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A PA

NUMBER OF INTERESTING
4l LETTERS have come as a
result of the letter from
“P. A.)” in “The Subscri-
bers’ Bureau” for Febru-
)] ary. The letter below is
~ not only well worth read-
ing, but it opens up a subject which
is worthy of discussion. QOur corre-
spondent did not sign her name and
address, but we thank her for her in-
teresting statement of a vexed question.

The Woman's Pocketbook

In answer to “P. A., South Carolina,”
mm re “The Widow's Money,” can you
through your journal or “P. A.” through
his bank acquaintance do anything to-
ward helping or getting the husband to
teach his wife the art of handling money ?
All women don't need the teaching—I
know that from bitter personal experi-
ence. | know positively that I could do
twice what my husband does with his
money; pay his insurance (on a policy
of only six thousand dollars) and save
and invest money out of his five and six
thousand dollars a year, Yet I never
handle any of it, except five or ten dol-
lars to buy this, that or the other thing.

1 never talk of the “allowance question”
any more, but feel so keenly on it that
I keep track of every cent I receive and
spend. My hushand's reason for not
iving me an allowance was that when
%rst married [ was too young (seventeen)
and his salary (one thousand dollars a
year) very small. Why, even then I knew
the value of one hundred cents, for
had been taught it at home, and when
fifteen and an only child I did nearly
all my invalid mother's shopping.

In the last ten years my hushand's
income has not heen a salary, but has
reached to five and six thousand dollars
a year, always coming in little or large
amounts all the time.

Here, briefly, are the conditions under
which 1 live:

I have been married sixteen years, and
have a family of three girls and one boy
—two girls at an expensive boarding
school.

Between house. hushand and children
T am not able to earn for myself, and my
hushand would be horrified if T did.

I am well and plainly dressed. as my
husband likes to see me look well.

I know he never wastes his money on
other women—and among men he wastes
little, wzery little to what heaps of our
acquaintances do. Yet vou can't get him
to see that his wife might like to feel
that she could waste (it would positively
he called zwaste) the price of a matinée
or tea occasionally with a friend. So I
never receive like favors from other
women. ;s

And again, on this income and with
such a family (the eldest fourteen) what
insurance should be carried to be fair
to the family? The hushand's work being
of a brain-fagging and nervous nature, [
say at least twenty-five thousand dollars,
for that would be one way of saving.
My husband says, “I work too hard for
my money to put it all into insurance,”
and so six thousand dollars is all I can
look forward to in case of death to rear
four children on. I have put all senti-
ment aside and tried to show him just
how T would stand—but no good.

1 am also glad to see that you are
going to help the woman who has money
to invest. I hope it will be for the wom-
en who are in the “majority”"—that is,
for the women who can put by only small
sums at a time.

Your February cover is lovely and
your magazine 1s better and better all
the time. s TESE

More Users of the Magazine

E ARE EXCEEDINGLY GLAD to get let-
ters from our readers, telling ex-
actly how the CompaxioN is for them
a “tool for service.” These letters seem
to us especially helpful and suggestive.

Dear CoMpaxioN i—

Would you like to know what becomes
of you after grandmother and John and
Lad and Wee Alice and 1 have read you
through and through?

GE OF LETTERS TO THE EDITOR

First, I clip off your beautiful covers those are interesting and cheerful read-
and send them to a missioner up among ing. That cover design is the most beau-
the hills of North Carolina. They are tiful thing in that line 1 have ever seen.

not having taken the magazine long, but it
seems to me that your article is pathetic-
ally one-sided. Of course I would not

dreary places, the homes where these
mountain folk live. Read what she says
and see how glad she is to have the
covers: “Plaster is almost unknown here.
The better houses are wood ceiled and
with very few windows, sometimes only
one, so the room is always dark. Bright
pictures on the dark, smoke-stained wood
relieve the barrenness greatly.”” Isn't it
a wonderful mission to carry cheer into
lonely lives?

Yet my tale is not yet finished. The
recipes go into a cookery book which I'm
making for a bride-to-be; so do the house-
hold hints, The songs go to a music-
hungry little soul on the Western prairie,
who plays them over and over on her
worn old organ.

The children's pages Wee Alice claims
as hers. She cuts out the pictures, verse
and stories and puts them in small en-
velopes for the convalescent children at
the hospital.

The articles on furniture making are
Lad's. [ understand they have a wide
circulation among boys who like to do
things with tools. So you see we cut
and shear you till there's nothing left
but your stories. These go into a port-
folio, with others like them, destined for
a lumber camp.

File my Comraxtons away in the attic,
as some of my neighbors do? Not for
worlds uncounted. There are too many
darkened lives awaiting the sunshine of
its pages.

A CompanioNn HOUSEKEEPER,

Evansville, Wisconsin.

Last Christmas 1 cut out of the back
numbers of the CompanionN the items in
“The Exchange” that had been of the
greatest help to me, and gave them to
a friend. She was so pleased and found
them of such service that she has sent
in her subscription.

R. G. F., Tacoma, Washington.

A Letter From Mexico

“N\TECESSITY IS THE MOTHER of inven-

tion,” as every one knows. Perhaps
some readers, whose ingenuity is not
stimulated by this stern parent, may get
a helpful hint from our Mexican friend.

For years, while living in the States,
I bought the magazine of the newsdealers,
but on coming here last August 1 sub-
scribed for it. We feel that we cannot
miss a single copy. not only on account
of its general interest, but especially for
the series of articless on ‘“Well-Made
Furniture.” We are entirely out of the
land of railroads and many miles from
a navigable river. All the furniture in
this country is of the “knock down' va-
riety, as it takes less room on shipboard.

We have all the facilities and command
the skill to make this beautiful ‘“Mission”
furniture, and the designs, so well worked
out, are a hoon to us.

Incidentally, the January issue gave a
beautiful design of a leaded-glass window
in the illustration of “The (Glass House."
which we expect to utilize in the building
of a new home soon. Will you laugh
when I tell you that the glass will be
furnished by the discarded negatives
which accumulate in photographic work?
Houses here are bhuilt without windows,
so window glass is not to be found in the
country. But we find that in stormy
weather and in Northers the home would
be much more comfortable if drafts could
be shut out without excluding light,
Mrs. F. E. M. Palenque, Chiapas, Mexico.

The February Number

F THE EDITOR'S MAIL 1S A SAFE GUIDE,

we must have “struck twelve” on the
February number.  We have never be-
fore had so many appreciative letters
from any one issue of the ComMpaNION.
Here are a few from those that have
given us special pleasure.

I must congratulate you on your . Feb-
ruary issue, especially on your cover design
—not that alone, but also on the con-
tents of that number. Give us some more
contributions such as “My Future Son-in-
Law" and “Her Psychological Moment:”

G, S. K., Sunrise, Wyoming.

. Your magazine, judging from the name,
is intended for, and undoubtedly best
adapted to, the “boss” of the household;
I mean the woman. I might say, how-
ever, that it contains some mighty inter-
esting articles for the *“old man.” I am
particularly interested in the working de-
signs of “Well-Made Furniture.” 1 have
made two pieces from the dimensions
given, and find that the instructions are
so complete and the designs so carefully
selected and worked out that I am de-
lighted with the results.
0. G. C., Milwaukee, Wisconsin.

I wish to express my appreciation of
{our February issue. Your magazine has
been steadily improving and 1 have found
it to contain more of the good and whole-
some class of reading each month. This
February issue outshines all previous
issues in my estimation. The serial stories
are so interesting that it is always hard
to wait for the next issue, and the pages
devoted to fancy work are excellent.

Your article in relation to matrimony
and the business woman interested me es-
pecially. M. S. N, New York City.

The February issue is the best ever.
“A Substitute for Matrimony” should do
a world of good. It was good judgment
to print “My Future Son-in-Law"” in
the same issue. “David Copperfield and
Agnes” and “The Young Dreamer" are
illustrations to be preserved. Since your
articles on “Home Owning” I take pleas-
ure in telling you I have bought a home
and given it to my wife. Many thanks
to you. H. M., Melrose, Massachusetts.

“A Derelict”

ELOW 1S ONE OF MANY RECENT LETTERS

praising Juliet Wilbor Tompkins’
story. Another long story from her
pen, even better than “A Derelict,” is
a treat in store for ConmpaNION readers.

This is the first time I've ever written
an editor with no other purpose than that
of expressing my impressions—but I can’t
resist the impulse to tell you of my thor-
ough enjoyment of the story just closed,
“A Derelict.” I am a great reader and
1 can’t recall a story at any time that
has given me more genuine pleasure than
the one just mentioned. he theme is
unusual and is handled with such rare
literary charm and pulsates with such
;varm. human interest as to make it peer-
ess.

My only objection, if objection it can
be, is that it ends too abruptly. The re-
lations between Cassandra and Doctor
Diman had been so stormy throughout
that more of them as lovers, after they
reached an understanding, would have
been highly appreciated. I'm sure I but
voice the wishes of others in asking you
to give us more of this living, breathing
man and woman in future issues of the
Woarax's Houme Conmreanion. “A Derelict”
is almost a classic. May we have its like

again.
Mrs. W. E. T.. Attalla, Alabama.
From the Canal Zone

IS 1S AN INTERESTING PHASE of the

“home-owning” subject, and by giv-
ing our friend's views space here we
trust we are disproving in some meas-
ure his accusation that we are “‘one-
sided.”

In your recent editorial on “The Rea-
sons for Owning a Home"” you give as same
reasons four—political interest, beautify-
ing the city, sc{:ool pride, and clubs. That
owning a home or a place for one does
all these things 1T am aware, but I also
am surprised that you left out one of the
most important ones, and that is the in-
creased interest it gives a family in the
local church. Churches are supported by
the home owners. [ have had enough ex-
perience in this line to say that rental
districts are notorious for their neglect
of church privilege. 1 do not know the
stand the Compraniox takes in such things,

want you to preach all the time, but a
high moral tone seems to be dependent
on a healthy religion.

. H., Culebra, Canal Zone.

A Real Achievement

MONG THE HUNDREDS OF LETTERS re-

ceived in response to our “Own
Your Own Home™ articles, the one be-
low, from “An American Girl,” seems
to us noteworthy, as a simple, straight-
forward, uncomplaining record of an
achievement which was little short of
heroic, in the hard work and self-denial
involved.

It will be two years ago next April
that I found myself free from debt and
with fifty dollars cash, a lone woman of
thirty-five, and being tired of working for
others, I determined to have a home of
my own. No sooner did I make up my
mind than 1 started out. I went to a
little farming village not more than two
hours’ ride from the city of Buffalo, and
bought half an acre of ground for thirty
dollars cash, rented a room for two weeks
for three dollars, got a man to plow the
land and plant it with onions and lettuce
—cost me just eleven dollars. [ went
back to the city for four weeks. The
man who planted the ground cared for it
in my absence. When I returned, many
of the young onions were ready to pick.
I got a place to work for my board from
seven in the morning till one-thirty
o'clock; then I went into my garden and
picked what was ready, and shipped them
to the big hotels in Buffalo, where I had
made the arrangement to keep them sup-
plied. As fast as I picked them I planted
more seed, doing the work myself, to save
expense. As six weeks is ample time for
either of these two vegetables, | had, on the
fourteenth day of October, $169.40 saved.
I placed it in the bank, came back to the
city and worked until the next April.
During the winter months [ only saved
_forty dollars. I put $30.60 to the amount
in bank, making even two hundred dol-
lars. Last April I again planted my half
acre. I planted half of it in onions and
lettuce, the other half in mushrooms. At
the end of last October I had four hun-
dred dollars in bank. By next April [
am_ going to have a house with small
garlor, dining room, bedroom. kitchen and
ath and small attic. I have consulted
a carpenter, who says he can make me
such a home very comfortable for five
hundred dollars. 1 know before the house
is finished 1 can have the other hundred
easy, and will not have to go into debt.
I hope this will help others who have
not two or three thousand dollars to in-
vest in a home.
A~ American Grge, Buffalo, New York.

A Healthy Growth

ROM HALF A SUBSCRIBER to four whole

subscribers is the kind of progress
we like to make. The CompaNION is
not a little proud of this instance of
healthy growth.

You give your readers the privilege of
writing letters showing their appreciation
of the Womax's Hosme Compaxtox; there-
fore T send mine.

became a reader of the Coypaxiox
in 1907 through exchanging magazines
with a friend who took it. [ soon found
myself disliking to return the magazine,
and became a subscriber. In 1907 I gave
a vear's subscription to a friend. In
1908 I remembercd four friends in like
manner. 1 like the editorial policy of
i;our magazine better than that of any
ome magazine with which I am familiar.
It contains instruction and entertainment
for each member of the family. The
advice contained in its columns is practical
and the fiction wholesome. It would be
hard to tell what department I like best;
all are full of interest.

I am enjoying Doctor Hale's reminis-
cences. In April, 1907, you published the
finest poem I ever reaJ—"Christ Before
Pilate,” by Thomas Nelson Page.

Your magazine deserves the popularity
that it has attained.

Mrs. S. M. N., Kansas.
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Contains 40 pages of valuable information—just the sort of information that
every mother ought to have access to at a moment’s notice.

Tells, among other things:

What kind of food a child should eat.

How long it should sleep.

What it should wear.

When and how it should be bathed; and why Ivory Soap
is best for bath and nursery use.

How to care for its eyes, ears, nose, teeth, hair and nails.

How to treat the minor ailments of childhood; and when to
send for a physician.

The illustrations—in color—are charming. The text is by Miss Elizabeth R.

Scovil, graduate of the Massachusetts General Training School for Nurses, and
the author of several books on the care of children.

If you would like a copy, address a letter or postal card to The Procter & Gamble Co., Cincinnati; say that
you want a copy of the ““Baby Book,” give your name, street number, town or city and state and you will
receive one in the course of a very few days.
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Resurrected Resolutions

NE of the finest features of cleaning house is the uncovering
of forgotten treasures. Hanging on some obscure hook or
packed in the darkest corner of some unopened drawer is a
keepsake you have long sought or long forgotten. The rediscovery of
one such token is almost worth the whole disagreeable business of
bare floors and cheerless rooms. It is one of the pleasures of spring.

Some people clean their mental houses in the days between March
and June, and it is a good plan. Whether it be the new cleanliness of
their household surroundings, or the physical rejuvenation within them-
selves, or the fresh purity of the green outdoors, this is certain: the
spring of the year, and not the first of January, is the best time to begin
all over again. Easter should be a time of resurrected resolutions, of
rediscovered treasures. The good intentions of New Year's are tran-
sitory things. We all know that the snows of Christmas, which give
the purity of New Year's, are quick to succumb to the thaws of January
and are as nothing before the cruel winds of February and March. No
one but Gregory XIII. ever believed that the year really began so in the
middle of things—and Gregory is dead. Look about you at the trees
and the fields, look inside at your own feelings and state of health,
Easter is the real New Year's. Everybody knows that.

Why not celebrate Easter this year as the beginning of our new
year? Get out the old resolutions—not so old, either, since only three
months have passed since their birth; but perhaps they are already frost-
bitten or moldy. Take them out into the new spring air, where they will
have a chance to grow and prosper for a season. Who knows but they
may become hardy plants and be ever green.

Our Daughters Again

NEXT month we expect to treat in a large way a very large subject
and one that lies near to our hearts—the education of girls. People
think about their souls every Lent, about their clothes every Easter,
and about their daughters every June. This last is especially true if
the daughters are of high-school age. That curiously contradictory
word ‘‘Commencement,’”’” which seems to most young people to mark
the end of all things, looms up in its true meaning to the thoughtful
parent, Then, and then only, the parent asks, ‘“What has school done
for my daughter?”’ We believe that this interesting question may be
so answered by the COMPANION during the next few months that

SPECIAL DEPARTMENTS Page
Bachelor Uncles and Spinster Aunts—Margaret E. Sangster . . .14
Entertainment ' . : . ! . . A 26-27
Teens and Twenties—Lucy Norman . . . . . I . 31
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Gardening in the “Club of Clubs” « ‘ . ' . ¢ R

more parents will ask, when it is not too late," What will school do for
my daughter?”’ And if the answer is not satisfactory, we hope that it
will cause honest thought and effort to correct mistakes to which so
many of us have so long been blind.

Dramatic Philanthropy

AN EARTHQUAKE is the most thoroughly dramatic manifestation

of Nature. This old earth can rumble along its beaten track and
gain no more attention than a trolley car, but just so soon as it begins
to swerve, and skid, and go chunk, chunk, and honk, honk, it has all the
romantic interest of a motor car. There is something about wrong
doing that is very dear to the human heart. A woman never sends
flowers to a well man until he is behind the prison bars. And by the
same token, many men never have a cent for charity until the earth
opens and the heavens fall. Conventional poverty has no appeal. The
homeless in New York and Chicago and Denver are not interesting; the
homeless in Messina and San Francisco thrill the imagination and empty
the pockets of every tender-hearted man and woman.

But this is the question which always arises at a time when the
world begins to give away its gold: If there is so much wealth in the
world, if there are so many people with brains enough to accumulate
it and hearts big enough to give it away, why must we wait for a
sudden sign of the wrath of God to discover it?

Take, for instance, one fight for the universal good that has been made
slowly but triumphantly, without thunder and lightning and storm, the
fight against tuberculosis. Everybody who reads the papers knows that
science has finally conquered the great white plague; everybody who
has lived at all knows what such a victory means; everybody who thinks
at all knows that the results of this victory can be realized through-
out the world only through the expenditure of vast sums of money. No
money could be better spent, not only because every dollar serves the
generations to come, but every dollar will come back a hundredfold in
our lifetime and in the lifetime of our children through the vast econo-
mies of sanitation. And yet, progress is impeded by lack of support;
and it is only one of many causes whose appeal has not crossed the
footlights of the public’s sentimentality.

Let us have dramatic giving. Yes, but let us recognize conven-
tional poverty. Let us stop the sudden gap; but let us not forget the
ever-present need.
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ENGLISH

BY JACK LONDON
OUR DIFFICULT SPEECH AS IT IS TWISTED BY THE SOUTH SEA ISLANDERS

veN a number of white traders, a
wide area of land and scores of
savage languages and dialects, and
the result will be that the traders
will manufacture a totally new, un-
scientific, but perfectly adequate,
language. This the traders did when they in-
vented the Siwash lingo for use over British
Columbia, Alaska and the Northwest Terri-
tory. So with the lingo of the Kroo boys of
Africa, the pigeon English of the Far East,
and the beche de mer of the westerly portion
of the South Seas. This latter is often called
pigeon Linglish, but pigeon English it certainly
is not. To show how totally different it is,
mention need be made only of the fact that the
classic piecee of China has no place in it.

There was once a sea captain who needed
a dusky potentate down in his cabin. The
potentate was on deck. The captain’s command
to the Chinese steward was, “Hey, boy. you go
top-side catchee one piecee king.”

Had the steward been a New Hebridean or
a Solomon Islander, the command would have
been, “Hey, you fella boy, go look 'm eye be-
long you along deck, bring 'm me fella one
big fella marster belong black man.”

It was the first white men who ventured
through Melanesia after the carly explorers who
developed beche de mer English—men such as
the beche de mer fishermen, the sandalwood
traders, the pearl hunters and the labor re-
cruiters. In the Solomons, for instance, scores
of languages and dialects are spoken. Unhappy
the trader who tried to learn them all; for in
the next group to which he might wander he
would find "scores of additional tongues. A
common language was necessary—a language
so simple that a child could learn it, with a
vocabulary as limited as the intelligence of
the savages upon whom it was to be used. The traders did not
reason this out. Beche de mer English was the product of conditions
and circumstances. Function precedes organ; and the need for a universal
Melanesian lingo preceded beche de mer English. Beche de mer was purely
fortuitous, but it was fortuitous in the deterministic way. Also, from the
fact that out of the need the lingo arose, beche de mer English is a splen-
did argument for the Esperanto enthusiasts.

A limited vocabulary means that each word shall be overworked. Thus,
fella, in beche de mer, means all that piecee does and quite a bit more, and
is used continually in every possible connection. Another overworked word
is belong. Nothing stands alone. Everything is related. The thing desired
is indicated by its relationship with other things. A primitive vocabulary
means primitive expression; thus, the continuance of rain is expressed as
rain he stop. Sun he come up cannot possibly be misunderstood, while the
phrase structure itself can be used without mental exertion in ten thousand
different ways; as, for instance, a native who desires to tell you that there
are fish in the water and who says fish he stop. It was while trading on
Ysabel island that T learned the excellence of this usage. I wanted two or
three pairs of the large clam shells (measuring three feet across), but I
did not want the meat inside. Also, I wanted the meat of some of the
smaller clams to make a chowder. My instruction to the natives finally
ripened into the following: “You fella bring me fella big fella clam—
kai-kai he no stop, he walk about. You fella bring me fella small fella
clam—kai-kai he stop.”

Kai-kai is the Polynesian for food, meat, eating, and to eat; but it would
be hard to say whether it was introduced into Melanesia by the sandalwood
traders or by the Polynesian westward drift. Walk about is a quaint phrase.
Thus, if one orders a Solomon sailor to put a tackle on a boom, he will
suggest, “That fella boom he walk about too much.” And if the said sailor
asks for shore liberty he will state that it is his desire to walk about,

Too much, by the way, does not indicate anything excessive. It is merely
the simple superlative. Thus, if a native is asked the distance to a certain
village, his answer will be one of these four: “Close up; long way little
bit; long way big bit; or long way too much.” Long way too much does
not mean that one cannot walk to the village; it means that he will have
to walk farther than if the village were a long way big bit.

Gammon is to lie, to exaggerate, to joke. Mary is a woman. Any
woman is a Mary. All women are Marys. Doubtlessly the first dim white
adventurer whimsically called a native woman Mary, and of similar birth
must have been many other words in beche de mer. The white men were
all seamen, and so, capsize and sing out were introduced into the lingo.
One would not tell a Melanesian cook to empty the dish water, but he
would tell him to capsize it. To sing out is to cry loudly, to call out, or
merely to speak. Sing-sing is a song. The native Christian does not think
of God calling for Adam in the Garden of Eden; in the native's mind, God
sings out for Adam,

Sazvee and catchee are practically the only words which have been in-
troduced straight from pigeon English. Of course, pickaninny has happened
along, but some of its uses are delicious. Having bonght a fowl from a
native in a canoe, the native asked me if T wanted “Pickaninny stop along
him fella.” It was not until he showed me a handful of hen's eggs that I
understood his meaning. My word, as an exclamation with a thousand sig-
nificances, could have arrived from nowhere else than old England. A
paddle, a sweep, or an oar, is called a washee, and washee is also the verb.

Here is a letter, dictated by one Pcter, a native trader at Santa Anna,
and addressed to his emplover. Harry, the schooner captain, started to
write the letter. but was stopped by Peter at the end of the second sentence.
Thereafter the letter runs in Peter's own words, for Peter was afraid that
Harry gammoned too much, and he wanted the straight story of his needs
to go to headquarters.

Santa Anna.

Trader Peter has worked twelve months for vour firm and has not received
any pay yet. He hereby wants twelve pounds. [At this point Peter began dic-
tation.] Harry he gammon along him all the time too much. T like him six
tin biscuit, four bag rice, twenty-four tin bullamacow. Me like him two rifle, me
savvee look out along hoat, some place me go man he no good, he kai-kai along
me. PETER.

Mr. London in Sailor Togs

Bullamacow means tinned beef. This word
was corrupted from the English language by
the Samoans, and from them learned by the
traders, who carried it along with them into
Melanesia. Captain Cook and the other early
navigators made a practise of introducing
seeds, plants and domestic animals among the
natives. It was at Samoa that one such navi-
gator landed a bull and a cow. “This is a
bull and a cow,” said he to the Samoans. They
thought he was giving the name of the breed,
and from that day to this beef on the hoof
and beef in the tin is called bullamacow.

A Solomon Islander cannot say fence, so,
in beche de mer, it becomes fennis;. store is
sittore, and box is bokkis. Just now the fash-
ion in chests, which are known as boxes, is to
have a bell arrangement on the lock so that
the box cannot be opened without sounding
an alarm. A box so equipped is not spoken
of as a mere box, but as the bokkis belong bell.

Fright is the beche de mer for fear. If a
native appears timid and one asks him the
cause, he is liable to hear in reply, “Me fright
along you too much.” Or the native may be
fright along storm, or the wild bush, or
haunted places. Cross covers every form of
anger. A man may be cross at one when he
is feeling only petulant; or he may be cross
when he is seeking to chop off your head and
make a stew out of you. A recruit, after
having toiled three years on a plantation, was
returned to his own village on Malaita. He
was clad in all kinds of gay and sportive
garments. On his head was a top hat. He pos-
sessed a trade box full of calico, beads, por-
poise teeth and tobacco. Hardly was the anchor
down, when the villagers were on board. The
recruit looked anxiously for his own relatives,
but none was to be seen. One of the natives
took the pipe out of his mouth, another confiscated the strings of beads from
around his neck, a third relieved him of his gaudy loin cloth, and a fourth
tried on the top hat and omitted to return it. Finally one of them took his
trade box, which represented three years’ toil, and dropped it into a canoe
alongside, “That fella belong you?” the captain asked the recruit, referring
to the thief. “No belong me,” was the answer. “Then why in Jericho do
you let him take the box?” the captain demanded indignantly. Quoth the
recruit, “Me speak along him, say bokkis he stop, that fella he cross along
me''—the recruit meant that the other man would murder him.

What name is the great interrogation of beche de mer. It all depends
on how it is uttered. It may mean: What is vour business? What do
you mean by this outrageous conduct? \What do you want? What is the
thing you are after? You had best watch out: I demand an explanation;
and a few hundred other things.

Some years ago large numbers of Solomon Islanders were recruited
to labor on the sugar plantations of Queensland. One of the laborers got
up and made a speech to a shipload of islanders who had just arrived,
using the talk he had heard the missionary make on the Fall of Man:

“Altogether you boy belong Solomons you no savvee white man. Me
fella me savvee him. Me fella me savvee talk along white man.

“Before long time altogether no place he stop. God big fella marster
belong white man, him fella He make 'm altogether. God big fella marster
belong white man, He make 'm big fella garden. He good fella too much.
Along garden plenty yam he stop, plenty cocoanut, plenty taro, plenty
kumara [sweet potatoes], altogether good fella kai-kai too much.

“Bimeby God big fella marster belong white man He make 'm one
fella man and put 'm along garden belong Him. He call 'm this fella man
Adam. He name belong him. He put him this fella man Adam along gar-
den, and He speak, ‘This fella garden he belong yvou.” And He look 'm
this fella Adam he walk about too much. Him fella Adam all the same sick;
he no savvee kai-kai; he walk about all the time. And God He no savvee.
God big fella marster belong white man, He stop and sav, "What name?
Me no savvee what name this fella Adam he want.

“Bimeby God He savvee, and speak, ‘Me fella me savvee. him fella
Adam him want 'm Mary. So He make Adam he go sleep, He take one
fella bone belong him, and He make 'm one fella Mary along hone. He call
him this fella Mary, Eve. He give 'm this fella Eve along Adam, and He
speak along him fella Adam, ‘Close up altogether along this fella garden
belong vou two fella. One fella tree he tambo [tahool along vou zaltogether.
This fella tree belong apple.

“So Adam Eve two fella stop along garden, and they two fella have
'm good time too much. Bimeby, one day, Eve she come along Adam. and
she speak, ‘More good you me two fella we eat 'm this fella apple” Adam he
speak, ‘No,” and Eve she speak, ‘What name you no like 'm me*" And Adam
he speak, ‘Me like 'm you too much, but me fright along God." And Eve
she speak, ‘Gammon! What name? God He no savvee look zlong us two
fella all 'm time. God big fella marster, He gammon along you” But
Adam he speak, ‘No.” But Eve she talk, talk, talk, allee time—allee same
Mary she talk along boy along Queensland and make 'm trouble along boy.
And bimeby Adam he tired too much, and he speak, ‘All right’ So these
two fella they go eat 'm. When they finish eat 'm, my word. they fright too
much, and they go hide along scrub.

“And God he come walk about along garden, and He sing out, "Adam !
Adam he no speak. He too much frightt My word! And God He sing
out, ‘Adam! And Adam he speak, ‘You call 'm me? God he speak, ‘Me
call 'm you too much.” Adam he speak, ‘Me sleep strong fella too much.
And God He speak, ‘You been eat 'm this fella apple” Adam he speak,
‘No, me no been eat 'm.” God He speak, “What name vou gammon along
me? You been eat 'm.” And Adam he speak, ‘Yes, me been eat ‘'m.’

“And God big fella marster he cross along Adam Eve two fella too
much, and he speak, ‘You two fella finish along me altogether. You go
catch 'm hokkis [box] belong you, and go along scrub.’

“So Adam Eve these two fella go along scrub. And God He make 'm
one big fennis [fencel all around garden and He put 'm one fella marster
belong God along fennis. And He give this fella marster belong God one
big fella musket, and He speak, ‘S’pose you look ‘'m these two fella Adam
Eve, you shoot 'm plenty too much.””
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=1 HE story came to me through my
friend, Mrs. Katherine Biff. Mrs.
Biff is a widow. Her profession—
I will not slight her beautiful art
by a lesser word—is that of cook.
She cooks for my cousin Elinor,
and it was during one of Elinor's
absences in Europe that Mrs, Biff
had her experience in Altruria, as
the supply for Miss Mercedes
It was highly interesting, I think.

Van Arden.

She gave me the episode herself ; because, first place,
I am Elinor's own cousin (like the rest of her world,
she loves Elinor), and in the second place, she knows

that I appreciate her conversation. Assuredly I do
value Katy's freehand sketches of life. She is a
shrewd observer. Often while she talks I recall Stev-
enson's description of another: “She is not to be
deceived nor think a mystery solved when it is re-
peated.” )

Katy is an American by birth, but Celtic by race
and by nature; a widow to whom children never were
granted, but who out of her savings has helped educate
and settle half a dozen of her nieces and nephews.
Katy's married life was brief and not happy. The
late’ Biff was a handsome man who never let other
people’s comfort or rights interfere with his own
pleasure. Nevertheless, when he was killed in a saloon
braw| she did not grudge him many carriages for his
last journey (she who believes in simple funerals.
“When I give free rides I'll give 'em while I'm alive
and can hear folks say ‘Thank you!'" says she), and
she has erected a neat stone to his memory. .

It was three years after his death that Mrs. Biff
came to Elinor, with whom she has lived since.

Elinor, one may say, bequeathed her to the Van
Ardens. At least she squested them importunately
to Katy. To me she explained, “Katy is a maternal
soul, and she can't help taking care of Mercy Van
Arden, who is a stray angel in a wicked world and
thinks she is a Socialist.” . .

We are conservative, peaceful mid-Westerners in
our town, and the only Socialists
helong to a class that we do not
meet nor recognize save by their
names in the papers published pre-
liminary to fiery addresses de-
livered at not very reputable tavern
halls, Therefore, to have a culti-
vated Socialist, a young lady of
wealth, who regarded her fortune
as a “Trust,” come to live among
us was exciting. Her aunt, from
whom she had recently inherited
her fortune, was well known to us,
being a large property owner in the
town. She, the late aunt, was not
in the least a Socialist; on the
contrary, we esteemed her a par-
ticularly shrewd and merciless
adept at a bargain. She had a will
of her own; and considering that
Miss Mercedes had borne the yoke
of it for ten years, it was gener-
ally considered that she had carned
her legacy.

Under all these conditions of
interest I admit I was glad enough
to see Katy Biff's decent black hat
approaching the side door the day
after her entrance into the Van '

Arden family circle.

“Well, Miss Patsy,” she began,
“I guess you know she's queer; [
thought I knew most of the brands
of wine and women, as old Judge
Howells used to say, but this one
beats me! 1 came 'round to the
yvard—she's hired the Bateman
place furnished, you know, while
the Batemans are towering in
Canada, she and her sister, who's
a doctor lady. I hope the doctor'll
be a kinder balance wheel, but she's
got a chore!

“As I was saying, I come ‘round
the yard aiming for the kitchen
door, when I heard somebody call-
mg, and there she was opening the
iront door to Nellie Small. Don't
vou remember Nellie Small? She
was the Batemans' waitress for
three months—poor young things—
and smashed a lot of their nice
wedding presents, the other girl
told me. She's the kind that
always looks so fine and never
dusts the hind legs of the table. I
wasn't none too pleased at the
sight of her, but Miss Van Arden,
she was awful polite; took us both
right into the parlor and made us
et down, I got worried thinking she'd mistook, and
I hesitates a minute and then I says:

* Miss Van Arden, I was going 'round to the kitchen
door; I've come to see about the cook's place.

I know," says she right quick, with a little lift of
her pretty brown head. She’s got hair's fine as Capitola
in ‘The Hidden Hand’—I saw you at the play, Miss
Patsy, so vou know; only I guess Capitola's never
grew on her head and Miss Van Arden’s did—but she
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said, 'I know; you're Mrs. Biff, and you,’ says she,
smiling so pretty on that Nellie trash, ‘yow’re Miss
Small’

“‘T am, says Nellie, tossing her head.

“So then she begins; and from that beginning, and
calling us in that way, you can imagine how she went
on. She explained that while she was a poor girl
at her aunty’s she read a lovely book about an imagi-
nary country called Altruria; and the gentleman who
wrote it didn't think we could do that way in this
country; she supposed we couldn’t, but she was going
to try, and she hoped we would like her and help her.
She didn't know much about housekeeping; she had
helped her aunty, but it was writing letters and doing
errands and dusting bric-a-brac (and she laughed) ;
the only things she knew how to do right well was to
dust and to polish jewelry and make tea. But she
hoped to learn; and she had got all the machinery
she could think of; there was an electric washer and
an ironing machine, and a dish-washing machine, and
bread and cake machines, and we ought not to need
to work more than eight hours a day., She didn't
believe really in more'n six hours a day, but at first
maybe we wouldn't mind eight.

“I could see that Nellie drinking it all in, getting
more topping every minute.

**Miss Van Arden,’ says she, ‘how about evenings?
I'm used to having all my evenings.'

*“*T ain't, ma'am,’ says [, ‘not if there's dinner com-
pany. And I know well enough Nellie ain't, neither.'

**'I—I could have dinner in the middle of the day,’
says Miss Van Arden real pitiful, ‘if it weren't that
sister comes in tired at night and likes a hot meal;
but I've got a fireless stove, and it might be cooked
and left in the fireless stove and we could wait on
ourselves.'

“*I guess that'll be satisfactory,” says Nellie, dipping
her head and smiling a haughty smile, while I was
uivering to git a word in Miss Van Arden’s ear.

ut of course there was no chance. And Miss Van
Arden, she went on to say that she didn’t eat meat
herself, but her sister liked to have it, so—

“*Then she looked very timidly at Nellie and the color came into her face. “I should like 10 have you take your

meals with me if—if | were alone,” she stammers'”

**I have to have meat myself,” hops in that Nellie.

“*Oh, of course,” Miss Van Arden said; she didn't
dictate to others, but personally she didn't eat meat;
but she didn't need any special vegetable dishes made
for her, *

“‘You shall have ’em if you want 'em, ma'am,’ says
I; then, ‘and I guess the cook will have something
to say about the kitchen table; I ain’t never much
on meat myself.' I guess that was one for miss!

“‘Oh, thank you,” says Miss Van Arden real grate-
ful—she's jest as sweet’s they make 'em, Miss Patsy.
Then she looked very timidly at Nellie and the color
came into her face.

*‘I should like to have you take your meals with
me if—if I were alone,” she stammers, ‘but my sister—
we have so little time together—we'll try not to make
much waiting—' She got into a kind of mess of
stammers, when I cut in and told her that we much
preferred to eat in our own pantry, which was big
enough for a dining room.

“Well, you can guess, Miss Patsy, that about this
time 1 was wishing myself well out of it all, for I've
lived with notional folks before, and folks who wanted
to make friends of their help, and what I like with
strangers is to have them keep their side of the fence
and I'll keep mine; I ain't seeking any patronage from
nobody, and I got too much self-respect not to be
respectful. But I'd promised Mrs. Caines; so I simply
told what wages I wanted, and I made 'em reasonable,
too. But Nellie—my! she named a sum two dollars
a week more’'n she ever’d got and four dollars more'n
she was worth; and for hatred of meddling I sat still
and let that poor little sweet Babe in the Woods agree
to it. But I miss my guess if I have to put up with
Nellie long!

“So we was engaged. Not a word about any day's
work in the week or when she has sweeping done
(she said she’d do the dusting herself—and she's wise,
with Nellie 'round!) or when she had bakings or
anything; only that she’d have a laundress come in
three days (eight hours a day) and do all our wash-
ing. We got a room apiece, but we haven’'t got a
bath room like at Mrs, Caines’, so she told us we
could have the guest bath room, My! but I wish
you'd heard her; and she’s just the prettiest thing in
the world and wears the prettiest clothes. Her clothes
is all that gives me hope of her! She said she em-
broidered her shirt waist herself; and I guess if she
can sit up and take that amount of notice, she's got
the makings of sense in her!

“She said could I come that day. I said, ‘Yes, ma'am.’

“*You needn't call me that,’ says
she; ‘I don't care for those little
distinctions.’

“‘If you please, ma'am,” I says,
kind but firm, ‘they're fitting and
proper and I prefer it, ma’am.’

“Well, Miss Patsy, I got my
first dinner yesterday, [ even
made the salad which belongs to
the waitress, but I couldn’t risk
Nellie Small's ideas of French
dressing yet! Miss Patsy, she set
her own plate at table.

“‘Now,” says I, ‘let’'s talk plain
United States a minute. Whether
that poor, innercent, looney lady
craves our company or not, she
ain't going to git it. When I'm
cooking a dinner I ain't dressed
up for company. I want my meals
in peace, and you ought to want
yours; they got their own gossip,
same's us; and whatever Miss
Van Arden might be willing to
do, the doctor'll want to have her
sister and her friends to herself
without you and me butting in;
just as I want my meals to myself
without them!

“Nellie told me she was just
as good as them; and I said I
wasn't the one that had to decide
that; goodness was something only
the Lord Almighty got the scales
for weighing exact, but I'd bet
money, if it came to sheer, imbecile
cleanness of heart and willingness
to sacrifice herself for any old
thing, that Miss Van Arden could
give us both a long start and then
beat us! But I guessed we'd leave
that part out. Sich things was
just business, We got to take the
world’s we found it. So she said
she wouldn't take the plate off. I
said I wasn't proud; wherefore
I took it off myself, and she didn't
put no more on, and the sisters
had their meal in peace. She come
when the buzzer called her and
waited fairly well—she's bright
enough when she wants to be.

“Doctor? Oh, she's a horse of
another color. She's ten years
older'n her sister and ain't seen
much of her since their parents
died and Miss Mercy went to live
with her aunty, and she seems to
set a good deal by her and be

puzzled by her, too. She's got a
good appetite and knows good
food. I can git along with her all right. But I mis-

trust that Nellie, being so half baked, we'll get our
trouble soon! We've a colored man looks out for the
furnace and beats the rugs, and tends to the yard
and does chores; he seems a decent sort of man.

got a rise out of Nellie 'bout him, though. She was
just boiling and sissing when I remarked, ‘You think
everybody's as good as everybody else, so I expect
you won't mind having Amos set down with us.’
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Why, she flew into fifty pieces. ‘Eat with a nigger!
she screamed.

f course, I was only fooling, and he was glad
enough to get a good meal in the iaundry; he's a real
nice, sensible man. But my lady was off, not so much
as putting the dishes in the washing machine. Marched
off with her young man, who's on strike; so he's
underfoot 'round her most of the time. That kind
makes me tired!”

Naturally, after this conversation with Katy [ agreed
with my sister that it would be interesting to call;
and we planned an early day., It was, however, even
earlier than our plans,

My chamber (at my sister’s house, where I was
visiting) is on the side near the Bateman house; and
it happened to be I who first discovered the smoke
volleying out of the Bateman furnace chimney, fol-
lowed by a roaring spout of flame. I knew Katy had
gone to our little up-town grocery, for I had seen her
on the way; and I made all haste across the lawn, with
all our ice-cream salt. The fire really was easily dealt
with. By the time the firemen arrived (summoned by
Nellie), all was over save the shouting, as they say in
the political reports. Amos and Nellie were still call-
ing “Fire!” Katy arrived a good second to the hose
ca:lt, breathless with running, but all her wits in good
order.

“Long’s you've put out the fire, Miss Patsy, I'll put
out the fire department,” said she; “they're the only
danger. Miss Mercy, you open all the windows; le's
git rid of the smoke. Nellie, what you carrying your
clothes out for?”

Mercedes quite won our hearts by her docility and
the quiet way she obeyed. Perhaps it was in recogni-
tion that Katy became her tower of refuge when the
cause of the fire appeared. It was no less than Amos.
He had been hired without any heartless prying into
recommendations, on the ideal Altrurian ground of
Need, He was asked, to be sure, could he run a
furnace, and with the optimism of the African replied
that he reckoned he could. He did not add that he had
never tried to run one before. Doubtless it was natural
that he should not discover the meaning of the cun-
ning chains going through the floors; and when
dampers increase the draft if shut and diminish it if
open, who can wonder that Amos should artlessly shut

everything in sight—including the registers? Natural
laws did the rest.
Amos was very patient, almost tearful. He said he

didn't know whatever Sally would do when he cqome
home outen a job; Sally be'n so satisfied befo’; but he
didn't cast no blame on nobody. Sally, it came out
later, was ill.

“Is it anything infectious?” demanded Mercedes’
sister, the doctor, who by this time was on the scene.

“I dunno, ma’am; I reckon ’tis,” deprecated Amos.
“Hit's a right new baby, come a week ago, an’ she
ain’t got up yit.”

Then it was while Nellie glibly proposed a new man,
a man of assured efficiency, two years janitor of a
“flat,” and the brother of a friend; and Mercedes Van
Arden had only bewildered compassion to justify her
desire to forgive the culprit; and Doctor Van Arden
frowned, that Katy spoke the word of power,

“Doctor,” said sf‘;e, “Amos mayn't know much about
the furnace, but he's a decent, honest man that found
my ten cents out on the steps and gave it to me; and
I,lznow how to run furnaces, and I'll learn him. What's
more, I can burn up all the coal, and not smoke up
the house or the neighborhood. And one good thing—
if Amos can’t run a furnace, he knows it now, any-
how; there’s many a janitor man’s been smoking up
flats for years ain't found out that yet. Doctor, I'll
answer for Amos if you ladies will keep him.”

Amos was kept. I fancied that Mercedes was almost
as grateful as he.

After this for a time matters went on in a sufficiently
prosaic and satisfactory manner. We put both of the
sisters up in the Monday Club and the doctor con-
sented to talk to the club on the “Smoke Nuisance”
at our meeting in which we discussed that bane of the
housekeeper, under the startling caption, “The City
of Dreadful Night” We asked Mercedes to embody
her own Social Creed in a fifteen-minute paper; but
she pleaded almost with tears that she was simply a
student who had not studied enough to know, only to
feel; and she blushed deeply. So she was reprieved.
Meanwhile the doctor (who had been quietly working
up a practise in our town for six years) began to be
seen at the bedsides of divers prominent ladies.

Several of us asked the sisters to luncheon, to dinner
and to bridge parties. In return, the sisters enter-
tained the club at tea, a function whereat Katy covered
herself with glory, and Nellie graciously consented to
pass plates and listen and break two heavy Colonial
goblets—Nellie was slim and light on her feet, but she
surely had a heavy hand.

Katy came over to borrow our monkey wrench the
next morning because Nellie and the friend whom she
had recommended to assist in waiting, had contrived
to loosen a water faucet. She was brimming with
criticisms of this last helper, as well as of Nellie.

“Did she stay to help wash dishes?” Thus she let
her suppressed disgust explode. “Well, I should say!
And got extry pay for staying, too, and had her young
man in for supper afterwards; and the things she
gave him to carry away, the fancy candies with bow
knots on them, and the cakes with roses, and the
marionglasyes! And when I spoke up to her she
claimed Miss Mercy told her to—and there’s no say-
ing, maybe she did! Her young man’s on strike; he’s
at the locomotive works; she claims he gits four-fifty
a day and he’s striking for more, I expect; he's been
on strike six weeks now, and he comes here to meals
four times a week and eats—well, Miss Mercy said,
‘Make him welcome,’ so I do; but I own to you, Miss
Patsy, something I feel real bad about. That young
Mr. Gordon, it's his pa is president of the works;
he’s a real nice young man jest out of Harvard Col-
lege, and he met Miss Mercy in Chicago and went
round a lot with her, and I made up my mind and
Nellie made up hers—and she ain’t a fool, Nellie, for
all she’s so flighty—that they were going to make a
match of it; but Nellie got Miss Mercy to promise she'd
go speak to old Mr. éordon about the strike; Miss
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Mercy's got a awful lot of stock, herself, in the works;
and I dunno the rights of it, but I'm sure those yvoung
things had wwords! It's a bitter black shame, too, it
is, dragging that poor child in! Doctor don't like it
any more than I do. And poor little Miss Mercy, she's
scared to death; but that won't stop her; the more it
hurts, the more she is sure she had ought to do it.”

I didn't think little Miss Van Arden could move
old Mr. Gordon's convictions; but it was true that
she was the largest individual stockholder in the works,
and hence she might make trouble with the wavering
minds, certainly trouble enough to irritate the presi-
dent, who was a sterling, but not always a patient, man.

"'fhey want to run the works as a closed shop, don't
they?” 1 asked.

“Jest that. Miss Mercy, if she is a reforming lady,
she ain’t arrergant like most sich; and she asked me
what I thought about the strike. She got my opinion
of it cold. ‘There's strikes and strikes,” says I. ‘Strikes
for higher wages may be right or wrong, as depends,
but a strike for the right to keep every other man but
your gang out of a job is bound to be wrong. I ain't
no sympathy with any kind of closed shops, whether
the bosses close 'em to union men, or the union men
close 'em to everybody 'cept themselves,'”

The next day I saw the little Socialist’s white, miser-
able face go by my window with Katy's solid cheer
at her elbow. She had agreed to see Mr. Gordon first
before she appeared at the board meeting, and (as
Katy put it) “poured coal oil on the fire to put it
out.” Of course there was a useless journey. Mr.
Gordon felt moved to utter certain pet opinions of his
own regarding the ease of making mischief when
ignorant people interfered in business, If it was any
comfort to her to know that she was giving him an
infernal lot of trouble she could take it all right; but
he had to do right according to his own conscience,
and not hers, and he wished her good-morning. Very
limp and dejected she departed.

“*The worst of it is,” she says to me, Katy related,
‘the worst of all is, while I believe he ought to do what
the men want rather than keep up the strike, I don't
really feel sure they ought to want him to do it, It's
so hard on the outside men.” Oh, she's got some sense
straying about her, though it's mainly lost to view. But
I do wish she could make it up with her beau. He
ain't been ‘round for a week; and when folks ain't
got a meat diet they can't stand the strain of being
crossed in love!”

Even Katy's Celtic loyalty was staggered the next
week. She came over on a perfectly needless borrow-
ing errand to tell me.

“Did you see it, ma'am? Being my afternoon out,
I wasn't there. Did you see that woman tumble down
on our grass and Herself run out with Amos and Mrs.
Kane?” (Mrs. Kane was the laundress, who acted also
as scrubwoman once a week, Nellie's health not being
equal to the weekly cleaning required in a tidy house-
hold.) “Did you see it? I begun to sniff the minute
I struck the hall. My word! I knowed it. Then I
begun to hear the groans—'O-¢-ah! O-0-ah! mum-
bling, grumbling kind of groans—I didn’t need anything
more to get next to that situation, no, ma’am. Mrs.
Kane come tumbling downstairs. You know her, Miss
Patsy, Tim Kane's widow, a fair-to-middling laundress
and next door to a fool about everything else. Jest
the kind that gits a good husband like Timothy and
then fools away the money he leaves her and has to
come on the wash tub. Downstairs she comes—wild!
The poor woman, they'd seen her fall outside, and
Miss Mercy and she'd taken her in on a mattress with
Amos to help; Amos wanted to call the amberlance,
but Miss Mercy said no, they'd take her to the police;
so they three took the poor creature into the house.
And ‘Oh, hear her groan!' I said, yes, she was easy
to hear. I guess Amos felt all right; but you know
niggers are biddable, and whatever they think, the
creatures do like they're told.

“Well, T walked upstairs. She was there in the guest
chamber on one of the twin beds with the flowery
card, ‘Sleep gently in this quiet room, etcetery,’ over
the towsledest head and sech skirts! She'd been
having a time for sure. Herself had put a wet ice
bandage on the woman's head and a hot-water bag to
her feet, and she was a-laying her hands, her own
pretty, soft, little, white, trembling hands, to her awful
shoes, but says [I:

“*You stop! Don't you tech her!

“‘T must,” says she; ‘they're soaked.’

“‘Don't you see what's the matter of her? says I
‘She’s dead drunk!

“I reckoned she'd deny it. Not a bit. ‘I suppose
so,” says she; ‘that’'s why I wouldn’t let them call the
amberlance.’

“‘And do vou mean to keep her here? says 1. ‘That
drunken rubbish?’

“Well, she does; she was awful sorry for the trouble
to us, but the woman fell down at her door, and she
was in dire misery, and Miss Mercy she felt she had
got to take her in. My word, Miss Patsy, I had to
shet my teeth a minute to keep back my feelings, but
every word I said was: ‘I guess you better move that
other bed out and then you can burn this one!
Heavens, I ain't going to describe the next hour till
the doctor come. Now, she's laying comfortable in
the doctor’'s gown, in that nice clean bed, and I've
made her chicken broth and mustard plasters and
everything else for her comfort.

“When the doctor come, she said, ‘This goes the
limit,” and then she bit off the rest and swallered it
and said, ‘We'll have to scrub her.” And I did—with
washing powder and scouring soap, I hope it hurt,
but I'm ’fraid it didn't,”

“How does Nellie take it?”

The sorely tried Mrs. Biff grinned. ‘“’Tis that keeps
me from quite sinking; she is most dretful horrified
and vowing she’s going to leave.”

However, Nellie did not go; it was the castaway
whom they had succored who awoke in her right mind
before any one was stirring the next morning, clothed
herself, for lack of her own rags (which were airing
in the back yard), in a decent brown dress, cloak and
hat of the doctor's from the guest-room closet, put
on the doctor’s large, serviceable boots, and gathering
the loose silver and three one-dollar bank notes left
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in Katy's cash box, otherwise her “cup” from the
pantry shelf, departed into the unknown nether world
from whence she came.

“And a mercy she didn’t murder us in our beds!”
opined Nellie; “maybe she will yet!”

Nellie’s prophecy appeared less grotesque the fol-
lowing week when her voung man, Phil by Christian
name—I did not come to know his surname—discoy-
ered at the police station or the engine house (he
frequenting both places in his wealth of leisure) that
the castaway had escaped from a quarantined house
full of smallpox, in a little hamlet near by. Here
was a situation! Nellie vowed she wouldn’t sleep a
wink were she Mrs, Kane or Amos, particularly Amos,
because colored folks took naturally to smallpox.

Amos only grinned; but Mrs, Kane was palpably
nervous and began inquiring into symptoms of what
Nellie termed “the dread disease.”

_Presently she was feeling them faithfully, And
Katy shrugged the shoulder of scorn. But scorn
turned into consternation by Monday, for an agitated
neighbor came to the front door to announce that
Mrs. Kane was sick in bed with an awful fever and
broke out terrible, and would the doctor please step
over there.

“And all the clothes in the suds!” sighed Katy. “But
that's nothing. Poor Miss Mercy! she's almost out
of her mind; she says that she’s to blame; she's
brought smallpox on that innocent woman, and most
like she'll die; and if she hadn’t been so wicked and
headstrong and had listened to her friend (she didn't
name nobody, but I know she means young Gordon)
and her sister, it wouldn't have happened; she hadn't
even helped the woman who fetched the smallpox;
she'd only tempted her to crime! And what should
she say to poor Mrs. Bateman? Nobody wanted to
rent her home to be a pest house. And she'd set the
house afire by hiring an ignorant man— Oh, she was
a wicked girl! Her aunty often told her she was a
fool, and oh, why hadn't she believed her and not
tried to do things too big for her senseless head? And
she's been fairly crying her eyes out. The poor, sweet,
humble-minded little thing!”

Poor little Mercy! But I was to pity her much
more during the succeeding ten minutes. Amos came
out to the barberry hedge to tell our cook that Miss
Mercy was in bed and he 'lowed she'd smallpox. He
was off in Pursuit of the doctor, who was at Mrs.
Kane’s, who'd got a fearful bad case. Hardly was
Amos out of sight than Nellie, in her cheap imitation
of the latest fashion of big hat, dashed out of the gate
after the street car. So do rats desert the sinking
ship, I thought. Straightway I went over to the house.
Katy herself answered the bell. She was in two minds
about ejecting me by force, but she softened when I
recalled to her how recently I had been vaccinated.

“Well, Miss Patsy, that's so,” she admitted, “and
besides, I ain’t absolutely sure “fis smallpox. But she'd
a kinder chill and I wouldn't let her come downstairs.

. Say, you don't happen to have seen Nellie anywhere?”

When I told her, she drew a long sigh. We were
standing at the side door, where a great Norway fir
shakes its blue-green shadows.

“'Tis like her,” said Katy bitterly, “and only yes-
terday Miss Mercy gave her sech a pretty waist. And
now she’s run off and Miss Mercy's got the smallpox
—mebbe. Well, 1 dunno as it's as dangerous as
Alterruria, and mebbe one will cure the other— Obh,
say! Look, Miss Patsy!"

I looked. They came in a kind of rush with the
flutter of brilliant autumn leaves, swirling around the
house corner—Nellie and young Ralph Gordon., Nel-
lie's cheeks were blazing, but young Gordon looked
white and stern.

“Why, Nellie Small, ain't you run away ?” cried Katy.

Before Nellie could retort, the young gentleman took
the limelight,

“Where is Miss Mercy?” he demanded in that tone
of voice which the novelists call “tense;” “I must say
a few words to her. You can let me say them through
the door, if you wish, Mrs. Biff.”

Katy hardly considered; her eyes shone into his
masterful face. She turned on her heel and he fol-
lowed her. Instantly Nellie's excitement found burn-
ing words: “I heard her, Miss McFarlin! She thinks
I ran away! Me! Well, I know she has a mean

- opinion of me, but I didn’t expect she'd be that unjust.

I'm jest as fond of Miss Mercy as she is; I only
sprinted down the street to ketch her young man, be-
cause I know they had a misunderstanding, and I was
sure, no matter how mad he was, the minute I told
him, he'd come a running, and whether they let her
see him or not, it would cheer her up a whole lot to
know he tried. And as for Mrs. Biff's pitying Miss
Mercy and finding fault with her, / can tell you she's
made me believe things Mrs., Biff nor nobody else
could if she offered me the kingdom of heaven and a
chromo! I never believed before rich folks could be
like her. I don't know what that Altrury of hers is,
but if she believes in it /'m going to; and so is Phil,
and he's going to make them stop the strike, too; and
it's a whole lot because of what she's said and what
I've said 'bout her. It is, for fair!”

Thereupon Nellie burst into tears, and disappeared
behind the kitchen lattice,

Later, some hours later, I had a chance to tell Katy.
But it was then no news to her. She shook her philo-
sophic head. * ‘Lightning and grace,” Biff used to say,
‘vou can’t noways bet on, for there’s no manner of
knowing where they'll strike.” Now that Nellie, she
fairly bu'st into Miss Mercy's room, me being busy
seeing Mr. Gordon safe outer the house; and I ex-
ected to find she'd riz Miss Mercy's temperchure;
gut she’d most cured her instid; and Miss Mercy she
set up and laffed out loud. And she ain't got small-
pox, neither, not a bit; no more'n that ijit Sallie Kane,
who’s down with German measles and nothing wuss.
I guess we was all more scared than hurt. But it
beats all about Nellie—well, I want to be fair to all,
she's been doing the sweeping better for a good while.
All T say is, if Alterruria can convert Nellie Small
there must be something decent in Alterruria.”

“I wish it might convert all of us—a Ulittle,” said I
“I'm afraid I'm not enlightened enough to desire en-
tire conversion; it would demand a new incarnation!”



PART FIRST
Chapter |.
said the

I councilor, “is
all that we
lack.”

“And money,”

I added disconsolately.
“True,” was the an-
swer of the grim old
attorney. “The King
hath wvery pressing

need ,?f money at all
times.

Katharine

. P "That _last need
might be supplied in some measure. There are my
mother’s jewels and the ones that belong to me.”

"And though the estates be confiscate,” returned

Master Dunner, “there are certain moneys of my own
which are available for any purpose that will” serve
my lord.”

“Master Dunner,” said |, vastly touched, “l accept
mur proffer.  Think e that together we could raise

o thousand pounds?”

“With your ladyship’s jewels and with my savings |
think we might even compass three thousand pounds,
but as | had the honor to tell you a moment since, 'tis
not money we lack, but time.”

"Will you explain that to me again, Master Attorney?”

“’Tis “true, undoubtedly, madam, that your honored
father did conspire with the Duke of Monmouth’s
partizans in Scotland to raise the country in revolt
against King James, his brother, but there were ex-
tenuating circumstances. He was in a manner forced
into the enterprise and his influence and voice were
those of restraint. | have prepared here a brief well
attested. Indeed, those of the meaner sort lately ex-
ecuted have borne testimony to the Earl's unwilling-
ness, and | have here their depositions. Then, too,
there is a recommendation from the Lord Chief Jus-
tice and a petition signed by various gentlemen praying
the King to exercise his clemency. If we could get
that into his hands, backed by that sum of money of
which we have spoke, | think there would be no
doubt that His Majesty would be pleased to commute
the sentence against the earl.”

"Why not send it to him
at once, then?”

“But, your ladyship, |
have told” you there 1I1s no
time.”

“What mean ;/ou by that,
Master Dunner?”

“The proceedings in the
trial, which was unduly hur-
ried, were sent to His Ma-
jesty. The findings of the
court were approved. | have
had private advice from
London that the royal war-
rant for my lord’s execution
is being despatched to Edin-
burgh in the personal cus-
tody of Sir Hugh Richmond,
of the King’s army. My
messenger _comln%_post haste
hath outstruﬁped im, in part
because he hath been obliged
to deliver other similar war-
rants which hath made his
progress slow.”

“But have you not ap-
pealed to the Lord Chief
Justice to delay the execu-
tion of the warrant until we
can communicate with the
King?”

“Madam, | have, but he is
inflexible. He says he hath
no power, though with the

best will in the world, to
stay the execution of a royal
warrant.” .

“Then the case is hope-
less?” )

“Aye,” said the old man

gently but decisively enough,
unless by some means the
delivery of the warrant can
be estopped until we have
access to the King.”
“Could the messenger be
bribed ?” . )
“l fear not. Sir Hugh is
a man of independent for-
tune, a proved soldier and

a loyal gentleman, | be-
lieve.”

“l meant not with money,
old friend,” I replied, smil-

ing at him. Already there was a plan in my mind.

‘By heaven,” answered the advocate, “if any power
could do it, it would be your fair face, my lady, but
here again you lack time and opportunity.”

"But if some one took the warrant from him by
force ?” .

“That would answer.” said the advocate, “but who
is to do it, madam? It would be high treason in the
first place, and certain death in the second, and in
the present unsettled state of affairs it would not

"As he opened the door, he started back in surprise.
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be possible to get a man to lift a hand in our
behalf.”

"Could I not?” | replied. "There are—"

And then | stopped.

I had plenty of friends, to be sure, and | did not
doubt that among them | might find some of sufficient
devotion and daring to risk [ife and fortune to do me
this service. Whoever did it, however, would want a
reward commensurate with the risk incurred and with
the service rendered. | knew full well what that re-
ward would be. It would be myself, and there was not
one among the ga_'\{ gallants who had paid me court that
I would marry. Though if it came to a pinch, I would,
of course, sacrifice my own freedom to save my good
old father’s life.

He and | were the last of the Clanranalds. Brother
I had had, but he had died two years before, and my
mother had long since preceded him. My father and 1
had been much together at Clanranald "House, and |
loved him with a devotion, | think, which passed that
entertained by most Scottish maids for their fathers.
I did not desire to marry anybody. Yet some way
must be found to stop the messenger.

“Let me think,” said I, as | passed in rapid review
the various young gentlemen of my acquaintance. There
was not one of them who was acceptable as a husband
in the least degree to me. There must be some other
way, and yet— | came to a sudden decision.

"1 will 'do it myself,” 1 said boldly. "I can use a
small sword with ‘'most men of my acquaintance. My
father hath given me much of his own skill and | have
never hesitated to cross blades in friendly bout with
any of our guests at home. As for other weapons, |
have often ranged moor and glen with the earl; | have
brought down a stag and know the use of small arms.”

"And do you imagine that even if you were to at-
tempt to carry out this mad scheme, you could get the
better of a tried soldier, like Sir Hugh Richmond?”

"Since time and the world began, Master Dunner,
weak woman, backed by her wit and finesse, hath got
the better of strong- man.”

"But you are proposing to approach him with a
man’s weapons. ou will be no match for him.”

"l shall be not less a woman for all that,” I replied
triumphantly, veering to the other side of the argu-
ment, "and being all a woman and half a man—"

‘ 'Fore heaven,’ he said,

“Which half, madam?”

“The outward and visible shape thereof,” I answered,
blushingi.

The little attorne% laughed grimly.
“’Fore heaven,” he said, “forgive me, madam, but
the thought of you as—"

“Master Dunner,” said | imperiously, “I am a tall
woman as women o, and | doubt not | will make a
braw man enough.’

“But your face, madam—your hair?” he questioned.
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"l will cut my hair. What is the loss of a few locks!
I will darken my face a bit. | will wear a wig. You
must get me a suit of clothes, boots, coat—and—and—
the other things—a sword, let it be a good one, pis-
tols—and behold | am transformed.”

"And if | fall in with this mad plan, what further do
you anticipate ?”

"Which way rides the messenger?”

“Madam, he comes through Berwick and the road
along the shore by way of Dunbar and Prestonpans.”

“When do you expect him?”

“He should be here to-morrow.” . )

“Good!” said 1. “'Tis yet early morning and there is
time. Where will he lie to-night?”

"l should think perhaps at the Black Douglas Inn at
Cockenzie.”

"I will meet him, then, at Cockenzie.”

“My dear lady,” said the old man, “forgive my pre-
sumption. You have no one else left to advise you.
I_dmust know more of your plans before | consent to
aid you.”

“In some way or other | shall take from him his
despatch bag, and abstract therefrom the warrant for
my father. You shall describe it to me, so | may
identify it easily.”

“Misfortune may befall you.”

“What of that? If | am to lose my father, | care not
what becomes of me, and no one else will care.” )

"Madam,” he said gravely, “lI do think that a bit
unkind.” ) ) ) )

"But thou wilt,” | answered quickly, discerning the
trend of his thought. *“And because | hold you in
honor and you are my last, m% only friend, the one
being to whom | can_appeal, | beg of you to question
me no further, but give me your aid. The risk is for
my father’s life, and his peril justifieth anythln%."

"You have won me,” said the old man. “Tell me
what you wish me to do.” )

"Procure me clothes suited to my new enterprise,
a good horse, money sufficient for any possible need,
say a hundred pounds, a sword, an Andrea Ferrara
if you can come at one, pistols for the holsters, a
saddle ba%( containing toilet necessaries, and a horse-
man’s cloak.”

“They shall be here in an hour,” said the old man.
“There is a sword that belonged to my father as well.
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'Tis a tried blade. 1 could not give it into worthier
hands, and 'tis well adapted to your size, for my father
was a man of slight build and did not swing a ponder-
ous claymore.” o

“l am greatly pleased by your willingness to entrust
it to me, Master Dunner. | hope | may use it as
worthily as any of our house.”

“Madam, you do me proud,” said the old gentleman,
bowing like a courtier. “Would that | could go with
you on this dangerous enterprise myself!”
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“Would that you could,” replied I; “but there is
other work for you to do.”

“What is that?”

“The money,” said 1. “It must be raised and put
in bills of exchange upon London. The papers must
be prepared.”

“Aye,” was the answer; “if you are successful, they
must be despatched to London at once.”

“If I am successful I shall take them myseli. Now,
if you have these things here within the hour, I can
reach Cockenzie by nightfall. You should see me back
to-morrow. Where shall I meet you?”

“Here,” said the advocate.

“All's arranged, then,” said I, giving him my hand.

He bent low over it and T felt that it had never been
pressed by worthier lips than those of the honest ad-

vocate.
Chapter II.

MASTER DuNNEr was as good as his word. In half
an hour there was a huge package delivered at
the door. It contained a complete suit of blue and
silver, which vastly became my fair skin and blue eyes
and bright hair. 1 had a wealth of the latter, and I
confess, in spite of my brave words, that it was with
a considerable pang that | had the faithful woman
who kept the house crop my long locks. Fortunately
my hair was curly, and the short ringlets were not un-
becoming. With the suit were wig to go on one end
of me and boots for the other.

In my petticoats 1 was a tall woman; dressed as I
found myself presently, I was rather an undersized
man. My face did look painfully fair, my lip innocent
of the faintest suggestion of a mustache, yet out of
some paste from my toilet table 1 did contrive to dull
the color in my cheeks and impart a brownish cast
to my complexion. My voice, a deep contralto, T
could manage well enough. With the suit was a riding
cloak, which I draped about me, and fancied that thus
cquipped no one could penetrate my disguise. I had
scarce finished adjusting my wig, when Master Dunner
was announced. As he opened the door, he started
back in surprise.

“'Fore heaven,” he said, “did I not know, I should
think it Lord Carthew” [my deceased brother’s cour-
tesy title] “in life again.” His eyes traveled upward
and rested upon my face. He shook his head. “Save
for that burning blush, the imitation is perfect.”

“I think,” said I, “that I shall not fly my colors in
that way again. You see”—I sat down as I spoke,
and gathered my cloak about my legs, of which for
the first time in my life I became acutely conscious—
“you see, others who look upon me will regard me as
a man, while you know that I am but a woman, and—"

“1 see,” said the advocate gravely.

I rose to my feet and threw back my cloak. T must
get accustomed, I thought, to these strange clothes and
the world’s scrutiny.

“Hast brought the sword?” I asked.

For answer he handed it to me, belt and all. It
was indeed a rare and beautiful weapon and I balanced
it easily in my hand. It fitted my arm as if it had
grown to my palm.

“’Tis a rare and Dbeautiful
judge.”

“I think from the way you handle it that you are.”

I shot it back into its sheath, clasped the belt about
my waist and instantly felt a thousand times more
manly than before. The steel dangling against my legs
seemed to add the finishing touch of completeness to
my disguise.

“Here,” said the advocate, extending his hand with
a purse, “is the money.”

1 sought to thrust it, woman like, into the bosom of
my shirt beneath the ruffles.

“You have a pocket, sir,” laughed Master Dunner,
“where such things are kept by men.”

“Your reminder is a good one,” said I, blushing
again, while I searched the breast of my coat until
I found the pocket. “I may appear manly enough, but
I lack practise in the niceties of the masquerade. Where
is the horse and the mails?”

“In the alley at the back of the house. The mails
are strapped to the saddle.”

“And now I must go. What's o'clock?”

“'Twas on the stroke of nine as 1 entered the
house.”

“T should be at Cockenzie before five. If our cal-
culations fail not, I will meet Sir Hugh there.”

I extended my hand once more. Mine ancient friend
bowed over it, but I prevented him. I stepped toward
him and kissed him on the forehead.

“Good-by, true friend,” 1 said.

He was mightily touched by this mark of condescen-
sion. His thin face flushed.

“I would to God,” he cried, “that I were young and
strong and whole, that I might ride for you or with
you. ‘Tis I who play the woman’s part.”

“Nay,” said 1. “Without you this could not be.
Will you have access to my father?”

“Yes, by the favor of the Lord Chief Justice. What
shall T tell him?”

“Tell him on the faith of the last Clanranald T will
have the warrant, or I will await him on the other
side.”
“God forhid!” exclaimed the old man.

“Look for me with the warrant to-morrow night,”
said I, with my hand on the door. )

“Wait!” he cried. “Don't think of bringing me the
warrant. Destroy it instantly. Here.” He drew from
his pocket flint and steel in a little case. “Take these.
You can kindle a fire with them. Burn the warrant,
should you be fortunate enough to lay hands upon it.
Ashes tell no tales, You understand?”

“Entirely,” said 1. “You shall sce me then to-mor-
row night with the statement that the warrant is
destroyed.”

“] pray so, I pray so!" cried the old man, as I
passed out of the room.

Slipping a coin into the horse boy's hand, T stepped
by the side of my horse, patted him a few moments
and fondled him to make his acquaintance. Then I
sprang lightly to the saddle and cantered slowly down
the alley. T was entirely familiar with Edinburgh and
I easily avoided the main highways, taking bystreets,
until T came to the gate in the city wall which gave

weapon, if I am a
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out to the east, or Dunbar road. The soldiers at the
gate saluted as | passed, and I took some comfort in
acknowledging with a carcless wave of my gauntleted
hand their respectful duties. By rights 1 should have
been accompanied by a servant on another horse, but I
did not stay long enough to let any question me for that
lack, for so soon as 1 was clear of the town, and a turn
of the road hid me from possible observation and scru-
tiny by the soldiers, I put spurs to my horse.

I was minded to distance pursuit by putting a long
space between me and the town as soon as possible.
There were two roads before me that led westerly—
one crookedly along the shore, and the other inland
a mile or so. The shore road was the more frequented,
the inland the shorter. Therefore I chose the inland
way. The two roads met at Mussclburgh, and from
thence the way ran directly along the shore to the
place where I expected to meet my friend.

It was noon when I cantered gallantly down the
streets of Musselburgh. I drew rein before the door
of a comfortable-looking hostelry, Stable boys came
running ; the landlord himself appeared in the doorway
of his inn. I descended, called for a meal which 1
demanded should be of roast beef and other substan-
tials accompanied by a bottle of wine, thus doing vio-
lence to my natural dainty appetite, which would have
preferred a fowl and cold water. I engaged a private
parlor and was served in private. 1 spent an hour thus
very quietly and pleasantly without disturbance.

Now, I had been brought up very unconventionally
in a way that would have scandalized my female rela-
tives, had I enjoyed any, but nevertheless I was a
woman and I had never been absolutely free, indepen-
dent and unrestrained before. 1 confess to a delightful
sensation of excitement at my unusual situation. To
be thus mounted on a good horse, with money in my
purse, a good sword by my side, a great adventure be-
fore me, filled me with joy. I had all the confidence
of youth and inexperience and all the hopefulness of
woman that somehow I should be able to bring about
my desire. I thought with considerable complacency
that this exploit of mine would entitle me to more than
a mention in the family chronicles, and that perhaps
it might be counted as.worthy the best traditions of
our house.

The good meal greatly refreshed me. With a new
zeal, therefore, I mounted my horse, flung the land-
lord a guinea, and cantered through the town and out
upon the broad ocean highway. The sea breeze lifted
the close curls of my full wig, fanned my brow and
cooled my cheeks in the most invigorating way.

I rode rapidly enough, observing my horse to be
possessed of speed and stamina, and without anything
happening, toward five o'clock I drew up at the Black
Douglas Inn at Cockenzie. Cockenzie was a mere
huddle of little houses with nothing on earth to recom-
mend it except the old inn pleasantly placed on a bluff
headland overlooking the sea.

Judicious inquiries elicited the fact that at the mo-
ment 1 was the only guest of the inn. I bespoke the
best chamber, ordered myself a substantial supper,
saw personally to the quartering and care of my
horse, washed my face and hands, went out of the rear
door of the inn, walked to the edge of the bluff, sat
down upon a rude bench overlooking the sea, while
waiting for my supper, and pondered upon my next
step. I had found out from the inn maid that no such
traveler as I suspected Sir Hugh Richmond to be had
passed by within that day. Therefore I was in time.
I had no doubt that this very night he would appear
on the scene, Sitting and overlooking the ocean, |
reflected upon my course when I should be confronted

by mine enemy.
Chapter Il

Fon all my cogitations, I had settled upon nothing,
and I was not only surprised, but confused, when
there stepped out on the porch and made toward me
a cavalier whom I instantly divined to be the bearer
of our evil tidings. My first thought was one of pleased
surprise at his appearance.

He was tall, well knit, well bronzed, of darker skin
and eyes than mine. His face was handsome in a
stern and somewhat martial way. His bearing was
that of a soldier and accorded well with the rich uni-
form he wore. I observed that he came directly to me,
and therefore I inferred that he had come to seek me.

I had taken off my hat, but as the ncwcomer ap-
proached, I clapped it firmly on my head, and rose, re-
sisting with difficulty a wild inclination to wrap my
riding coat about me like the skirt of a dress. My
?ﬂ;rlcer stopped a few paces from me and bowed grace-
ully.

“Sir,” said he, “may I introduce myself? I am Sir
Hugh Richmond, captain in the King's Guards.”

“My name is,” replied I, bowing in my turn, “is—"
What was my name? In my hurry it had not occurred
to me to fix upon any. I paused stupidly, while the
captain fixed his eyes upon me in surprise, 1 blurted
?ut gge first that came into my mind. “Henry Carthew,”

said.

“I am glad to have the honor of your acquaintance,
Mr. Carthew,” continued the soldier agreeably.

“The pleasure, sir, is mine. [ am honored in the
acquaintance of so distinguished a soldier as Sir Hugh
Richmond.”

Another look of surprise came to the face of the
officer,

“You have heard of me, sir?” he asked.

“Your charge at Sedgemoor has been told of even in
Scotland.”

“’Twas naught,” he said carelessly.
that you are not a soldier?”

“Only by inclination,” replied I bravely. “I am con-
templating service, however, and indeed, sir, 'twas for
that I came hither in the hope of mecting you.”

“Of meeting me?”

“Even so," I answered boldly, feeling that by happy
chance I had stumbled upon an excellent excuse for my
presence and interest, “We have heard in Edinburgh
that you were on vour way hither with warrants for
the exccution of the Earl of Clanranald and other
rebels against His Majesty.”

“Faith, sir,” was the reply, “my business seems well
enough known in these parts. And how, may I ask,
was the news of it bruited abroad?”

“T take it, sir,
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“Express riders from the south have told the story.”

“'Fore heaven, sir.,” exclaimed Sir Hugh, “with that
rumor running ahead of me, 1 wonder some one did not
endeavor to despoil me of my warrants in the interest
of the condemmned.”

=Sir,” said I, smiling, “we are all loyal men in these
parts.”

“Since Sedgemoor,”
in my amuscment,

“Ave. since Sedgemoor. and 1 believe there is no
man in Scotland would molest you.”

“But the adherents of Clanranald?
since he is of the greater rank.”

“He hath made his bed.” I said with what indifference
I could muster: “let him lie upon it.”

“"I'is like to be a long sleep. then,” returned my cap-
tain grimly, “for the warrant spells his death.”

“So we have heard.” =aid 1.

I had to bite my lip and turn away for the moment,
but 1 put such iron constraint upon myself as enabled
me to awaken no suspicion in the captain’s mind.

“Poor gentleman!™ he said after a little pause. *I
never had errand that [ liked less to discharge. But
this work does not interest vou, voung sir. Nor did
I break upon your solitude 1o discuss the King's busi-
ness or my own. [ learncd irom the landlord that a
gentleman had ordered supper who sat in loneliness ~nt
here, whence 1 made bold to interrupt your reverie
and propose that we should share the table.”

“You are very welcome to such poor companionship
as I can give you,” said I. “And indeed, as T told you,
I had come here to seck you with view to entering the
King's service, I am a gentleman of some small for-
tune. They call me the Laird of Lochnaven.”

“Your age, young sir?” said the captain. surveying
me thoughtiully.

“My age!” T exclaimed with a woman's natural re-
luctance to declare it. “lIs it necessary that [—"

The captain threw back his head and laughed.

“You are as timorous about giving it as if you were
a girl.”

“Twenty!" exclaimed I in my deepest voice. *“And,
sir, I would thank you to modify your allusion to any
timidity you may falsely suspect me of.”

I laid my hand on my sword and was glad to feel
the touch of the hilt.

“Thou art a good lad,” said the captain genially,
clapping me heavily upon the shoulder, “if but a slight
one. 1 like your pluck, Master Carthew, and I have no
doubt we will turn you into a brave soldier yet. We
shall take further counsel on't to-morrow. If agreeable
to you, I should like to have you in my own company
of guards.”

“Nothing would please me better,” said I, delighted
at the success of my ruse, “than the prospect of service
under so distinguished a master of the art as yourself.”

*You talk like a book, boy.” said the captain, not
ill pleased, however, at the compliment. *] foresce we
shall get along vastly well. I had been pining for the
sight of a woman in all these lonely rides, but you
will take the place of one as well as any man on earth.”

“Sir, sir,” 1 cried, *do I infer that vou think me
womanish ?"

“What a tinder box it is!” laughed the captain. “I
only meant your wit and your -spirit would go far to
render other company unnecessary. Come,” he re-
sumed, “loose your hold upon your sword. I am too
old to fight with you.”

“Gentlemen,” said the landlord from the door, “your
supper is served.”

It was indeed a noble supper that was set before us.
My companion insisted that as [ was the first comer,
to me appertained the head of the table.

“If T be not indiscreet, Sir Hugh,” said 1 during a
pause in the meal, "I take it that you are an unmar-
ried man?”

“You take it right, Master Carthew. A soldier loves
all ladies, he marries none.”

“A poor lookout for womankind if the best men are
in the army,” said I bridling.

“'Tis the stern necessity of the trade.” he returned
coolly. “Wedlock and the sword go not well together.

No.

returned the captain, sharing

I mention him,

Have you a sweetheart, yvoung sir~

“IP~ 1 exclaimed indignantly,
Yes. That is—"

“Keep thy secret, lad. Do
me you will have one in every
longer than a fortnight.”

“Are soldiers, then, so fickle?”

“They are truth itself to the nearest fair.” He lifted
his glass and surveyed it 2 moment with half-shut
eyes. “I give you a toast, To the nearest fair!”

He drank his; I sipped mine. He noticed my ab-
stemiousness.

“When you love harder,
better,” he said sagely.

“Doubtless,” said I. “And yet.” T ran on, “the ro-
mances tell us of the constant devotion of the knight
to his lady. Of how the soldier adventures far and
wide and yet remains true to his one ideal at home.”

“Such hath not been my experience.”

“You have questioned me, =0 | have no doubt that
you will permit me to question yvou.” [ said in my turn.

“You are not under my command vet. Ask what
you will, lad.”

“Then there is no lady to whom your thoughts re-
vert ?”

“None, or rather there are a dozen”™

I do not know why I should have felt glad at this,
or what especial interest I had in Sir Tfugh Richmond's
love affairs, but he had rather flouted the idea of my
sex, and although I wore the trews for the time being,
I could not forget that T was a woman. I should like
to teach this red-coated Sassenach a thing or two, and
I really longed for an opportunity to show him that
we were not to be so lightly dismissed as all that,

“You see. lad, T have campaigned in many countries,
and have seen many women. God bless them all! [
have liked an eyve here. a cheek there, a foot and ankle
yonder, a fine figure in this place. a merry laugh in
another, spirit in a third, but T have never seen one
that had all these traits and characteristics blended,
that measured up to my own ideal”

“And what is vour ideal, may I ask? You will for-
give my curiositv. You cannot think how it interests

[cONTINUED ON PAGE 72]

“Certainly not.

ou come soldiering with
town you are stationed

m drink deeper and fight
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L N THE eleventh day of April, 1909, falls the festival
. of the resurrection, Easter Sunday. I know Sunday
Schools where every one of the smallest children
will have a pretty porcelain egg given to him to
carry home and keep as long as he lives, in memory

of his first Easter at the Sunday School.

—< I know of boys and girls who on Saturday were

l ) engaged in painting eggs with different colors or
different figures, so as to give them to mama or papa or to

John or Mary on Easter morning.

I know that to-morrow, which is Easter Monday, there will
be a great crowd of children assembled in the pretty gardens of
the White House in Washington, that they may have the fun of
rolling their Easter eggs down the terraces, Nobody but chil-
dren will be permitted to come in, with perhaps the older sister
to take care of the smallest children.

But what have eggs to do with Easter? Why do the chil-
dren paint the eggs, and why do they keep them? Think a
minute and you will see that the egg shows in a very simple way
how life conceals itself and reveals itself. If you had never seen
an egg before, you would say that it was a pretty oval pebble
of white stone. But when you know about eggs you know that
in the white stone Life is concealed. You know that when the
time comes a little chick will break the walls of his prison in
the egg, that the shell will break off and the chick will come forth
alive. So the egg becomes a simple type of resurrection from the tomb.

And the reason why your sister Mary painted a pretty butterfly
on the egg is that the butterfly comes out alive from the cocoon, or
chrysalis, which seemed yesterday anything but a butterfly—it seemed
a dirty brown wad on the side of a fence, perhaps, but Mary knew
that the cocoon would some day be alive or would break open and
show the beautiful butterfly which had lain there unconscious. Once
the pretty butterfly was a caterpillar. He did not look like a butterfly;
he could not fly; he had to walk in the dirt, and when the time came
he seemed to die. But that was only seeminig. He did not die, and
now time has passed so far, and the sun has been so warm, that he
breaks open his covering. He seems to know all about it, too; he flies
up into the air as if he had always lived in the air and knew all about
it. So your sister Mary painted the butterfly on the outside of the
porcelain egg which she had ready for Easter.

Cannot you and I, when the Easter season comes around, make all
its memories and all its ceremonies help us in living the Larger Life?
We go back to the morning when the sad, heart-broken women found
that the stone was rolled away from the mouth of the sepulcher, and
we find that that morning a new life began for the world. We read
in our Bibles carefully and eagerly about the Marys and about the
walk with Jesus to Emmaus and about the company who met Him by
the lake shore. But it is not they only whose life is enlarged. As it
has proved, the new birth of the world began then. And if you and
I use our Easter memories rightly—yes, if the children can feel that
this is not only frolic, but Larger Life out of which the frolic is born—

) so much the better for all of us. y . :
I do not like to have people talk and sing as if the memories of Easter
e

belonged only to funerals, When the Savior says, “I have come that
they might have Life and that they might have it more abundantly,”
does not mean merely that He must make them feel sure of a
future life. He means to enlarge everybody's life now where every-
body lives. Did not Peter and Andrew know what Life more abundant
9 meant as soon as they had talked with Him? I am glad to have people
e live as Immortals live; and what He wanted was that you and I should
live as Immortals live. People tell me that capitalists do not like to
invest money unless it is going to bring them in profit within the next
ten years. That may be true of capitalists who know nothing except
about the counters which we call money. But what Jesus Christ
promises yvou and me is that we may have more Life to-day and to-
morrow and every day, if only we will live as Immortals live. He is
not satisfied with telling us at an open grave that he who did inhabit
that body is to live in a life where we do not see him. He wants that
you and I shall live more on Tuesday than we lived on Monday.
That is what he says to Peter and Andrew and Salome and Dorcas
and vou and me. He says that this is a part of heaven and that our
Father in heaven is here. We can find Him if we seek for Him with
all our hearts; and He will speak to us if we will listen to Him. Our
lives enlarge themselves as soon as we enter on the service which is
perfect freedom, or as soon as we feel that Real Presence of the
Living God.

Well, here we are, some of us living in the island of Cape Breton,
some of us in the eleventh story of an apartment house in New York,
some of us on the edge of a forest of turpentine trees in central
Alabama, and some of us on the southwestern shore of Alaska, watch-
ing a little iceberg which is floating south and will soon be water
again. Some of us are fourteen years old and some of us are seventy;
and we all want a Larger Life. We want to live more, in those very
places, perhaps, next week than we lived last week. And the Easter
memories have waked us up to fry the experiment of the Larger
Life. How shall we go about it?

HEN here am I an Immortal Child of our Father. How
do people live when they are immortal? What is this
abundant Life? WWhat is the making life larger and
larger every day? Here is this whole world of sun-
shine and spring time, crocuses coming out of the
ground and blossoming; bluebirds singing; more day-
light than there is night, and it all tells me every
morning of larger life and new life, T cannot get out of
bed, I cannot wash my face, I cannot look out of the
window without the wish, which I will make into the plan for
the day, that T will come “Nearer, my God, to Thee, nearer to
Thee.,” T will not begin with looking down or looking in; I will
look up and look out. Here is the sun in the heavens: here is
the air and here is the water, all gifts of His in which T may
share. How can I take hold with Him to-day? How can I use
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His gifts so as to show Him that T am a grateful child and not a

selfish beggar? Perhaps you will open your Bible before you go

downstairs, and read something which says “Our Father.” It is a

good thing to have your Bible and some other book of glad, cheerful
memories and hopes which will give you a suggestion before you take
anything else in hand. You run downstairs, cheerful, hopeful, om-
nipotent, ready to take the day as an Immortal Child of an Infinite God
takes it. In that inspiration alone you find out what abundant life
means and you ought to be sure of victory.

|

All this means Together. The day is not going to be a day of A
by itself A. Remember my old story of that poor bee under the
tumbler. John wanted to see how bees live and work, and so he put
the poor bee under the tumbler with nice fresh clover and nice pure
water, and he had a large tumbler, so that the bee might have plenty
of air, and he thought the bee would go to work and make some good
cells on a little rack he had put in under the tumbler. And John
found that the bee would not touch the water nor the honey nor the
rack. All the bee would do was to poke and to work where there
was a crack between the tumbler and the table cloth. This meant that
the bee would not live alone—in fact, could not live alone.

And John learned the lesson, that people like himself, people with-
out wings, people with two hands and two feet, cannot live alone.
Recollect the “our” with which the Lord’s Prayer begins. Here, to
begin with, this home, John has his father and mother here, and all
the brothers and sisters; and when John asks for any rules by which
he is to manage his life, he learns that if he bears his brother’s burdens
he fulfils the whole law. It is each for all if he expects all for each.
i And whatever he does to-day with the good God and because he is

trying to live with God, John must do somehow or other with other
people and for other people or there is no abundant Life for him.

So the festival of immortal life brings us closer and closer to-
gether. There are countries where, when I go into the street on
Easter morning, I may kiss the first person I meet, and say, “Christ
is risen.” This means that this man is my brother because it is our
Father who has put us into the world here and who has told us to
bear each other’s burdens.

The abundance of life means that you and I are to live not as
an oyster lives, or a snail, but as immortal children of God live. God
placed us in this world quite as I send my boys to school, that we
might learn how to live. And we are not to live simply as fern leaves
live, or as snails live, or as oysters live. We are to learn to live as
immortal beings live. We are to enlarge our lives beyond bread and
butter or the life of the body. We are to go into all those fields
of life in which he goes himself; because he is our Father.

—

EARER to Thee, my God, necarer to Thee,” means that we
shall take real, every-day interest in His work.

) Think of it a little, and any bright boy or girl will

) see that this means that we shall understand God's way

of work better and better with every day of the new

vear. And this means that we shall go to work with Him

every day. For remember that the calendar used to begin

with the summer solstice on the twenty-first of March, as

indeed in Russia it does to-day. This grain of corn which I

can put into the ground this morning—He has made it, and He

has made it so that the germ shall spring out of it, the germ shall

rise up into the sunshine, the sunshine shall give it new life, the air

and the dew and the rain shall give it new life; it shall bear a

hundredfold new grains for another year’s planting. 1 ought to

go to work with God in this affair, or in something else which shows

me how He is working. I ought to see and know and understand

more of what people call the laws of growth, more of the oxygen

and hydrogen and nitrogen and carbonic acid which are in seeds and

leaves and twigs and trees and the soil which sustains them. If I am

lucky enough to help in this business, so much the better for me. If

I am in prison somewhere, where it is not easy to walk with God in

the garden, can I nct make it easy? Can I not break my prison some-

where? All this means that in studying the works of God I study

God, or that in studying Him I learn better how to study His works.

Here is undoubtedly the reason why we are so glad to start anew
with the spring anemones and spring beauties and dog-tooth violets
and bloodrocts. You can hardly help going a-Maying; and Easter
means that you shall go a-Maying every day of the three hundred
and sixty-five. For you gain your enlargement of Life if you will put
a flake of snow under your microscope as well as if you were looking
at the growth of a water weed.in spring time,

And do not let the Easter wishes and hopes spread out into vague
resolutions that your life shall be larger in 1910 than it is in the spring
of 1909, but begin the choice of the paths or roads you are to travel
in. I had a friend who could have gone back ten yecars when the
Easter Day came to him. He was twenty-five years old. He said,
“When I am twenty-six I will speak French well,” and he did. Now
that man could have gone back ten years and told me which were
the ten steps that in those ten years he had determined upon. He had
determined and he had performed. Here are you and I, dear Asaph
and Bertha and Charles, and do you and I know what steps we have
taken in the months of 1908 and 19097 And do we know where and
how Life with a large L has enlarged itself as twelve months have
gone by? We can take care that in the next year we will be nearer
to God, we will be nearer to each other, we will know God’s handi-
work better, that we will live as Immortals live.

Life
That is what we try for, hope for, and pray for:
That we may think more, feel more, love more, and be more :
That we may have life more abundantly, as He said.
Nothing—nothing helps in this seeking, as the sight of it—
The brook which is alive again,
The saxifrage which is alive,
The pussy willow, the crocus,
The snowdrop, the violet,
The bluebird, the butterfly.
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WHAT TO EAT, AND WHY

BY WOODS HUTCHINSON, A.M., M.D.

WITH MODEL SPRING MENUS ARRANGED BY DOCTOR HUTCHINSON TO
ILLUSTRATE THE PRINCIPLES SET FORTH IN THIS ARTICLE
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HE spring time is ever a period of unrest. Thrills
S of the' old migration instinct stir our pulses.
R { We become irritably conscious of our house or
S | oY office prison walls and our work-day chains, and
‘\63 ;(4’, long to venture forth to fresh fields and pas-
RPN tures new, even if only in a moving van.

The same “divine unrest” stirs the realm of
dietetics, the field of feeding. 'Tis in the spring the young
man’s fancy lightly turns not merely fo thoughts of love, but
heavily away from the dull monotony of corned beef, cab-
bage and potatoes. Our clogged palates begin to yearn for
the clean, sharp acidity of “pie plant,” the crisp, bitter fresh-
ness of “spring greens.”

But, alas, with the longing Nature does not always pro-
vide the means of its gratification. To the careful house-
keeper in her marketing, spring, not winter, is the peculiar
“season of her discontent.” “The flowers that bloom, etc.,”
are lovely to the eye and cheering to the spirit, but-they
furnish exceedingly few “ingridiments” for entrées, desserts,
or even salads. They're very poetic, but you can't eat ’em.
They stir up longings for sourness and freshness and things
that “cranch” between the teeth in April, but the substance
of these things hoped for, the “garden sass” and berries,
don’t come in in satisfactory amounts until June.

In earlier days we had to cheat our longing as best we
might on pickles and dandelion and “lamb’s quarters.” Now,
however, we are in somewhat happier case, Thanks to the
hothouse, the cold frame, and the refrigerator car which
lays the wide acres of the Sunny South under tribute to our
tables, we can at least partially meet, and even anticipate,
this thirst for greenness and “cranchiness.” Indeed, with
these resources of civilization and the slightly older, but still
comparatively recent, priceless boon of bottled fruits and
canned vegetables, we are no longer under the necessity of
letting this spring craving develop into such an acute form,

if at all.
A Change of Habits, Not of Diet

9)

R
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Furthermore, we are coming to recognize that a con-
siderable share of this spring loss of interest in eating and
distaste for solid meals is not the fault of the menu and
the housekeeper at all, nor even of the change in the weather.
Spring fever and that “papery” taste in the mouth are very
largely the ctmulative expression of the long winter months
of overwork, overconfinement, underexercise and other bad
habits which mark this period of the usual working year.
The best cure for them is not a change of diet, but a change
of habits. When the good housemother finds her family
beginning to grumble about the monotony of the table, she
should recognize that it is about time for their Easter vaca-
tion, and insist on it accordingly.

Spring is the trough of the entire working year. We are
worn and tired by the long gloom and cold and bad indoor
air of winter, and need to be exhilarated by the breath of the
keen spring winds on the heath and the returning sun. The
best spring medicine known is a day in the country, and
the habit of taking Easter vacations is one which ought to be
most cordially encouraged in every possible way. Here is
where “the flowers that bloom in the spring” are of some
use on the menu, after all. Go out and gather them, or,
better still, enjoy them without killing them, and keep up
the habit of bathing your senses in each successive wave of
color that floods the woodlands until autumn—and you will
get rid of both your spring fever and your summer languor
and find the table a pleasure instead of a burdensome duty
the year round. If you have no appetite for your dinner in
the first warm days of April, go out and get one, instead of
blaming the housekeeper or the cook. The much-lamented
“finicky” appetite of spring is not so much the fault of the
season as of our own bad habits,

The Diet Automatically Adjusted

While undoubtedly a certain amount of our food con-
sumed during the winter goes to keep up the heat of our
bodies, and this modicum is becoming no longer necessary
with milder weather, yet it is the opinion of experts that this
element in the seasonal changes of diet has been greatly
overestimated, and that the chief thing that should control
the amount of food at any season of the year is the amount
of work to be done. City dwellers have unanimously chosen
the winter as the time for their heaviest work, and summer
as the period of lightest activity, and their diet should be
regulated accordingly, Indeed, it will in most cases be
automatically so adjusted by that heaven-born “Light Within,”
our appetite.

The farmer, on the other hand, has more or less work to
do the whole year round; but the hardest strain of it comes
in summer—and look at the amounts of beef and bread,
potatoes and gravy and pie and cheese which has to be shot
into the body furnace of the average harvest hand. Yet he
does not suffer from a quarter as many sunstrokes as his
city-dwelling brother who eats less food, does less work and
is far less exposed to the sun.

So long as a given amount of work is to be done, a cor-
responding amount of energy must be poured into the body
in the form of food; and it 1s vitally important to remember
this in the spring and in summer. A healthy man of vigorous,
active, outdoor habits will find that he requires and relishes
a surprisingly similar amount of food the whole year round.
Fats, which have special value in keeping up the temperature,
and meats, which, unless active, muscular work is being done,
tend to waste a certain amount of their energy in the form
of heat, should of course be cut down somewhat as the
weather becomes warmer; but the diet and the menu should
by all means be kept up to a good, full standard of vigorous
nutrition, or the efficiency and comfort of those of the family
who have to work will suffer.

At least nine tenths of these elementary forces which
galvanize us into what we call life, we still capture—like our
ancestors of old—with our teeth. The mouth is literally the
gate of life, with all its rich possibilities of work, of thought,
of emotion; and yet in these transcendental days we grudge
a beggarly twenty minutes three times a day to the process

of filling it with the raw material of human achievement,
Even an engine into which coal can be shot with a shovel
takes more time a day than this to stoke.

The “Steaming Power " of Food

The first requisite of a food is its steaming power. If it
hasn’t got that, it is but “as sounding brass and a tinkling
cymbal”—not a food, but a light amusement—for example,
a salad. This steaming power, energy, latent force, is con-
tained in all substances which we term “organic’—in other
words, which are living or are the product of life. It has
all one common source—that is, the energy poured into the
atmosphere of our earth by the rays of the sun. All life,
in fact, is simply embodied sunlight; and the secret of life
is a trick of enslaving the energy of the sunlight and turn-
ing it to its own uses, Plants are more skilful conjurers
than we are, for they can utilize this energy directly, and
with it build up living tissues containing stores of energy
out of the dead and inorganic matters of the soil and the
air., We animals take our supply of energy at second hand
by eating the tissues of plants—in fact, broadly considered,
are little better than parasites—and those of us who are
carnivorous in our tastes absorb our energy at third hand,
through the tissues of some animal that has eaten a plant
that has eaten the sunlight.

You Cannot Use Energy That Isn't There

While we no longer believe that all, or even the major
part, of the energy contained in food 1s utilized by the body
in the form of heat—indeed, we know that a considerable
part of it is utilized more directly than this, in the form of
chemical energy, without the evolution of any heat at all—
vet we still use this burning or combustion method as a
means of estimating the energy contained in food. If the
energy be not present in the food, so that it can be liberated
in the form of heat in a furnace, it certainly cannot be
utilized by the body. No amount of skill or sleight of hand
or vital force will enable any body, human or animal, to
utilize energy which isn’t there. The burning method of
estimation also has the practical advantage of appealing to
our imaginations, our practical experience, enabling us to
get a rough but reliable estimate of the real fuel or energy
value of a food.

To our sorrow, we have all had more or less experience
in the building and keeping up of fires, whether on the hearth,
in the camp, in the kitchen stove, or the fire pot of the
house furnace—that place of affliction which has made more
modern Jobs inclined to curse their God and die than half
the plagues of antiquity! To get an idea of the fuel value
of a food—in other words, of its realness—just imagine what
would be the net outcome if you threw a handful of it into
a roaring fire. As the human body is two thirds water, a
walking aquarium, in fact, and most of our foods when ready
to eat are properly “water-logged” to match, the first effect
would be a tremendous sputter and sizzle, due to the forma-
tion and escape of steam. But after this had cleared away,
what would be the effect on the residue? Every known and
imaginable kind of food that passes the gateway of the
teeth and the sentinel of the palate would, after it had been
reduced to a dried and charred condition by the driving off
of water, give a certain amount of fuel to the flame. But
what a difference!

What Are the Fire Feeders?

At the top of the list, as fire feeders, would come the
fats, particularly those of the dried and salt meats, butter,
oil, the fatter meats; then such dried fish as salmon and
herring, which contain large amounts of fat in proportion to
their weights. These of course would burn even better than
coal or wood, Next would come pure sugar, then the lean
meats, then the different kinds of the drier foods, like
crackers and bread, then milk, cheese, fish and the lighter
meats—but with a tremendous sputter of steam and a tem-
porary dampening down of the flames. Then come the
mushes, puddings, gruels, and slops of all sorts; then the
fruits; while finally the green vegetables, the soups and
the pickles would do little more than raise an abominable
odor and put the fire out.

Here we see a justification at once for the unvarying
tendency and custom of unspoiled humanity to insist upon
placing upon the table as the main staple of every meal,
whenever it can afford it, certain solid and substantial
articles of diet, like meat, bread, butter or oil, milk, cheese,
fish, or their equivalents. Roughly speaking, every meal to
be a real meal must contain in substantial amount a meat,
a starch, a sugar or a fat, around which the other articles
of diet unconsciously group themselves as trimmings, ap-
petizers, flavorings and supplements, Our involuntary and
irrepressible craving for something which we can set our
teeth into, which feels real between our jaws and gives
a comforting sensation of both weight and bulk in our
interior, has a broad and sound biological basis. Hence the
staples of our dietary the year round will be found to vary
within what is on the whole surprisingly narrow limits, It
is in the accessories—the fruits, the salads, the desserts, the
vegetables, and what are generally known in the expressive
Western phrase as “trimmin’s"—that the greatest variations
will be found and can be made.

Common Food QOur Greatest Luxury

The soul of the housekeeper is, I think, often unneces-
sarily vexed with the fear that her family, and particularly
her men folk and her boys, may get tired of the endless
monotony of beef, mutton and pork, bread, rice and potatoes,
butter and sugar, out of which she is compelled to construct
the backbone of her menu the year round. But it is one of
the most consoling proofs of the wholesomeness of the
average appetite that it is precisely these necessary staples,
which alone contain an adequate supply of energy in available
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April, 1909

MENU FOR SPRING
ONE WEEK

SUNDAY BREAKFAST

Broiled Fish With Watercress
Boiled Eggs Hot Rolls
Fresh Fruit or Orange Marmalade

Coffee With Cream

SUNDAY DINNER

Consommé With Toasted Wafers
Roast Lamb Mint Sauce
Potato Croquettes
Asparagus Clear Butter Sauce
Lettuce Salad With Oranges and Nuts
French Dressing
Apricot Ice Cream Cake Black Coffee
Candy

SUNDAY SUPPER

\ Chicken Salad
English Muffins Shoestring Polatoes

ives
Caramel Cake Tea or Coffee

MONDAY BREAKFAST

Broiled Ham Corn Bread
Cereal or Baked Apples With Cream
Cofee and Cream

MONDAY LUNCHEON

Slhiced Cold Roast Lamb
Baked Potatoes
Beet and Lettuce Salad  Mayonnaise Dyessing
Canned Chernies Sponge Cake

MONDAY DINNER

Potato Soup  Stuffed Steak
Rice Spinach
Boiled Onions Cream Sauce
Rhubarb Pie Cheese
Black Cofiee

TUESDAY BREAKFAST
Sausage  Poached Eggs

oast
Buckwheat Cokes and Maple Sirup or
Oranges
Coffec With Cream

TUESDAY LUNCHEON

Creamed Chipped Beef
Scalloped Potutoes With Cheese
New Onions Baking-Powder Biscuit
Canncd Peors Cookies

TUESDAY DINNER

Tomato Soup
Roast Beef Brown Potatoes
Brussels Sprouts Hollandaise Sauce
Cucumber Salad
Peach Pie Black Coffee

WEDNESDAY BREAKFAST

Broiled Bacon Fried Eggs
Popovers Toast

Cer