
LILLIAN ' s RE VENGE
A Story of Féminine Diplomacy

ILLIAN, w hat's, this I hear about you ?"LLillian looked up, meekness personified.
"I don't know," -she answered. "XVhat
have you heard, father ?"

For eight years, ever since the death of hier mo-
ther, Lillian Morse had made it a point, oft times at
a great inconvenience, of being on hand every day
to pour bier father's coffee, being well aware that
lier presence at that initial meal of the day enabled
lier to retaiti a control over the irascible old lawyer,
wbich she might have long before forfeited by bier
many vagaries. Many times Mr. Morse had tried
to throw off the yoke and control bis daughter, but
bad failed. But 110W tbis case was serlous. Mr.
Morse was positively indignant.

"Last niglit I met Morrison at the club," hle saîd,"and lie informed me tliat you had goneý to work as
a reporter on the Herald. Is it truec?"

"Wby, yes, fatlier," repiied the young lady. "Don't
you remrnber me tellir'g you that I was goir'g to lie
a reporter ?"

'Il do, but didr"t 1 tell 'you I seriously objected to
your doing so ?"

"You haven't a riglit to object, father. Wonen to-
day are emancipated, and they bave a riglit to, foiiow
any profession. Tliey bave tlirown off tlie sbackies;
Mrs, Stevens says so."

"Mrs. Stevens! I miglit have known tliat she
was at the bottom of this."

'Mrs. Stevens lias opened my eye's to the tru th,
an'd lias shown me that women are degraded by their
preserit condition of dependence on men.,,

"She lias? And I suppose mny wishes have no
weý,ight witbi you ?"

"Ir'deedl tbey bave, father, wbere youir interests'
are concernied. But in this case I sbouid fect asbam-
cd and degraded if I1ildd This is a mnatter of
priniciple witb mie. You won't ask mie?"

"But, Lillian, I do ask youi! I want you to give
uip the idea tltogether."'

"I can't, father."
Mr. Morse did niot care to corne to a direct issue

witli bis daltiter-anr issue i whicb victory ov
bce alinost as bad as defeat. Hle rackecd bis b)raini for
somne wvay in which to attaini bis end withou)It anl
open' struggle. An idea suddenly occurred to bum.
Perbiaps it was boni of mni(iess, buit lie did not stop
to think.

"Well,"' lie said, "as you kr'ow I object on1 tbe gen-
eral principles to your working at such a caling,
but perhaps there are somle points of view f rom1
whicli it will be ai for the best."

'Il arn quite certain there must be, fatlier,"' retuirni
ed Lillian, tliough in a liesitatling way lier father's
sudden 7 ieldinig bewiidered lier flot a littie.

"Yes,'" continued the old gentleman, looking down
at bis plate, and cutting his steak« witli careful pre-
cision. "Yes, 1 suPPose it is j ust as weli, after ail.
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But, there; it's a matter of principie witli me, Lii-
han, and I sbould Leed ashamed and degraded to
yieid, even in deference to your wisbes."

"Oh, -I do anything! l'Il give up reporting-
M'I always obey you! Oh, father, I sc it ail; I've
been so seifish, and ___" Lîllian flung herseif on
lier fatlier's knees in a passion of weeping.

The oldman winked eiaborateiy over bier bead at
a particularly ugiy portrait that liung upon the wall.
"XVeIi, dearie," lie said, liesitatingly, "if you pro-
mise to give up reporting, and settie down quietly,
Fil1 see if I car' get Mrs. Stevens to let me off."

"You xviii? How dearly I love you, father! V'iI
be better in thie future than I -have been in tlie past.
I dor"t deserve to bave sucli a good father."

The old man stroked lier hair gentiy. "Don't cry,
littie girl," lie said. "Il arn sure ît wiIl lie ail riglit.
By-the-way, when you see Mrs. Stevens you liad bet-
ter not say anything to lier about this-it miglit pre-
judice matters if you do. M'I settie witb bier." There
was a note of anxiety in' the old man's voice, whicli,
it is safe to say, bis 'daugliter attributed to some
cause other than the riglit one.

"Il wouldn't speak to tlie creature again for any-
thing !" slie exclaimed, spiringing to lier feet. "l'il
go immediateiy and resign my place on the paper !"

Mr. Morse bugged bimseif repeatedly as lie went
down town that rnorning, but lie would not have been
so hiappy liad lie known wbat the fates liad in store
for birn. 'At the very moment wben lis chuckles
were deepest, bis daugliter and Mrs. Stevens were
sitting side by side îi an eievated train, wliere tbey
liad met wben Lillian was returning borne from the
office of the Herald, after having manfully resigned
lier position she liad secured witli so muci difficuity.

Mrs. Stevens saw the girl first, and crossed over
and sat dowr' beside lier. "liow do you do, Lii-
lian ?" slle exclaimed, pieasantly.

Èut Lillian drew herseif up haughtiiy and turned
away. "Good morning, Mrs. Stevens !" she answer-
cd, frcezingly.

neli eider woman's smiie froze upon lier face.
"One moment!1" she exclaimed. "Wbat 'does this
mean?

Lillian paused for an instant. "Nothing wliat-
ever," she replied. "Il prefer to lie alone, that is ail. "

"That is ail, is it? One day you say I arn your
best friend, and ask favours of mie. The next you
dlecline my hand, and say you wisb to lie alone. And
yet youi daim to be a new woman, and war't to rank
witb mer'. Humpli! Men bave few enougli virtues,
Heaven knows, but tliey do speak out, and don't
treasure up spite, as womnen. do. My dear girl, there
is sonie mîisur'derstanding bere, and I mean to, know
wliat it is, Be a business woman, as you say you
want to be, and speak out,"

'"I don't want ever to be a business womnan, nor
a reporter, nor anything !" she exdlaixned. "I neyer
realiy wanted to be one. You taiked me inito it for
your own purposes. 1 care not to be rude, but you
know you did."

"Uoighty-toigbty! Wbat's this? Talked you into
it for mny owvn purposes, did I? Tbere's gratitude
for Von!I Wbat purposes did I have ?"
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idea into your head? I wouldn't marry tlie best mw
ir' thie world."

"But fatliertold me so himself."
"Your fatber told you that lie was going to mari

me?" Mrs. Stevens' tone was one of deep amaz
ment.

"Why, lie certainly gave me to ur'derstand so."
Tlie eider woman sliook ber head, witli a stupe5&

air. "I'm sorry to say it, Lillian," sbe observed,;
lengtb, "but tbe trutli must be faced. I have! thougl
for some time that your father was failing. He is 0
old man, you know, and -

"Oh, no!" Lillian exciaimed, clapping lier har'(
gaily. "Il understand now. Hie was trying 1
frigliten me into giving up reporting. Oh, how 1
fooied me!

"Trying to frigliten you? What do you mean
Arn I sucli a bugbear that lie sliould take the liberi
of using me to frigliten pecopie ?"

"Oli, now, Mrs. Steven;s, don't get angryl1 Ar,
stepmotber wouid bave beem the samne. Hie orn]
took you because you were bandy, I know. lie-i
didn't mean anything uncomplîrnentary."

"H1e didn't? Well, M'I make him pay for it, ail th
samne!" exclaimed the other, bitterly. "Il aIwaý
knew that your father abliors me, aithougli lie cor
ceals it very weil. But lie lias no riglit to use nu
namne tliis way, and lie shall suifer for it! If yo
will keep 'him quiet, and not tell him that you liav
told me of lis insolence, l'I make him rue the da
lie thouglit of it V"

Lillian ciasped lier liands again. "Can yoi
reaily ?" she asked. "Poor old dad! You mustr'
hurt him, really, you know. But I sliould so lik
to turn the tables on him. liow car' it be donec?"

"I must consîder. *Let's put our lieads togethe
and contrive a plan."

A day or two later the plan came to a head, wlie
Mr. Morse entered bis parlour, just before dirne,
to find Lillian and Mrs. Stevens awaiting him. Wit
a sickening foreboding of evil, lie strove to retreal
but Mrs. Stevens forestalled bim. "Hienry, dear!
she exclaimed, coming quickly forward and extend
ing botli lands. "Hienry, dear, your daugliter, Lii
lian, lias welcomed mie to your home, and tbere i
no longer any objection to our union. I am yours
take me !" 'She stood near him, witli downcast eye5
apparently waiting for him to take lier i11 bis arm'1

Mr. Morse drew back, with a liorrified looý
"Good heavens !". lie gasped, as the perspiratiol
started. or' his brow, "I.-I-Oli, Lilliafi, wlit
horrible mess you bave gotter' me into !"

"Wby, father, what do you mear' 1"
"It's ail a mistake, madam! I don't want you tà

lie mine. I don"t want ar'ybody to bie mine! I-Oh
Lillian, belpi your father!1 Explain to Mrs. Stevens!'

Lillian's heart melted at the appeal, but she liard
ened berseif, an'd replied, cooliy: "Why, father
wbat is the matter? You toîd me yourseif tliat Mrs
Stevens was one of the sweetest women that yol
ever met 1"

"Yes, but-but-Oh, Lilliar', I don't. want to rrarr)
agair'. I don't -"

"But, fatber," persisted Lillian, remorseiesslY
"you told me about it your )wn self."

"Il was only joking. I wanted you to give Up' re«
porting. I neyer asked Mrs. Stevens to rnarry ille
I neyer tbouglit of silcb a thing. Madam, you ar1
liorest. Didl I ever say a word of love to you ?"

"Henry, dear Hen-ry !" rnurmutred Mrs. Stevens
bier liead still tbent dowlNward(.

Mr. Morse groaned aloud, an'd the beart of hÎý
daugliter was m-oved by bis distress.

"Will you promise niever to try to deceive n
again, father ?" asked Lillian.

"Neyer! Neyer! 1 promise!1" cried Mr. Morse
forlorniy.

"W'ell," said Lillian, slowiy, "ini that case, I thi,1
lie is sufficiently pur'islied, doctor."

"I suppose so, too," said Doctor Stevens, suddenY
looking up. "Altbough it secis to me, your ideas 0
punisliment need a littie revision. Mr. Morse,
wouldn't marry vou if youi were the last mar'0
eartb; but the r'ext timie you take liberties wîtlith
narne of an ur'protected womni, remnember me, al
don't do it !"

'Il won't--I mean, I wiill!" exclaimned Mr. More
delizhtedlv. "And- madici 1 hpcy -tô


