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MAMMY JUNIPER 41

The colored woman glared at.her. Then de-
positing her candlestick on the floor she knelt on a
small rug and began to sway and groan, bending
herself almost double in her paroxysm of wrath.

“Poor soul,” said Vivienne, turning her head
aside, “her attention has wandered from me. I
suppose it is a shock to her to.find the daughter of -
Etienne Delavigne in one of the beds of the
sacred house of Armour. But I must be firm.”

Mammy Juniper was apostrophizing some absent
person ‘under the name of Ephraim. In spite of
the coldness of the room where Vivienne had
thrown open the window, the perspiration streamed
down her face. In a fierce, low voice and with a
wildly swaying body.she chanted dismally, “O
Ephraim, thou art oppressed and broken in judg-
ment. Because Ephraim hath made many altars to
sin altars shall be unto him to sin. Thy glory shall
fly away like a bird. Ephraim shall receive shame
-—shall reeeive shame.” .

“I wonder who Ephraim is? " murmured Vivi-

-enne.

Mammy ]umper was wringing her hands with an
appearance of the greatest agony. ‘“Though they
bring up their children, yet will I bereave them,
that there shall not be a man left. Ephraim shall
bring forth his children to the murderer—to the
murderer! oh, my God!” Her voice sank to

a husky whisper. She fell forward and pressed for
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