didn't
b'long ter me) set dere lookin® at ’im.
Me an' my child'en went ter wisit a
friend. I jes' tol' 'er wot dis E_.H.mncm
man "ad been oop ter, an’ she say she
couldn't believe it. But w'en she
‘eard from 'is own son—from Bobbie
—ow it wus, den she beliebe it.

Wen 'is fader slep’ de drink off e
gets oop an’ e says—

_ ‘" Bobbie, w'ere ’s yer moder 7" Bob-
bie say I been gone away. Den my
secon ‘usban’ 'e gets oop and goes ter
fin" me. 'E wisits all de neighbours
and T ain't dere. Den ‘e goes ter 'is
growed cop son and 'e says—

“Were 's yer moder ?™  Matt says
"I dunno. Wot yer done wid '"er? "
| mwn,n done noddin’,” says my
secon’ "usban',

" Yes yer 'ave," says Matt, " or else
w..,...uz wouldn’t come ‘ere askin’ ’bout
er.

"o
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“I t'ought she might 'a come to
wisit yer,” says 'is fader.

“She don" nebber come wisitin'
‘ere," says Matt: *“‘an’ wot yer lookin’
like dat fur 7"

“ Like wot ?"" says "is fader.

“1 can see in yer face,” says Matt,
‘“yer been on de drink, an" yer been
cuttin® up dem capers wot killed my
moder.”

“No, I ain't,” says 'is fader, an' 'e
goes away.

Den ‘bout four o'clock in de after-
noon "e send Bobbie ter Mis' Brown—
dat ’s w'ere I wus—'e send ‘im ter ask

ob I wus dere.
Mis’ Brown say wot fur should I be

dere, an'[ set be'ind de door wid Wil-
lum an’ Tom an’ listen.

“Wot ’s ‘appened " saysMis" Brown.

“Fader went fur Willum," says
Bobbie, “an’ moder poosh "im gin de
fire-place. Den fader lif oop 'is fist
ter it moder, and moder she gib it to
'im ober 'is 'ead wid de stoel. Fader's
been lyin" down since dat, but now ‘e 'd
like 'is tea."”

“Yer better go 'ome,” says Mis'
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My Secon’ ‘Usban’

Brown; “yer moder's sure ter come _ I wus gomn" fur "im, | .nE....__ de tocton
bacl in time ter get yer tea” at de door—{"e wus comin’ ter see o
Den Mis' Brown shut de door and Eyetalians on de top oo f.nhﬂ.m mea-
beg me ter go back. sles). I 'eard de doctor sayin' ter de
“Yer must o't go an’ run away from landlady— N
yer ‘usban® at de fust little HfE" says ‘Oos dis lyin' be'ind de .._c.E. r .
she. So I goes back. I gib 'im ‘is . I says ter meesell, ..Hm_. Il be my
tea, but 1 says, “Now look 'ere. 1| secon’ 'usban’! So [ Turries oop
ain’t furgit wot yer done ter Willum, stairs.

an’ 1 ain't goin’ ter. 1 wish ter Gawd
I ain’t been sich a fool as ter marry
yer. An'Itell yer dis. Ob yer lay
yer finger on me or my child'en after

“Nao, it's Mis' Gallaghar,” says e
lan'lady w'en she see me comin'; .._.
been ter tell 'er "usban' ter come an

carry ‘erin.”

dis, 7 &ell yeor. Dat's strajght. 1 gib " Well, dat 's right,” says de ..._c_n.er
yer yer tea, I gib yer yer breakfast, an' | “she oughten’t ter be lef’ be'ind de
I gib yer ver dinner, an’ dat’s all. 1 { | door.” -
dooe wid 'usban's. " — Mr. Gallagher, ‘e wus comin nuﬂ_.:

But dere ! wot's the use o' talkin'? =T by den; "e lif’ "er oop and took eraway.
_We ain't no match fur demen, 1 kep' 1 stand dere a :H‘E:._n. —.a_c_.n_n ﬁnmq
on workin almost ter de day de dem Gallaghers, ﬂ.E_ﬁ.E bout—we! '
child'en wus born, an' "¢ kep' on jest tinkin'—w'en I ‘ears my secon
spendin® de money wot 1 earnt fur ‘usban' comin’ long de street singin.
denk. 'Ow ‘e kep' "isself so strict all So 1 waits. o L
dem nine mont's 'fore ] marry 'im, 1 'E come in swingin’ mmﬂ:. an’ wen
don” know. But dere! de men’s like ‘e gets inter de passage, ‘e look oop ter
dat ! de hangin' lamp an’ ‘e begins ter

I used ter go an’ fetch "m outer de swear, Wit' dat 'e lif" oop ‘is arm an
public "ouse regguller. One day jes® as ‘e gib that 'angin' lamp sich a bang
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wid the flat o' ‘is 'and dat it went
smash agin de wall, an' all de wite
shade an’ chimley an' eberythin' wus
broke in little pieces. Wit dat 'e wus
so s'prized ‘¢ tummel down an’ lay
dere groanin’ an’ cursin’, Ebery one
in de ._E._.nclmrnﬂn one but Mr. Galla-
gher and de Eyetalians wid de measles,
—dey all come an’ lean ober de stairs,
I try ter mek 'im git cop. 1 talk an’
talk, but dere! it ain't no use talkin'
ter de men! So 1 jest lif 'im 0op in
my arms, an’ carry 'im downstairs, an®
trow "im on de bett, an' lef' im. 'E‘'d
been a night watchman, w'en I married
im, but ‘e los' da’ t'rough de drink,
an’ ‘e couldn't nebber fin' noddin' else,
So 1 jes’ s'ported im. Sometimes w'en
we "adn’t ‘nough money ter buy t'ings
fur de child'en ter eat, I'd mek it ‘ot
fur "im.
“W'y don’ yer get some work?
Odder men fin's work.”
“I been tryin',” 'e 'd say.
Den w'en 1°d let 'im "av a bit o' my
tongue, 'e 'd go out an’ roosh about de
streets fur hours an' hours,

W’en "e 'd come back, I'd look at 'is
74
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boots, an’ 1'd say, * Fur Gawd's sake,
wot yer been oop ter ?"

“ Lookin’ fur work."”

Den 1'd say, “ Yes, Willum seen yer
rooshin' 'bout Covent Garden, but 'e
didn’t see yer askin fur no ._.‘..onr..... .

‘I been lookin’ 'bout fur somet'ing,
'e’d say. .

“Yes,” says I, “1 know ow yer
does dat. Yer starts a runnin m:m MW
galloppin’ t'rough de streets, .m—wmnﬁn
folks 'll take 'old ob yer w'ile yer
rooshin’ by an’ say, ¢ Please Mr. Port-
man, can yer spare de time ﬁ..mw. mwomu dat
galloppin’ a minute an’ do dis ._D_u”,_. Dat
ain't de way folks git work. It's “..u_n
way de wear out dere mro_n._nn_n_ﬁ. Yer
see, ‘e 'd been a soldier—sixteen years
in de serwice, an" e' wasn't good E_.
anyt'ing else. Dat’s de way wid
soldiers.

I foun’'im work ~bery now and den,
but I couldn't find "im a war. Itseemed
like noddin’ else would do fur .m_d.

“Yer don’t want ter see me disgrace
meself, do yer?"” 'e 'd say. ..mnq.:._q...
git 1 been in 'er Majestie's serwice,
den 'e’d 'gld oop 'is 'ead an' blow gut
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‘is chest, and go an' treat de women in
de public 'ouse. 1 used ter git wild
wid sich goin's on. 1'd go ober an’
ketch 'im setting in de “ Elephunt.”
I'd stan’ in de door and say—

“Fur Gawd's sake, wot yer oop ter?"

De way e 'd lookat me yer 'd t'ink 'e
nebber see me fore dat minute. ** QOos
money yer treaten dese women wid ?”
I'dsay. Den ’e’d get red in de face,
an’ all de Tnozm ‘ud laugh.

“I ain't goin’ ter put oop wid sich -

goin’s on,” I'd say. “Yer furgit I ain't
like dese pore misabel English women,
wot don’t know no better. 1 gota drop
o' French blood in me.”

Dendey "d speak werry sassy,and 1 'd
tell 'em wot I t'ink about dem. * Come
‘'ome, Wilhelmina, come ‘ome,” my
secon’ ‘usban’ 'ud say. But 1 stan’
dere an’ tell 'im wot 1 t'ink ob "im, an’
ow ‘e wus a.m_m:_.m sassier fore dem odder’
women. “I ain't goin' ter put oop
wid it,” I'd say. “1 tol’ ver 'fore |
married yer dat my gran'fader serve
unner 2.-_.._:7::

“My heve ! 'e 'd say, lookin® at Mis'
Macshane, and dey all laugh.
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“Yer don' beliebe it 7™ 1 'd say.

“Wot yer got ter show fur it?" 'e'd
say sassier dan ebber.

“T ain’t mo__n noddin’ but a band-box,"
I says, “an’ two fists. Yer been inter-
duced ter bo't ob 'em. But ob yer
furgotten or don’ beliebe me =

“] beliebe it right enough,” says 'e,
quieter, “an’ 1 ain’t furgot noddin’.
But, 'e ’'d say, drawin 'isself’ oop and
lookin’ like a toorkey, * yer mustn't fur-
git I been a soldier meself.”

“'Aue yer?" 1 say.

“Yer don” beliebe it ¥’

“] ain' seen noddin ter mek me
t'ink so."

“Yer seen my papers,” ‘e 'd say,
lookin® roun’ at Mis' Macshane an' de
rest. * Yer all seen my papers.”

“I don' gib no 'count ter papers,”
says I; ._n.ﬂ mcnm we know dey means
wot &nw says.’

“Well, Wilhelmina, yer know dey
gib me a medal,"” says 'e.

“Wot fur, fur Gawd's sake ? " says .

“W'y, fur bein’ so brave,” says 'e.

“ Den,” I say, “dere mus' a been
some meestake,”

CEI
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“No, dere ain't,” e 'd Ay wWerry
loud. i

“Now ob dey gib medals fur drinkin'
I could beliche it,” says I

Den Mis" Macshane "ud laugh and
my secon’ ‘usban' ‘ud _unmw_ ter swear,

" Come and ask Matt,” "e 'd say, and
we 'd get along ‘ome. Matt used ter
come in ter tea den; 'e wus workin’
near os. 'E 'd allays say as 'ow ‘e ain't
furgotten 'is dad's medal, an’ ‘e remenns-
bered w'en 'e brought it *ome.

“Wereisit " I'd say,

* W'y you allays ask me dat " my
secon’ 'usban’ "ud say ; “yer know 1
lost ir."

“Ob!™ 1 say, “aer jost it Yes, 1
been noticin' yer am’t wearin' it since 1
knowed yer.'" Den ‘e 'd git soolkey an'
wouldn't "ave no tea,  But ‘e *ad been
a soldier, an” 1 knowed it, ‘an "¢ ‘ad
done somet'ing, or else der wus a mecs-
take; any’ow ‘e wus to "ave a pension
besides de medal wot got lost. Dey
an't pay dat pension fur t'ree yuar.
Den dey pay it altogedder. 1t wus
filty poun'.

No, "e didn't gib me none ob it.
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De first” t'ing wot e did wus ter git
"isself made a new medal, an' "e went
'bout wid it pinned on ter ‘is body.

Nebber shall furgit dat firs” day wen
‘e come "ome wid it. " walked inter
de room wid ‘is chest first, and all de
res' ob 'is body follerin® on be'ind.

“] t'ink dat s better noran ole band-
box," says 'c, walkin® ocop an' down,
“an' it ain't from my gran’fader, 1
been an’ git it in de battle wot 1 fought
fur meself.”

"Yes," says I, “dat's w'ere [ gits
most o' #y t'ings."

Den 'e went out an' drink an' treat
de women ober ter de public "ouse.
Mis’ Macshane t'ought 'e wus sameting
w'en ‘e come in wid "is chest blowed oul
wearin' dat medal.

No, ‘e didn’t gib me none ob “is pen-

ion money.

’ ‘E Enrwﬁwmmﬂ fooss "cause "¢ bought
a secon’-"and bedstead wid some ob it
But dat wus ‘cause de childen wus
gitten so big dey could kick ‘im in de
night. So 'e bought ‘em a bedstead
ter derselves. An' dat wus all 'e eber
bought fur any ob os as long as ‘e

%



The Portman Memoirs

libbed. T don't count de big lookin'-
glass.

B “No!" I says ter "im, * yer needn't
tink I'm goin” ter t'ank yer fur dat.
No; not w'en we all needs shoes and
somet’ing ter put in our stomicks, I
knowed w'y yer got dat glass. So's
yer could stan’ in front ob it an’ see "ow
yer look wid yer chest out and dat
HH_nE on. lscen yer standin' dere an’
blowin' yerself out like a toorkey. Don’
tell me yer got dat glass fur os, ‘cause
yer lyin'"

Ec.. ne! 1 wouldn't adwise no one
ter git marricd more 'n once. As I
rnmn say'n’, once is in de way o' nature,
an’ yer got ter take yer share o' de
Ed.:w__ﬁm o" dis worl’; but ob yer goes
an’ does it agin—well, dere !

Yer allays lookin' back an’ sayin'
“Tom nebber done dat,” an’ by an’ _uw”
yer turgit Tom wusn't no serryphim
needer. It's allays like dat—and it s
rm:_. fur secon’ 'usban's.

Yer see yer don't think ter say,
" H.U_MF ”m werry good wot ver done wen
Mina "ad de carache. Tom ain't neb-
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ber walk de floor wid Mina all night.”
Yer see der wusn't no Mina w'en Tom
wus "live, an’ yer furgit 'ow "¢ "d curse
an' swear ob “e wus waked out of is
sleep. W'en I'd go fur my secon’ "us-
ban’, 'e 'd say—

“Qh yes, fling Tom in me face, Dat ’s
right. Tom ain't nebber done noddin’
wrong. It'sonly me as does tings
wrong. Den e 'd swear 'orrible an’ say,
w1 wish ter Gawd yer 'd furgit Tom fur
a spell.”

“ Is it a man like you wot 'ud mek me
furgit Tom?" 1 'd say. “No, I nebber
willl'an’ 1'l talk "bout 'im jesas mooch
as I likes, an' ob yer dat wicket yer
don’ like ter "ear 'bout a good man, yer
kengoan’ git yer dinner somew ereelse.
Course I talk 'bout Tom. Wot else
‘ave 1 got ter talk about "xcept de way
yer drinks an' goes on wid Mis" Mac-
shane.” 1 used ter ketch 'im takin’
down de photograb of Tom wot I ‘ad
ober our bett an’ t'rowin’ it away. Den
1'd go fur "im, and git it back an’ ang
it oop agin.

'E often used ter t'row dat photo-
grab away—unsnerneat’ de bed, in de
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coal-box—anyw'ere. Den I'd go fur
‘man' ‘e 'd say as 'ow ‘e wus sorry an’
all dat; but I'seed ‘e wusn't SOITY no
more nor noddin’,

Once while 1 wus gitten dinner | say
somet'ing ‘e didn't like, an’ ‘e t'row
that photograb in de fryin’ pan. 1 got
it out and wipe it dry. But it look
shockin'. So 1 'ad ter wash it an' iron
it. Itink]I ‘ad "bout ‘nough by den,
so I nails Tom on ter der wall-—made
im a solid frame o nzils, so’s my
sccon” 'usban’ couldn’t nebber git "im
down. But ob ver can beliche me,
‘e'd set dere an' look at dat pore
little spotty picture wid murder in 'is
heye.

One day we wus talkin 'bout it—quiet
and jes' settin' still, an’ my secon’ 'us-
ban" say as ‘ow 'e wouldn't mind de
picture o' Tom ob I ‘ad one ob im too
‘angin' ober de bett, So 1 says—

“Werry well, we'll git one, an' ‘ave
a little peace.*

"Yes," says ‘e, gittin’ oop an” walkin’
‘bout like a toorkey,“ we Il ‘ava picture
o'mean’a picture o' you, and a pie-
ture ' dem blessed child’en.
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“'Ow we going’ ter do dat? ™ says L.
“Av" yer got anodder pension? :
“Mo," says e, stoppin’ m,-n_me..mww fore
de glass an' 'ollerin’ out “is back. -
“ Do yer want ter scll dat plass? :
seen 'ow awful sorry ‘e look by dat, an
I says, " P'r'aps yer'd radder sell de
EN Wot yer t'inkin’ .vanww " says 'e.
“W'y, would I 'ave me picture took
ob I "adn’t got no medal?
*Tom did,"” says I. o
“Yes," ses e, " an jes _,___ab.n__. amt
Dat way e wrinkle oop 'is nose at
Tom mek me wild.
U Git outer dis,”" I muw..m v :H‘Mﬂ WMH
n't, I 'll set yow in de fryin- p
Mnon ‘ow yer _mﬂq_ﬂm arterwards, m_.”a |
druv 'im outer de "ouse. _um“ nﬁnwww M..n
its de best o 5
HM: MMM.W_.EUE.. talked jn .EHH
meetin’ 'im at de photograbber’s wid de
child’en. But ob yer can _u_n__nvw me,
'e didn't want ter av .H_.u_”._u.m _uamgm nw___ hﬂa
. 'E kep' sayin’, “1] o, Jil-
wwﬂﬁmmmn o5 m_.hm time. We ‘'ad
! o Tom."
e Ww_m‘mm only de child'en,” says L
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“Same t'ing,” says 'e.

“Come ’ere,” I says ter Tom's Wil-
lum an’ little Tom, “yer can set in de
corner ob de picture.”

“Den I won't come inter de grupp,”
Says my secon’ 'usban’, “ob yer ‘as
Tom's child’en in.”

“Den stay out,” says I.

I knowed ’e’d stay outer de grupp.
But I wus werry angry w'en I "eard 'im
talkin’ ter de photograbber ’bout pic-
tures wid ‘air lips in de corner.” De
photograbber wus a friend o’ my "secon’
'usban’, and dey goes inter a little dark
coopboard an’ talks 'bout de picture. |
notice dey comes out smilin’.

“You jes’ set dere in de corner,” 1
says ter Willum, “an’ don’ ¥er move,
An’ Tommy can be 'erein dé front.”

*“No,"” says de photograbber, “Tom-
my ‘Il "ide de baby ob ‘e stan’s dere.
You come 'ere 'e says, and 'e sits "im in
de corner by 'is brodder.

“Deys too fur off,” says I; “it
looks ob I ain’t carin’ 'bout "em.”

“Oh no,” says the photograbber,
- yer moosn’t be all tied oop in a knot.
Dey looks beautiful ober dere by dat

e i,
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palm.” Den 'e goes an’ looks at os
E t'rough de machine. . .

“ Now, Mister Por-r-rtman, says e,

“ you 'stan’ in de middle. Meka little

room, child'en,’”’ an’ 'e clear away some

space, an’ ‘e "old oop all our 'eads wid

er needn't open yer mout’s,” says
otograbber.
n_n%_wu:__mm# itout o’ my 'ead &mm I'm
goin’ ter "ave a toot’ mwmmcnn out,” says
I, but we shuts our mout’s, and de pic-
ture 's took. .
Ob yer can belicbe me, dem child’en
in de corner ain't dere! ,
“W'ere s Tom's boys? " says I, w'en
I se'ed it.

“ Dey moved,"” says my secon’ 'us-~—

ban’, * moved clean outside de frame."

But 'e ain't moved! Der ‘e wus
standin’ 'igh ober de ._.n% of us, like
Gawd A'mighty, wid ’is chest blowed
out an’ 'is 'ead oop. }

“ De medal's kem out werry well,
says 'e, an’ 'e looks sassy over ter
Tom's pictur. .

“Yes,” says I, lookin’ at de grupp,
“but wot made yer roll yer eyes oop

8g
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like dat fur? Anybody 'd t'ink yer seen
a bottle o’ beer flying 'bout in de air.”
Lallays says ter de women, “ Don'
yer nebber troost no man. De best on
'em is made deceitful ; dey can't ‘elp
dereselves. An'w’en it comes ter secon’
‘usbans’—well dere! Wot can yer
‘xpect.  Dey knows dey ain't de fust,
and dey t'ink * wot’s de use ! "
| allays knowed 'e wus decevin’ me,
but I couldn’t nebber prove it till after
my Jack wus born. Jack wus de fift"
child wot I ‘ad wid my secon’ 'usban’.
Well, 1'd jes got meeself oop an'
gone back ter me worl. By den 1 ’ad
asiteewation wid alady down ter Twick-
enham, doin' cookin® fur a time. She
wus werry good ter me, but I didn't
like bein' dere, cause I 'ad ter leabe all
dem child'en—two I 'ad from Tom an’
five from my secon’ 'usban’. I ’ad ter
be away from 'ome fur weeks at a time
So de lady, w'en she sce I wus frettin’
fur de baby, she say, ' Mis’ Por-r-rtman,
yer can go ‘ome dis Friday mornin’ an’
stay till Monday, cause my ‘'usban’s
goin’ ter Paris, an' 1 don’ need yer.”
So by dat I goes "ome.
56
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I git back 'bout twel’ O.Q_n_nr._. m.:. 1
foun’ Tom's child'en, Willum an’ little
Tom, gone ter school like dey cnmr.ﬁm.q.
an' all de odders in de back-room. __,.,_,._,.n
‘ad two rooms den.) All dem little
child'en in de back-room by deirsels.
De baby in de cradle, an’ de nex’ one
sittin’ in de badth-toob by de fire nursin
‘er doll,so s she couldn'tgit out and "urt
"erself.

“Were s yer [ader says L.

“E'sin mmqn.:mm.._.ﬁ the ones wot could
talk. An’ Tina says—

“Ql' Mis' Beazley” (dat wus de
lan’lady), ** o_,_._.:m.mmmﬂﬂ. 's an: inter
see ob we gittin’ on all right. g

Den 1 goes inter de nex’ room, an’ 1
finds my secon’ 'usban’asleep in is bed
by twel’ o'clock in de day wid 'is boots
on. [ see 'e wus droonk, so 1 _,.,.n:._ out
an’ shutde door. Isays terde n_.:E,n=|

“Don’ tell yer fader 1 been 'ome.
I'll be back ter git yer E_..nmq.d...

Wid dat I goes out ter buy t'ings, w:q
I seen dere ain’t noddin' to eat. W'en
I come 'ome, I stops a minute ter mmnmr.
wid Mis' Beazley, de lan'lady, an’ t'ank
*er fur seein’ ter de child'en. She
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wus ole an' lame, an’ a werry good
WOIman.

Wile we we wus talkin® dere comes
a knock ter de door.

“ Dere 's somebuddy dere,” says L

“Is dere? " says Mis" Beazley. “Now
yer ...__Hn. yer ken go an’ see oo it is fur
me.

So I goes, an’ | sees a woman wid a
big yallar "at.

She look at me an” she say—

“Mr. Por-r-rtman."

“Wot about him?" says I.

“] wants ter see Mr. Por-r-rtman,”
says she.

“Wot fur?” says l.

“ Dat s my business, "says she, gittin’
red unnerneath de yaller "at.

By den I ‘eard a scramblin® down-
stairs.

*“ It"s my business, too," says I. *I'm
Mis' Por-r-rtman."

Den de door open down in de base-
ment, an' dere stan’ my secon’ 'usban’
mekin' 'er a sign. But I leans ober de
railin’ an’ 1 sees 'im. So 1 says—

“Wot yer oop ter?" -

An''e says, sleepy like, but scared

BS
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an' stotterin’, * Oh, dis yoonyg woman
come ter see 'bout a sitteewation.”

1 looks at de yaller "at, an’ 1 says,
Do she t'ink yon got a sitteewation fur
er?”

“ She come from de Rigistry office—
ain't yer? " "e says.

“Yes,"” says she, “1 come "bout "ouse
work.”

v I does all de 'ousework by Mr. Por-
r-rtman meeself,” says I, *1 don’ need
yer 'elp.”

“QOh,"” says "e, lookin’ up t'rough de
railin’s, *it’s fura lady wot called’ are.”

“Yer 'avin' a great many ladies callin’
‘ere w'ile I 'm down ter Twickenham,”
says 1.

“She come fur you,” says ‘e, gittin’
ixcited, ““an’' dis yoong girl 'as beensent
fur instid o' you."

“Dat's wot I t'ought,” says 1, lookin’
at "er, “but yer needn't come ‘cre no
more wid yer yaller ‘at instid o' me.”

Den my secon’ ‘usban” mek a great
show o' gibbin' "er de address ob de
lady wot want de 'ousework, an” den
she take 'er yaller ‘at off down de
street, an’ my secon’ ‘usban’ go in an’
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shut de basement door. By den I wus
rag-in' | )

I rooshes back ter Mis' Beazley, an’
| says, * Wot yer t'ink? Do any wonmen
widyaller ‘ats come 'ere w'ile 'm killin®
meeself wid de work down by Twick-
enham."

“1 don’ know,” says she,

“Now tell de trut’, Mis' Beazley.
Ain't yer nebber seen no yaller ‘ats
about?™

a .m.nwm Gawd,” says she, “ I ajn't."

“Well,” says T, “yer "alf blind, |
mustn't furgit dat.  Ajn't yer nebber
met no yaller "ats in de "aj]7™

..ﬂn_uwnq.: says she.

" Yer so ole an’ lame, yer don't go
.MH..H mooch,” say I, “I musn't furgrit

Den 1 says, “ Do ye ebber “ear any-
buddy goin’ down in de basement way
late by de night? " B

"*No, nebber," says Mis' bmﬂw_&u

I wus werry angry by dat,'cause she 'd

c:ﬁ..:u. been my friend. So 1 says,
" Mis' Beazley yer gittin' deefer an’
deefer.” An'l goes downstairs,

Dere was my secon' *usban’ goin' on

ya
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like as ob 'e been takin' sich good care
o' dem child'en all de time.

By den I wus ragin'!

“I can't ask dese pore little tings
wot can't’ardly talk "bout ver goin's on,
but jes’ wait till Tom's boy comes ‘ome
from school.”

"E say, 'fore Gawd dere wosn’t noddin’
wrong, an' "ow dis lady came in "er car-
riage ter git me ter go an' do "ousework
fur "er, an’ "ow it wus knowed by de
Rigistry Office dat she gib 'im ‘er
address."

“Wot fur would a lady wid "er car-
riage gib you 'er address 7" says 1.

“’Couse she t'ought you might kem
'ome unexpected.”

** Dat wus werry clever o' dat lady,”
says I, “ but I t'ink yer lyin"."

Den Tom's boys comes runnin’ in.

“See 'ere," says I, " w'ere did I tell
yer ter sleep w'en I went ter Twicken-
ham 7"

* All on os wid fader.”

“Den wot's dis bed and de cradle
doin’ in ‘ere 7"

* Fader brin’ ‘em in.”
“Yes, I'ad sich a ‘eadache,” says
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my secon’ 'usban’, ““an’ dey meks sich
a noise."

“'Ow long yer ‘ad dat 'eadache 7”
says 1.

"E did n't answer.

Den I says ter my little Willum,
*'Ow loug yer been sleepin’ in ‘ere by
yerselves # '

** Eber since you went away," 'e says.

" Do anybody come ‘ere ter see yer,

fader w'ile I'm away 7"

“Oh yes," says Willum.

“Oo?" says L

" Brudder Matt,” says Willum.

“Dere!™ my secon’ 'usban’ says.

“Wait a minute,” says 1. [ goes
ober an' looks at de door. We "adn't
nebber 'ad noddin’ but a latch ter dat
door, an’ dere lookin' me in de face
wus a shiny new bolt.

* Wot s dat ?”' says 1.

Den my secon’ ‘usban’ ‘e look queer.

*“Wot s dat 7" I says.

" Dat," says e, tryin’ ter speak cheer-
ful, " w'y, dat’s a new kind o' fastenin’
I t'ought yer might like, It 'sa s'prise
fur ye."

My Secon’ "Usban’

DenIt'ink it 's 'bout time ter gib sm
as'prise. So I did.

W'en I git my bre't agin I says ter
my Willum—

“ Do yer fader lock ‘isself in wid dis
new s’prise 7"

“I t'ink so,” says Willum.

“An' I spose yer 'ear talkin' an’
soun's in der 7" says L.

“ No,"” says Willum.

“ Dere!" says my secon’ 'usban’.

“"E sends os ter bett by six o'clock,”
says little Tom.

“Do'e?” says L.

“Yes," dey all says, * by six o'clock, -
an’ hoongry, awful hoongry ! "

“Wot yer done wid de money I been
an' earnt an' gib yer fur de child’'en 7"
says L.

'E didn't say noddin”.

“'E buys mustard,” says little Tom.

“ Mustard ! says 1, ** fur plasters 7"

* No, fur "is meat,” says Tom.

“Yes," says Willum, * w'en e opens
de door in de mornin' an’ lets os in,
dere's empty beer bottles an' glasses
standin’ "bout, an’ cheese an' meat lef”
on de plates.”

93



The Portman Memoirs
Tom.

“'Ow many beer bottles 7™ says I

“Four or five,” says Willum.

“'Ow many plates ? " says I.

“Two,” dey bot' says:

“'Ow many W_Pmmﬁv

“Two."

*“ Allays two 7" says L.

*“ Allays,” dey all says tergedder,

Only my secon” 'usban’'e don't say
noddin’,

By den I wus ragin'! De chiid'en
see ‘ow wild I wus, an’ dey git away
inter de far corner—all but de two wot
couldn't walk.

“Fur Gawd's sake!™ says I, “is
dis wot yer oop ter 7 Gibbin’ suppers
ter yaller ‘ats wid my earnin’s and
starvin’ de child’en!" Den 1 gib 'im
anodder s’prise, an' w'en 1 gits my bre't,
I tells "im wot 1 tink 0" de men.

“'Ow yer ken bear ter look at dem
pore little t'ings [ don’ know, Don't
it mek yer 'shamed ter sce dat angel
in de badth-toob an' ‘ear "ow she’s
yellin' fur de bread wot yer been an’
trowed away on a yaller 'at! But
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-« wid mustard on,” says little

My Secon’ "Usban’

dere ! yera man,” says L. * 'Owshould
yer ‘ave feelings?™" S

Den I kerry de child’en’s bett back
inter de odder room, an’ de cradle too.

“ Now," says I, * you move 'em out
agin ob yer dare.” o

'E. kep' a sayin' as "ow 'e didn’t "ave
no use fur yaller 'ats—but I knowed
better. .

Ob yer can beliebe me, w'en I went
back ter my work I couldn’t t'ink "bout
noddin’ else. [ couldnt eat an’ 1
couldn't sleep, an" w'ereebber 1 lock
dere wus a yaller'at. De lady T wus
doin’ cockin’ fur come ter me an’ say—

“Yer ain't like de same aa__ﬁm._F
Wot's 'appened? " says she. “W'en
yer come backo’ Monday yer look like
yer seen a ghost.” -

“No,"” I'says, "1 ain'tseen noddin’ but
a yaller 'at.”

“A yaller 'at 1" says she.

“Yes,"” saysI,"dat’s wot's de matter
wid me." :

She didn’t say noddin’ more. 1 seen

‘she t'ought I wus goin’ out o' my mind.

.___a__n_._. m,?“.".. ,...._mn. I knowed it wusn't
a5
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no use. My secon’ 'usban’ used ter be
'opin" I'd 'ook in. 'E 'd 'ave liked it
werry well ob I taken all dem child'en
an’ run away. But I say to 'im, * Don’
nebber t'ink I goin' ter leave you all dis
furniture wot Tom earn’t an’ left me.
Yer ain't nebber goin’ ter git a stitch ob
it. An' I ain't goin' away ter leabe
you an' de yaller "at ter play yer games
‘ere wid Tom's t'ings. Ob yer don’
be'ave yerself yer 'll git de stool on yer
‘ead—but dat’s all 1'll ebber waste on
yer."

I got ter 'ate 'im so I wonder I
didn't kill 'im. 1 used ter say, “ Ob
yer dare to lay a finger on me or my
child'en, 1'll pin ye on ter de wall wid de
carbin’ knife clean t'rough yer—sure 's
my name's Wilhelmina.” An' 1'd a
done it !

But dere ! "enebber gibme de chance.
'E 'adn’t spirit 'nough fur dat. 1 used
ter sit an' t'ink 'ow I'd do fur ‘im till 1
was sorry, awfwl/ sorry ‘e didn’t ‘it
some ob os so's I could 'a killed 'im.
I used ter "ave times o' feelin” ‘orrible
wild—but I allays gib 'im a warnin’,

“Don’ yer furgit I got a drop "o

of

My Secon’ "Usban'

French blood in me,” I'd say ter mm.
«Jt ain't for noddin' wen yer gran-
fader serve unner Napoleon. an’ ob yer
dare ter lift oop yer dirty 'and agin me or
de child’en " Den 'e 'd pin 15
medal on 'isself an’ go out fur a walk.
‘Fore 'e died, I git 'im dat frighten
*e used ter run away fastas ‘e could ob
'e see me comin’. An’ ‘e call "isself a
soldier! It ain't dat kin' wot serve
unner Napoleon. W'y, ob I be'ave
like dat ter Tom ‘e 'd a beat me to a
jelly. But dere! like 1 w.m.n_u sayin',
wot can yer ixpect o' secon usbans'?
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Yer need n't nebber sen’ me no wine;
not ob I'm dyin’. No, an' yer need n't
t'ink needer, "cause 1 'ma German, dat
I wants beer. De doctor said I "ad ter
ave somethin’t Dat new doctor’s a
fool.

Wiskey? Br—r—r—! Ow de peo-
ple in dis country can put all dat “orrid
stoof inter der inside, J don’ know. 1
seen a lot o' drinkin’ in my time, wid
my two "usban’s—dey wus bot’ on ‘em
English, yer know. M-—m—1I cansmell
dat w'iskey now. De way dey pour
it down rore, an' nebber blink—an’ den
de way dey smell—well dere!

I allays cross de street ob I see a
public ‘ouse comin'—jes' passin’ de
door meks me seeck.

1 oughter "ve got used to it? —

Ves, but I ain't t'inkin only 'o my
‘usban’s. I took care ob a lady once.
She 'd been a dressmaker. W'en I

o
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knowed “er she wus a drunkard.  Yes,
somet'ing awful!  She came werry well
recommended too—by Miss Macdoolf,
Yer don’ know Miss Macdoof? Well,
she teach de Bible class an® she 's awful
pertickiller. But she come ter our
lan’lady an' recommen’ Miss Glispie
so's she could git a room in de same
'ouse as me an’ my secon’ ‘usban'.
Miss Glispie wusn't yoong any more,.
but she wusn't old needer.
Yes, so 1 did took care ob .nnlm.ﬂny
w'ile.  You jes” wait till I come ter date”
She was jes' a lodger at first, like all
de res’. She "ad de room nex' ter my
secon’ 'usban’ an’ me. She b'long ter
de Sunday school ; an' Miss Macdoof,
spite o' being so strict an' teachin’ in de
Bible class, she gib "era good character
an’ kep’ lendin' "er books. Yer see dis
Miss Glispie "ad money in de Birkbeck
Bank, 'an furniture. Yer nebber see
sich furniture, all carbed—an' a piana
an” a lot o' splendid 'orse 'air chairs!
But dat werry fust week she wus drunk
de whole time. So drunk she couldn’t
say " good mornin’" w'en yer passed
'er door—an' w'en yer come 'ome at
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night yer could *ear "er tummellin® ober
‘orse air shairs. -
nn”._..____.mncnmh._ dat money in de _u_q_..m_unnr
Bank, ye see, she’d gib up €r mnmvu-
makin' an' took ter drinkin’. wmﬁ
drinkin' an’ readin’ dem Wuanun_.w.mnﬂc
Miss Macdoof mwvu_u.wnw. .Munwuo_wwm_ﬂ_. .HM
! o 'arm. y 'd stoc
mM.n omhmﬂ wid all dose Faﬂmrmnwm.. mMM
didn't 'av no more sense left. Dey wr |
*er so she wus jes’ dyin’ fur a man. i
she went ter de Bible class about, ..Mh_.
jes ter git more o' dem M.oﬂmunom.a_c .
Miss Macdoof, an’ ter sit dere an Hc.un
at de curate. She wus mﬂ._:_. in w.wp.._
wid dat curate, Den she got E.n_ﬂ_ fter
w'ile cause ‘e nebber said 59..5:.___5 nwm
"xcept 'ow her soul wus. So she mdm
»nm.n_mu.uﬁnm wid a _uo_um.m.naun:nﬁom
reel rooff, awful-lookin .mn__nw.. ne
day 'e come ter see "er. E _mar roun’,
an’ 'e see all dis furniture, an _nn._”:m-_%m
an' de 'orse 'air chairs, an’ € jes ﬂ_n .
up 'is mind ‘e 'd got on a bit o mn;.m_
Pretty soon 'e "eard .ro_mn de money m.n.
de Birkbeck mmm__n._lmn_u =.nm ﬂ.._mmhe_ﬂumn >
‘e jes’ made a ool O L
‘MmmMn round all de time. '‘Oo took care

ol
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o' dat booss, 7 don’ know. 'E didn't.
Ye see, Miss Glispie wus awiyl glad
she'd got a man at Jast, No nonsense
about "er soul dis time. So she use ter
gib im money, an' ‘e didn't mind ow
much drink she 'd send 'im fur, ‘e
allays went an’ brought it—an’ forgot
‘bout de change.

Well, dey carried on shockin®, Miss
Glispie didn't 80 much ter der Bible
class ‘bout dat time, She got awful
fond ob dis ‘Arry Wite—'c like de
money an'de drink. I know'd ‘e didn’t
care 'bout 'er.

Well, one night 1 ‘carg 'er cryin'—
ohcryin'bitterlich, | says to my secon'
‘usban’, “1 || jes' g0 an' see wot ails
Miss Glispie.”” So 1 gits oop, an’ | goes
to ‘er door, an' 1 see aj| de 'orse ‘air
chairs stan'in’ roun’ like dey oughtened
to. Den I knowed somet'ing was de
matter. I goes into de room, an’' dere
waus Miss Glispie lyin’ on de floor by de
fire. Den I stan' dere like dis, an’ |
says, " Fur Gawd's sake, Miss Glispie,
Wot yer been up ter?” Spe say,
“ Noddin" at all, Miss Por-r-rtman "__
an’ kep' a cryin’. Ween I 'g picked ‘er
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' she'd 'it ‘er "ead on de
M.W—.“-Mn_p. mM“_l.n_M blood was runmn’ .vn_._:.
But it “.qnmu.u no use liftin' 'er oop. v_m..
wus so drunk she couldn't stan’. So
she jes' trew ‘erself down on de bed,
* boots an' all.
w_...uw .m.qM " says I, ** I don’ know mooch
about ye, Miss Glispie, but 1 #ink yer
'ad too mooch ter drink. 1
“No, 1 ain’t,” shesays, “yer can as
i acdoof!"
E_Mﬁdmum_n.m Miss Macdoof got ter do
wid it? It's’'Amy W'ite wot's been
* -n nl-- = N
mnm.mqhn uqm_un. unnerstan',” says Miss
Glispie, *ask Miss H._..mn_um,oc.u.. Sike
knows "ow ladies gits faintin® fits some-
ke nm.-uu L
wuw. Yer got dat outer dem Woamuﬂmw
says I, an’ wid that I goes back ter Hw__n .
Well, I ain't been abed werry long
w'en der came a knock to de a.r.“_.u_.. )
*Oo’isdat 7" says my secon’ .._m_u_m.._wu
“It's me,” says Miss Glispie, I
want ter speak ter Mis' Por-r-rertman.”
So 1 gets oop an’ goes to de door, an’
dere wus Miss Glispie wida towel roun
‘er "ead.
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“Wot is it 7" says I.

“"Ere's a letter,” says she.

“Ooto?" says L

“Ter Mis' Macdoof,” says she,
“'bout some books. I mus' ha' some
more books. 1 read all dem she sen’
me an’ I mus' ha' some more.”

“Wot yer want o' Romances dis time
o' night " says 1.

“Oh," says she, " Mis' Macdoof
unnerstan's. She knows I can’t git
'long out'n I 'ave a book pertickiller
w'en 1 feels bud., Please, Mis' Por-r-rt-
man, sen’ yer little Jack wid dis letter.
Mis' Macdoof ’ll unnerstan’."

“Woman,"” says I, * d "ye know wot
time it is ¢

*“ No,"” says she.

“It’s twel’ o'clock,’ saysI. * Mis’
Macdoof ain't got no books fur yer dis
time o' might. You go back ter yer
bed."

“Oh," says she, " Mis' Por-r-rtman,
yer don’ know wot it is ter go ter bed
out'n even a book."

“No," says I, “ 1 don's, Mis' Glis-
pie, but 1 don't see 'ow I can 'elp ye
dis time o' night.’
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Den my secon’ 'usban’ ‘e begin ter
laugh. ) )
“Ye might sen’ Jack wid de letter,
she says. “I don' feel able ter go

myself."” ) )

“ No," says I, “ ye might git muﬁ.uv
dem faintin’ fits on de way—dem kind
wot only Mis' Macdoof unnerstan’s.”

«Qh, I wisht I 'ad a book.” she
says.

1'd 'ad 'bout 'mough o' dat, so I
says— . .

“Yer can't expect tave sense wen
yer reads dem Romances all de time.
*Stan’s terreason. Yergo ter yer bed, an’
in de mornin' 1’1l bring yer a coop o
Hgl-i

So she went away. An’ after dat H
took "er in a coop ob tea ebery mornin
*fore 1 went out ter work. She said I
wus better to ‘er dan 'er own moder.
Yes, I done all I could. I scold "er
'bout de drink, an' I warn 'er "gin dem
Romances, an’ 1 talk to ‘er 'bout dat
*Arry W'ite. But 1 couldn’t do noddin’
wid "er. She wus jes’ dyin’ fur a man.
Didn't seem ter mek no difference ob
'e wus most young ‘nough ter be ‘er
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son. 'E kep' comin' an comin’, an’
stayin’ later an' later. By'm’by de
way dey wus goin' on come ter Mis'
Macdoof’s ears. So she jes” stepped
in one day an’ blowed Miss Glispie oop.

" Yer oughter be 'shamed,” she says.
“Yer can't7iné 'ow dey talks 'bout yer
inde Bible class. Dey does noddin’
but say ‘ow yer an’ dis "Arry W'ite
goes on—drinkin’ an' you mekin’ love!

"y it's disgraceful, Miss Giispie | Yer
jes' oughter "ear all wot dey says in de
Bible class.”

Den Miss Glispie she told 'er dat
wot dey says in de Bible class ain't
true, and dat she’ll be'ave better oh
Miss Macdoof sen’ ‘er some more
books. Den dey wus frien’s.

Dat ebenin' Miss Glispie she set by
de winder waitin’ fur dem books, Miss
Macdoof mus’ a furgit 'em. Den dat
‘Arry Wiite "e come by. 'E see Miss
Glispie, so 'e come oop.

By'm'by 1 went out ter git some
bloaters, an’ dat ‘Arry Wite come
down de stairs be'ind me. Ween I
come 'ome "e wus goin' in wid two
bottles unner 'is arm.

1ob
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“'As NMiss Macdoof sen' dem _ﬂau
mances yit?"™ 1 says ter my secon
"usban’. . .

“No,"” says e, ** but don' you worry.
Miss Glispie got a frien’ now dat 'll
bring 'er all de Romances she can take
care ob."” o .

Well, dat 'Arry WWite didn't go cE_r
at all daf night. 'E slip out werry soft
w'ile 1 wus gitten breakfast nex

—.-mn_uﬂ- " . -
Eﬂﬂqﬁnu went inter Miss Glispie wid
‘er tea, she wus soun’ asleep. 1 woke
Hﬂ“ avwﬁ » LH ] . ﬂ

“It's yer coop o' tea,woman, m.m-ua. C

“QOh, you are good ter me!"” she
says, tired like.

iw:. ‘stead o' turnin' :.UEE an'
be'avin® 'erself after dat, n,:ﬁw got
worse. She gib dat "Arry W ite "cr
latch-key, an’ ‘e kem in an’ out jes' as
if ’e b'longed dere. An’ dey set up
alf de night mekin de mos® awfil noise
wid de drink. Den der 'd come times
w'en dey wus quiet, My 1_.:.5 was
gettin’ "er teedth dat winter, an 1 wus
up an' down all night. An' I couldn’t
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‘elp ter laugh, fur cbery time Tina 'd
begin ter yell, dat ‘Arry W'ite ‘e 'd
begin ter swear—somet'ing awful ! Qh,
I' could ‘ear plain’s anyt'ing. Yoong
men don’ like a baby wot 's gettin' er
teedth. 1 used ter set oop in bed an’
laugh.

But by'm’by I t'ink we 'ad 'bout
mough o' dat "Arry Wite an’ sich
goin's on ; so one day w'en I took ‘er
in "er coop o' tea | says, “ Yer wisiters
stays werry late, Miss Glispie.”

“ Oh, yer are good bringin’ me tea,”
she says.

* Miss Glispie, "ow late did dat "Arry
Wite stay ‘ere ? " says L.

“I don® know, Mrs, Por-r-rtman,”
she says, “my watch stopped.”

“Ow 'bout de clock ?” says I { fur
she 'ad a beautiful gold clock, wid a
angel on top playin' ball), 4

“De clock 2" she says. “l furgit
dere wus de clock.”

“ See 'ere,” says I, “*dere 's somet'ing
wrong w'en yer forgit dat clock.” V

“No,” says she, “I ain't nebber
cared fur it.”

“Well,” says I, *it wus pretty late
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w'en yer wisiter went ‘ome—it wus
mornin’,

Den she git red in de face an’ say,
“I don'" know ‘ow late it wus—but
dere ain't noddin’ wrong. 'E jes’ set
dere in dat orse ‘air chair an’ see ob my
bank book wus all right.”

“Dat’s all yer tells me,” Isays; an’
she look awful queer,

Well, dere wus one night w'en dat
'Arry come an’ brought whiskey an’ all
dat sort, an’ dey sct dere drinkin' an’
drinkin’ till by'm’by we 'eard an awful
row.

“ Nebber min'," says my secon’
'usban’, *'it ain’t enr funeral.” So we
went ter bed.

Dat noise kep’ on till by'm'by we
‘eard ’er rooshin’ outer de room an’
lockin' "im in.

Den she come an' knock on our
door.

“Mis" Por-r-rtman, Mis' Por-r-rt-
man," she kep’ sayin’.

My secon’ "usban’ wus fur answerin’,
I says, “You lie still.” But she kep’
on knockin' an’ callin’ Mis’ Por-r-rt-
man; after w'ile she got tired, an’
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(it wus all trou” de drink) she slip on de
little- step -an' she tummel downstairs.
We ‘eard 'er fallin' an’ den eberyt'ing
wus fquict. We kep'still 's de mice. Den
in ‘bout ten minutes we eard ‘er auin
otitside our door speakin’ low an’ Funt.

“Won't yer ‘elp me, Mis' Por-r-ri-
man? Oh, I'm dyin® Mis Por-r-rt-
man."”

So I gits oop an’ | opens de door
an’ she tummels in.

She wus all over wid blood from "er
‘cad to “er ‘eels—an’ ‘er "air---she ‘ad
beautiful black ‘air—it wus all lilkes if
it "ad been painted wid red shiny paint;
all "angin® down an’ drippin’.

“Fur Gawd's sake, Miss Glispie,”
says I, “wot yer oop ter? "

Den she show me ‘ow she 'd diav a
comb imter "er skull w'en she fell down-
stairs, an” "ow she eut ‘or face—all dis
side "ere—somet'ing awful !

I'says ter my secon ‘usban’, * Yer
got ter take ‘er ter de ospital.”

Den she cry out, “ Don"—dew” sen’
me ter d'ospital. 1 gib you £5 if you
let me stay 'ere” So we wash de
blood off'n ‘er, an' 1 cut all de ‘air
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away, an’ wrop oop de wouml Dien
my secon' 'usban' say, “Put ‘er inter
ver bed. I'll go an’ sleep wid de
boys."

So dat's wot we did.  Wen 1'd g
"er ter bed, 1 toolk de key oit'n “er
pocket an' I went inter 'er room.

W'en I open de door, dere stan' dat
"Arry Wite wid a knife.

“ Fur Gawd's sake," 1 say, “wot yer
up ter!**

'E looked s'prized ter see it wus me.

“Yer jes’ go out'n dis "ouse,” | says.

“ It "Il take somebod v better 'n youto
git me out,” ‘e says,

“ Den,"” says I, “dere 'll come some-
body better in de mornin’."

“Will deret "

“¥Yes," I says, " you ‘re a willain—
spongin’ on a woman."”

“ Wasn't spongin'," says "¢, 1 was
wisitin’."

“Wisitin' wid a knife! ™ says 1. You
git along out'n dis."

* Git along yerselt,” says e

“Yer oughter be ‘shumed,” says I,
*"mekin' 'er drunk an’ losin' ‘er char-
mn"ﬁl-

\/
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“1 ain't,” says 'e. “ 'y as good as
marrid ter 'er. [ 'm master 'ere,"—ap"
‘e look round greedy like on de ‘orse
"air chairs,

Den I went down an’ woke oop de
lan'lady.

“Wot we goin’ ter do? ™ says L

*Well, ™ says she, “ we can't put ‘im
out, yer see, ‘cause Miss Glispie she in-
wited "im in."™

: d..._,.ﬁz.u.. good,” 1 says, “ let "im stay
till mornin’, den we || get de p'lice.”

So we all went ter bed.

Next' mornin’ ¢ wus outer dat room
—slick! Z_c_unam...‘ secn ‘im go.

Miss m:m?e look somet'ing awful,
'Er face wus swoll cop—ver can't t'ink!
An’ she kep' gittin' worse an’ worse,

An’ all de time she kep callin’ fur de
drink.

" Jus' go an’ git me a quartern,” she
saysw'en I 'd got "er back inter "er own
rnmw; dat’s all wot yer ken do fur
me.

Course I didn't git 'er no drink. But
she kep on beggin’, an' den she 'd use
ird words,

L jes" went roun’ an tidied oop an’
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set dem ‘orse ‘air chairs like dey
oughter be, Ob yer can beliche me,
w'ereebber 1 went 1 foun' little
bottles. In de corners, be'ind de piana
—unner de sofa cushions eberyw'ere.
Y" see she 'd git a quartern ebery time
she 'd go out, an’ den she 'd come 'ome
wid it it in "er pocket so 's I couldn’t
find out she 'ad any. Ob I see 'er
wid a big bottle, she know 'ow 7'4 go
on.

An’ all de time she lay dere in bed,
she wus "ollerin’ fur a quartern—: jes'a
quartern.”

Well, dat night w'en I came 'ome
from my work, dere wus dat "Arry Wite
in de street 'fore de door talkin’ ter my
secon’ 'usban’.

“Yer jus’ stan’ outer my way,” ‘e
wus sayin'—*I got tersee Miss Glispie.”

‘ Den 1 comes oop an’ stops in front ob
im.  *1I t'ink I oughter tell ye dat yer
"bout killed Miss Glispie,” said I, * an’
by termorrer mornin' de p'lice 'll be
mekin' yer a visit.”

'E jes' laugh.

Den 1 looks down an’ I sce 'e wus
wearin’ Miss Glispie's watch chain.
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“Wot s more,” says I, “"de p'lice 'l
want ter know ob it wus 'count o' dat
watch chain ye murdered Miss Glispic.™

Den ’e look down sudden an’ 'e git
kin' o’ blue roun' de mout”’.

“I wus bringin' it back to 'er,” says
e. *She ask me ter wear it."

“She ain’t askin’ yer to wear it now,"
I says, “an’ I should adwise yer not to
ave it lyin’ roun’ w'en de p'lice comes
ter wisit yer.”

Den 1 turns ter go in.

“1s she dead vitt" 1 says to my
secon’ 'usban’.

** No,"” says ‘e, “but sne 's awful bac P

Den dat "Arry W’ite 'e come runnin’
after me, takin' off de watch an’ chain
slick !

“P'raps she might need dis ’fore I
it back,"” says 'e, an’ "e ‘ands it over. ¢

None on us ebber seen 'im after dat. 7

Yes, Miss Glispie kep' gittin’ worse
an’ worse. I sen’ my little Jack roun’
fur Miss Macdoof nex’ day, and she pit
de doctor to come. De ole one wid
sense,

'E say Miss Glispie wus ‘avin’ ab-
scesses in er face, an' ‘e tell me wot ter
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do fur 'er. 1 took care ob 'er cbery
mornin" an’ ebenin’. .

She jes' lay dere all day wid "er face
awful swoll, an’ "cr "ead ticd cop, readin
dem Romances an’ "ollerin’ fur a quar-
tern, “jes’ a quartern.” .

She use ter say she'd git well ob _
gib 'er some whiskey. * Zcuq do, Mis
Por-r-rtman,” she 'd say. Y ou 're sich
a good frien’ ter me, an’ 11l gib yer two
o' dem 'orse "air chairs.”

One Sunday she t'ink she ketch me.
De doctor was derc—de ole one wid
sense. =

'E been so kin', Miss Glispie _:ET

im an’ say, * Don’ yer ﬂ.m:ﬁn,.ncnﬁo: it
'ud do me good ter "ave a little dram
o' wiskey or somet'ing ¥ " .

But yer see de doctor wus like me.
'E wus a teetotaller.

Yer jes’ oughter "ear 'ow 'e went for

liss Glispie. )

! Well, Q_M nex' day wus Bank ‘oliday.
Me an’ my secon’ 'usban’ we took de
child’en an’ went ter 'Ampstead 'Eath.

Dere 's an awful roof lot goes ter

’Ampstead, 'an me an’ my mmncm_. .EH
ban’ didn’t like it. * We'll go 'ome.
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says'e. An' we does. It wus de mid-
.n:m ob de day w'en we git back, an’ |
car noises—awful noises—in Miss Glis-
pie’s room.

.h goes in, an’ dere T fin's Miss Glis-
pie proppedoop in bed wid a lot o’ men
an womien settin’ roun’ "er, all drinkin’.

I stan' dere like dis, an" say—

* Fur Gawd's sake, Miss Glispie, wot
ver cop ter P"

Den H.mnw all stops dere "owlin’.

“Isdisa fair 2" 1says, an’ dey looks
scared.

So I druv 'em all out.

s .mu_ﬂ m_mm ye git de drink ?” I says
to Miss Glispie. She wus cryin’ silly
like.

“Yer gone off ter enjoy yerself,"”

mm_u"‘m she, “an’ yer lock 00p my money
an’ my watch. Ebery one gone out in
__n.n. ouse, an’ me "ere alone on a Bank
oliday.”
. = _Hc:.qmm lock up de t'ings,” 1 says,
‘fur ye d pawn ‘em ob I didn't. 'Ow
did yer git de drink ter day? Dem
people wot yer "ad’cre don’ mek ye a
present ob anyt'ing I s’pose.”

“No,"” says she.

16

A -—.m:.fn_‘m:nn Story

“What yer pawned?" says I begin-
ning ter look 'round'—*" W'ere's de
clock?”

“ I ain’t nebber liked it, Mis' Por-r-rt-
man,” says she.

“Yer pawned anyt’ing else?” says I.

“Yes,” says she, beginnin’ to 'owl
‘orrible.  **Yer lock up all my t'ings,
Dey 'ad ter pawn all dem books o' Miss
Macdoof's, an’ now I ain’t got noddin’
ter read.”

She got worse an worse after dat, an’
use ter talk about heaben an’ de curate;
seemed ter furgit all "bout dat 'Arry
W'ite. She speak lot ter Miss Mac-
doof, too, 'bout de curate, an’ one day
she 'ear "ow 'e’'d been askin' 'bout 'er
an’ sayin’, “W'y ain't Miss Glispie
eber at de Bible class?"" Den she most
went out’'n 'er 'ead. She wus sure de
curate was t'inkin’ 'bout 'er an' fallin’
in love wid 'er. * Don' besich a fool,"”
I says; “'e don' care 'bout yon. 'E don'
mean noddin’. 'E’s jes’ t'inkin' 'bout
yer soul, dat 's all!”

Well, by'm’'by she begin ter get
queer in 'er 'ead. Den Miss Macdoof
come an' say it wusn't safe fur 'er ter

117



The Portman Memoirs

be alone, an’ she beg me ter gib vop
my charin’ an® washin® an’ jes” stay an
take care 0" Miss Glispie fur fourtecn
shillin's a week. So T done it. It
wusn't sich an casy job, I can tell yer.

Oh, no, she wuosn't violent no, she
wus too weak fur mooch o dat. |
knowed ‘er min' wus gone de firs’ day
w'en she couldn't open de mew Reo-
mances wot Miss Macdoof send 'er. |
Says ter my secon’ "ushan'—

“Ween she don’ care ‘bout dose
foolishniss wot 's in Romances, dat 's de
end o' Miss Glispie,” an" I wus right.

She began dat werry day ter talk
French. Well, I ain't exac'ly sure it
wus French. But it wusn't (German.
An' it wusn't proper English. So 1
says to "er—

*Min" wot yer 'bout, Miss Glispie.
Yer'll lose yer senses ob ver go on like
dat.”  But she wus too fur gone by den.
Some o' de time she 'd talk proper, but
she was qveer in er 'ead. She used ter
gadder oop de sheets an’ say, “Ob yer
have a roofle o' dis it would be nice,"”
She'd been a dressmaker, yer know.
Den she 'd drape oop de gvilt an’ say,

o (S

-

A Temperance Story

“ Dis go werry well wid your complex-
ing, Miss Por-r-rtman.”  Den ob ,_
didn’t answer she 'd say, “1'll make it
werry sheep.” )

__Puw‘ I'd w.:w.__.,m say, * .H:m-:_n.u..mﬁ. H_..Tm._m.
Glispie; I t'ink yer right ; I''ll "ave aw_.
Den she 'd lay on de pillar an’ smile,
w'en she wus too weak ter sit oop any
more.

“Dis werry good an' tlick m:_. de
winter; jes® feel,” she 'd say, takin’ 'old
o' de blanket. * Shall I mek yera nice
winter jacket, werry sheep?” )

“Yes,” 1'd say, “ob it's sheep 1"'ll
'ave it."" Decn she’d smile an’ begin

kin' French.

E.En:. she got so bad by'm'by, de
doctor say she must go ter de ﬂ._“_HEmJ_..
I took ’er dere. W'en 1 said wdn”n_-
bye I was feelin’ awful sorry mE._ er
bein’' dere alone, an' I said, * Gawd "elp
re, Miss Glispie."

unmawnn she .m“umqn_ me sayin’ dat 'bout
Gawd, she t'ought I mus' be de curate,
an' she mek de awfulest scene. Well,
dere! Dey 'ad ter send ’er H.n_‘ de
'sylum ; an’ dere she died. Allt'rough
de drink.
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Ob yer can beliebe me, she wus Jdat
silly 'bout de men, she lef de curate
fifty poun’ in ‘er will. All de res'—
eberyting—'er watch an’ piana; de
money in de Birkbeck Bank an’ de
‘orse 'ajr chairs, all wot she 'ad went ter
Miss Macdoof, 'cause Miss Macdoof
‘ad lent 'er all dem Romances,

I didn't git noddin’ but my fourteen
shillin's a week, w'en I could a bin
earnin’ twenty-one. But e, 1 on'y
waited on "er mornin® noon an’ night,—
fed'eran’ dressed "er abscesses—washedd
‘er an' took care on 'er like a baby.
Dat's all I done! 7 ain’t lent 'er no
Romances,

i
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Below the Salt
CHAPTER 1.

Tug vicar's wife had been ill and was
ordered away by her doctor.

With some reluctance Mrs, Keston
consented to visit her husband’s sister
in the South, whither the Farringdon
family fled cach winter, from the bleak
winds and sea-fogs of Lyttelton-Leas.

The sisters-in-law had nothing in
common, but weak lungs and a great
love for the Rev. James Keston ; albeit
Mrs. Farrington’s fashion of showing
her sisterly tenderness was open 1o cer-
tain criticism.

s“Well, I 'm glad,” her hostess an-
nounced, the morning after Mrs. Kes-
ton's arrival —*“very glad you ‘ve dis-
covered at last that you can leave
James fora few weeks without dire dis-
aster.”

This touched an old bone of conten-
tion.
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“ Nothing would have induced me 1o
leave him,” said the vicar's wife, **if it
weren't for Anne Carter's being there.”

" (Oh, you like vour new servant # "

“She s a priceless treasure. I never
left home in my life before with an casy
mind. "

" She must be about fifty now.”

“Who 7"

“Anne. She was parlour-maid, you
know, at the old place in Suffolk when
1 was a child,"

“So James said. I'd forgotten you
ever saw her.”

" She used to be curiously hand-
some." i

**She's simply one of the most dis-
tinguished-looking women T ever saw."

* Well, that I look upon as unneces-
sary.

_ “~—Very tall and slight, and dresses
inan unvarying hlack habit, that some-
how makes one think of a Mother Su-
perior.  Then her grave beautiful face

"I remember she had a fine peasant
colouring.”

“Well, she 's like a creature cul out
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of md.____uﬁ.._w now. and has masses of silves
hair parted in the middle — which, Iy
the way, she refuses to cover up witha

cap.

“Vain old thing!"

““ Mot at all — it s because a cap is a
badge of servitude.”

* And you give in to such nonsense *”

*“ My dear, you'd give in to more
than that for such a creature.”

“MNo, I wouldn't put up with airs.
I wouldn't have a servant of mine mis-
taken for a member of the family.”

Mrs. Keston smiled,

*Have you heard that's what hap-
pens at the vicarage ?°

"Yes."

“I'm not surprised.  She has the
manners and the instincts of a gentle-
women. "

“Most unsuitable —if it were true."

“You don’t believe me 7"

1 believe you think so."

“Well, when you see her again,
you'll understand.  ¥ou'li wonder,
too, where she got that air.”

“No, I shall remember that she 'sa
servant of the servant class, and o
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“And you'll be even more surprised
than we were at her English."”

“Well, I daresay 1'd find it easier to
have faith in the excellence of my ser-
vants’ hearts than in their grammar."”

“Anne speaks like a person of edu-
cation.”

*“Really."

“1 suppose it comes partly from her
refusing to associate with persons of
her own class, and partly from reading
Milton and the Bible."

v Milton #"

“1 admit"—Mrs. Keston spread her
hands apologetically—*1 admit that in
those first days, when 1 came across
her reading ‘Paradise Lost' over her
tea, I had my doubts as to her prac-
tical usefulness.”

“1 shouldn't have had doudts.” Mrs,
Farringdon was emphatic.

“James said it was an unworthy
prejudice.”

“Of course, that's part of James's
broad-mindedness.™

“ —That the poor woman liked good
literature, was no reason she couldn't
sweep a room.”
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“] should have been afraid it would
be a reason for leaving dust in the
corners,”

“MNo, she was immaculate. James
was right. But I had my revenge
when he offered to lend her some light
reading for winter evenings.”

- Did she ask for Shakespeare 7'

“No; she disapproved of plays. She
thanked James in that beautiful quiet
way of hers, and said it was some years
since she had read Foxe's “Book of
Martyrs" or the “History of the
Reformation,” and she would be
obliged

Mrs. Farringdon interrupted with a
laugh. Even Mrs. Keston's rather
solemn face relaxed.

“We hadn’t any martyrs in the
house,” she went on, and James had to
lend her his precious marked and an-
notated old D'Aubigné that the Bishop
had given him when he was a boy."”

“ James is absurd."”

The vicar's wife drew herself up.

“James is perfectly right and per-
fectly consistent. Anne hadn't been
with us three weeks, before he saw here
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was the living justification of his
theories.”

“Oh yes, I know. All alike in the
sight of God, and that kind of thing."”

“Anne Carter was just the sort of
person to show up the fundamental
absurdity of the old-fashioned relation
between master and servaot. The
former state of things is medieval and
outworn. It's only possible where
the inferiority of the servant is abso-
lute and impregnable. The moment
a subordinate becomes a self-respect-
ing being, with the knowledge that
he has a soul as precious in the eyes
of the Lord as the soul of any other
man——"

“*The absurdity of the old rela-
tion," " Mrs. Farringdon took the words
out of her sister-in-law’s mouth —
“ithe absurdity of the old relation is
forced on the least liberal-minded.
How well you 've got James by heart."

Mrs. Keston flushed faintly,

" But so have 1, Mrs. Farringdon
pursued airily. * Let's see—it goes
on * How can a socicty that calls itself
Christian* "
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“As I told you, James is consistent.
I try to be consistent too."

“ And so you are, my dear. Andso
am I 1 don't hold these exalted
views."

“You are a professing Christian.”

“Ah! yes. So, I understand, is the
Bishop.™

The vicar's wife bent over her cro-
chet work. How had James Keston
happened to have such a sister ! But
because it /ad * happened” she must
be borne with, and, if possible, con-
verted to a broader humanity,

* Seriously,” Mrs. Keston said pres-
ently, with recovered good-humor,
“you can't think what a difference
Anne's coming has made to us. There's
nothing she can't do, and there "s noth-
ing she doesn't do well. You 've
heard how she's nursed me for the
past six weeks, and she’s taken up all
the poor and sick visiting while I 'm
away. Every one in Lyttelton-Leas
has the very highest opinion of her.”

* Except Father Hogan.”

*What does Father Hogan know of
Anne 7"
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*“Didn't he come to the vicarage to
see about the new hospital or some-
thing ? "

#Oh, I remember— but James was
out.”

“ Exactly ! but Father Hogan either
didn't understaud or thought Carter
,,;m:..n telling the truth. *You just
go," he said, *and give your master my
name," Carter stared at him coldly.
*1 have no master but God," she said.
*Eh? what?' Father Hogan gasped.
*Oh, then just say I called.” He de-
clares that as he went down the steps
he heard the woman mutter, ‘Aye,
many are called but few are chosen.”"

“ That ‘s one of Father Hogan's em-
bellishments. But you seem to hear a
good deal of what goes on at Lyttel-
ton-Leas.”

1 Oh —a—1 have a letter from Miss
Cardew now and then.”

] see ! then there’s not much left
for me to tell.”

“Yes, there is. 1 want to know
about the Three Musketeers.”

“Three what 7 "'

“Your three smart young men."
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*1 haven't got any smart young
men."

“Now! now! whe are the three
knights who come to see you every
Sunday afternoon?”

“1 don't understand you. You know
quite well James and I drive over to
Lyttelton-Marley every U::mwu after-
noon—unless one of us is ill.”

“ Exactly! and when you are ill, James
goes off alone to hold his afternoon
service, and you stay at home and re-
ceive the Three Musketeers."”

“You're dreaming. Miss Cardew 's
out of her mind if she says—(h/"—
Mrs. Keston leaned back her head and
laughed—'she means Anne’s sons."”

*“What!"

“Of course! and they are fine fel-
lows.”

“ My dear,” Mrs. Farringdon remon-
strated, “from Jane Cardew's descrip-
tion——"

“Oh yes, they 're a great credit to
Anne. Two of them have something
to do with the railroad, and one s in a
counting-house at Bodley, where the
three live together."”
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* And come all that distance to spend
Sunday alterncons with their mother!”

“Yes, they 're devoted to her.”

*“Humph!" Mrs. Farringdon seemed
to consider this an excess of filial piety
in persons of their class. *I fancy,”
she went on in a moment, *that it ‘s
not Jane Cardew, after all, but you, my
dear, who foster the popular supersti-
tion."”

“What superstition "

“That Anne is some great lady work-
ing out a penance.”

*“What nonsense! It's only because
people can’t get rid of the feudal idea
that there 's something radically degrad-
ing in service. Of course 1 know that
Anne Carter is a servant of the servant
class, but that doesn't prevent her hav-
ing the nature as well as the air of a
gentlewoman,"

“Well, mark my words!" Mrs. Far-
ringdon stood up, as if to emphasize
her final dictum. *“You 'll be disap-
pointed if you expect Anne to live up
to any such standard. I &su't in her
flood."

“How do you know she hasn't more
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virtue in her blood than we?' Mrs.
Keston spoke excitedly.

“Virtue she may have, but servility
too, and ‘servant’ proclivities—just as
we have the natural tendencies of the
dominant class.”

“You don't know Anne Carter."

“But 1 do know that you can’t wipe
out a century of servitude with a little
education. Just wait! Before you 're
done with her, Anne will vindicate the
servant soul you say she hasn't got.”

CHAFTER Il

During the ten vears that followed,
when the Farringdons came back to
their summer haunts near Lyttelton-
Leas, the vicar's wife used sometimes
to recall to the vicar’s sister their first
encounter about Anne Carter, and
never without triumphant commentary
on the intervening years. Anne was
literally unchanged. Having at about
fifty reached the limit of the refining
and etherealising possibilities of ad-
vancing age, she stopped short, and
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never thereafter grew a day older. Not
so her employers. The vicar’s health
failed, and failed so conspicuously at
the end of that quiet decade, that he
was induced to give up the chapel-of-
case at Lyttelton-Marley. No one
noticed that about the same time he
gave up preaching privately against the
vulgar and most unsound notion that
manual labor and domestic service had
in them anything of degradation, and he
had less to say about the fine object-
lesson of Anne Carter's proud and
simple life.

The summer that year had been cold
and rainy. There was a good deal of
sickness about. One dripping after-
noon in July, Anne protested against
Mrs. Keston's going the usual Friday
round among the parish poor. While
the vicar's wife was saying feebly “"No—
no, she wouldn’t get into the habit of
staying in for the weather,” Anne had
put ou her plain but stately garments
and was on her way with Mrs. Keston's
soups and jellies to their well-known
destination,

It was not the first time, nor yet the

134

»

Below the Salt

second, that she had undertaken this
office in inclement weather. But that
evening she came back with a cough
and a chill. The next morning she
dragged through her work, looking like
a m_.:umr and the next afterncon she re-
tired to her own room, unlocked a rarely
opened drawer, took out certain articles
of linen, laid them across the foot-
board, undressed, and betook herself to
bed. Anne Carter was very ill.

There was consternation in the vicar's
household. Everybody there had been
ill some time in that ten years except
Anne. She had nursed them all, and
half the village as well, and now this
rock of steadtast endurance, this pillar
of the house and parish, was stricken
down,

The doctor thought the gravity of
the case should be made known to the
woman's family. ‘

“I'm glad this is Sunday,” said Mrs.
Keston the next day, standing at the
foot of Anne's bed. * Your sons will
be here this afternoon, 1 suppose.”

“No," said the sick woman feebly. 1

““Why, 1 thought they a/ways came.’
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" Yes—only to-day H
“Why not to-day? "
vE...ﬂ..ﬁ..__mu, ve got leave—gone to Dids-

“All of them? "

"y es

“I'm sorry for that. Don't you
think—of course this may be nothing
but a cold v

" Nothing but—?" The woman
closed her eyes an instant, as if to keep
to herself any expression of suffering
they might betray. * This,” she went
on, opening them again with recovered
serenity, ** this is nothing but pleurisy."

" Has the doctor told you so 7" asked
Mrs. Keston.

“No."

“Oh, of course you know the symp-
toms. I ought to be the last to forget
you nursed me through two attacks
since you 've been with us, Stiil =
_ Aune looked through Mrs. Keston
into space.

* I shan't have fwo attacks,” she said,
without expression.

* Are you alarmed about yourself? "
Mrs. Keston's voice faltered a little.

136

Below the Salt

4 No," said the woman rigidly.

“Still, I think your sons ought to
to come and see you They oughtn’t
to be so far away as Didsbury.”

“1 *ve sent for them.”

"Ah! I'm glad! When will they
comef? "

“In time—in time."

*The doctor's manner has frightened
you"'—Mrs. Keston felt the tears rising
—"but you mustn't give up hope, you
know.”

“1 have something better than hope.”

"Better? ™

‘I #mow that my Redeemer liveth.”

This, from the point of view of physi-
cal health, was vague.

“Does she actually realize that she
can't get well?" thought the wvicar's
wife, looking at the immobile face and
steady eyes. As she moved away from
the bed, with that sense of baffled kind-
ness that Anne so often gave her, Mrs.
Keston knocked down the clean linen

that hung over the foot-board.

“ Never mind," said Anne weakly, as
the vicar's wife stooped to pick up the
things.
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" If these are airing,” said the lady,
“they 'd better be by the fire,"

“They won't need airing,"” observed
Anne impassively.,

_As Mrs. Keston took hold of a great
prece of linen, it slipped out of its folds
and fell voluminously along the floor.
The vicar's wife looked across its snowy
whiteness to the white face of the
wornan,

*“What do you use this for?"

“I haven’t used it yet,” said Anne.
There was a pause.

“You don't mean——" began Mrs.
Keston.

_ “¥es, the old way is the best. Fash-
ions change so," said Anne Carter.

Mrs. Keston folded up the winding-
sheet with a chill creeping down her
spine.

“* Yes," she said stupidly, just to break
the grave-like stillness with a human
sound—* a—yes,"

“Yes,"” echoed Anne with her stead-
fast eyes on the linen—** I 'm sure it will
be more in keeping.”

Mrs. Keston had assisted at many a
death-bed. Yet she went downstairs a
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good deal shaken. 5She was conscious,
too, that her feeling was not all due to
her very real sorrow at the prospect of
losing Anne. Under the unusual stress
of feeling, she found courage to pene-
trate to her husband's sanctum, where
not even she, as a rule, dared follow
him. But she explained: Anne Carter
was dying and knew she was dying. He
must go and administer spiritual con-
solation.

The wvicar put down his quill and
pushed back the sermon paper with
marked reluctance.

* Dear,"” said his wife, nervously, " do
make haste. She takes it in a strange
terrible way."

“Ah! hysterical 7™

* No—no. Dn_ﬂ 50 quiet—so——"'

“Ah! pumbed !

“No; dreadfully conscious of every-
thing and—oh! I don't know—do go
and comfort her.” N

* Comfort her!" the wvicar repeated
to himself as he slowly mounted the
stair—Comfort! " Anyone who knew
him would have thought him singularly
ill at ease, but he knocked at the door
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and went in. The little maid-servant
who was sitting by the bed got up and
came out. The vicar toak her chair.

*1 hope you are not suffering much.”

Anne tightened her pale lips an
almost imperceptible instant.

“ Thank you,” she said.

“Is there anything we can do for you
besides !

*“ No, thank you,"” she interrupted in
a weak voice.

*1 mustn't let you talk,” he said.
** Suppose we read a little."  He pulled
a small prayer-book out of his pocket.

“No,"” sherepeated, ‘no,thank you.”

The vicar looked at her in some per-
plexity.

“Are you feeling worse ¥ Shall I
ring "

“The bells in this room can't be
rung fere.”  She looked up E_m_..:—.ﬂ at
the row of dangling tyrants. * But
I've taken some of my own medicine,”
she went on.  * I 'm easier.”

“Then wouldn't you like me to—a
— " e lifted up the worn red
prayer-book.

“ No "
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He stared at her over the open page.

“ ] haven't minded coming to morn-
ing prayers when I'm well,” said the
woman, * but when 1 'm dying, I must
have my own minister."

“Your own minister !" repeated the
vicar, slightly dazed.

“Yes. [ didn't want to hurt anmy-
body's feelings by mentioning it before
—but I'm a Wesleyan."”

“Ah! really! Hm-—really! But
even so —— "

“No, I don't believe in those pray-
ers,” she looked sternly at the old red
prayer-book.

“QOh " said the wvicar somewhat
abashed. * Then shan't we send fora
minister of your own faith ¥

i ] 've done that.”

“Ah! Hm! When do you expect
him 7"

“ To-morrow noon.”

* And your sons?”

“ To-morrow noon.”’

“] see. And there's nothingwe can
do for youmeanwhile ¥ He got up,
slipping the despised prayer-book into
his coat-pocket.
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* Perhaps—just to be on the safe
side.” Anne drew herself up a little
on one elbow and pulled out a long
envelope from under the pillow. *IF,
you understand such things,” she said
dubiously. * My eldest son does—but
the train might be delayed.” She
dropped back on the pillow,

The vicar unfolded the paper.

“Your will ?”

" Could you read it out ? "' she said in
a whisper.

“Certainly.” The vicar cleared his
throat. *“1I, Anne Carter, being of
sound mind—this was drawn up by a
lawyer ™

“ My husband’'s was. This is a copy.
Names changed and—you 'll see.” She
propped herself up again and leaned
over the small table at the bedside,

* Anything I can give you?" said
the vicar.

“No. If you'll just go on reading.”
She poured out a tcaspoonful of medi-
cine and swallowed it impassively.

The vicar read on. The document
devised and bequeathed her husband's
little farm to her * four sons.”
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“ You mean three, don't you ?" the
vicar interrupted himself.

“No four. They will all be here
to-morrow.” She dropped back on her
pillow and pressed her crossed hands
over her chest. But if she was in
pain, her face kept the secret. *“I
must tell you,” she whispered. * My
husband and 1 worked and saved in
spite of bad luck, and gave the threc
eldest what schooling we could. When
my husband died, little David was ten.
I couldn't have carried on the farm
without the boys, so I let it.” (She
stopped and panted a moment.) “But
we couldn't manage little David's
schooling unless I went back into
serv—"" her voice had sunk almost be-
yond hearing—*1 mean,” she said
sharply, with sudden life: “ unless I
took a situation. So I came here."”

“ 1 see,” said the vicar.

* And what with the rent and my—
salary, little David has got through his
studies™ (her face lit up), “was re-
commended at the Quarterly Circuit
meeting, passed by the Synod” (she
was radiant now), *“and to-day
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he 's preaching his trial sermon.” She
caught in her breath in ecstasy or pain.
*“His three elder brothers have gone
to Didshury to hear little David preach-
ing the Gospel of Christ.”

“ A preacher!"

“David is a Wesleyan minister.”
The proud lock faded. Her eyes filled
suddenly, a strong compression whiten-
cd her patient lips. The vicar realized
that he had never seen Anne moved
before in all those ten years, *]
wouldn't have David see me in a
servant’s place,” she was saying, “ex-
cept—well—I must just see him once be-
fore—" Sheturned her face to the wall,

There was silence in the room.

“1 couldn’t let you know," she said
presently, in a steady voice. I was
afraid it would cost me the place. And
I had dedicated David to the Lor
when he wasborn.  So for his sake 1
said nothing. For his sake I had to
make to myself friends of the mammon
of uprighteousness."

“I see,” The vicar accepted  his
new rile without a blush, and went on
reading the will.
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«Jt seems to me to be in form, wit-
nessed and everything.”

«] thought so''—she breathed hus-
kily.

“And I 've written to the post-office
to draw out what I have there. It will
come in time I hope for—for every-
thing.”

“You are able to face the pgreat
Change with a blessed Faith,"” said the
vicar.

The woman nodded feebly. He rose.

“And you have better reason than
most people to hope to hear on the
other side—'Well dope, good and
faithful servant.” " .

“*Son,’"” quoted the woman im-
perturbably, ** ‘remember that thou in
thy lifetime receivedst thy good things,

‘and likewise Lazarus evil things, but

now he is comforted, and thou art
tormented.” " .
“Hm! yes—yes,” said the wicar
without enthusiasm, edging towards
the door. .
wiTo him that overcometh will _.
grant to sit with me on my throne,”’
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Anne Carter went on in a dull muffled
chant.

“What are these which are arrayed
in. white robes ?°

***These are they which came out of
great tribulation.

“*Therefore are they before the
throne of God, and serve Him day and
night in His temple ; and He that sitteth
on the throne shall dwell among them,
and God shall wipe away all tears from
their eyes.""

“Amen," said the vicar meekly, and
closed the door behind him. But he
paused with his foot on the top stair.
Surely Anne was better. Her usually
soft low voice was swelling out behind
him into a pzan of sombre triumph.

"*They that are first shall be last
and the last first"—* Every one that
exalteth himself shall be abased, and
he that humbleth himself shall be ex-
alted."

“iThe stone which the builders re-
jected, the same is become the head of
the corner.”

“*For he hath regarded the lowli-
ness of his handmaiden. He hath
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scattered the proud in the imagination
of their hearts.’

“+He hath put down the mighty
from their seat; and hath exalted the
humble and meek.”

wirHe hath filled the hungry with
good things: and the rich he hath sent
empty away.""” .

The vicar went on downstairs.

“I hope you comforted the poor old
creature,” said Mrs. Keston. And her
kind heart was troubled at her hus-
band’s unsympathetic setting forth of
his discovery of wiittle David.”

CHAPTER 11l

The following Friday the vicar and
his wife walked slowly home from the
Dissenters’ burial-ground, where they
had left Anne Carter under her coverlid
of damp, black soil, with her stalwart
sons, two at the head and two at the
foot of her narrow bed.

Mrs. Keston had been weeping.

“James,” she said, when they had
gone a short distance, " the way she
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fuced death was a credit to puor hu-
manity,"

“Yes," said the vicar, “ she showed
admirable fortitude.”

They paused a moment near the top
of the hill to look back at the little
burying-ground. The villagershad scat-
tered, ounly the four young men were
left there sentinel-like by the new-made
grave.

" There was something antique in the
splendid- self-respect of that woman,"
said Mrs. Keston. 1 mean your sister
to know she died as nobly as she lived,™

*Well—a—" responded the wvicar
with a kind of slow embarrassment, * 1
wouldu’t force that point.  Weall recog-
nized she had excellent qualities.”

“James!" Mrs. Keston stopped short
again. * How grudgingly vouspeak ! "

“No—ua-—no," said the wvicar ab-
senatly, looking at the sunset through
the trees; * she was a remarkable per-
son in her way."

“You don't speak of heras you used
to."  Mrs. Keston's tone was almost
an attaclk.

The vicar looked away from the
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painted west aird back at the #.:..Zn W,Eu_,...-
ing-ground below. Alrcady it lay m
shadow, and the sentinel sons were
gone.

« Now that she's dead, perhaps ._
ought to tell you,” he said, " for there 's
a lesson im it."

# Tell me what 7"

»You know how fidgety I've been all
my life about any one’s going into my
study.” . -

v Dear me, yes—and the pigsty it s
been 1™

“Well, a year or so after Anne came
to us—h'm1" He cleared his throat
as though regretting he had begun.

Mrs. Keston smiled.

« Did she dare to give youa surrep-
titious dusting ? .

w After she came 1 begun to miss my
go (L} )

# Heavens ! James. You might as
well suspect me.”

w1 didn't suspect any one.. I thought
I’d mislaid them.” .

# Of course you had. ) )

 Especially when, after a while, 1'd
find them back in their old places.
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“Yousee! Why, I think 1 remem-
ber one of those thnes.  You asked me
about it. 1 told you then you 'd simply
overlooked it"

“So ©imagined tll one of my miss-
ing Moscheims turned up with a great
coffee stain on the front page.”

“You '"d forgotten—it must have been
there aliwvays."

“ I sure it wasn'L"

“But you couldn't suppuse that
Anne 2

"1 didn't know what to suppose. [
was morbidly afraid of accusing some
onewrongfully. It went on foryears—
off and on. The books always came
back. Dut two years ago, when the
fourth volume of Wesley's sermons
came home from an outing, it was a
brand new book instead of one like my
old set.”

“What on earth did you think? ™

* That something worse than a coffec

stain had befallen my fourth volume.™

* You didn't say anything.”

“No. To tell the truth, I had come

to be horribly afraid that, in spite of say-
ing nothing, 1 should find some one out.”

15
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“And you never did find out?' Mis.
Keston's voice betmmyed a lurking
relief.

s Well, you shall judge. The first
Sunday after 1 gave up Lyttelton-Mar-
ley, you remember we went to hear the
new incumbent.”

“Yes, but you had a headache and
came home after the anthem.™

“Exactly, and left you to make my
apologies to my successor. Well, by
the time 1 got to the end of the long
drive home | was better. 1 let myself
in and went straight to the study. 1
heard a commotion as I reached the
door, and the sound of a window being
shut. When [ got in, there was Anne
standing n the middle of the room,
painfully embarrassed, and the place
filled with tobacco smoke.”

o A pne—smoke 7"

aWait, 1 stood still a moment as
embarrassed as she was 'I—1 just
came in to-—shut the window—in case
of rain," she stammered. <O, 1 said,
+1 don't remember leaving it open.’
‘Y—yes, sir,” shesaid.  She had never
said *Sir* to me before. She sidled
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out of the room somehow, hanging her
head a little, and looking painfully un-
like her usual upright self. When she
was gone, 1 went over and felt the gas
stove  The iron was hot. Evidently
the flame had only been just turned
out. My portfolio of Piranesi illustra-
tions was lying on the table. The ash
trays, that 1 never use, had come into
service, the top was off my best box of
cigars, and one of my tobacco jars had
been taken from the shelf and left on
the sofa. 1 sat down beside it, feeling
rather dazed. As T did so, my hecl
touched something under the—curtain
—what do you call it F—round the sofa."

“Valence,” interjected Mrs. Keston,
breathless. * Was it a man?"

“ No—a tea tray, laden with cakes
and jam, one teacup and three glasses
of brandy and seltzer.”

“Three! The sons!™

“1 pushed the tray back and went
and opened the window. The gera-
niums in the flower-bed underneath
were trampled, and there were foot-
prints in the earth. A good many
things became plain as I stood there.
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I knew that my library had ministered
to the intellectual needs of the Three
Musketeers, and that my brandy and
my tobacco had helped their mother to
keep them out of public-houses and
bad company. And I w_nm.m_.. to sce
how she might feel herself justified in
spoiling the Egyptians for so godly an
end. If she had only stood her ground
and not told me that feeble lie. For
the truth, there might be excuse—there
might be unanswerable argument—for
the lie nothing but pity that the coward-
ice and servility in the woman's blood
should betray even such a nature as
hers.” -

* James, 1—I can’t believe it.

“ My dear,we expected too much. Of
course I didn't know then what I know
now, that most if not all the book-bor-
rowing was for ‘little David." It was
for ‘little David," you know, that she
put on the yoke of service again in her
old age. Inoticed,” Mr. Kestonadded,
as he held open the vicarage-gate for
his wife— I noticed that * little David’
appeared less moved than any one near
the grave.”

153



Below the Salt

“Yes," said Mrs. Keston, and Ler
voice was heavy with disillusionment—
*“Yes, J thought *little David® didn’t
secm to care.”

She went into the house feeling that
she lad come home to face a bleaker
misfortune than mere death.  Shewent
upstairs to take off her things—but in-
steawld of doing so at once, she walked
aimlessly through the upper part of the
house, till she came to Amne Carter's
room. She opened the door and looked
in.  Scrupulously, spotlessly clean as
it had been all these ten years, the only
beauty, the only colour in that baie

white room came through the single
| window upening on the west. But there
was an influonce there still, alive, elo-
(uent, imperious, repudiating so sternly
Mr. Keslon’s interpretation of that
scene in the study, that his wife bowe:d
her head with humilintion and  then
looked up alimost radiant with relief. 1
wisn't true ' Anne had simply shielded
some one clse,

Alrs., Keston had promised the sons
that she would have their mother's be-
longings packed up and ready to go
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away early the next morning. With

4 dim notion of making up for the

vicar's unworthy suspicions, she detir-

mined that no one but herself should

touch Anne's things. She took off her
bonnet and laid it on the bed, The
key to Anne's trunk :u._.._. been found

under her pillow.  Mrs. Keston turned
it in the old-fashioned lock and leaned
back the lid. A few winter clothes
were laid loosely in the bottom ..,Enw
squares of camphor. Mrs. Keston Eﬂ.um
the things out to fold them flutter. Un-
derneath was an old _nns..:.._.k..“_r__.ﬁ._ ..:.u._
a portly bundle labielled * David's T JH_
Sermons.” And there were lopse copies
of the Tines, apparently taking up raom
to no purpose. Away with them! And
what were all these regular shaped
ﬂunrmmdm underncath  the E..ﬂ..u._ﬁtﬂm
The wrapping round one was torn. It
was a packet of writing paper bearing
the house stamjh:

ThE VICARAGE, LyTTLETON-LEAS:
Feeling like a thief, Mrs. Keston

broke the wrapping om oRc after
another.  The last packet had evi-
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dently been made up a long while ago.
It was stamped with the crest which
the vicar had given up using eight or
nine years before. Mrs. Keston dropped
on her knees beside the trunk, and
turned up the contents feverishly. The
entire bottom was lined thick with
stamped envelopes and  post-cards.
She shrank back as if her own belong-
ings burned her. If only it had been
an ordinary servant! If only it hadn't
been Anne Carter !

“1 've been looking for you,” said a
voice. The vicar stood at the open
door. “What's the matter?” [e
was coming in. Mrs. Keston made an
mvoluntary movement with her hands
to prevent his looking into the trunk.
But he was already staring down on
the varied assortment of all the sta-
tionery he had used for the past ten
years. He said nothing for some
moments,

Mrs. Keston had looked away. Pres-
ently she was conscious of his stooping
and taking up the lacquer box.

*“ Did you ever see this before 7 ™ he
sand,
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W n-v!

N ﬂ_—mn it wher, I was a boy. When
I put it away in the long cupboard
yearsago both the hinges were broken.

“ Dear, this may be another one.
You know how forgetful you are about
nn.nw__.__w. vicar shook his head with the
ghost of a smile.

“ No, this was given to me by
he broke off suddenly+and looked on
the underside. *“There's a _n:....w.q 1
scratched on it when I was twenty.”

*She thought it was an c_a‘ﬁ:ﬁw
you'd thrown away,” Mrs. Keston
E.MMM-” husband turned wwq:_iw”, and
looked at the capacious drawers in the
old press. *“When you go Enonmw
those you may find other .own_;m_.ﬁm-

“No! no!™ Mrs. Keston's voice was
almost a cry. ‘““There's nothing m._n:n
but Anne's own clothes. .ﬂw_.un.m. she
added, in a lower wvoice, getting up
hurriedly from off her _..._.:wnm.. T —.4.2. us

go down stairs. 1—I1—think 1’11 let
Maria do the packing.”

e
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The vicar hesitated a moment, and
then laid down the box.

“Very well,” he said. But he took
it up again and studied the faded
laciuer.

“1'm swre you're mistaken,” said
his wife. *“ 7lius box hasn't broken
hinges.”  She took it out of his hands
to demonstrate the fact.

“ No, the hinges have been mended,”
he said. But she had lifted the cover
to show him. He stared! The box
was full to overflowing with postage
Em:_ﬁm.

“James ! James? " his wife whispered,
_ccr:_m from the box to his face and
back again into the box, * you 're not
thinking all these r

*Hm!" said the vicar, turning them
over. “They are not in sheets, you
see. They areall pulled apart as I have
them in the drawer downstairs,”

** But she—she may have had some
fad urc:.wmﬁ.m:rm her money in that form.
She may have bought them, one or two
at a time, through all these years."

The vicar shook his head.

“There are only the kinds here that
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1 keep. Penny, halfpenny, twopence-
halfpenny, and six-penny ones for tele-
grams.” o

“Oh, why, wiy didn’t she burn all
this hoard | " Mrs. Keston wailed. **She
wasn't taken by surprise.”

“My dear,” said the wvicar, “ _.._._u
reason e are taken so much by surprisc
is that we have supposed the servant
code and ours to be the same. .m_E:r.
Carter was the product of centuries of
servitude. She looked upon these
things as her perquisites. Hoarding
them was an act so natural to her thrift,
and so permissible in her position, _,M._mr
in the great preoccupation of dying,
she forgot all about it."” .

“We mustn’t let her sons know," Mrs.
Keston whispered hastily E:ﬂm up the
stationery. We must get all this out of
sight.” She scized the lacquer box.

“No, no,” said the vicar, * leave that.
We can't be guite sure about the stamps.”
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w1 assure you," Rose said to me,
only the other day, 1 never hear the
'servant question ” mentioned, that my
conscience doesn't prick me in the
name of Jane Rodd. To think that 1
simply drove off and left that peor old
creature standing on the pavement—
growing dimmer and  dimmer as 1
looked back, till she was swallowed up
in the fog. 1 shall never be able to
understand how I could be so cruel”

Rose Elwyn is married now, and las
eight or ten servants, and might very
well have other sins on her conscience;
but the Jane Rodd episode remains to
this day her pet iniguity.  She has re-
turned again and again to the subject,
until my own slight acquaintance with
“Jane" seems to bave grown intoa
vivid personal familiarity.

It was against my advice that Rose
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arul her brother el their comfortalb!le
home m St. John's Wood, and toulk
that suite of unfurnished apartments in
Bloomsbury. But Tom Elwyn de-
clared that a fcllow who Emm._.nﬂn_:ﬁ
law must live pearcr the Temple, aud
Rose that an actress must not be so
far m_._w:h the theatres. | knew that it
was ridiculous for thosc two young
simpletons to try such an experiment
far Tom Elwyn, near-sighted, :mmmnan
ary, absorbed in his studies, was no
whit more unpractical than Rose her-
self, ..ﬁ._.:u knew as much about house-
keeping and the management of ser-
vants as 1 do about—well, the theatre
lur instance.  Although [ sent them
the most trustworthy and capable of
charwomen “to start them™ in their
new home, 1 still feel somewhat has-
:E.mm when [ reeall Rose's ecarly difli-
culties in sccuring the * one nwmumr_n
servanl ™ of her dreams.  She had
u__.nu.&l tricd aml dismissed three " im-
possible young women," as she ealled
_._EE. when she fell ill of the influenza.
Fom began to sigh openly for the
comfort of the house in St. John's
1hiy
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Woud, and for release from the inte
mittent attentions of the well-meaning
charwoman.

The excellent Mrs. Johnson, poos
soul, had a houseful of little children,
two of whom most opportunely took
the measles at this juncture. Rose has
told me how she lay on the sofa one
morning, miserable at being “out of
the bill," and despondent about the
domestic situation, when Mrs. Johnson
came in to say Jane Rodd was in the
kitchen.

“Who is Jane Rodd ?" said Rose.

A person from some agency,
ma’am, to see about 2 place.”

wLet her come in.” Rose turmed
away her head with weary impatience.
The last thing Tom bad said as he
went out that morning, was something
uncomplimentary about the way wo-
men dealt with the servant guestion.
He had not approved of his sister’s in-
stant dismissal of the last maid merely
because she was a little untidy, and
was found, one day, trying on her

mistress’s hats. Rose said Tom was
selfish, and wanted the maid forgiven
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_F..nu:m.... she made such excellent -
frécs—it was just like a man ; but Rose
H_Em"ﬂ: had more principle.

She lay on the sofa after Mrs
Johnson's exit wondering if Jane Rodd
would be mercly one more “...q_nmq,.‘ fail-
ure u._,..c:E she prove m_:_ucmmmm,_n at
_,5# sight, or would she wear a reassur-
g outside, masking a passion for the
mistress's hats and the master’s bur-
gundy.  Or would she fill the place
with  * followers,” and make _W,n_mqa
soup, and refuse to wear a cap. A
knock. Rose turned suspicious eyes
to :Fw door as Mrs. Johnson m_u__anwi.
:m__m::W in Jane Rodd. ,

[T . L
:mﬂ%;ﬂ.“ﬂnﬂmw e St el

Vs a cheerful counten-
ance and a bright delicate complexion
dropped an old-fashioned curtsey as
_wp”u__.r..mﬁ up.  Mrs. Johnson retired.

) F:_n__n_-_:c_.nm_ﬁ.: said Rose, notic-
ing the incongruity of the ﬁ”nEE_....
rc_.::._ with her otherwise m.._:u_u“,..
attire.  She had on her head one of
n_ch.n.?mE_n.:.n French inventions ap-
propriately called the “ Eiffel .H.cﬂ,mq_:
cvidently the cast-off finery of some
166
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lady bent on looking smart, even at
the price of looking foolish. 5o
damning may an ill-inspired bonnet be,
that Rose felt at once, “This woman
won't do.” The black lace audacity
leaned a trifle to one side, and gave the
wearer a rakish, bank-holiday aspect.
Yet, aside from the bonnet, she looked
like a highly respectable person who
had fallen on evil days. Her clothes
were fairly decent; her expression,
though very genial, impressed Rose as
pathetic.

“Who scnt you to me? " she asked.

“A lady from Finchley Road, 'm.”
Her voice was a little tremulous. She
held out a soiled visiting-card bearing
my name, and the line I had hastily
scribbled underneath. ¢ occwrs fo e
this person might do for you. Make in-
quirees.”

“Your friend called at the office
this morning,” Jane Rodd said, eagerly
watching Rose’s face ; *“she wanted an
under-nurserymaid — but—she thought
I might do— fur — fur 5

“] see,” Rose said, and began the
dreary catechism she had come to
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Lknow by heart.  *Can you cook ? can
you do this and that ? will you wear
a cap and apron " and so on.

Jane Rodd answered all these ques-
tions with a cheerful alacrity, wvolun-
Leering much more than she was asked,
and discovering the fact that she was
as voluble as she seemed “willing."
She took the rosiest view of every-
thing. Rose candidly named certain
“drawbacks " to the place, but she
smiled away all objections with invin-
cible optimism, Rose said she fearcd
the work might prove too heavy, and
that Mrs. Johnson was there only on
certain days. The woman turned her
head sideways with a little jerk, and
eyed Rose suspiciously. “ Work too
‘eavy !" she said, with an accent of re-
proach.  “Y¥ou think I 'm too old?"”

“No, no," Rose said hurriedly, “ not
atall.” She noticed that the bright-
ness in the woman's eyes was of a
watery kind. It was this look of un-
shed tears above her steadfast smiling,
that had somehow touched the girl.

“Won't yer just #3 me, 'm?”

The door opened, and Tom came in.
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He looked at Jane Fodd with his ncar-
sighted stare, nodded to Rose, and went
over to the fireplace. Rose says he
stood there opposite her, in ﬂ-.uﬁ exas-
perating attitude of the male in a do-
mestic crisis — warming his back, with
wide-apart legs, and the air of resery-
ing the right to condemn everybody
and everything within his range of
vision.

“You have brought your creden-
tials?” Rose said to the woman in the
pause.

“My—er . .

* Your recommendation from your
last mistress.”

“Eh? My character! Oh no, —
ain’t got it with me; but Mrs. Grey
said she'd give it to "ocever asked her
fur it. 1 can give yer "er address. She
began to fumble in the waterproof bag.
Mrs. Johnson knocked and came in

iedly.
_.:__..._._Hxnm._mn me, Miss,” she mummw_., :,E.w
Nellie 'as been over to say .ﬁ_::.E_m.m
worse, and I must go home. 1'm afraid
he 's—he’s " She turned away
with a choke in her voice.
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“I'm so sorry,” Rose said, “but |
hope You'll find he s ypt 50 ill as they
think,™

“Thank you, 'm,” said Mrs. Johnson
nervously,  « ppe cxcuse me, Miss, |
can't wait 3 minute — the cutlets are
nearly  done; perhaps you’'ll let this
person dish the luncheon up for you.
If Jimmie isnt Good-bye, Miss.”

She went out quickly, with her apron
to her eyes,

“Oh yes, 'm, 1|1 dish up yer dinner,”
said Jane, ey don’t matter f yer
don't keep me in the end. 11l do that
much fur Yye, and welcome,”

She moved towards the door with
amiable ur.FiS.. Rose .nunn—._m:m....a
looks with her brother, You may sit
in the hall tl] H:.:W.: she said.

“Thank yeo miss:"™ she curtseyed
with an air of delight, and knockey a
little silver-framed Picture off the cab.-
inet by the door,

“Oh-—oh—" ghe gathered it up
with agitation, ¢ ain’t broke ! " ghe
said gaily, and set jt down, She
bumped against the door as she went
out, and gave forth another, “ Qp!"

150

Confessions of a Cruel Mistress

i i rous laugh., As the
th a little nervous laug s th
MM.E. closed behind her, Tom Elwyn
grinned. B
L old party,” he sa B
..U@_H.M m“_nnn:m_ respectable  enough,
Rose said, *“and she was sent by Mrs.
._ﬂ.ﬁ._.__c_mw._u Mrs. Alton sent her, did she?"
Tom mmhoun_n as if that materially u.:n_.nﬁm
the case. “Well, why don’t you try
w " ' .
__.nw. Perhaps 1 will.” m.o_.wn mm&.: as
I see about her c aracter.
mba.v._..___?m__m..mﬂ d’ you want with a character
i . Alton sent her 7’ ,
: Wm_m_m—_ Mrs. Alton aonm:..n seem  to
know _.ﬂun_._ about her. _.n__wn says on
d * make inquiries. .
rnw._MMn probably meant of the old party
herself — to find out what she could
mM—. Mrs. Alton ___...._n.:_n_.:,ﬂ send her
here unless she was all right m_am:nmn..ﬂ
1l that kind of _._::.ma. esi
ﬂwmimnnn on with increasing emphasis,
“ we must have somebody, and we anmm
have lunch.” Tom began to sniff the
”.. “ Rose, those cutlels are _mu.‘waw.:.w.. .
B .n._.Enn brother and sister arrived in
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the kitchen Jane was rescuing the cut-
lets.  This feat satisfactorily accomp-
lished, she was told she might take off
her things, and bring in the luncheon,
She could come on trial for a week, if
Miss Ehwyn licard satisfactory accounts
of ber from her last place.

“Miss Elwyn will write this after-
noon," said Tom.

“Thank ye, sir,” said Jane, looking
delighted. ] 've got a change o
clo’es in my bag, and I 'lf send for my
box by-an®-by. 1 git dinner now,™
she said, with a jerky, but business-like
arr.  She made for n__nn_:...ﬁw. with that
kind of skating motion that served her
instead of a walk. Tom and Rose ad-
Journed to the study.

“ Fancy the old girl coming with her
bay and change of clothes, all ready
to rescue our cutlets, and stay for ever
and a day."

“Yes, I must write and fnd out
about her,” his sister said, thinking
how prudent and cautious she was be-
coming. She went out to show Jane
the onpiboards.

Luncheon was served aiter a fashion;
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but even Tom noticed Jane's original
methods of locomotion, and stared as-
tonishment at her as she m_.nmvaf_r”;
down upon him with a potato dish in
her hand, and knocked over his wine-

glass.

“Oh—oh—" shestooped and picked
up the stemless bowl, *“ them's so thin
at the waist, it 's like's if they ‘re made
o purpose to be broke,"” she said, .ﬂ.,_z_
the serenity of one who accomplishes
her mission. She laid down EM .qwmﬂ“.

. and held out the potato dish to
_..Hawu_“.ﬁ By nightfall she had added to
her trophics, a broken pitcher and a
disabled lamp. .

*Poor thing, I suppose she's ner-
vous,” was Tom's sympathetic expla-
nation of the havoc she seemed dis-
posed to make in their little home.
*Of course she'll never do™ they both
agreed, *' but we ‘Il put up with her for
a few days, and then send her off, with
a couple of weeks' wages."

That very evening Tom Elwyn was
called to the West of England on family

eSS,
rnﬂun the next two months Rose was
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for the most part alone with Jane Rodd.
I had my hands full with illness in
my own family, and knew if there were
any real trouble at my young friend's
door she would send me word. It
was not till Jane had been two weeks
in her new home, that 1 found a
Spare moment to run in one evening
at tca-time and learn the true state of
affairs.

Rose was getting better, and ex-
pected to take up her work at the
theatre the following Saturday night.
She said, of course, she wasn't going
to keep Jane, and had told her to look
out for an easier place, *Oh, thank
ve,” Jane had answered, “I ain't com-
plainin’; I kin stand a lot."

Rose is a goose. She had never
written to the woman's former mistress.
“It wasn't worth while,” she said, with
the weary indolence of the influenza vic-
tim.  *“I’'m not dreaming of keeping
Jane. 1 know by instinct that she 's
honest, and by expericnce that she
won't do—so why should I bother?”
In the low state the girl had been in,
unable to work, unable to visit or enter-
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tain, I could see that Jane Rodd's
queernesses had been a source of in-
finite amusement.

“I wish I could remember half the
amazing things she’s been saying and
doing,” Rose said, handing me a cup
of tea; * I should like to preserve some
of her reminiscences and views of life.
I can't make her out; but I 've been
made to understand her rooted objec-
tion to making haste, no matter what
the emergency, and her firm conviction
that whoever else has faults, at least
her withers are unwrung. You never
saw anything funnicr than her condes-
cending little ways of placating me
when she has done something I am
perverse enough to imagine unpardon-
ably stupid. Her rare fits of sulkiness
and disdain too"— Rose threw back
her head and laughed softly — **when
she skates about with her nose in the
air, and her watery eyes fixed in a
stony glare. Afterwards she softens
towards me a little, and is often oblig-
ing enough to dissect my character,
and tell me plain truths. She never
disguised from me the fact that she
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approved heartily of Tom, but was un
the whole doubtful about me. Not to
leave me quite without hope," Rose
proceeded, curling hersell up on the
sofa d la Turgne, with her tea-cup in
her hand, *Jane has more than once
said: “Yer can felf wonderful, miss—
yer can make a body think black 's w'ite
and w'ite s black. But yer expect such
a lot, 1 ain't up to ye." Jane thinks
everything would be all right if every
one were as nice and pleasant-spoken as
Mr. Tom; but considering that her ac-
quaintance with my brother is of about
six hours' duration, I dou't think Tom
need be unduly inflated by her ap-
proval.”

I soon gathered from Rose that lane
Rodd was quite the stupidest human
being in the universe — that she could
cook nothing., make nothing, keyp
nothing in order. I could see she was
tidy in her appearance; Rose said she
was ““willing " enough to madden you
—and diabolically cheerful.

“And drinks,” I added.

“OUh no!” Rose was a little in-
dignant.
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“Certain of it!" 1 replicd; *she
walks like it, and her eyes show iL”

“Other people have said that," ad-
mitted Rose, “but it cant be true. 1
should have noticed "

* Nonsense, you"d have noticed noth-
ing, so long as she could shuffie about,
except that her movements were sing-
ularly amusing. Why don’t you get
some one else at once ¥

*I must wait till Mrs. Johnson can
come back to me. That will be next
week, and 1 kave told Jane I can't keep
her.”

* Much good that will do.”

“QOh, I 've said it more than once. |
ask her every few days if she’s heard
of a place.”

“Well "

Rose smiled as at some diverting
recollection.  * Jane repeats: ‘A pilace,
'm ¢ and there's always a pause. Her
face wears a look of genial abstraction.”

*“*¥Yes," I say, ‘you know I told you
to look out for a place,’ ‘0" course,’
she says, ‘o' course, 'm, I'm lookin’
out,’ and that’s as far as we get.”

I don't know whether Rose Elwyn
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would know whether she were being

robbed or not—I have my doubts; but
she was vehemently_certain that Jane
was honest as the sun. Trinkets and
money had been left about from the
hour she came {of that I had no doubt),
and nothing had ever been taken (but
of that 1 know less). Rose said her
household bills were absurdly small,
and on inquiring into this she found
that Jane secemed to live on bread and
cheese and beer.

“] remonstrated,” Rose went on,
“but to no purpose. ‘I can’t do with
much meat,” Jane said; ‘my drop o
stout 's meat and drink, too. Wonder-
ful nourishin’ is stout." "'

“(Ff course,” 1broke in, * she makes
herself sillier than nature intended by

——constant tippling.”  But Rose was sure

I was mistaken ; as 1 said, Rose is a
goose.

*Jane has the best heartin the world,”
my young friend would insist. * She’s
always overdrawing her wages to buy
foolish little things for the kitchen, or
to send money to one or two good-for-
nothing sons, who have never helped
158
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her, though they "ve both been in good
position for ycars. They won’t come
and see her, or allow her to go to them.
Isn’t it hard 7" said Rose ; * and yet she
has never complained of them ; she
merely states the fact.”

“There 's something wrong,"” 1 said.
Rose turned to me with a little flash of
anger in her face.

““ Something wrong ? Yes, with those
sons."”

“ Do you let her go out much " 1
asked.

“*She 's never gone long. 1f I've
beenscolding her for some delinguency,
she 'll come scuffling in after awhile, and
ask me if I can spare her ten minutes
to do ‘a little shoppin’.’ Then she
goes out and brings me in two or three
jaded chrysanthemums, for a peace-
offering.”

“1 wonder what she gets to pacify
Jane Rodd,” 1 said. 1f Rose heard, she
ignored my base suspicions.

“She dusted my watch off the man-
telpiece yesterday on to the hearth,”
the girl went on, * broke the face and
the enamel, and hurt its poor little in-
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side. 1 raged mightily. T thought I
had about annihilated Jane this time,
but she lurched in just before tea, as
lively as ever. She had *been shoppin’,’
and with nods and becks and wreathed
smiles, she presented me with a drag-
gled red feather, done up in tissue paper.
‘I bought it off a Jew lady 1 know,’
she said, beaming with enthusiasm and
good-will. *“Yer needn't mind acceptin’
it—only cost elevenpence halfpenny—
ain't it a beauty? "

But I gathered that, in spite of mak-
ing rare bargains and certain kitchen
economies, Jane had proved an expen-
sive luxury in the long run. She seemed
to touch nothing she didn’t break. If
she helped Rose to put on her sandals,
she wrenched off the ribbons ; she spilt
whatever she handed her ; whatever she
stewed, boiled owver; whatever she
roasted, hurnt.

* But," said Rose, * my temper is the
only one ever rufled. *Yer the most
impatientest lady I ever come across,”
Jane has said more than once. 'Yer
oughtn’t to lct yerself git so excitable ;
it’s bad for the brain, gittin’ excitable.’
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Then she sniffs with an air of gloomy
foreboding, and flounders out of the
room, charging against the furniture on
the way."” )
On another occasion Rose said:
“ Jane’s opinion of my charms is cer-
tainly complex. She often condoles
with me upon my pallor. *Pity ye
ain’t got a speck o’ colour,’ she mmi one
morning lately, as she was helping me
to dress. * My "pinion is ye would "ave,
if ye didn't live in thebath tub. Stands
to reason ye must wash the red out
goin’ on like that."” .
“She never puts on my shoes,
Rose said that same day — “ wever,
without observing that she doesn’t in
the least wonder that 1 can't walk
much. *‘Yer fect's too small to be
much good to ye,’ she says sympa-
thetically.” (Rose hastened to add
this effect was obtained only by con-
trast with Jane's own, which were phe-
nomenal for size rather than for utility. )
«+D'ye do something to yer feet, miss,
in yer part o' the country,’ she asked
one day, ‘somethin’ to keep 'em from
m..os_mﬂuw * She was a little disconcerted
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at Kose's laughter.  *Well, ye mayn't
‘ave 'card they decs it in China. |
blieve yer mother did somethin® to yu
w'en ve was [ittle ; fur-—ye may laugh
as much as ye like—but yer feet ain’t
i proper keepin® with the rest o yer
body."™

Ruse could never get any definite in-
homﬂﬁ:mc: about her experiences just
prior to my meeting her that morning
at the agency ; when, by dint of wE:_W
tight and looking very neatand respect-
able, she had won my suffrage. Rose,
it seems, did not ask for the last mis-
tress’'s address until Jane had been
several weeks with her,

“ My lady ‘as moved to the country,
‘m,” the old woman said, and Rose felt
she had committed an indiscretion.

All Jane's reminiscences were of the
long ago. **When I was young, 'm."
UF sad or bitter memories she scorned
to acknowledge one. To be sure, there
were vague hints of bygone splendour,
of a certain suburban villa * w'ere they
kep' four servants ax” a boy, There
wuos  jes' wothin’ they didn't ‘ave! A
parden, miss, and every comfort, besides
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a cockatoo! ™ Jane would roll lher
eyes ecstatically at the recollection of
this acme of mortal magnificence.

She once lived in a doctor’s family.
“ Oh, they zous fond o' me,” she told
Rose, “and they sens good to me.  Dr.
h'Ellis "e says to me day, ‘e says, " Jane,
go and open that there box." Sich a
nice gentleman 'e wus, and s¢ fond o
'aving 'is joke. Well, miss, I went and
unfastened the lid o' the box; and wot
d 'ye think, miss, up jumped a skilling-
ton and shook all 'is bones at me! 1
s skeered—most out o' my wits. Dr.
h'Ellis "e laughed till Mrs. h'Ellis came
a-runnin’ in to sce wot "ailed "im. Sich
a nice gentleman ‘e wus, and 5o fond of
‘is joke!"™ Then lowering her voice,
«'E 'ad'a real skull, miss, and ribs all
across.” It was only her look of rem-
iniscent horror that assured Rose she
had left the * nice gentleman™ and re-
turned to his genial little joke. *“'E
was on wires, miss, and w'en yesce "em
like that all at once and suddint, they ‘re
awful skcery things—them skillingtons,”

She spoke to Rose one day with a
too significant approval of some solicit-
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vus yournyr eentleman, who had come
more than once (w inyuire how Misy
Elwyn was.  Upon Rose's Teproving
the old familiarity, Jane had laughed
indulgently.

* Law, miss, I been young myself—
ye needn’'t mind me. 1 only wonder
u..a_....._aa; let me ax "im in—'e 's got sich
a nmice cheerful face—"¢ 'd _ﬁqm ye up
a bit?"

I remember asking Rose what Jane's
own romance was: LThe %
arms akim d 160k off the old
woman to the life,

“*Iwus in love once myself, miss.
Yes, yes, reelly in love,  'E wus a
youny gentleman as kep' a fust-class
shop. 1 met im at Brighton, w'ere 1
wus nurse to a lady—aseh a nice lady!
L wus nincteen year old. 1 'ad a nice
colour then, and ‘e said I wus pretty
—' " Rose narrowed her eyes in a way
Jane had, when she grew meditative,
“*More "n 'im said I wus pretty them
days,"" she laughed a little nervous
apologetic laugh.

*Well, did you marry him? "™ Rose
had asked.
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v Mo, miss! Adn't T told yor e wus
the one I liked best? Ye never marries
that one! Yer sce there 's only one as
you reelly kin love, but no one never
marries ‘tn" "

Rose was shocked at this com-
placent pessimisn.  “ Why, Jane ¥
she said, " didn’t you =

¢+ Oh, my "usband wus a good man,
miss, and [ got to like 'im very well,
But I ain't never forgot that other one!” ™

The morning that Rose complained
of a sore throat, Jane was greatly ex-
crcised, because her mistress wouldn't
let her make a wonderful herb tea that
would cure her in half-an-hour.

“Yer don't trust me, miss, like yer
ought. Yer don't understand wot a
lot 1 knows 'bout sickness and medi-
cine. I've been a nurse ye see, and
talked with doctors. | know all about
w'at 's inside of us humans.” Sheleaned
on the foot of the bed, and nodded at

Rose sagely, while her old eyes gleamed
through their chronic mist. ** Ye see,
yer 've got two swallers, miss. My
swaller is small— very small, ‘specially
the one for food. 1 can’t git down
1895
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things like meat "n potatoes — not even
#.Em —that shows how sall that swal-
er 8. Noting Rose's look of mysti-
fication, she smiled with good-humoured
superionity. " Yer know them two lit-
tle things in the threat,” she explained
—*they “angs down a bit, and if ye
open yer mouth wide yer see ‘em plain
—well, thop re swallers ; one 's fur food,
vne's fur drnk,  Oh, I've talked with
the doctors! They 've told me a lot o
things most folks don't kuow."'

In spite of Jane's mimstrics, and
“gittin’ so excitable,” Rose was able to
return to her work in the theatre, on
the day she had mentioned. This move
roused Jaoe's keenest interest.

“1 didn't know ye were a theatre
lady,” she had said to Rose one day,
about @ weck aftter her arrival. She
beamed at her mistress with a new in-
terest.  * The girl downstairs told me
ye wus, but ye don't look a bit like it.”
Rose says she [elt instantly she was no
credit to her craft. She was wondering
what meatal wvision of the actress was
stored away in that old poor head,
when Jane suddenly stopped skating
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about, and flourishing her duster like
an oriflamme. She eyed her mistress
meditatively. )

“Then I's'pose ye know Bina ._.,_n_..,
ereaux, since yer a theatre lady 7

“No: who'sshe?”

« Oh, she's splendid. She's a theatre
lady, too. Do you know Nancy
Lifton 7"

“ No," said Rose; * what does she
dot”

«(h, she dances-—dances fiL to

make yer 'ead w'irl. 1've knowed sev-
eral theatre ladies. { like "em. Some
folks don’t, but 1 could always get on
with ‘em."”

Rose used to tell me with glee, how
she had sent Jane to the play, and how
she looked forward to having the old
woman in afterwards, to hear her im-
pressions. o ) -

vSome of the shimng ones i my

i

profession would have m_.u.m:nm_ “therr
eyes,” my young friend somd E_nr&_..... .
'“if they knew what Janc thought of
them.” . ‘
She paturally toul a lvely interest
in Rose's work, and came home with
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her mistress on the first night of Rosc's
return to the theatre in a state of cffer-
vescent excitement.

“Yer wus all beautiful, miss : but I
liked the good-natured gentleman best.
Oh, I loved the good-natured gentle-
man! [ liked You, too, miss — but [
never knowed ye till ye spoke.  Lord,
‘ow different ye do logk in them thea-
tre clo'es.”

Rose had a business appointment
after the matinde, in the E:o.ﬁ:_w week.
She rushed home late for tea, _m»::m
herself in with her latch key.  She
found the study fire low, and no lamps
lit. She went out into the kitchen.
Jane was sitting by a roaring fire, with
her great splay feet propped up in front,
and a look of beautiful content on her
nice old face,

“0Oh, that you, miss " she turned
her head and smiled Rose a welcome.

“Yes. I don't see any signs of tea,
and I'm in a hurry —a very great
#EJ..:

“Tea? Oh yes, 'm, 1'll git it

“ But make haste, please.”

“Yes, 'm." She got up, and shuffled
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over to the dresser. She regarded the
row of pendant cups with an air of
scrutiny, but her manner was so vague,
Rose said sharply —

* Don’t stand there staring. I must

have tea at once, or 1 'll be late for the

ing performance.”

nﬂm_.wwﬂm.w_._:mm. I'm comin"." She rat-
tled the cups and clattered the saucers,
and Rose returned to the study. Five
minutes passed — ten 5__.:;_& _L,_mmmmn_.
The girl went to the kitchen again,
feeling excessively out .um.. paticnce, and
dangerously hungry. It is not only the
superior sex who feel the inroads upon
temper made by those peculiar pangs
preceding a belated meal. .

Jane was skating gaily about in the
fireglow, between the dresser and the
red-hot range, but the tea was not ,Emnmﬂ

“Come, come, Jane, why aren't you
ready ? 1 could have got ten teas by
this time."”

Jane smiled and nodded.

“Comin’, miss." She __ac_mnnﬂmm
over to the table and took up a jug of

milk. .
“ But you don't come, and 1 "Il have
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to go back to the theatre in elcven
minutes ;" then remembering the news
she had heard at the matinde, Rose
added in a moment of inspiration,
““The Prince is coming to see the play
to-night, so I mustn't be late.”

“Wot, miss, #e Prince ? "E a-comin’
ter see yer play 7" she still had the
milk-jug in her hand, and was pouring
a steady white stream down her big
clean apron.

“Look ! You 're spilling the mill: 1"
Rose screamed.  But Jane was looking
at her mistress with a fixed and glitter-
ing eye, and a mind concentrated on
higher things. The milk streamed
away, till Rose caught the jug out of
her hand and said sharply —

“If you don't bring the tray in in
three minutes, I 'll go without tea.”

“No, no! Comin’, miss,” Jane said,
with singular perturbation. * Yer Il necd
ver tea! The Prince, the Prince! Well,
welll™ She sighed heavily, and lurched
over to the stcaming kettle. As Rose
left the kitchen, she heard her muticr-
ing again, “The Prince. Dear, dear!
The Prncer

150

Confessions of a Cruel Mistress

After Jane had blundered in with the
tray, she kneeled down and mended
the fire. Rose sat sipping her tea,

noticing how the old woman hung about, .

and how constantly her misty old eyes
were furtively regarding her mistress.
Finally she started for the door in that
wild hobbling fashion of hers, seemed
to miss the mark, and brought up short
opposite the tea-table. Rose had
never seen the old face so troubled.

* Miss,” Jane began tremulously, "1
'ope 'e won't take a fancy to ye, miss.”

“What do you m r

~

“The Prince, 'm,"” she m:»mqqﬁ_;mm.v

“‘e's very fond o’ theatre ladies.

“Is he? " Rose said, trying to keep
her countenance.

“QOh, yes, miss, very. An"—an'—I1
just wish ‘e wusn't a-comin’ to see yer.”

“Oh, don't you be frightened ; the
Prince doesn't care for serious ac-
tresses."

Jane wagged her head, with mingled
shrewdness and agitation, as she an-
swered—

“ You ain't foo serious, miss." She
started nervously at her mistress's peal
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of laughter. Rose could see she had
jarred on her sensibilities.

“Never mind, Jane. It's all right,
for I'm serious enough in the play, and
the Frince won't suspect what an agree-
able person 1 am off the stage.”

Jane seemed reassured, but still
doubtful.

“Yer see, miss, yer got fangroidge.”

*Got what? "

* Langwidge, miss. That's wot them
princes likes. Yer got sich a way o'
talkin’—sich a way o' sayin' things; it's
the langeidge o' these theatre ladies
that takes them princes. Ve see, yer
don’t talk like every day folk; I don’t
know 'ow yer does it. Now ‘ere 's me,
{can't doit. But ye see, you got lang-
widge, an’ w'en the Prince 'ears yer,
e'll never let ver come back.™

Rose did her best, between her fits of
laughter, 10 pacily the old woman; but
Jane followed lier to the door, scuttling
and floundering down the passage be-
E_.un_ her, breathing heavily from all
this unwonted agitation of mind and
body.

“1"epe ye "Il git back safe, miss,”
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“Don’t be silly, Jane"

“1 I sit up fur ye, miss.’

* Nonsense; go to bed as you always
do."

“ Deed, 'm, I woen't. 1 couldn'tsleep
thinkin' of vou and the I'mnce.  Oh,
miss, 1 'gpe e "Il let yer come back.'”

She opienie aor reluctantly, and
Rose ran downstairs splitting with
laughter.

When she got home Jane was wait-
ing for her at the top of the stairs, pee,
ing into the gloom vver the banister.

“That you, miss ¥ Jane said, with
a shake in her voice.

“Yes," Rose called up the staircase.
« Here I am.”

“Well, well,” Jane said, looking at
Rose incredulously, as she came up
under the gas jet at the top of the stairs,

“ didn't 'e come 7"

“Oh, yes; but 1'm obliged to tell
you that he seemed unmoved by my
' langwidge," and expressed no desire to
delay my return.” |

Jane drewa long breath as she turne:l
to open the door.

“I'm very glad, miss. 1 didn't look
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ter ‘ave ye back; but ye see”—she
nodded with a look of explanatory
shrewdness—*"fact is, the Prince, ver
sec, ¢ 's a getin’ old.”

It was just after Tom Elwyn came
home that Rose succumbed to a return
of influcnza.  Her brother and Fagreed
that-we really must insist upon her get-
ting rid of Jane, and finding some suit-
able and competent person to supple-
ment Mrs. Johnson's services. 1 could
see Rose had a foolish dread of the
moment when she must say definitely,
" Jane, you are to pack up your things
and go.” Indeed, she still persists in
referring to it as an ugly and not at all
creditable episode.

Early one foggy morning, while we
were at breakfast, Tom came to con-
sult me as to how the * getting rid "'
was to be accomplished.

** Jane grows more and more intoler-
able, he said. *“ Rose isn't having
proper nursing, and when I complain,
she says, ‘Don't I tell you I kave dis-
missed her—fiffy fimes ; she 's only wait-
ing till she finds a place. 1 can't turn
her into the stpoet,”
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“We must take them by surprise,™ 1
said. " How is Rose to-day 7"

“Not so well™

“She must come here. You must g0
home, dismiss that old woman, put Rose
in a cab, and bring her to me,"”

Tom Elwyn stared dumbfounded
through his spectacles.

“It’s the only way; don't tempor-
ise. Say I'm waiting for her, and be
as quick as you can."

When Rose came into my morning-

room a little after twelve o'elock on

her brother's arm, she was crying be-
hind a thick veil. The moisture glis-
tened through the silk tissue, and made
it cling to her cheek in places.

“You shall go up to vour room at
once, my dearie,” 1 said, kissing her.
*It s all ready, and there s a beautiful
?ﬂ a

“No, no. Let me sit here 2 mo-
ment,” she said. “I'm tired. I'm
miserable. Go away, Tom. You've
done nothing but hector and bother me
all the morning."

Rose sat down in the red leather arm-
chair and leaned her head back. 1 mo-
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tioned Tom to go. I untied her veil and
took off her hat.

*She's'no more fitted to take care of
herself than o little child,” Rose burst
cut, as | slipped off her jacket, * and
she’s getting old—and — and — use-
less.”  With a sobthe girl dropped her
lweadd  forward between her hands.
“ Foor old thing ! she said, half audi-
Lly, I poked the fire and bustled about.

*“Are your feet warm 7" 1 said in a
pause. Rose lifted her wet face, and
threw herself back wearily in the big
chair.

* 1t was cruel of me,"” she said, push-
ing back her hair; *and strange too, if
you look at it apart from custom.
Here is a woman who walked in—a
stranger out of the strect— and asked
us to let her come and do our services,
She came when we were in need of
help.™

“When your cutlets were burning,”
I interpolated, trying to give a less
seripus complexion to the affair.

“She has lived under our roof for
months. She has cooked and cleaned,
swept and waited on us."
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* And broken your cups and saucers,’
1 said.

“Did you never break anything 7"
my guest turned on me with a fierce
impatience. 1 wish / had nothing
worse than broken china on my con-
science. Jane Rodd had served us
faithfully and kindly for months, and
now I'm supposed to be doing the right
and natural thing in showing her the
door.”

My dear, don't exaggerate so. You
paid her her wages.”

“ Paid her. Oh yes, I've paid her.
She has bent her back, and tired her
poor old legs, borne with my temper,
brought me little tokens of good-will,
cared about me, and I've *paid’ her

with a few coins, and sent her homeless “ u

into the street.”

* Now, my dear!" I saw the girl
was ill, and disposed to look at the
matter through a distorted medivm.
“ Come upstairsand lic down. You've
got your old room, and after a good

long sleep you 'll feel a differcnt being.” -

"1 wonder where Jane will sleep to-
night #" Rose stared into the fire.
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“Tom 'sa coward ; Jie couldn't tell Ler
she had to go. He made me do that.
She came in to do my hearth, after Tom
had given me your messages. He had
talked a lot of nonsense, and then told
me, very crossly, I simply had to come
away. When Jane came in he went
out—like a man! ‘I'm going to
visit some friends, Jane,' I said, not
looking at her; ‘and 1 don't need you
any more,” She got up off her stiff old
knees and looked at me. 1 justgavea
glance in her direction, for I wanted to
know why she didn't speak. Her nice
complexion was flushed from the fire.
Ve mean 1 must go, miss ? " she said
after a moment. *Yes," I answered,
feelinghorribly. I knew Tom wouldn't
trust her to stay as caretaker, in our
absence. *I'm going as soon as I can
get dressed,' 1 said. ' You may leave
the hearth." The polishing brush fell
out of her hand, and rang azainst the
fender. *Yer want me to go #his very
mormin” 1" she asked. * We shallall go
this morming." *Very well, miss,’ she
answered with an awful kind of calm-
ness. She gathered up her brushesand
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went into the kitchen. She got her
things together, and Tom says she
drank some beer. I was sitting on the
side of the bed, nearly dressed, when
she came in again with my shoes
* Everything’s ready, miss,’ she said
with a wavering laugh. *I never went
out of a place before on such short
notice, but I think things is pretty
right." *Short notice," I said, with a
miserable attempt at justification, ‘why,
it's months since 1 told you to look
about for a place,” *Ves, 'm. Oh, I
know that; I ain't complainin’." She
laughed again in that nervous feeble
way. ‘And I'm going to give you a
month's wages besides,' Isaid.  “ Thank
ye, miss." She had buttoned my shoes,
and was getting out my hat and things.
*You've got two grown sons in good
situations — you mustn’t feel alone,” |
said. *No! no! miss.' She scorned
to remind me of the mockery of such
consolation. I put my head down
among the tossed-about pillows and
began to cry. " Ye ain't good for
much yit," Jane said; she thought 1
was only weak and tired. She got out
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my gaiters. ‘I 'ave ter wrop ye up
well," shesaid, ‘it's awful raw and
toggy." * Where will yougo, Jane?' 1
asked. 'I don’t know, miss. *I'll
find some place.’ *But you know of
comfortable lodgings near here, don't
you, where you can stay a day or two? '
‘1 des say, miss." *And they 're rea-
sonable, too, aren’t they?" 1 insisted.
“Oh yes, 'm," she said, *they ain't so
dear w'en the lodgers keep theirselves.’
' u_"_ﬁ__ you be able to carry some pro-
visions with you?" I asked. *Wot yer
mean, 'm?" ‘There's that big joint of
cold beef, and the bread, and potatoes,
and tea and things. Better take them
all with you; we're going away and
they won't keep! ‘Tea'll keep, 'm.’
‘Do as I say, Jane,' 1 interrupted
crossly, *and don't—don't " *Don't
wot, 'm?"  * Nothing . I put my
head down among the pillows again.
‘We ain't partin’ bad friends, are we,
miss? " she said anxiously.

“'No, no, of course not. If you
need any help, come and tell me.’

**Thank ye, miss," she said. She
brought me in the silver box, to sec
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that all was right. Then she went
away to put on her rusty mantel and
the painfully jaunty bonnet. I knew
now she must have bought the Eiffel
Tower ‘off ' her friend, *the Jew lady.
1 paid her, said a few words to her,
and sent her back into the kitchen to
get a basket, and some sugar and
butter to add to her provisions.

«Tom bolted windows and locked
doors, and we were ready to go. The
servant below had helped June down
with her little rough deal box. The
old woman stood there, with her black
waterproof bag on her arm, just as she
had that first day 1 saw her. The
market basket had been set at the top
of the stairs.

« T kin come back fur that, miss,”
she said, smiling, "let me carry yer
bag.'" Tom's bands were full, so the
old creature went down before us,
hobbling, floundering, knocking her
bag and my bag in turn against banis-
ter and wall. I looked at the French
bonnet, with its persistent dingy cfhie,
and began to cry. Tom squeczed my
arm and said something philosophic.
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* At the bottom of the stairs, sune-
thing prompted me to say, * Jane,
where did you put your money " lIn
my pocket, 'm,” she said, setting down
the bags., ‘Loose?’ *Yes, 'm." She
felt in her rusty black dress, and a
blank look came over the cheerful old
face. *Mercy! I've gone and leit it
on the kitchen dresser,” she wound up
with a laugh. 1 scolded her for her
carelessness, and sent Tom upafter the
money. 1 lectured her a little more
after he had gone. You'd suppose
she had millions, the way she squandre
and ignores money. Tom came down
again and handed her her wages. Sh-y

curtseyed and thanked him, and laughs -

(Cedja little hysterically, as she wrapped
the coins in a piece of brown paper,
and stuck the packet deep down in the
waterproof bag, which she had hung
again on her arm. Shall 1 ever get
that picture out of my head ?”* Rose
said, throwing out her arms, * That
poor stranded old woman on the door-
step, with a smile on her good English
face that was sadder than tears. |
whispered to Tom, ‘Let her come
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back and sleep here.' *'Na, nc;_,. _wn
said brusquely under his breath. ‘She'd
set the place on fire” He put our
things into the cab, and gave directions
to the driver. There above us on the
steps, in the deepening fog, stood Jane,
a woman who had lived and worked
many years; I knew she had had her
hopes and day-dreams ; she had suffer-
ed and been kind; she had borne
children and had a home once, and
now she stood there, looking out into
the misty street, with her worldly
possessions by her side in a waterproof
bag and a soap-box. Tiat was #wu.a
was left. Oh, it's a horrible world ! ™
“*Good-bye, Jane,' I said, 1 shook
the hard old hand. * Good-bye, miss ;
I "ope ye'll get better,’ she said, smiling
a little tremulously ; *we ain't _uun»._n
bad friends, are we, miss 7" ¢ No, in-
deed,’ I said, *no, indeed." Then sud-
denly I added, * Your bonnet s crook-
ed, Jane." 1 simply couldn’t resist
pulling it straight, it looked so drearily
comic, leaning over to one side. *Oh,
it’s a wretched old bonnet,' Jane mEH_
apologetically. 1°ll "ave a new one.
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“I remembered how many shillings
stood between her and an empty pock-
et, and I turned away. *Get in,' Tom
said, and he followed me.

*“‘Good-bye, Jane," 1 leaned across
my brother, *this for luck.' I dropped
a picce of money into her hand. *Oh!
thank ye, miss. Good-bye.’

“We drove away, leaving the poor
old creature standing on the kerbstone
in the fog. She was smiling vaguely,
and her bonnet was over one ear.”

Vroni
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Her baptismal name was WVeronica,
but by some subtle sense of fitness she
had been called Vroni from her earliest
infancy. She wasa young person from
the Rhine, with a narrow chest and a
cough. She had also the ready laugh
and the manners of a child — with the
wrinkled face of a woman prematurely
old, or of one who, despite the piling
up of years, had kept the colouring
and texture of ecarly youth.

The first time 1 saw Vroni | thought
she was either a woman of thirty-five,
or a small gnome who would never be
older and had never been young. The
second time I looked at her I could
have believed she was seventeen.

She had come to my widowed sister
during a domestic interregnum, but,
mﬁw_n&_u. falling a victim to that capri-
cious lady's charms, the Rhinelinderin
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stoutly refused to consider herself as a
mere stopgap.

I confess, when I first became aware
of Vroni's existence the fact annoyed
me. I was jarred not only by her
consumptive cough, but by her objec-
tionable habit of flecing when she saw
me, as if I had been a burglar or a ghost.

Doubtless my sister found it incon-
venient too, but “she does my hair
better than Truefitt's,” Nellie would
say, and smile indulgently.

Now I look upon myself as a pecu-
liarly harmless and inoffensive man,

3

and Vroni's evident terror of me at first
sight made me vaguely uneasy. If 1
encountered her in the hall, she would
instantly turn tail and scuttle back to
her lady's rooms. If it was too late
to retreat, the creature would fatten
herself against the wall, and avert her
eyes as if unable to meet the awful
menace of my countenance.  Finally 1
could endure it no longer.

“What 's the matter with your rab-
bit-like foreigner 7™ 1 asked; “why
loes she cut and run when she sees me

“Oh," laughed Nellie, *“ she 's afraid

Nh.ﬂn.v

-

n— mi
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of those zwei Falten between your
brows. Your abstracted frown is more
than Vroni can bear with fortitude,

“Idiot! I don't frown.” .
“Yes you do— when you 're think-
ing.”
_ m: Nonsense. Tell her not to be such
a fool.”

But the nuisance continued. I felt
it an unseemly spectacle, this fright-
ened rabbit fleeing panic-stricken when-
ever I appeared. .

“You must speak to her again,” 1
said to Nellie one evening towards
dusk. *“1 was thinking of going out
just now when I saw this _.:Hm.cm
yours coming in very slowly, dragging
her feet. The moment she nmmmf
sight of me at the door she turned with
a diabolic *Ach!’ and fled down the
area steps.” ) ]

My sister rang, and I subsided angri-
ly into the depths of an arm-chair. 1
would stay and satisfy myself that me-
lie was sufficiently plain-spoken this
time. —

When Vroni came in she didn't see
me.
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Neilee (angrily).  Have you any idea
_Eﬂ' 4.:.&. you 've been gone?
. ME_; (darkly ). Yes, ieel it on my
wiiie. 1 suppose v lost 4 :
as nsual 7 Hpose yau Jost your o
v, E..ummm:_. 1 been hunt dat
blace from since two o'clock, till de sun
vnr“_ mwm..“.:n to sleep. I find it not.
Nedlie,  All this time taki
to Bond Street 7 sking my hat
M.wﬁ_ﬁ.. Vell, meddam, de cook been
ask me to get de game vhat sl
.n:ﬂ._,n: dit order. she forgot-
E elfie. That isn't vour busine
W wu. &.ﬂ_a.n she send Charles 7 T
Froni. Poor Sharl haf a sore t'roat.
So 1 been gone to dat shop vhere de
birds is all in dead rows—pore tings !
um_.:_ oh, meddam, dose Lerche been so
little ones,
Nellie. Not: 11
e smaller than usual, | sup-
Frowe, 1 tink vhen v i
like not 1o eaten _._.nE.v . &
Nellie. Why not? Yo
larks weren’t good ? = e
Fromi. Dey good for 1o sing.  Oh,
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meddam, nefer in my life haf | a lark
caten. I begin alvays to cry. [ can-
not eaten a sing bird.

Nellie (coldly). You are not asked
to eat larks.

romi (rapturously). Ohl 1 tell de
cook 1 know my lady better. I haf
once, for a verr seeck lady to make
ready ‘a sing bird for her to caten.
Ah-h! I cry schrecklich. 1say, *Uh,
bird, now come I to pull dy fedders off
and put du in de fire. Du didst sit and
zwitscherte to me perhaps last week on
de vindow sill, and 1 gave du crumps
and du t'oughtst, oh, bird, dat I vas dy
friend, Now come 1 to pull dy fedders
off and put du in de fire for to cook.
Den begin I to cry so mootch, some
one else haf to come and take down his
fedders —not 1—not 1—poor sing
bird "

Nellie. H'm—h'm.

Vyoni. But dat wass before—in
Deutschland. To-day (great dramatic
effect)—to-day go I to dat shop vher
de sing birds been all in dead rows,
and 1 stopand 1 haf to t'ink,—formerly
1 could not stay and see a shicken
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geschlachtet—now stand 1 here like de
rest, so heartless am 1 grown, since dat
I am in England.

Nedlie. Then you did get us the larks?

Vroni. No, meddam! Been I not tell-
ing you? I say to Durk

Neflie. You took the dog?

FVront. Yes, meddam. 1 could nefer
loss him. My four-legs friend loaf me
vell. Him stay close beside. 1 say to
Durk vhen dat ve been kommen to de
shop, *Look you, Durk ?"* 1 did say,
“My lady’s Herr Bruder haf teach you,
you shall eaten dog-cake and not birds.
Dat bird you did hurt in de garden, de
Herr Bruder dit take away, and dit
vhip you to teach you von great lesson.
All good dogs knows dey moss not
touch de sing birds.” I vish de man
that keep dat shop learn his lesson so
vell, like my dear Durk. So 1 say,
“Come home, good dog—ve know ve
hoss not eaten de sing birds.” (A coal
drops out of the fire and Vroni replaces
it. I make frantic signs to Nellie over
the chair-back.)

Nellie, 1 ought to scold you, Vroni,
but I will scold the cook instead.
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Froni. Ah no, Emmmu.:r scolt dcﬁ
de cook. She already quite sad. She
say, WVhat haf ve now _Dq.ﬂ_.mnﬁ. in-
mnnmm dose birds?" I say I vill ask you
to let me make a salat. Oh, my n_.u:.
lady, you vill like my salat better nor
sing birds. . )

Nellie. What kind of salad?

Vroni. Vell 1 tell. Dere kommen
in dese salat vhat 1 mean, der kommen
Vnnud_n.#. S

ﬂﬂﬁh“ EM.:. verr good like I mean.
Den dere kommen in dese salat a bay
leaf and gloves

Nellie. What?

Vyoni. A bay leaf and gloves .

Nellie. What? Gloves! Im:mun::_unu

Vryoni (bubbling with dmnm_._ﬁmw.“...}_n,”
ends in a cough). Ha, ha! B No, no!
Gloffs 1 mean— little black t'ings.

ie. Oh, cloves! .

WHMM.M Yes, gloves, and H_.Em_um_.

vhat you call onion — ach! H"mwn kisses

her fingers in the air ecstatically) den
iss it nicely! __
Teltie. H'm!

Ww”.ﬁ”“ Alle meine Bruder foaf dat
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salat! {droy Ny into an awed whisper -
My lady's Bruder vill like him blenty
tuo, .
Nelfte. I'm afrajd he won't like it
very plenty; and 1'1l te]l you some-
thing else he doesn't like, and that is
your absurd fear of him,
Prowd.  Oh-h-h (her voice shakes ),
1 dolt you so, my lady.
Nellie.  Told me what?
Vrowi. Your Herr Bruder like me
not.
Nellze.  Like you? Why should he
like you?
b h..mﬂmm‘ E%. not vhen he make books,
ey been alvays cross vh r ke
e __w_ﬁm, 'y en dey make
Nedlte.  What makes you think my
brother is cross? -
Frows. e nefer smile to me,
Nellie. 1 should think not, indeed.
Why should he?
Promi. No, 1 haf notice dat too.
Vhen dey make books dey nefer smile.
Nellie (repressing her feelings). He
thinks nothing at all about you. He
wouldn't know you were in the house
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but for your absurd way of running the
moment he appears.

Vroni. 1 try not, but he haf m.f.._..m.-u..m
diese zwei Falten between his eyess, like
dis vhen 'he see me. (She makes a
horrible face.)

Nellie (laughing). He would never
notice you if you weren't so ridiculous.

Vyoni (meekly). No, meddam.

Nellie. 1f you can't behave more
sensibly, 1’1l have to send you away
before we leave London ourselves.

Froni. Oh, meddam. .

Nelie (softening at sight of Vroni's
woe). Now go away and don’t be

illy any more.

m_mwwﬁn“__, Yes, meddam. (As she turns
ray she glances up and sees my pic-

MHnu, .u.._,ﬂ.mw_.n Emﬂuﬁ-_:nnn,‘_., Ugh'!

(with a shudder), dey been all like dat.

Nellie. All what — like who?

Vroni. De ghentlemen vhat makes
books. Dey haf all dat ankry look by
de eyes. It iss wid so mootch t'ink.
My Bruder haf joost de samc. He
been verr bad to me.

Nellie. Did your brother makebooks?
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Frows. He made von book for vears

H..m.mbw. ..mm:h frowned all the time?
#._dmruﬁ%__. ._.M.«:. meddam, he frown first
1 1 make noise. De to
Uﬂuﬁ.nm e en he come to

E_m ..
i _..w Mmm _u?....n:. my wqo:ﬁw won't

__..Ezn._.urﬁmwnzﬁ, .
. ungcﬁ.z‘
meddam 2 1T remember me W.oc QHH.
wux._. once he vass a so kind man, Aund
r.nmn..__. to me, “ See, Vroni, your lady
en nefer ‘fraid. Vhen de Herr
Bruder been kommen home, my lady
,qw_rw_ to de mo._c_‘..mun_ say wid laughing
at you, Dickie ?* ske not 'fraid, |
m:m.“_ _,w.u no more 'fraid selfs.” .
Nellie.  That's right. N
mm.ﬂ,” M want the _w:._rmm., e
ooking round the back
" - o* J
arm-chair till I have ga crick in “”W
Mwn_ﬂ_ I see at this juncture that Vroni's
omar_ﬁn_umu__.mm have lighted on the toe
my boot. Her jaw
ol £ siatli ..wm.... drops and her
Froni (with guttural h
orror). I
.Zn:rq.n Br-ru-derrr ! (She .,.E.W_m m:m.
mcontinently flees. )
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1 think it must have been my renewed
struggle with an old eye trouble that
ultimately won me Vroni's sympathy.
Perhaps she concluded that the *zwei
Falten” between my brows indicated
not so much the natural ferocity of * de
ghentlemen vhat makes books,” as a
pardonable pain in the optic nerve. Or
it may have been simply because my
frown was obscured beneath a mild
green shade, that Vroni no longer took
to her heels on my approach.

The day that an advance copy of my
last three-volume novel reached me, 1
went down to the morning-room to
show it to Nellie. The door was ajar,
and Vroni stood with her back to me,
helping her mistress arrange flowers.
One of the house-maids had fallen ill,
and since we had only a few weeks
more in England, her place was not
supplied, and Vroni had undertaken
some of the duties of the office. 1 was
arrested just outside the threshold by
hearing the Rhinelinderin say in an

217



Vroni

d.:mqu:.nmn.ﬁ voice, * (i, ey
always se kind,
aml de cook,

lady bien
I tell often to Sharl
how kind is my lady.
Diey know you not like me. Cook say
vhen I got a so kind lady she vill 1t
me to come down and help mit de
ploomperdings.  Poor cook haf so
much work mit all dem ploomperd-
ings."

This fearsome oc
lie suddenly,

“What are ploomperdings #  she
says cautiously, as though determining
not to be too * kind."

_.En_natnun:_._w.m_ Vhy, you know,
meddam,"” laughed Vrgni.

* No," said Nellie

" Meddam, dey are English."

“Well, what are they?"

" Good to eaten! ] tell you quite
slow now, ploomp booddinks! "

“Oh, plum puddings! "

" Yes, meddam, dat vhat 1 say! My
lady let me help? "

Nellie has had her character for
kindness so impressed upon her, I am
"ot surprised to hear her say, *Yes, |
shan’t need you this afternoon.” Of
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course not even my sister could lightly
upset a faith like that. B e
g T'ank you, my lady,” says il
enely. - 1 tell vou, meddam, vhy !
mn.w rou dat. Vhen you let me g
M.. H.“.. and help de cook yoost dis one
uWM.ﬁcnn I t'ink then she forgif me
Sunday."” L
t#mne__,_EmMm. did you say Sunday? asked
z.a“_w.m_.ﬂﬂ I tell. Cook vasall dress up,
id mmnm. books and new mrcnm....m.n_”m“
“n&:—.ﬂ-—. mmm_n say, ..mnumn—mw.”_n -..q.._.uaﬂ
i o,
: 4““—. ..—_um_,wﬂ. wmnwu t'ink better ﬂ-..wa
M.Mﬂ Wmm me my coffec hot instead of 0
uu_wwww_wﬂwwmw_...ﬁ quite the thing to say at
that moment,” my sister admonishes.
« Vell bray iss verr good w.n.mm.m:.nmm.
comes efery morning.

W.Em ﬂm—ﬂaﬂo—:ﬂnm II and 111 nm_n M..__.__#.m
window-sill in E:m “._.Hu.:. and sto

i o. L N
ﬁEm W_Mw,mn”.wuwna roses in the box T
me_“wumm“mﬂ.&ﬂ. I gif dem all. O_”...
du beautiful tings!"  In'spite of t
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recurring cough, the words came out to
me soft and clear, the childish quality
in the voice uncorrected by the worn
. face of the woman, « Oh, meddam, I
know vhy you like dem kind de best.™

“Why 7™

“Dem been your sisters, meddam,
dem haf Your colour, dem haf little t'in
waist, dem bend so easy all about like
my lady.”

“What an absurd creature you are."

“No! Any one moss t'ink of you,
meddam, if dey see dese so pale roses.”

“Don’t be silly, Vroni. That jug
goes in the window."

“Now, little ladies, you been kom-
men vid me. Ho yes!” No good dat
you hang your heads. You haf blenty
vater and ve all loaf you. You moss
not t'ink 'bout your home in de
garden. You must t'ink you been
bring avay by nice zhentieman, to
make glad my lady.  Dere! Dat's
right!  Now sit you verr proud in the
vindow and look out into de sunshing,
and in at your sister what you come to
visit.  Soon, verr soon, vill you feel like
me, nearly all homesick viil be avay."
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“Did I hear you m*mm:“.rm %oq_.:mnm:m
i 7"y sister asked.
mm.w.mmunm.m.wwpnmp_mr+ far avay in _mm. scul-
lery. Ve t'ought nobody _nnmm.
“You are fond of singing ?
«In Deutschland, meddam, vell,
uﬂn...m..m:ﬁ not in the scullery 7"
“No! It was by dat Sharl and me
been kommen to qvarrel.”
“What, in?"
“ M_MMMH ENWM&NE. it iss not my blame.
I did not before know dey nQ.:E Hm-oﬁ
sing in England. 1 say ve vill WM a
song wid four woices. Dey E.__..nq.
stand not. I try make dem. 1 m..ﬁ.ﬂ
how ve do in Deutschland. . You t'in
dey can do dat like ve Fo in Um:ﬂn_u_.
land? No! Not Jackson, not Sharl,
not de cook. 1 startdem, and vhat you
t'ink ? Dey gif up each der own ﬁmnn—.
and come along wid me! Go wm_n_n.r
say, go back! Ve muss not all _.mm-. e
de same noise! Den iss Sharl ankry.
“I'm afraid ﬁrm.._nw._m not u..dz..ru__u
of you,” my sister said in the B:Hm_h.a_
a laugh. 1 wouldn't think about him

"
any more.’
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“Oh, meddam, 1 cannot help to
tink. I moss. It jss qvite sure dat
Sharl loaf me. He vill grow to be
coachman one day. Den vill it be
nicely. Ve come to marry den.”

“Isu’t Charles youngér than you,
Vroni # "

“Yes, meddam, But vhen a man
loaf so derrible like dat, vhat ve to
do?  Poor Sharl die vhen I shall not
marry him."

“Yet he is always making you un-
H_u_,—.w.q__..:

“Vell, meddam, de men been like
dat vhen you loaf dem."

I shut up Volume 1., and listened to
Vroni's analysis of the heart of man
She wound up with an appeal to the
cards,

" Meddam, let me bring once more
my cards of fortune. Dey will tell
all.”

Thinking she would be bursting out
in another minute, 1 opened the door
and went in.

“What 's that 7" my sister inquired,
looking up with laughing eyes; *not
your new book Ewﬁ-n_..u. -
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“Yes; how do you like the ncﬁo:q..q_.

“ Oh-h-h!" murmured Wroni, with
irrepressible excitement, as she swept
the loose leaves and stalks off the
table into her apron.

“Yes, Vroni,” said my sister ma-
liciously, “this is my brother's great
work.” )

“(Oh-h-h!" Vroni came nearer with
fascinated eyes fixed on the three green
volumes. * All of dem 7" she asked
incredulously. .

QOur amusement disconcerted her
lightly. ‘ .

’ MMmHnn I can't read this Eﬁnnnﬂmnn,
i i i, 1 said ap-
or anything else just now,”

_Hm_mﬂmpuq. to Nellie, * have in the cards
of fortune.” ¥
“ Oh, sir, you heard me to say —
Vroni blushed hotly, and looked almost
as alarmed as if 1 'd taken off the green

shade and frowned at her.

“ My sister has told me of your for-
tune-telling gifts. Come, where are
these cards 7"

But embarrassment had overwhelmed
her. B

v Zhentlemen like dem not. Her
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head dropped woefully over her sunken
chest,
e W&:ﬁ makes you think that 7
“Dose cards make 7 i
Bruder verr ankry.” vays:

* What was your brother ? What did
he do 7"

“He write a book all de time vhen
he vas home."

“And when he was away 7"

“Vhen he vas not home writing dag
book, den was he Professor at Bonp.™

“Really ? Where is he now ?

“Det. Dey been all det.”

“You had more brothers ? "

“Yes, sir. Johannes vas like my
fader. He go nach Italien and make
bictures.”

“Your father was an artist 7"

“Ohyes!” She had forgotten her
confusion now, and was beaming at me
m an access of family pride. * Fader
vass great artist! Ho yes! He make
de ceiling in our house by Steinbriicke
like — vhat you call Himmel.” .

“How was that ?"

*“Oh, stars and blue and anchels !
Ho, fader vass gr-reat man! He vass
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verr ankry dat George, instead to baint
bictures, like to be Professor at Bonn
and make alvays dat book. Wilhelm
too!" She shook her head.

“What did Wilhelm do 7™

“ Make music—alvays, alvays. Ho,
dey know to make good music in
Deutschland.”

“Yes, fancy, Dick,” my sister said,
“Vroni has gone to the opera sifice she
was five yearsold. She s on the most
intimate terms with Wagner and all the
big people.”

“Vell, I like Wagner for music. Not
for dat he did take away Wilhelm."

“Take him away 7"

“Yes, for to be his Secretir. Ho!
dey vass all verr ankry. Not me—1
vass too young to be ankry den. Dey
all say, Wilhelm make beautiful music
selfs. Vhy go mit Wagner 7

“But he can make music mow by
himself 7 "

“Yes, up in clouts. He die qvite
soon, Ve all die qvite soon. Wilhelm
make music now in Himmel. But I
sometimes t'ink Wagner dere too, per-
haps.”
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Her look of sisterly anxiety com-
pelled the question—

“You think Wagner had better be
kept out?

“Vell, vhen Wagner dere, all ge
music moss he Wagner's. He male all
de odders to be qviet and listen to him.
Ho! you vill seel”

Our amusement drove Vroni, shrink-
ing, to the door.

“Take away the tray, and those other
rosebowls,” Nellie called after her,

“and bring the cards—bring them
now."

Vroni looked back at me as she
gathered up the things.

“You vill not be ankry, sir?”

“"No ; on the contrary."

She beamed and bustled out, carry.
ing the tray laden with ewer and empty
bowls and glasses. A few seconds and
the sharp crash of broken crockery.
Nellie lifted her eyebrows. We sat in
silence. By-and-by the apparition of
Vroni, a _E:ﬁ on her forehead, despair
in every feature, and both hands behind
her back.

* Uh, meddam, 1 haf had an unlucl! ™
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“A what?" )

Slowly she brought her hands into
view. Each one held gingerly some
fragments of a rose-bowl.

_WM-D to the window, and pretend to
tudy the passers-by. .
’ :: Wmc_._a T_ME-% have you broken?
asks Nellie sternly. .

“But dis. Him by de corner. Him
come off.” .

“Did n't you fall down?

“Yes, meddam. After dat I set ﬁ_o_...,.q.
de tray, and run so qvick, to get this
pore broke bowl. Meddam, I vill buy

nodder.”

: “I don't want you to buy m:anrnw, 1
want you to get out of your habit cm
piling up things, and carrying too many
at a time. How often 1 tell you to
make another trip—come back for the

"I- )

-.nmu__ammn_ma "—she lowers w_mw. voice—
“it is vhile 1 vish not to disturb de
Herr Bruder vid so mootch come back.
Vhen he read, or write, or t _...;.n. .mﬂ_n_ __
come alvays back, it makes m:._: sit up.

“Yes, you make us both sit up occa-
sionally,” said my sister.
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“Vell, meddam
. v vou forgif?
Hp._ not changch de mind. m..»: w:.ﬂ.:
:_Hﬁ H_M cards of fortune? " 0
make Nellie a sjo i
Lc__...._..rﬂm:._..n Vreoni's HWNM#MBE the i
“Well, well, don' .
- ! . ."1
stairs agrain,  Go m_o..q—_.._‘mcﬁ_u.mn G
_q. Oh, meddam! T'ank vou."
can hear that she R
K pauses a m
_.m_.. she passes the table in the Emn_ﬁm_u",..unww
_mr room.. I turn round. The lum
_m:_ er forehead is turning blue, m—.w
:mnMMHEM“ an awestruck instant, at .=__..
now : m..w.H. ree of m_nm__ " she murmurs
— nabated astonishment, as she o..;”m,..
orth on her congenial errand. 8

1

" Do you sup
. 0 pose she drean
Secretir and the Professor at m___nnm _.“rm
I asked Nellie. e
“Heaven knows ! sai
) y said my sist
mmbm.p_“.__ can say is, she’s astonish m“ﬁ.w_...
: M iar E_:_. the great operas, nﬂuﬁw:ﬂ
-<h an__u”.MHn._u munmr and can quote you apt
— ¢ masterpieces of litera-
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“Nol" 1 protested.

w Quitetrue ! She'll recite Schiller
and Heine by the yard il you let her. We
had a tragic moment yesterday, when
she called Goethe to her assistance.
She came in here after breaklast, re-
dolent of contending perfumes.

w s Vroni.' 1 said, * you 've been spill-
ing the scent’

w¢Spillink 7" she inquired inno-
cently.
1 repeated the charge in (German.
She grew scarlet.
w1 Oh, meddam, you vill nefer forgif.’
¢ 1 may, Isaid, * if you tell me hon-
estly what you 've been doing.'
wiVell, 1 tell. Dis moming I feel
me verr bad. 1 been vaiting of a good
news from Deutschland. Dat good
news come not. 1 tink I feel better
ven I smell dat nice smell in your bottle.’
w+tAnd you spilled some acciden-
rally ¢’
wiNo, meddam. I moss say truc.
Him not spill. 1 t'row a little on my
sleef.’
wShe looked so woe-begone |
couldn’t help laughing.

9
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‘' Oh, vait, you lau
. % gl not ven [ g
w__wmﬂnn more vickel—vorse anid _.:E_,WMHm
 like nr..: smell verr mootch, but | fe _
_En derrible homeseeck, I t'ink" _.._n
owered her voice to dark ncnm_;qu,nu r
_m.:nrul.l; Fink T vill go to de :M .
| Enn_. sdress-room. Dere vill 1 ﬂ:nﬂ.
_.M_Enm_.mm_.:w: of Kiiln. [go! _.—EE.
ittle of de ni 5
e L mice smell of Kéln on dis
“Both her sleeves wer e
w:m.._._,.“nm_m I showed E.ﬂ. mmﬁwzmmnmwuhmﬂ :
Oh! oh!" she howled * my lad
make me de black look” O
) .M.“_”_w_.__ " Isaid, * hush this instant 1*
i ! oh! I am wie Gretchen !'
she sobhed, v
“!Like Gretchen!' T saj
| ! said, i
alarmed ; * how like Gretchen ? : —
“' Ach ! .

..Enmﬂu Ruhe ist hin
Mein Herz Ist schwer"

m.m.w. H_m___._ ¥ .__“_m#n me de black look "
couldn't help thinking h _
more surprised .—wﬁ,ncmn_ wm_ﬂwﬁvw_nnnw
Nellie wound up, *if an English mnm__nr
ant had said, *I am like Ophelia,' and
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had quoted Shakespeare in a domestic
crisis.
w1 imagine she'd get her month's
notice if she did,"” I observed.
wQuite right too " said the little
British matron with dignity. ** Une
makes allowances for a foreigner.
There's one thing about Vioni—if you
once forgive her she wastes no ignoble
regrets on the past; the sin is wiped
out. While she wasin my room last
night I noticed her smelling with sur-
reptitious rapture, at first one sleeve
and then the other. But she smiled
quite happily when she caught my eye.
»+Dis side smell of my lady,’ she
announced; * dis one smell of Deutsch-
land—and de Herr Bruder.
wBut mind, Dick,'" Nellie went on,
with a sudden attempt at gravity, " we
mustn't spoil the girl for service. She
has to be constantly repressed.”
« You'll never run Vroni into the reg-
ulation servant mould.”
wAt all events, after this 1 shall have
no more lapses in my training process.
I'm indulging you to-day because of
your eyes."
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“Shi™ 1 said, and Vroni came in,
Huttered, rather shy, very important,

“May 1 bring de little table, med-
dam?"™

“ Yes. ™
She set it on the hearth-rug between
my sister aad me. Then she stood
hesitating an instant, looking from me
to Nellie and back again to me.

“¥ou vill not be ankry, sir? ™

-...m.mﬂ.... =

“ Meddam, you like dat I do it be-
fore a zhentleman? "

* This once."

“Vell "—she pulled some cards out
of her pocket—" I mix first," she said,
shuffling them feverishly. ‘

“Are these ordinary playing-cards? ™
I asked my sister. Nellie shook her
head.

“0Oh, no, sir,” Vroni said. * Dis
kind alvays been true—alvays, alvays.”

“] see™

“Now!"—she laid them down—
“who vill cut? Who vill dere fortune
hafr™

“ You, Nellie," I said.
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1 thought Vroni looked ashade dis-
inted.

Nﬁmn..___”_,n:. meddam, make de vish and
cut. Die rechte Hand!" Nellie cut,
and Vroni laid out the cards. They
were greyish white, illustrated with
little rude woodcuts, and had legends
or verses, or, in SOmeE CASEs, only the
names of qualities, printed in German
text by the side of the Enq.:.qﬂ u_.._ the
right-hand corner were zodiacal signs.
As she laid down the cards Vroni in-
dulged in divers cabalistic clucks and
wAchs,” which added greatly to the
impressiveness of the ceremony.

uwHa! Dis die Karten befragende
Dame,” she said of the E:ﬁm card, as

ed them in rows ol seven.
mﬁm.ﬂ.aﬂn”ﬁ that is me,"” Nellie admitted
with reluctance; *and from the look
of me I 'm at least old enough to know
better."

I bent down, and under my green
shade 1 scrutinized the card-questioning
lady. She is apparently 2 sgured in-
dividual of fifty, with pinlike eyes and
very décollett shoulders, from which a
shaw!l has slipped down. Her hair is

233



Vroni

dressed in 1830,

line, and clasp
soul,

“Meddam, see yvou dat before you
dere is dis card. Hal merkwiirdig !

“What does it mean?" [ asked.

* 1t is somet'ing new vhat come ta
my lady, A changch! A different
viay she wvill go. Ha! dese cards is
alvays so true, Dey make me "fraid.”

The picture represents a perilous
winding road and a signpost. One arm
points piously heavenward. The legend

i5—

She wears a crino-

s her hands in anguish of

" Drokendes Unlietl auch Kettung,"

“Auch Rettung!"™ Vroni gurgled
with entire satisfaction.

* Make haste! What's
urged Nellie, _.Eﬁw:nm_._‘._..

" Oh, meddam " Vroni pressed the
rest of the pack to her breast. * Vhat
vill come de odder side of ¥ou."  She
paused one palpitating instant, and
then laid down card No. 5.

" Gott in Himmel! ™ she ejaculated
with preternatural gravity. Even my
sister looked disturbed. The card de-

a3

next ¥
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icts a snake darting out a forked
Mc:mﬁn. and the legend reads—

w Falschieeit und Untren.”

" " Vroni whispered, * Yo

f En%wﬂwﬂmmnnnw She look mot like
S She been a verr dark éﬁam_“_.
“.m”_cm..u._dﬁ moss been careful. .nwwﬁ ma ..,.n

! 5 SOMEe-
; tings. She vant s¢ v Y
w._m_ﬂ wwnc: rmwmu. She try _mr.u_ ﬂ.ﬁ
avey u._u—nmmn not to forgotten i
“Mww.wnﬂ. She will make qa:.mﬂ.ﬁ.“
luck in de end—unless— Ha! !

i k1" .
Qo.”nmn?ﬂ%bnq of ecstasy 1 nzmuﬂ.__nnw
the next card laid down. ...._”:ﬁ .Hw..pf.
strawberry 7" 1 enquired. * Why has
u m - I

. mﬂﬁm._.,mnmm_ﬁmﬂw a manly heart,” mm._puﬁw
Nellie, ﬁ_mn.:.n you see, plucked up b)
Em. -.Mm.M“m . meddam, 't is de rnmi._cwmm.

wd to dic for my lady. Oh, it vil
i oul You been lucky, me - |
mmnnH WME. 1 not so! Here n::..nm.. rn
mm._nwﬁ#mnm. vid my lady's best Mm_mnm
Vhat can hurt my lady vhen com
Gliickskind ! "
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This welcome child beyond a doubt
suffers from mumps; hence her pained
attitude as she stands in pantalettes,
by two hollyhocks as tall asg pine trees,
She holds in her hand a bunch of
writhing serpents—or maybe vines—
I couldn't make up my mind which,
The legend ran—

" Lichesvolles Herz Grosse Guge,"

We paid our respects to the Gliicks-
kind and passed on.

“Ha! Gelt! Here is mooney, moon-
ey, my lady ! T cannot think Vron;
could look more radiant if she heard
that she herself had inherited £10,000
ayear. The cardshows three agonised

fishes curling desperately about two
wavy lines of sea. The legend is—

" Grosser Retchthum auch Verlust™

Vroni never mentioned the “ Verlust ™
—not she !

“I vish de cards been efer so good
for me,"” she says, by way of great en-
couragement,

The next has a picture of something
like a crossing-sweeper's broom. The
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silence preserved with regard to it is

inous. ) )
Eﬁﬁrup is that meant for T I ask.

w1t iss an unluck,” says Vroni witha

shudder. )
The legend is—

“ Sorgen und Unfricden.”

lady ! and,

«But it iss not near my lady’ anc
oh! oh! Beautiful, meddan:. _._ur_._u_“u“”
he greeting accorded to a pie
W_Mh.mnwnuu. with a jaded, not to say sca-
mmnwaUuMn kind bear wvill keep avay Mﬂ
unluck. It iss good vhen a lady haf a
il i i d animal is

i ell-dispose

i Dmﬁwm MMMM_ wund .___..,.WN.: In every
Equ_um 1 begin to see, Vroni Ignores
HM less favorable mﬁmmnmﬂ.uﬂ. —

«You vill haf —.._n_m.lmm.n “ul_i.._nw i

ings alvays a kin ;

Unﬂ_w_ﬂm“_hwﬂnma laid down shows us @
mn...”._..,_w.&_ Been dey not true!
wiirdig!"

Nellie read out—

Merk-
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“Veranderung des Wolnorts.”

The majestic bird has arched his neck
with great effect. One leg is jauntily
uplifted with drooping claw, like a dog
offering to shake hands.

" He know qvite vell you go avay,
meddam. He vill say, :mc_.umr_uwn.
lady."

“Ha! Now, sir! I t'ought you nefer
come." This is addressed to the card
next the last. It depicts a gentleman
in a very frank wig, with a sausage curl
on each cheek. His hand is laid jaunt-
ily in the breast of his long-tailed coat,

a squint in the near eye, and about his
mouth a smile of low cunning. “He
iss der Karten befragende Herr!” But
he is also Nellie's fate—Nellie's second
husband. Vroni sparkled as she counted
how he is some mystical number from
Nellie's “vishing-card.” She looked
up shyly at her mistress as she said in
a whisper, “Meddam Sieben.” But,
oh, the significance of that glance! A
slight pause. She laid down the last
card, saying solemuly, “Ve can hide
tings from degple—we can nefer hide
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i de cards. See, Em&mmm._ ol
nmw_.mmmnMM“_M_ the mm””.h .._uuun:um the final
L1 hh“’:r

g hﬂtﬂhﬂﬂﬁw:?L finish the ig-
nored conclusion. But Vroni .m.ﬁ.__:m"u
gaily to the picture of a letter. "hled-
dam, de cards say you vill go avay to
a new blace, vhere you find dis m_._mm-
tleman and your best vish. Dis is de
ghentleman vid de true heart. U_mz_.u.
de letter vhat he send my lady. n
vill ask in dat letter dat you Eu..:.._..
meddam!” she says reproachiully mwa
Nellie's smile. “ You can see selfs. Iss
it not in the cards "

a Auchk FKummer,”" 1 nnwn.m__; )

« No! no! Gute Nachrickten!” she ..:_...m
sists. * For iss dere not up here de rJ
bear!" I perceive if there mm_ccﬁ—_nwm
for cheerfulness Vroni may be count
on to crawl blithely through. mmw_w _”:Mm
hesitatingly accepts the agrecable _._.m
of each legend, and will have not __._m
to say to the hedging, moﬂniwmm_ cy EW
cal spirit in ﬂwwnw ﬁﬂn.%aﬁ? er o

ixes good and ill.
moﬂﬁhﬂ.nﬂwﬂﬁwmﬁmﬂnr sends her away

after this.
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‘“But before you go,” I say, *can
you explain why it is that in almost all
the cards there are such contradictory
things?"”

Nellie translates me.

‘“It is all to mislead the ignorant,”
says Vroni in her own tongue, “all to
cntrap the unwary, who understand not
the true art of card-reading. Es ist
alles fur Verwirrung,” she winds up.
“If you know not to lay de cards right
—if you know not to read true, you
make derrible meestake. - You shall as
vell go look in de moon.”

“What's that noise outside 7" asks
Nellie.

“Dat iss my four-legs friend vhat
Vink 1 been avay too long. So he
come and krats on the door. Don’t do
dat, Durk ! " she turns the knob and
calls out; *you vill krats all de baint
down.” Then she turns a smiling face
back at us for one explanatory moment.
“He loaf me so, my dear four-legs
friend. 1 go now. T'ank you, my
lady. 1 hobe, sir, you have better
cyess anodder day.” A shy little
curtsey, and she is gone.
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 AY

I. Hello! whatare you crying about¥

Vroni. Oh, nodding, sir.

ZI. Come in here a moment (I open
the library door). What's up?

Vroni. Meddam (sniffles), yoursister,
say I haf to go away, sir.

Z. Well, you don't want to stay herc
alone.

Vroni. N-no, but I vish meddam go
not nach Indien.

I. Well, you see we 've got to.

Vroni, So meddam say. And 1 ben
gone to find me anodder blace.

I. Come, cheer up. You'll find one
after a bit.

Vroni (shaking her head). 1 been
gone to try yesterday and de day
before. Dey like me not. .

I. They are sure to like you, Vroni,

Vromi. Noo-co. Yesterday I haf
valk and valk till I nearly todt. I find
not de right blace. In London de right
blace iss ever far.

1. Why didn’t you ask some one to
direct you?
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_Vroni. 1 dit. Dey tell me, *
right.” Den dey ﬁn..m._ me, * No! MM
left " Den I go and go till 1 haf to
cry.

—H.w Couldn’t you find the address at
a

Vryori. Yes sir, at de end 1 find him,
.H..a_a late. Anodder girl go right all de
time and she get dere first. She been
engaged and I—(fresh emotion) —

I O.E well, better luck next time.

Vromi. Nex' time wass dis evening.
I wass dolt by de rigistry office dere
wass a so nice blace for me in de Ox-
ford and Cambritch Mansions. 1 go.
Dere come to de doer e¢in kleines
Geschiipf, and stand like dis—(with
sudden animation she jumps up and
runs outside. She pulls the door nearly
to and peers through the crack)— like
dis. She wass a leetle young ting, and
hafa ghentleman's dressing-coatroundt.
She look out like dis and say, “Vhat
you vant?” “¥You did send for me?”’
I say. “No! no!” she tell me werr
ankry. *Yes, meddam,” I say; “I
come from Miss Berry's office.” " Qh!"
she say, “you too young!” (violent
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sniffles). 1 vasn't yoonger nor she.
But she say only dat. Yoost “You
too young!" and shut de door. Oh,
sir, vhy say dey all I been too young?

I Well, you aren't very old, Vroni.

Promi (indignant and defiant). 1
t'irty-one.

£ I shouldn’t have thought it.

Froni (with more tears). Oh, it iss
my hat! I moss haf anodder kind of
hat.

I. You ought to be glad to be told
nothing worse than that you are too
young. It’'s a fault you 'll mend.

Vromi. Dey belieff not 1 am t'irty-
one. Dey all make open eyess. It iss
best dat I take my Taufschein in my
pocket.

I. 1 wouldn't bother about that.

Vromi. Oh yes. Dey shall see 1 wass
baptize t'irty-one year ago, by Sanct
Johannes in Steinbriicke-am-Rhein.
Ho! Dey shall see I am old — werr
old! (wiping her tear-stained face as
she goes to the door with an air of
almost martial resolution. She turns
back on the threshold to say gravely),
It iss part de fault of de wedder.
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..m. The weather?
roni.  Yes, sir. De winter wedd
make me look frish in my sheeks. It Mm_.
not dat I am young, (Exit. Pause.)
Vroni (returning). Oh, here iss my
lady. Tea been in dis room to-dav
Shall I de kettle bring? w.
£ Jackson will do that, thank you.
VFrons. No, sir! 1 met Yackson on
Mn mﬁn. My _MR_ 'y send him somevhere,
nd now my lady comes d i
(She bustles OE-W N
Proni (outside). 1 hobe v i
yourselfs, Ennmuwn. DT
Neliie (shortly). No, I didn't. Take
my things.
m\u&ﬂh Ah vell, meddam, ve are de
one like de odder. But ve bot' been
come home save, bless God.
Nellie (coming in). Brute of a day.
(She sits by the fire, and for ten min.
utes we exchange grumbles. We are

both rather angry with th
the world. ) Ly ¢ weather and

.__S.h.n___w.. This state of domestic dis-
WquMEmQM: is enough to drive one
rantic. Everything s goin
everywhere. S
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I, Ves, at home and abroad. What
the devil is Vroni about? She says
she is to bring tea.

Nellie.  Yes ; everything 's here ex-
cept the hot water. (I ring violently.
Before the bell stops jangling, in bursts
Vroni with very * frish sheeks."")

Vroni (bearing a steaming hot-water
urn, with a plate of muffins balanced
fearsomely atop). I am ashame of me-
selfs. You moss not been ankry wid

me.
Neltie. No, no! That's all we re-

quire. (Vain hope that Vroni will
realise she is not to speak unless she’s
spoken to.)

Vroni (in a stage whisper). Sharl
verr bad to-day.

Nellie. Never mind. That 's all.

Prons. Yackson say vhen he gone
on dat errant dat Sharl haf to help me.
Sharl say I moss do it selfs.

I Do what?
Vrowi. Stretch de butter.
W%b W.Ewp:

Froni. 1 go bring him now.
Nellie. Bring whom ?
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Fromi.  De bread and bu i
haf but cake and muffs. w_.n_wn“.n mw” M“
cold wedder, it iss not easy to stretch
de butter on de bread. Sharl verr bad.
He say I moss do it self. (Exit Vroni.)

mﬂmm and “muffs” somewhat restore us
We have forgotten our m.r_.:nnmmhmn_.w_.u.

Vroni (bursting in with an enormous
Plate, piled high with thick slices of
bread, on which lumps of butter are
ineffectually stretched. Her brown
€yes are ablaze — her cheeks fly crim-
son flags. She mutters under her
breath, * Oh, Sharl! Sharl1™). Med-
dam (offering the bread), can I to
speak wid you ?

Nellie.  After tea.
£ (hailing a i iversi
" m_..mu.m..Hﬁ Mna.vcmm_wwn diversion). Let
Nellie.  No! (Lower ’
ever teach the mm_.— if md,.___._ T
YA You won't have time to do much
teaching. What is it, Vroni? You
#u.m..w..__, you .mn% not afraid of me any more.
roni.  No, sir. i i
with emotion.) (She s choking
I Come, what is it?
Vroni.  Oh, it iss Sharl and de cook
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and de boots (with an outburst). Vhat
is boo-oo-oor ¥

f. Boo I don't know.

Vroni. De cook say 1 wass a Zher-
man boor. De boots say 1 will nefer
get me ablace. All of dem downstairs
vill fight me and my Kaiser Wilhelm.

I (mendaciously). 1 don't under-
stand.

Vroni. 1 t'ought dere moss been
somet'ing all dese days vhen Sharl been
so qveer. Dey tell me it is now some
weeks dat de English haf a wah wid de
Ghermans.

1. Oh, I think that 's a mistake.

Vroni. Dey say vhen I read de ba-
pers I vill see. Dey say 1 will get me
no more a blace. Oh, my lady, is it
true dat you haf a wah wid me?

Neltie. o, Vroni. Of course not.

Vroni (with sudden tears). T'ank
you, my lady. Dey say downstairs,

my Kaiser haf send a Goddam tele-
gram. He would nefer send a God-
dam telegram; would he, my lady?

Nellie. One wouldn't have expected

it of him.
Vroni. No. Dey say de English
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hates de Zhermans. | vould not be-
lieff it till Sharl said — Oh! oh! (she
clenches her hands.)

£ What did Charles say ?

Vroni. He said dat girl iss a koshun.
Vhat iss * koshun ?

Nedlie (to me). She means caution,

I Well, to say You 're a caution isn’t
very bad.

Vyeni. Oh, he mean it bad. He
mean it for wah !

£ 1 can't think that

Vroni. Yes, ¥es; and de cook haf a
vishun,

Nellie. A what 7

Vrori. Vishun, vhat You call, She
say de Emperor's telegram been no
surbrize to ker; for de night before she
dit haf a vishun,

I What was it like ?

Viyoni, She wake up in de dark, and
se¢ a man vidout his head, sitting by her
bett. She look more, and she see he
haf his head in his hands. She say
she know den dere going to be drouble
wid de Zherman Emperor. It vass a
vishun.
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ingly ). 1 dom't think :::.n.m
Mown“,mmaﬁn_.__u_nnmm.%un_ war after all, ____qﬂmu:_”
Froni, All vhat I can say, sir, #,wﬂ
ve haf wah already downstairs. Wah
wid de cook —wah wid vrpn.ﬁ |=..,_m..
ding but wah! wah ! (Exit Vroni,
wringing her hands. )



