young hearts, and so the old play goes on. Only the
players change!

I wish I might worthily portray the social life of our
little town in that remote day when no telephone or radio
broke the stillness of our lives. I remember how cere-
moniously we called on each other, duly observing days
and hours. Mrs. R. W. McClung was at home on the
first and second Tuesday, from three to five, and had
cards engraved with that information. So the first and
second Tuesday was the time to have the four rooms,
including hall and stairway, as clean as mortal hands
could make them. Although the calls were brief, I knew
how sharp-eyed the callers were, and if there was a cob-
web on the ceiling, they would see it, though they would
not be so rude as to lift an eye in that direction.

I prepared for my first calling day with great thorough-
ness. 1 swept and dusted. I polished the black stove,
legs and all. I put out fresh stand covers, removed the
fur from under the bed, and put out the best marseilles
bed spread—colored spreads were unheard of. I washed
and ironed the pillow shams, and carefully adjusted them
on the wooden bar. The pillow shams were one of my
prized possessions, and were one of my wedding presents.
On one was embroidered a beautiful child asleep on a
pillow of roses, on the other the same child awake, still
buttressed with roses and the inscriptions read: “I slept
and dreamed that life was beauty” on number one, and
on number two—"1 woke and found that life was duty!”

I washed the morning-glory lamp shade and polished
the gold acorns. I washed door knobs, polished floors,
straightened pictures, made the table small, and put on a
white linen cloth embroidered in violets. This em-
broidered table cloth was my own effort, and I hoped
nobody would look at it too closely.

To Mrs. Ruttan, who was my guide and friend, I went
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