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, Claudla s Place L
,CBY A R Buckland in ‘Sunday at Home')
What 1. feel,” said Claudia Haberton, sits

. ting up with a movement 6f 1ndignation, ‘48 i
‘the miserable. lack ot purpose in one’s life.

‘Nothing to do?" said Mary Wmdsor
<. *To do! Yes, of a. kmd common, insigni-
ﬁcant work, about which it is 1mpossrble to

feel any. enthusxasm

. ¢ “The trivial round”?". .

~‘Trivial enough. A. thousand coulcl do it
as .well or better than -I can.

I want more
—to fcel that I am in my- place and - doing

: ‘the very thing for which I am fitted.’
- ..‘Sure"your liver is all right?

. “There you go, just like -the others.
can’t express.a wish to-be of more use in

the world without people muttering “about . .

discontent and telhng you you- are' out ot

‘gorts.’ . -

‘Well, I had better go before 1 say woree

‘and Mary went.

- Perhaps it was as well; for Claudias as-
pirations were: so often expressed in" terms
like these that she began to bore her friends..

'One, in a moment of exasperation, "had .ad~"

-yised her to go out as a nursery governess.

- bave filled the vacuum..,
- cloud over their . friendship.

: Mrs. Haberton, -

. daily lot,

'pa.m again; do give me my medicine.’

‘You would,’” she said, ‘have a -wonderful op-
portunity of showing what is in you, and it

you really succeed, you might make. at least

.But Claudia’ put.. -the

one mother happy.’.
" Another said that

idea . aside with scorn.

'lt all came of.being surrounded with com-~

fort, and-that -if Claudia had-been ‘poorer,
ghe would have been troubled with.no such

earnings; the actual anx1eties of life would
That; too;" brought

problem remamed unsolved.

little time to consider his daughter’ s whims.
long an invalid, was too
much occupied in battling with her own ail-
ments and bearmg the pain which was her
to. feel "acute sympathy with
Claudia’s woes.
~ ‘My dear,’
daughter had been more than usually elo-
quent upon the want of purpose in her life,
‘why don’t you think. of some occupation?'
‘But what occupation? said Claudia,
*Here I am at home, with everything around

- me, and no wants to supply—

“That is something,’ put in Mrs. Haber-
ton.

‘Oh, yes, people always tell you that; but
after all, wouldn't it be better to have a life
to face, and to—'

‘Poor dear!’ said Mrs Haberton, strolnng
ber daughter s cheek with a thin hand.

‘Please don’t, mamma,’ said Claudia;
‘you know how I drslike to be petted hke a
ehild.

. ‘My dear, sald Mrs. Haberton, ‘I feel my

-

' . She had asked for it a quarter of an hour

_before, but -Claudia had forgotten so trivial

a8 matter in the statement of her own woes.
Now she looked keenly at her mother to see

- it this request was but an attempt to create
-a diversion. But the drawn look was suf-.

ficlent. She. hastily measured out the medi-

“cine, and as hastily left-the room, saying, ‘I

will send Pinsett to you at once.’
Pinsett was Mrs, Haberton s maid, who

was_ speedily upon the spot to: ‘deal with. thel

lnvalid .
- But Claudia' had withdrawn to her own
room Where-she was soon deep in a pamph-

*let- upon the social position of Woman, her

true Rights in the world, and the noble op-

portunities for serving Mankind outside the
. bome. .- -

{
H

. Ome - p

.able grace.

_And the -

she said one day, when her'
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—'Our 'Dumh Animals.’ .

‘ ‘Ah’ said Claudia to herself i1 could
only find some- occupation which would give
a purpose , to existence—something. which
would make me really useful!’ .
After all,- was there any reason Why- she
should not? - ‘There was Eroica Baldwin who
had become a hospital nurse, and wore the
neatest possible costume with quite inimit-
It might be worth while asking

ber a few questions. It was true she had

never much cared .for Iiroica;
tall and strong, so-absurdly . healthy, and so
intolerant of one’s aspirations.: Still her

. experienco might be of use.
»*Mr,. Haberton, . immersed - in -affairs,- ‘had ‘

.~There was_ Babette Irving — a- foolish

‘name,- but..it was" her ‘parents’ fault; they

had apparently-: thought she .would always
remain an infant in arms. Her father- had
married again, and Babette Wwas keeping
house with another woman of talent. Ba-
bette wrote stories for children and for the

‘young person,’. conducting a ‘children’s col- -

umn’ in a weekly paper, supplied ‘answers
to correspondents’ upon a startling variety
of absurd questions, and’ contrived to live
thereby. - Babette’s friend had been reared
in the lap of luxury until a woeful yedr in
the City made her father a bankrupt, and
gent her to earn a living as a teacher of
singing. They -ought to have some advice
to give. ' R ' )

‘Then there was Sarah. Grifin—‘plain
Sarah,’ as:some of the unkind had chosen to
call her at school. She was one “of nine

. girls, and when her father died suddenly,

and was found to have made but-poor provi-
sion for his family, she had been thankful to
find a place in'a shop where an assocratron
of ladies endeavored to get a sale for the
work of ‘distressed gentlewomen

.She also ought to know something of the
world. -Perhaps she, too, could offer some

‘sug"estion .as to how the hfe of a poor aim-
less thing like Claudia Haberton might be -’

animated by a purpose. -

But they all lived in London, the very
place,- as Claudia felt, where women of
spirit and of , ‘views’ should be.  "If she

could but have a few hours’ chat with each!.
And, ‘after all, no doubt, this could be ar- -

ranged. It was but a little time since Aunt
Jane and Aunt Ruth bhad asked when she
was going to.cheer them with another visit.
Might not their. invitation give her just the

- opportunity she sought? -

-Claudia reflected. . She had not in the past
cared much for her aunts’ household. - The

- elderly: malden ladies were ‘the dearest crea-

- ghe. was. 0.

tures,’ ‘she told herselt but. they were-not
interesting. Aunt Jane was' always engas-
ed in kmttmg with red wool, any fragments

. of attention which could be given from that

work being devoted to Molossus, the toy ter-
rier who almost dwelt in her lap. Aunt
Ruth was equally devoted in the matter of
embroidery, and in the “watchful eye she
kept on Scipio, a Persian cat of lofty lineage ;
and austere mien. : :

" Their other interests were tew, and were
mainly centred --upon their pensioners
among the poor.  Their friends were: of
their own generation. . Thus in the past

.-Claudia had not felt any eager yearning for
the house in’ St. John’s Wood, where the sis-
ters dwelt at- peace. But it was otherwxse

now, because Claudia had new desxgns upon
London,

She conflded to her mother her readrnesa
to accept the recent invitation.

‘Go, my dear, by all means,’ said the in-
valid; ‘I am sure you must want a change,
especially after so many weeks of looking
after me.’ .

‘Pinsett, said Claudia, salving her own
conscience, ‘is so very careful and eficient.’

‘And so good,” added Mrs; Haberton, ‘you
may be sure that I shall be safe in her
hands.’

For the moment Glaudla was sensxble of
a little pang. Ought she to be ‘so readily
dispensed with? Were her services a quan-
tity which could he neglected?

But, after all, this was nothing. She did-
not neglect her mother that was out of the
question.

So it was'agreed that Cla.udja should go.
Aunt Jane wrote a letter expressing her joy

, at the -prospect, and Aunt Ruth added a

postscript which was as-long as the letter,
confirming all that her sister had sald. -

So Claudia weént up to town, and was re— )
ceived with ‘open arms by her aunts. ’

The placid household at St. John's Wood
was all the brighter ‘for Claudia's presence;

"but she could not suffer herself to remain

for more than a day or two.in the light.of
an ordinary yisitor.

‘T came this time, you know,’ she ea.rly ex-
plained to. Aunt .Tane, ‘on a voyage of ex-
ploration.’

‘Of what, my dear? said Aunt Jane, to

- whom great London was still a fedrsome

place, full of grievous peril

‘0t exploration, you know. I am going to
look up a few old -friends, and see how they )
Hve. They are working women, who—'




