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DrsiGN By Mavy MaNTON.
7433 Princesse Combination for Misses
and Small Women, 14, 16 and 18
years.

DEsiGN BY MAY MANTON.

Kfl)fﬁ Collars and Vests for Women and
1sses, Small 34 or 36, Medium 38 of

40, Large 42 or 44 bust.

7897 Plain Guimpe or

bLlorse for Misses and

Small Women, 14, 16
and 18 years.

7987 Girl‘s Dress, 10 to
14 years.

7964 Infant’s Plain 7971 Infant’s Bishop
Slip, One Size. Dress, One Size.

The People of the
Whirlpool.

[Serial rights secured from The Mac-
Millan Publishing Co., Toronto and New

- York.]

Chapter II.

MISS I.AVINIA’S LETTERS TO
BARBARA.

New York, ‘‘Greenwich Village,'’

January 20, 19—,
‘“So you are glad that I have re-
turned ? I wish that I could say so
also, in your h-zarty tone of conviction.
Every day of the two years that I have
been scattering myself about Europe I
have wished myself at home in the
house where I was born, and have
wandered through the rooms in my
dreams ; yet now that I am here, I find
that T was mixing the past impossibly
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in &« way common to
those over fifty. Yes, you see I no
longer pretend, wear unsuitable head-
gear, and blink obliviously at my age
as I did in those trying later fortles.
1 not only face it squarely, but exagger-
ate it, for it is so much more comfort~
able to have p=zople say, ‘Fifty-ive ! 1Is
it possible ?*

By the way. do you know that you
and I share a distinction in common ?
We are both living in the houses where
we were born, for the reason that we
wish to and do not because we cannot
help ourselves. Since 1 have been
away it appears that every one I know,
of my own age, has made a change of
some sort, and joined the two streams
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that are flowing steadily upward, east
east and west of the Park; while the
people who were neither my financial
nor social equals thirty years ago are

dividing the year into quarters, with a
house for each. A few months in town,
a few of hotel life for ‘rest’ in the

south, then a ‘between-season’ residence
near by, seaside next, mountains in ear-
ly autumn, and the ‘between-ssason’
again before the winter cruise through
the Whirlpool.

“1 like at name that your Martin
Cortright gives to New York. Before I
went abroad I should have resented it
bitterly, but the two months since my
return have convinced me of its truth,
which I have fought against for many
years ; for even the most staid of us
who, either of choice or necessity, give
ths social vortex a wide berth, cannot
escape from the unrest of it, or sight
of the wreckage it from time to time
gives forth. It is strange that I have
not met this Cortright, or never ®ven
knew that he shared your father's ad-
miration of your mother, though owing
to our school tie we were like sisters.
Yet it was like her to regret and hold
sacred my pain she might have caused,
no matter how unwillingly. Did his
elder sister marry a Schuyler, though
not one of the well-known branch, and
did he as a boy live in one of those
houses on the west side of Lafayette
Place that were later turned into an
hotel ?

‘““The worst of it all appears to me to
be that the increase of wealth in the
upper class is exterminating the home
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idea, to which T cling, single woman as
I am; and consequently the middle
classes, a® blind copyists, also are tend-
ing to throw it over.

““The rich, having no particular reason
for remaining in any particular place
until they become attached to it, live in
half a dozen houses, which seems to
have a deteriorating eflect upon their
domesticity ; just as the BSultan, with
fifty wives that may be dropped or re-
placed according to will, cannot prize
them as does the husband of only ome.

‘““Your letters are mo full of questions
and wonderments about ways in your
mother’'s day, that they set me ramb-
ling in the backwéods of the sixties,
when women were sending their lovers
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to the Civil War, and them bravely sit-
ting down and rolling their own hearte
up with the bandages with which they
busied their fingers. I suppose you are
wondering if I lost a lover in those
days, or why I have mot married, as I
am in no wise opposed to the institutiom,
but consider it quite necessary to happi-
ness. The truth is, I never saw but
two men whose tastes so harmonized
with mine that T comsidered them possi-
ble as comparions, and when I first met
them neither was eligible, one being my
own father and the other yours!’ 1
shall have to list your queries, tio be
answered deliberately, write my letters
in sections, day by day, and send them
off packet-wise. like the correspondence
of the time of two-shilling post and
hand messengers. To begin with, I will
pick out the three easiest :—

1. What is it in particular that has so
upset me on my home-coming ?

2. Do I think that I could break
through my habits sufiiciently to
make you a real country visit this
spring or early summer, before the
mosquitoes come ? (Confessing with
your altogether out-of-date frank-
ness that there are mosquitoes, a
word usually dropped from the vo-
cabulary of commuters and their
wives, even though they live in
Staten Island or New Jersey.)

8. JTé the Sylvia Latham, to whom I
have been a friendly chaperon dur-
ing my recent travels, related to
the Lathama who are building the
finest house on the Blufis? You
have never seen the head of the
house, but his initials sre 8. J.;
he is said to be a power in Wall
Street, and the family consiste of
a son and a daughter, neither of
whem has yet appeared, although
the house is quite ready for occu-

pancy.
(My German teacher has arrived.)
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“January 92nd.
‘“L, Why am I upset? For several
reasons, some of which bave been clound-
ing the horizon for many years, others
crashing up like a thunder-storm.

“I have for a long time past noticed
a certain apathy in the social stmoe
phere of the little cirele that formed my
world. I gave up any pretensions to
general New York soclety after my
father's death, which came &t & time
when' the social cantre was splitting in-
to several cligues ; distances increased,
New Year's calling teased, going to the
countty for even midwinter holidays
came in vogue, and cosmopolitanism
finally overcame the neighborhood com~
munity interest of my girlhood. Péopls
stopped making evening calls uninvited ;
you mo longer knew who lived in the
strest or even mnext house, save by acel~
dent ; the cosy row of private dwellings
opposite turned to lodging houses and
sometimes worse : friends who had not
seen me for a few months seemed sur-
prised to find me living in the same
place. When 1 began to go about
again, one day Cordella Martin (she was
a DBleecker—your father will 'remember
her) met in the atrest and asked me to
come in the next evening informally to
dinner and meet her sister, an army
officer’'s wife, who would be' there on
route from one post to another, and
have an old-tilne game of whist.

“I went, glad to ses old friends, and
anticipating a pleasant evening. I wore
a new soft black satin gown slightly V
in front, some of my best lace, and my
pearl ornaments : 1 even wondered if the
latter were In good taste at o family
dinner. You know I never dwell much
upon attire, but it is sometimes neces-
sary when it is in & way epoch making.

““A butler had supplanted Cordelia’s
usual cordial waitress; he presented a
tray for the card that I had mnot
brought and said. ‘second story front.’
This seemed strange to me, as Oordelia
herself had always come to the stairway
to greebé me when the door :

‘“The ‘second story front’ had been
done over into s picturesque but useless
boudoir, & wood floor polished like
gless was dotted by white fur ielands ;
the rich velvet carpets, put down a few

years before, had in fact disappeared
from the entire house.
‘““A maid, anything but cordial, re-

moved my wrap, looking me and it over
deliberately as she did so. 1 wondered
if by mistake I had been biddem to a
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