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A WOMAN'S WAY

A Game of Hearts and Ballots

By EDITH GWYNNE

T was a rather cold night for the first week in October, but in
Miss Higgins’ parlor there was a grate fire whose radiance
would have bade defiance to a January gale. It flickered on

the old mahogany sofa, which had been the pride of Delia Hig-
gins’ grandmother, and it flashed mirthfully over the faces in the
black-framed portraits, almost bringing a smile to the prim old
features whose severity was awesome to the frivolous caller.

But the flames seemed to fall most comfortingly upon a
slender girlish figure in a gown of richest chestnut color, which
matched the shining hair almost too wilful and fluffy to cover
the wise head of Miss Louise Marshall, a graduate of Toronto
University, who taught French, German, English and History in
the High School of Parkersville, and who received for her faith-
ful services the sum of six hundred dollars a year, which, as
Trustee Murchison had observed, “was a handsome sum for a
female to get.”

Miss Marshall was entering upon her second year at the
aforesaid High School, and also upon her second year of ex-
perience as a boarder in the old Higgins’ homestead, where Miss
Delia kept a spotless kitchen, and a table whose delicacies tempted
the minister thither at least once a week.

Miss Delia was not over fond of lighting a fire in the parlor
so early as October. But Louise Marshall, in spite of her Uni-
versity degree, had found a royal road to the excellent spinster’s
carefully-fenced heart, and then George Howard was calling,
and Miss Delia regarded George as “the best-mannered boy that
ever came out of Parkersville High School.”

Their friendship dated from the day when George had
rescued “Nigger,” Miss Delia’s favorite cat, from the rude hands
of the Jones boys, and many a cookie and harvest apple had he
eaten by the big stove in the Higgins’ kitchen.

George had gone to the University in Toronto, three hundred
miles away, which Miss Delia regarded as an ungodly town,
given over to worldliness and cheap sales. At the University,
Mr. Howard had become slightly acquainted with Miss Marshall,
who was just commencing her course during his final year, and
who was a studious young person, not desirous of being accused
of taking University work for the sake of securing masculine
society.

Howard did well at Osgoode Hall, and returned to Parkers-
ville to become the partner of old Lawyer King, who was only
too glad to have such a vigorous young presence in his well-
known office. :

The High School Board was also anxious to add Mr. George
Howard, an old Parkersville boy, a B.A., and an LL.B, to its
distinguished councils; and so, when Louise Marshall applied
for the position of teacher of modern languages, the youngest
member of the Board recalled her brown eyes, and_also a dimple
or two, and strenuously supported her claim with successful
effect. ;

It"or a year he had shown admirable zeal as a trustee in
looking after the most recent member of the High School staff,
and before Miss Marshall went home to Brantley in June, he
begged of her to consider the advisability of reducing her efforts
to a class of one, and allowing him to absorb her future atten-
tion, with Cupid to mark the examination papers. T

Louise Marshall was a young woman possessed of ambition,
even though her ambition had brought her only so far as the
Parkersville High School and six hundred dollars a year, and
she refused to listen to Mr. Howard’s eloquence on the sub)ect
of a certain white brick house on Lawrence Stfeet, which might
be transformed into a twentieth century Edqn if she would only
consent to take the name of Eve, alias Louise Howard. !

The young man was deeply hurt, and also somewhat ‘in-
dignant, for most of the Parkersville girls had shown their
feminine appreciation of the young lawyer’s graces of intellect
and person. He had made up his mind to avoid sts‘Marshall
on her return to Parkersville in Septembgr, but .he dlscover_e(l,
as many a clever person has found out in previous centuries,
that for a man to make up his mind in one fashion, when his
heart has taken a different way, is extremely baffling to weak
humanity. ;

Afteyr all, there was no reason why he and Miss Marshall
should not be friends. She was an extremely intelligent girl,
whose conversational powers were so remarkable, that the old
clock in the hall could only be regarded as Ananias with a pen-
dulum when it asthmatically struck the hour of ten.

Wherefore he had made his way to Miss Delia’s every
week since school had opened in September, and _on.thxs very
chilly” October evening had ventured once more to intimate that
life and law were poor things in his eyes unless he could com-
plete the alliteration by adding Louise and love.

“I thought I told you,” said Miss Marshall sternly, “that
I like you very much, except when you talk like this.”

“T am sure I can’t be accused of worrying you about it. This
is only the second time I've referred to the subject.”

&

As a matter of fact, Louise Marshall was on the verge of an
unlearned burst of tears. From nine o’clock until four, every-
thing had gone wrong. The boys had been noisy, the girls had
giggled, and both boys and girls had been supremely stupid,
without the slightest desire to write French exercises or dis-
cover the beauties of Shelley’s “The Cloud.”

The young teacher was feeling that her work was a failure,
and she was also feeling an absurdly weak desire to lay her
fluffy brown héad on Mr. Howard’s broad shoulder, and tell
him how disgusting the day had been. Her weakness, and the
choky queerness in her throat, combined to make her thoroughly
angry with the young man who persisted in standing in front
of the fire, looking so strong and masterful.

“If T were a man,” she flashed out contemptuously, “I should
have too much pride to ask a woman such a question twice.”

She was a little frightened when the words were out, for
she knew, as Miss Delia had remarked, that “the Howard temper

was not to be trifled with.” There was the sound of a deeply-
drawn breath, and strong hands were laid upon her shoulders
forczlng her to look up into a man’s white face. ;

I tell you this,” he said very slowly, “that the third time
you will do the asking.”

She gasped in mm.gled rage and consternation.
Howard, you are abommably rude.”

He bowed ironically, and was about to leave the parlor,
when Miss Delia entered, bearing a plate filled high with gleam-
ng, crimson apples.
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