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^^HEN wc humor our weaknesses they force them
selves continually upon our attention, He spoiled 

children. When we assert our mastery of ourselves and 
compel its recognition, wc stand secure in our sovereign 
rights.

—O. B. Newcomb .

The Domestic Adventures

WE talked about Diana a great 
deal, naturally, and old Mr. 
Bullwinkle was very jocose 

when the lamb came on.
"Everything reminds ua oi her lady

ship to-night, he said; then, with a 
polite bow to me, “Everything but the 
food. I am happy to say!" And he

Kid a perfect flood of sauce on his 
and on his peas, and all over 

his plate generally, and remarked, 
“Many thanks,, Hebe," to Mamie.
He poured so much that I didn't take 
any ; Sabina never touchee it, so Chloe 
took the rest.

“Mint!" said Mr. Bullwinkle. “How 
fragrant the very word is ! I have had 
a peculiar fondness for it from a boy. 15 
And this, I suppose, grows in your 15 
own gardan, dear Miss Chloe?" * 

It came from town, like everything I* 
else, of course, but Chloe began talk- » 
ing a lot of nonsense about getting up 
at dawn to pick it out of the brook for 
him, and just in the middle of the rig
marole she tasted her lamb, and gave 
the most awful look at me.

By Joshua Daskam Bacon 
(Continued from last week)

true story of Chios's life with

nursery. She like* little darkle# and 
Japanese babies, ton, but unfortun
ately we have none of thu*e,

littleI remember l was ieing some 1 
cakes, when the telei'lmne I,nil .
sharply, and 1 dropped everything io| 
answer it. One of the groat advan
tages of being a fnisines* woman is 
the quickness with wbieh one becomes 
acclimated to the Uleuhoiie, so to 
speak. In Sabina# office it tinkles 
continually, and #he hardly notices 
it, but I cun never outgrow the fear 
that something sudden ha* happened 
when it calls. As 1 reached down the 
little blaok tube, Chine's vnioe Jumper! 
out at me: "HelloI Would you take 
a woman with a baby I1 Probably not. 
Only I thought I'd tell you,"

"Take her? In the nuriery, do you 
mean P We oouldn't lake til# woman," 
said I.

"No, no. I mean for the house! 
She’s a working housekeeper, and she 
can do the marketing, bill she doesn’t
cost any more---------
It’s very quiet „ 
she’s going immediately to 
Aspinwall; but the matron eays she 
wants to give you the first chaude il 
you do. She knows all about her.” 

"” * *""* * —in't dare—how 
•It lid? ! don’t

«he d-------
re on aooounl of the child, 
let, If you don't want her, 
immediately to old Mr. 

■ÜÜ» mall 
the fli

------- ------- » #11 a-----
"But—but—I wouldn't dare—how 

could we manage a ohtldf I don't 
think Sabina would like It, ... I 
should have to know what--what la 
her name?" I itUUMfm,

"diA ,
If you deirt want her,

Chloe. “What difference dnee her
name make? ,....... JPPV
say so. It Is Mrs, Heidrleh, 1 
Iron heard that we lied Mo 
that is. I told her myiell-ai_ 
Heidrich had just eoffle to leave the 
baby and aak about a place. It’s 
matron's suggestion.

ÏÏ,'..
md Mrs(

though I cannot seem to keep other 
matters out of it, somehow. I am 
afraid this proves that I should never 
make a writer, for when I sit down 
with my big leather diary—the others 
think it is an expense book— and 
begin to analyse my heroine’s charac
ter, before I have written five minutes
■[♦♦#s*»ê*#»#*****s****#sft#*»**s**e» *♦••••••♦•♦••**♦* j
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baby oh, Ohio#, I

"You must excuse me. Miss—er—I 
didn't eaten the name pleaseP” she 
said. "But I can’t help laughing 
when I think of you calling your 
work difficult, and me u married 
woman with a house of my own for

"But the care of a child—” I sug-

"Now, don't you put an atom of 
worry on that matter," she said.
* That child's no more care than a 
kitten. You'll never know there's 

In the house, not hardly. And the 
*ther two ladies, certainly not. Why, 
that invalid lady I was telling you 
about, she usel to say to me, ‘Where 
do you keep that child, anyway? Is 
it a wax doll?”

This was certainly reassuring, and 
to tell the truth I didn't mind so 
much having the child. I am fond of 
children, and a quiet little girl, no 
more trouble than a kitten, one might 
do quite a little for, I thought. Mr. 
*'an Ness, who had dropped in to call

he had driven up from town to 
spend Sunday with his sister In 
Greenwich — smiled his dignified 
smile and shook his handsome gray 
head at me.

"It is useless to act so xpprehen- 
sive, my dear lady," he said. "Even 
the stranger within our gates can see 
that your fingers are itching to curl 
that child's hair and adorn her with 
bows generally."

You see, we had always thought it 
would be a little girl, I suppose be
cause of the 1

'It's a poem, that word—hey, 
Chloe?” And he took a big piece of 
his lamb.

Chloe turned perfectly white.
"What is the matter, my dear?” 

Babina asked calmly.
“Take a drink, Mr. Bullwinkle!" 

Chloe cried suddenly. "Please take a 
drink—it's catnip!"

"Chloe!" we begged, "what do
^ "Mamie has made mint sauce out 
of catnip Mr. Bullwinkle picked for 
Diana," said Chloe to me In a low, 
miserable sort of way.

And she had.
I have rarely seen 8abina come so 

near losing her self-control. Between 
her and Chloe, who was almost hys
terical, it la not to be wondered at 
that a man of old Mr. Bullwinkle’s 
calibre should have thought it was 
some horrid practical joke. I hate 
to remember it all over again.

80 the next day I told Mamie she 
must go. She was very sweet about 
it, and looked so pretty: she agreed 
with me that she was very careless.

“And if the lady sinds me anny of 
thim little kodak pictures of me, will 
ye throuble to sind thim to me 
aunt's?” she asked me.

She went out with a respectful bow, 
ideal to the last. But It has been a

Eat lesson to me. It hm taught me 
t the appearance of a house maid 
like that of a literary genius, is no 

indication of what ahe can accom-

I am absorbed in some petty house
keeping description. It is very annoy
ing, and I sympathize fully with the 
man in "David Copperfield" who 
could not keep Charles the First out 
of his narrative. And yet everything 
seems to lead into these domestic de
tails, and the events of our life here 
seem to be very closely bound up in 
them. For Instance, all the exciting 
happenings of this last month came 
from Chloe'a spending that afternoon
at the nursery, and nothing else. 

It is not a large nursery, because it 
haa not been established very long, 
and the parish that supports it ia not 
wealthy; but it does a great deal of 
good, I am sure, and it Is growing 
steadily, if «lowly. I was not able to 
do much tor them at first, Mamie took 
up so much of my time, but I man
aged to look in once a day and relieve 
the matron there. 80 they got in the 
way of expecting me. especially on 
Fridays, when the matron meete with 
the committee. I am on the com
mittee, of course, but I always get a 
little nervous, there is so much dis
cussion, and somebody can always 
tell me what they decided afterward; 
so I go in and attend to the children 
while they meet upatairs.

The Friday after Mamfe left I had 
to stay in to help her aunt, who was 
tiding us over what we hoped would 
be a short interval, and Chloe 1W 
kindly volunteered to amuse the child
ren In my place for the hour of the 
committee meeting, «was really 
kind, because though Chloe ia very 
fond of clever, pretty ehldren. -»*-

“But—bull, _ „__ _____H
don't think we ought'to!”’!____

It's not such a bnhy j It'# three,” she 
answered. "But no doubt you're right. 
It's very gentle and not a bit mis
chievous, she aaya, Bhe would bring 
it here to the nursery lor Saturdays, 
and Sundays a friend of her'# Would 
take care of It, and you #ee those are 
the only important day#, for it goes 
to bed at ais. Of eourie, If 11 weren't 
for that the whole arrangement would 
be impossible Sabin# would never 
•tond it. BUM, as you a*y, It's a 
great ri«k."

It was probably the prospect of the
marketing that did It, j------- ----------

"fihlrot'* I eeiil eolemi
judgment

"my judgmentF’
80 Mrs. Heidrleh eanie, 

she seemed to me

I have not mentioned the dsy does not care much for the <X»npara- 
nnreery yet, because this ia really the lively unattractive ones in the day

J said solemnly, "In your 

ivens," aba Interrupted,

I, ISd though 
the first m" 

ment to prove a very semi rate work
ing housekeeper, ahe wa# #0 lacka
daisical and easy-going In her manner, 
still she seemed to know her business, 
and it waa a relief to Hear that she 
had taken tite entire oharge of 

’’■lamliy'-invalid lady1 1er a year.
"Then you would not find nuj?~ —- — — ‘-jjjy •• f 8alfl|__ very difficult, probe'

"for of course ! ti
tain amount 

I shall not eoon forget 
Mrs. Heidrioh'e peouliar 
heard it for the first time

ie ! aspect to take a de 
of responsibility myself, 
soon forget the effect of

______ ____ _______ j, It never
ceased to imprea# me hi a rertsln ex
tent, though I beard It a de «en times 
a day afterward. It wa# nervous and 
apologetic and pfttronlllhg, all In one, 
and I ha?»» never heard It# equal off

-------- ... his mouth
and a very injured expression, sidling 
along beside Mrs. Heidrich when she 

Tipeared Monday morning. I was so 
Isappointed that I am afraid I did 

not conceal it very well when I ex*

(ilained my mistake to her. She 
aughed her strange, artificial laugh.

"Well, now, that’s too bad," she 
said sympathetically, "it reely ie. I 
only wish I could change to oblige 
you, for boys are the dickens to raise, 
and you can count on gettin* some
thing out of a girl, anyway, if it's only 
to save your steps. But if you'll ex
cuse me, isn't that just the notion 
you’d expect from an unmarried Indy, 
now? They're always takin' ideas. If 
you see what I mean."

“What is his name?” I asked ab-
^8oliy*‘ she #aid; “and mine is 

Tina, but they ue'ally call me May— 
Tina May.”

She disappeared upstairs with Solly, 
and came down a few minutes later 
without him, and candor compels me 
to state that no wax doll could have 
surpassed him In Boundlessness. In
deed, when I realized that no one 
could blame any doll for falling over 
with a crash after sitting still for 
three hours, and that Solly had not 
done this, I began to grow a little ner
vous, and mounted the stairs to be
hold him perched on a chair staring 
fixedly into the mirror over his 
mother's bureau.

Not that Solly was vain; I do not 
think his worst enemy could have 
accused him of that, and certainly he 
had less cause for vanity than most 
people. It was merely that his mother 
had placed him In that position, and 
from the knowledge of his character 
subsequently gained by me I infer 
that he would have continued to sit 
thus, immovable as an idol, till the 
trump of Judgment, if she had not 
come to remove him before then. I 
admit that it was unreasonable in me 
to have allowed myself to worry 
about Solly's quietude, since It was 
the express condition on which he 
was allowed to come; nevertheless I 
did

"Do you think, I said to May—we 
oould not manage “Tina”—"that it Is 
healthful for a child to sit so still? 
Oughtn’t he to be running about out 
of doors ?”

This amused her Immensely.
(Continued next weekI


