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A GIRUS THEORY.
BY MARY TOWLE PALMER.

Lucy drew back and shook*her curly
head. Her mouth was tightly shut and
expressed a determination worthy of Ceesar,

** Lucy,” said her aunt, with a pleading
emphasis on the first svllu.ble “you will
dust the parlor this morning, won'’t you #”
And she held forth a duster, hoping that
the young girl would relent, as she sonie-
times did,  But anyone could see that this
time she had no such intention. She did
not look eross, however ; she only ﬂhowed
a dimple and tossed her head.

“No, Aunt Jane, I couldn’t,” said she,
and then she turned and ran up-stairs to
her own room.

Miss Jane was ‘an intelligent-looking
young woman of perhaps thirty years, She
expected company to-day, and she mwust
bako the cake herself and straighten out
‘the house from top to bottom, in order to
be free afterwards to entertain her guest,
for the one maid servant would have
enough in attending to the plain cooking
and the ironing. W ell, well! But that
was not the worst of it. Aunt Jane was
troubled about Lucy's morals. A tall,
active, rosy girl of fifteen, full of energy
and capacity, and yet so selfish as to refuse
to lift a finger for the good of others ! It
was melancholy enough. While Miss Jane
whisked and dusted and made the parlor
shine all over, Lucy, up in her room,
cheerfully hummed a tune as she took from
‘her writing-desk a sheet of paper, sharp-
ened a pencil, and then sat herself down,
determined to write a story.. She felt,
under an obligation to do something re-
markable to pay for having been so > dis-
obliging. Lucy had a theory that useful
people were always uninterosting, but that
if she economized lierself, ‘as it were, and
kept herself freo from the toils and 1moils
of the ordinarymass of mankind, she should
become a remarkable person in the course
of time. She lad never confided this
theory to her aunt; if she had it would
have cleared away numerous mysteries
which at present weighed heavily upon
her mind. .She suppo%ed that each refusal
came from momentary laziness, whereas
no. one liked activity better than Lucy,
when the occasion seemed to her a worthy
one.

The scenery out of doors was beautiful
this morning and Lucy's desk faced the
window. It was impossible to help look-
ing out upon the sunny fields and the
feathery elms before her, so, thatafter two
hours had gone by Lucy found that just
half & page > of m'muscupb Iy on her desk,
as the fruit of her morning’s work, and
this she had read over and over so many
times that she could not possibly tell
whether it had any meaning in it or not.
A ring ab the door gave her an excuse for
jumping up joyfully from her seat, tossing
away her tiresome paper, and running down
stairs,
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Her aunt’s expected guest had arrived,
and a very bright and attractive vision she
was. She seemed s young woman of about
twenty-five, with a slim, stylish fizure and
a golden knot of hair, surmounted by a
small mystery of 4 bonnet.
plcte Lucy felt at once that this young
lady knew and ‘did everything that was
brilliant and admirable. She gave in her
allegiance then and there.

Perl haps, in her worldly little heart, she

‘drew a contrast between thisshining hfrulc
and that 6f her commonplaee and merely
wseful aunt, who now came hunrying for-
iward and tlnew her arms warmly around
hthe new-comer,
: *“This does me good ! p she oxclaimed,
Iool\m'f inte bhe Fresh .face'sho had Jusb
zbeen klssm" ¢ Come in heré and let me
Jook at you. Wl\y Angela, you look
younge1 every year.’

For a moment the tyo fmends quite fox‘
gob ‘Lucy’s . presence, and then her aunt
drew her forward and mtloduced her a8

go to the door, Auntie!” she

She was com-.

#*The nicce of whom you have heard, who'

]ms been with me for the Posb) month. and
is, Thope, to be my compa,mou for a year,
while her mamma is in Europe getting
well.”

Lucy did nob relish this prospect in the

in this wise ; ** Miss Angela, you must see
at once how uncongenial a companion my
aunt is for a bnvht girl like me. I look

forw:ud to receiving great sympathy from

you.” -Lucy was obh"ed to go and confess
to herself, however, that justat present the
guest seemed entirely absorbed with aunt
Jane, and had a meagre amount of atten-
tion to bestow upon the most chalmmg of
nieces.

There were two things that madeit some-
what difficult to produce an impression
upon Miss Angela Lane. One was a little
fact in p]nlosophy which Lucy could not
be expected tohaveyet discovered ;namely,
that an impression can be made more easily
when the one making it is doing something
clse. The other -fact was that Anfrela, was
so devoted to her friend Jane Brown that
she seemed almost unconscious of the ex-
istence of Lucy Delaye.

Lucy had drawn around her a circle of
friends of her own age, from the best ma-
terial the village afforded—the doctor's
daughter, the’ minister’s two, and the

lmvycl s dignified r"mndcluldren .whowere|.

glad to p'mtnomm a stylish girl from New
York. To these she confided frankly how
uninteresting she considered her aunt, how
surprised she was that Miss Angela soemed
to like that plain individual, and also how
she, Lucy, found the visitor (who evidently
knew. ‘“ what was what”) very congenial,

Miss Angela had been in Longdale for 'a
week. . It was another beautiful June
morning and Lucy was ready to'dance with
the dcllghb of living. She tripped lightly
into the parlor to see what was going on,
and there shoe encountered Angela, her
print dress tucked up, and: Ter cheeks
glowm« while in her hand she: wwlded
Lucy's dingy enemy, the duster. =

“Oh, Lucy, I'm glad .you have: comc
If you will finish dusting the parlor for me,
T'can go up and be lmkmfr the bcds and
then we can all be through “earlier.” . o

Lucy c'r.ucrhb Jher breath.” *'Dust the

parlor for you '—she befr:m. and she was'

tempted not only to seize the duster, but
to kiss the little white hand that handed it
to her.

Angela contmued rubbing the leg. of a
table'as if she had no. time for talkmg,

‘that being finished she held her implement

towards the hesitating girl. By this time
Luey'’s sclf-possessxon had returned.

¢“No, thank you, Miss Angela,” she said,
sweetly “ I’m not in the habit of doing
such things.” And for a moment- shc
realized how inconvenient an article one’s
dignity may become ; for Miss Angela’s
eyebrows went up with a_slightly amused
smnile. Lucydarted to the kitchen in search
of lier aunt, and found there the odor of
sponge (hops just oub of the oven.

¢ Oh, Lucy, dear,” said lier aunt, ‘“‘my
friend and I are going off for a day in the
woods, You may haveany two friends you
please to-take dinner with you 'm(l keep
you company while we are gone.”

But Lucy did ‘not like to be ‘“ shed” in
this matter-of-course way; besides, she
could not bear to think that Miss Angela
would be gone so many hours and give Ther
no chance to explain why she had seemed
disobliging ; so she said, wistfully,

“L wmhI could go thh you,aunt Jane:”

* Why, dear child, so you shall, if you
wish, 1 thought it would_ be dull for you,
with two elders like us.’

¢ Not with her,” murmured Lucy.

““How glad I am that you like her so
wuch,” said Miss Jane; and her - niece
went dnncmrr to her room, full of anticipa-
tions for the day.. Perhaps she would
have a chance to tell Miss Angela about
her desire to write a story, and perhaps
Miss Angela would ask hor to read what
she had wubtcn, and in this way she would
be able to show Miss Angela how inappro-
priate it was to expect her to do drudger y,
as if she were a conunon girl ! -

Lucy's room was across s the hall; on the
other side were two large square ‘chambers
connecting, the guest room and her aunt's:
Lucy left ‘her dooz open as she wenti dng
but happened herself to be just behind it in
thecloset, when sheheard the twoladiescome
chabting up stairs. Thismay have been the
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‘| least, still she greeted Miss Angela very|
pretmly IHer thoughts, meanwhile, ran|.

'Lucy had the day béfore he

reason why Miss Angela, supposing no one
to be’within. hearing, ealled out cheerily
to Miss Jane, who was in her own apart-
ment-—each standing before her respective
mirror in a dtessmg sacque.’ ‘

.4 Jennie !”

“ Yes ?), . .

¢ Forgive me for bemw so frank, but
what.an uninteresting child your niece is I”
. A great wave .of crimson surged into

Lucy's face as.she heard this and she

dropped weakly into a chairand became as
still as a mouse.

¢ 0Oh, no, not unmbereshng, called back.

Miss Jane’s voice, with an 'mxwus tone in
it. *“*Not uumtcresbmg. bat,~-

“J ‘must bo firm,” answered Miss
Angela's silvery tones. ‘‘For yéu know
unmte1esbnw and uninterested are synony-
mous . terms, nnd—-—now, what is she inter-
ested in 7

There was a pause.

“ Well,” said Miss Jane, presently, *

don’t qulte know yet.”
- ¢ She’s old-fashioned,” announced Miss
Angela’s voice, accompanied by the shut-
ting .of a bur e drawer, ‘‘behind the
tnues, you know.’

Lucy ‘vmccd—thc very tlungshe wasnot!

* Angela,” Lucy heard her aunt say,
“haven's you noticed, though, that some-
times the dear little thmc has the brightest
look on her face ¥’

Lucy could bear nomore. She slid into
the closet, where she shut out the voices by
burying her face in the skirb of a dress.
Whether she was grateful to her aunt for
defending her or whether she was angry
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‘with .the whole world and every one in it,
she’ did not know.

At all events, she
should never have courage to issue "forth
from that closet any more, Nevertheless
she knew. the timne would come when she

.musb.show- herself, for she heard the two

ladies bustling down stairs and then she
heard them scckm« her from room to room
below. She knew it was only a question of
time before she should hear (what now
floated up to her)her: own name called.
She mustered all her voice and. answered
as naturally as sheconld, ¢ Oh, aunt Jane,
T've decided to have the’ girls to dinner
and stay at home, after all 1"

f‘_ “Very well, dear; - Good:-by.”

The. garden gate swung- toqcther and
“She gazed
after.the departing figures as they moved
along the shady voad, Miss’ Angela’s hair
cmtchmnr the Bunhghb and g,hstenmo' under
her Inm and Miss Jane moving in an elas-
tic fashion which spoke. of. a- dmly famili-
avity with exercise. -She saw Miss Angela
stop and gather a bunch of.wild roses,
which she pinned .into hor companiony’s
dress with the air of one doing homage to
a superior. - Just, after this they passcd out
of sight in the bend. .

“Lucy felt pexlmps more’ uncomfortable
than ever before in’ hex life, it is so very
unpléeasant to hear one’s self spoken of in
uncomplimentary terms ! She felt like an
outcast, misunderstood and unappreciated.
The dny was spoiled. Iow should she
employ 1t? Pleasure was quite out of the
question with the words '* uninteresting™
and *¢old-fashioned” ringing in her ears.
Had they really been n.pphed to her? She
felt enraged and then puzzled, and then
hurt, and then wretched ; and this succes-
sion ‘of mental phases, cndmn' inalong ey,
occupied the morning, The afternoon
brought into her mind a furious determina-
tion to write 'something perfectly wonder-
ful, address it to Miss Ange]n, and deposit
it on her bureau that she might find it on

‘her return and.be filled with remorse and

shame. If Lucy’s life had depended upon
convineing Miss Angela of her mistaken
]udtrmenb her passionate determination to
do it could not have been stronger. *‘ Un-
interesting and old-fashioned ! P

After Lucy had written her rhymo she
was more calm, and catching up her hat

she started out for a walk. She had not|«

gone far before she- met a gentleman, one
whose appearance announced hima stranger
in the village. As. Luey approached, his
pace sluckened and he accosted her with
an apology, a.skmfr if she could tell hlm
where.Miss Brown  lived ? .
“ Which Miss Brown?’ asked Lucy,
glad to speak, after a-day of sllexlce -
- ** Miss Brown, the authoress,” answered
the gentleman, fluently. -** The oo who
has written-the-novel of ‘the year.” Ho
spoke as-if she.inust of: eourse know:all
about it. She as.much puzzled.

—

- ““There are only two Miss Bro“ns in:
this place,” she said, p1esentlv “One’.
keeps u little baker’ ] shop, and the other
—i§'ny dunt.” ‘

' May 1 ask the w ay to your aunt's ? he'
smd‘ in & business-like tone.’ v

‘ You must be in the wrong town, smd‘
Lucy, positively.

‘.1 must:seec Miss Jane Brown, of Lonf'r-'
dnle, and T don’t behcve she isn bul\m, :
lie remarked, with an amused smile, and’
Lucy obedlent]y ghowed him where the
only person whom she knew of that nameo
lived ; but she believed that the gentle-
min wéuld be much disconcerted when her
“aunt retumed and he discovered his mis-
take.

While he waited in the parlor he and
Lucy gavo each other some mutual mfox-
mation.

¢+ Is the Miss Brown whom you are look
ing for really a great authoress?’ asked
Lucy

““Ol, very successful indeed,” he an-
swered. ** They’ve just bmurrht out her
tenth erht;lon, and bthat, f01 n unlmown
writer, is something unusual.” -

“ Well "suid Lucy, medlta.twcly “My-
aunt is Jusb a person, Just a common, or-
dinary person, you know.”

¢ She doesn’t carry a pen behind her ear,
or wear an. ink spot on her thumb, eh?”
said he, lightly.

Lucy medituted for some momeits and
ended in a positive tone, “She cannot be
the lady you are looking for.”

In o short time tho lady in question
walked in, and the gcntlcunn greeted her
with a very Jow bow, and seemed some-
what awestruck. Miss Jane was dignified
and quiet, though her cyes betmycd a cer-
tain gleam in their serenity, as she heard
the words which he used with regard to her
writings. Lucy also heard, ina duzed d way,
mention of large sums of money. Kvi.
dently, this was, affer all, the authoress,
Angela drew the astonished young girl
away to the piazza.’

‘“Miss_Angela,” said Luey, in a low
voice, *‘I never knew till this moment
that aunt Jane was—anything.”

*“That sho wrote, you mean,” snid Miss
Angela. *° No, she has keptit very quiet,
but people are rrradunlly ﬁndmg her out,
in spite. of all hex shyncss

Misd, Angela,” said Lucy, again. .

‘¢ Well ??

[ heard what you said to aunt Jane
about me this morning.”

*“\Why, what did Isay ¢ I'veforgotten.”

Lucy gasped a little, beforo she could
bring out the dreadful words: *‘You s.ud
I was uninteresting and old-fashioned,’
she said, finally, with an effort.

¢ Oh, my dear, do forgive me,” cried
Miss Angela, purtmg her arms about the
young gn] kindly, “*but your aunt is so
wonderful, of course no one can expect to
be considered interesting whenshe 1s near.:
Truly, Lucy, I should not be at all an-
noyed 1f you said it of me. It is to be ex-
pected.’

¢ But what did you mean by ‘old-fash-
ioned,” Miss Angela ?”

o Well Lucy, td tell the truth, I meant |
that you did not- seem to be very useful..
That used to be.the old idea of a lady, you
know, to bo helpless, buti T thought . times
‘had chzm"cd But, dear child, it must
have sounded very h'ush hearing itin thnt
way. T an'so sorry.”

Lucy was so 1eheved! She had fem‘ed
that tho term °¢ old-fashioned” referred to
her manners, or her figure, or her taste;
or - .somevhing she could mnot help;
whereas now she had the matter all in her
own hands. It occurred to her that if her
aunt could be at once useful and great,
why, so could she! . What & discovery!
Her theory.iwas broken to atoms, and Lucy,
instend:of going into mourning for the loss
‘of it, felt.as if a bulden had becn tnken off
her shoulders: .
Asg soon as she had a: clmncc she c'tughb.
her avnt:and threw her young .arms im:
pu]swe]y and tightly around her..

#¢.0h, aunt Jane, do let me confess to,
you. - It wasn’t because I was disobliging,
nor because I was lazy, nor even becauso I
disliked it, that I wouldn't dust the pmlor
Tt was because I had a theory !” : :

“And what was.that 7’ asked her, aunt
greatly delighted. *‘It takes -a. bm]n to -
have a thcmy, so I am proud of you.” ; .7

T thought,” said Lucy, laughing, ¢ tlmt ;

if-T made mysclf useful ‘I could never ba»
groat.. Wasn't it funny ?” o ,




