
46 DEAR ENEMY

and stairs). Then I submitted some social work
among my father's employees and a few friendly visits

to the Home for Female Inebriates.
^

To all of which he grunted.

I added that I had lately made a study of the care
of dependent children, and casually mentioned my
seventeen institutions.

Ke grunted again, and said he didn't take much
stock in this new-fangled scientific charity.

At this point Jane entered with a box of roses from
the florist's. That blessed Gordon Hallock sends me
roses twice a week to brighten the rigors of institu-

tion life.

Our trustee began an indignant investigation. He
wished to know where I got those flowers, and was
visibly relieved when he learned that I had not spent
the institution's money for them. He next wished to
know who Jane might be. I had foreseen that ques-
tion and decided to brazen it out.

"My maid," said I.

" Your what? " he bellowed, quite red in the face.
' My maid."

What is she doing here?"
I amiably went into details. "She mends my

clothes, blacks my boots, keeps my bureau drawers in
order, washes my hair."

I really thought the man would choke, so I chari-

tably added that I paid her wages out of my own private
income, and paid five dollars and fifty cents a week to
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